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The Crew-saders.

These socks are not for old fogies or young fogies, either.

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.

A combination of high-bulk Orlon® acrylic and stretch
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.

Interwoven

THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS



PI_AYB l I.I. OUR OWN RABBIT'S BUSSED CHEER comes with the compliments of December’s puckered Playmate,

Donna Michelle, who has thrown a kiss his way in honor of the hrst of two special issues
celebrating pravsoy's 10th birthday. The dic-cut double cover is a unique portent of the king-sized oflering ol Christ-
mas goodics within its gold-trimmed wrappings. On the inside, rLavsoy has placed an eye-catching gift assortment of
well-chosen words, jewel-bright photos and fine artwork.

Our fictive Christmas cup runneth over with renowned peavsoy regular Ray Bradbury's The Vacation, an
evocatively poignant tale of a family adrift in a surangely silent world. Sci-fi laurcate Bradbury is currently far from
silent; he has become, and we quote his business card: “Interior Design & Idea Consultant/United States Government
Pavilion/New York World's Fair.” In this capacity, he has conwributed a dramatic scenario relating “in symbolic
terms, a dvnamic history of America and its machines,” The ubiquitous Bradbury also will be welcoming o these
shores French New Wave director Francois Truffaut. who will be filming Ray's Fahvenheit 451 (pLavsoy, March,
April and May 1951) in New York. In January, Simon and Schuster will publish a4 new collection of Bradbury short
stories. The Machineries of Joy. the tite story of which appeared first in rravsoy. Phill (two I's please) Renaud, the
Canadian-born, Chicago-based antist who produced the sensitive illustration for The Facation, is one ol many contrib-
uting artsts who have won awards lor reavsoy. With Eyeiwiiness, Alberto Moravia, Ialy's primo autore, puts in
his lrst reappearance since September’s A, 1Women, Women. A masterful limning of a cris

1A SCrVanG-misuess re-
Lationship, it should garner fresh bravos lor the writer and added sales for More Roman Tales, ol which it's a part, to
be published in January. Anatole Brovard. author of Conaersation Owver Moo Goo Gai Pan. has just Torsaken Chinese-
restaurant-filled New York City for the exurbs where he is kept busy juggling a pair of novels and a pair ol waching
positions  (Columbia and the New School). Followers of this magazine will remember with affection his insightlul
The Labors of Love (October 1961). Moo Goo Gai Pan, we

ert, will not leave the reader with an empty fecling

DURRELL

CETTY

ADLER

a hall-hour after finishing it. Lawrence Durrell gladdens our pages with A4 Corking Fvening, a corkingly good slice
ol the antic lile of Antrobus, a bumbershooted diplomatic corpsman born out of Dwrell's own foreign-service
experiences. Durrell, whose niche in the literary pantheon was assured with his Alexandria Quartel, spent a non-
vacation-typs  summer  hopscotching across the Continent to supervise production ol i number ol his plays,
including An Irish Faustus. And there’s the Devil o pay in Psycho author Robert Bloch's Beelzebub, a grand
guignol about a man beser by an entomological updating ol Coleridge’s albatross.

Prohibition, the alky-logged albawross that hung around America’s neck for 14 yewrs, is rousingly recalled in
The “Noble” Experiment by Ben Hecht, the Boswell of the Bathtub Gin Era. His wry 1our of that lawless and
ludicvous aze was one part of a Hechtic schedule that included: a new book. Letters from Bohemia (anecdowes about
and leters rom such Bohemians as H. L. Mencken and Charles MacArvthur): a contract to write 29 half-hours for
a CBS comedy series: the writing and divecting ol a movie, The Empty Coffin, in New York: and the auwempt o
get backers for a Broadway musical which Hecht says “might save the U.5. from an c¢ra of bhoredom.” A more
contemporary reminiscence is To Paradise, by Ferry by Arthur Kopit. The precocious author of the marathon-
monickered Ol Dad, Poor Dad. Mamma's Hung You in the Closel and 'm Feelin® So Sad backgrounds his Tle du
Levant idyl thuslyv: “In the late spring ol 1960 1 was in Cannes, nearly broke, and enjoying mysell immeasurably.
The events described in To Pavadise, by Ferry arve all wue; the style, like the Riviera itsell, a little wind-blown.
Ars longa, vita brevis.”

In this briel lile-span ol ours, Albert Schweitzer has managed to cram several lifetimes of accomplishment — as
a master organist and interpreter of Bach, and as a healer of the sick and the outcast. To reach the good doctor of
Lambaréné, pravsoy’'s interviewer — in a singular odyssey — wraveled by plane, jeep. dugout canoe and on foot, en
gaged Schweitzer in a revealing discussion, and started back for his home base in Southern Rhodesia, Suddenly, we
lost all contact with him and prayvsoy communiqués remained unanswered. A month later, a note [rom him unraveled
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the mystery: shrapnel wounds received while covering the Katanga highting had aceed up and thrown him back into
the hospital for major surgery and subsequent incommunicado recuperation. Today, our Stanlev-like correspondem
is fine, and so, we believe, 1s his Schweitzer interview.

Morality ol a less varihied nature is weighed in |. Paul Geww's The Morals of Money, whercin author
Genry asserts that the obligations of the affluent 1o society are manilold and. on occasion, burdensome. The burden
ol hing a maximum amount ol reading into & minimum amount of time can be greatly lightened according 1o Dr.
Mortimer Adler in How to Read a Book Superficially. Sultan of the Syntopicon. guru of the Great Books, impresario
of the Institure for Philosophical Research. and author of the bestselling How 1o Read a Boolk, Adler is eminently
qualified to point the way to the swift absorption ol the dlassics for fun and inmellectual profic.

Somewhat dismayed by the Lar-from-superhcial interest the Fivst Family has shown in matters cultural, My, Smith
(Rabert Paul) Goes to Washington in Everybody Shinny on His Own Stde, and recommends that the Clan Kennedy
kick the arts-sponsoring habit forthwith. Meanwhile back in New York. the pithy Smith has just had published
How to Grow Up in One Piece which he describes as “a children’'s book {or adulis, or an adult’'s book for children.”
An adule look at vouth's mirthful misconceptions, William Zinsser's Saltpeter and the Wolf charts the zny course
through history of that notorvious chemical of prepschool and Armed Forces inlamy which we all “knew” was being
slipped to us surreptitiously to knock the wind out of our sexual sails. Anaphrodisiac expert Zinsser is the author, in
conjunction with cartoonist James Stevenson, ol the recently published tongue-in-cheek tome on American visiting
rites, Weekend Guests.

For your vuletide jollics. reavioy has updated Clement Moore's St Nick dlassic into a Kriss Kring-a-ding-ding
delight: What a Night Before Christmas! stars Sid and Marty Krofft's internationally famous Les Poupdes de Paris,
wooden wouders who have performed with dishabilled verve at P.Js in Hollvwood (a splinter group proved a bare-
ashed bonanza at the Seaule World's Fair), Broadway's York Theater, and Las Vegas' Hacienda Hotel; in 1964 the

HECHT p . BRADBURY

BROYARD
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r. Two of the world’s fairest are

Kroffts' answer 1o No Strings has a date 1o keep with New York City's World's F
featured in Susan and Kim, a photo fillip that pictures the Misses Strasberg and Novak in fetchingly unfetteved array.
Five times as unlettered are ten enticing dimsels on display in Editors” Choice, the rraynoy stail’s personal preferences
from a decade of Plaviates that has seen more than a hundred gorgeous creatures grace our gatclold.

During the past 10 years, the country’'s top cartoonists have contributed their inventive wares 1o PLAYBOY'S
pages. and some ol their best efforts have been directed to adding their own brand of yulefoolery to our Xmas issues.
In Choice Cartoons of Chyistmas Past, we encore a covey of December cartoons with the obvious postscript that the
passage of time has dimmed none of their luster.

And with the third installment of night-club errant Lenny Bruce's How to Talk Divty and Influence People, it's
also obvious that each succeeding entry in the Bruce autobiography indicates anew the arsenal ol high-caliber ammu-
nition Lenny has on hand to offset the slings and arrows of his 1ormentors.

In The Plavboy Philosophy this month, Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner zeroes in on the hypocrisy of
contemporary society displayed by its prolessed beliefs and its actual behavior,

Stullers for the reavsoy Christmas stocking include Food and Drink Editor Thomas Mario's The Holiday Roast
and a companion picce on potables, Holtday Spivits — Hot and Cold. bhoth designed to send the reader scurrving o
evoaning board and grog: Merry Christmas!, a nine-page plenitude of gilts to give and to get — unique and utile —
plus Fashion Dircctor Robert L. Green's sage and sophisticated  suggestions fov Gifting the Guods: more  Lo-out
chalog for the Lie-night revuns in The Teevee Jeebies Story. this batch supplicd by rravsoyv's editors; the holiday

miss-adventures of Little Annie Fanny: and an overflowing cornucopia ol Teatures, cartoons and reviews.
And so, we offer veavsov's mistletoe-trimmed December issue —our biggest and, we think, best vet—as a
fitting Lindmark and as choice holiday fare.

PLAYBOY. CECEMBER, 1963. ¥YOL. 50, MO, 12. PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY HWMH PUBLISHING €O , INC_, 1N NATICNAL AND REGIONAL EDITIONS. PLAYEOY
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Advances on the slopes are coldcomfort
at best. But break the ice with an eye to

after-ski skirmishes back at the lodge.

This h.i.s Slalom jacket has all the class
of an Olympics jump. Zig-zag quilt nylon

in a light-weight streamliner that never
slows you down. The deep V-cut of color
in front gives it plenty of speed in the
style department, too. Zip closure, zip
pockets...plus anchor-tight ties at hood

andwaistbandwillrender you absolutely
gale (not gal) proof. Colorcount-down in
tenterrifictones. Slalom jacket, $12.95;
the stretch ski slacks, $17.95. At stores
that never grow cold to the h.i.s" label.

out to defrost a polar playmate?...wear the h . I S slalom jacket
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DEAR PLAYBOY

m ADDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAZINE * 232 E. OHIO §T., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

POOR RICHARD
Your Burton inwerview in the Sep-

tember issue certainly must have boosted
circulation. An article ol Christine Keel-
er's views on government and economics
would have done as well. The Burton
interview proved nothing other than
that he is just another prostituted stud
in mighty pursuit of the big buck: to hell
with waste, discretion, and the feelings of
others. Others being us poor maligned
masses bombarded daily with Turid sensa-
uonal accounts of the lives and loves of
these people.

Bill Lamkins

Honolulu, Hawaii

I was not surprised o read the intelli-
gently handled, fascinating, and stimu-
lating interview of Richard Burton, for
which you deserve much praise, as does
your well-chosen interviewer, Kenneth
Tynan. It is consistent with the excellent
quality ol your magazine.

C. Lawrence
Chicago, Illinois

Re Kenneth Tynan's interview ol
Richard  Burton in the September
rraveoy. It's evident that Mr. Burton
takes himselfl seriously, but really, now,
he doesn’t expect us to do the same,
does he?

Judith Hardes
Phoenix, Arizona

HUBBY CLUB

William Iversen's Love, Death and the
Hubby Image is new proofl —if new
proofl were necessary — that pravsoy tells
the wuths that necd o be wold hrst, and
tells them best. As a Middle Easterner
who has spent the last three years in this
country, attending school, 1 have been
appalled at the amount ol castrating,
demeaning  and  utterly  inexcusible
“good-natured” kiddmg that the Ameri
can news and  communications media
heap on the unresisting American male.
I cannot imagine another country with
a population ol scll-respecting, reason-
ably brave men where a show like 1 Love
Lucy, or Make Room for Daddy would go
merrily on its way, for 10 years, watched
by millions ol wives and wives-to-be, and
dedicated to proving that il it were not

for the cheerful litdle woman standing
behind him all the way, hubby would
long ago have collapsed. Having talked
with several American males about the
subject and geuwing only a sick grin in
answer, 1 had thought that the mental
castration and emotional spine breaking
ol the American man by his mate was
complete. Thank you for proving me
wrong.

Khachig Tololvan

Witertown, Massachusetts

Aflter reading William Iversen’s Love,
Death and the Hubby Image 1 got up
and crossed to the center of the room
meeting my wile haltway. T feinted with
my cyes and dropped her with a hard
left hook. She rolled and was up on one
knee at eight, registering littde more than
mild surprise, but she needn’t have alter
what she's been up to.

Seriously, I found the article to be a
clear echo of my thoughts on the subject.
I'm sure that this piece will bring a volley
ol hot replies Irom those who have sacri-
ficed so much, but it may cause intelli-
gent broads to reflect — 1 hope.

James Gardner
Beeville, Texas

I wasn't aware ol the extent to which
my marriage had crucilicd me undil |
read William Iversen’s September article,
Love, Death and the Hubby Image. Tt
surcly ranks as the shallowest diatribe
against common sense PLAVEOY has pub-
lisheel.

Many ol Iversen’s allegations have an
uncomlortable grain ot tuth in them,
but the whole vruth of marriage is a little
more complex, and involves deeper emo-
tions, than your author apparently can
feel. Mature women simply are not the
greedy creatures pictured only as con-
suming machines: mature men simply are
not bumbling fools in a I3th Century
romantic stupor. Neither could submit
to being led around by the nose, as Iver-
sen states men are, and implies women
should be.

Bachelorhood, the proffered alterna-
tive, has never to my knowledge been
suceesstully practiced by any society more
advanced than that of bees, 1 don't be-
licve that romantic marriage entered into
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The Man's Fragrance
shave lotion *2%, cologne *3 rustax

By PRINCE MATCHABELL!




COME ALONG TO A NEW WINDOW WONDERLAND
OF SPARKLING IDEAS AND GLITTERING GIFTS!

L o % e gander at a golden sleigh that's really a tray
for her dressing table! It’s bountifully gift-laden
with the captivaling scent of Hypnotique in cologne,
bath powder, bubbling bath powder and lamb's
wool pufl. Hypnotique Fragrance Bath Gala, $7.95.

witH MAX FACTOR

gaze at goldand-white sec beauty for her bath,
glory, the Hypnotique Bath Golden Woods Fragrance
Boutique! Cologne, bath pow- Bath Gala! Spray mist
der, bubbling bath powder cologne, soap, bath powder,
in a milk glass tray, $5.00. lamb’s wool puff, $7.50.

peep at a gift for golden girls...Golden Woods,
a fragrance with the sunlit freshness of California.
Give her the sunshine spray mist cologne, in the
glowing canister, $3.50. In glass, $2.50. Add the
concentrated sofiness of bath perfume, $3.50.

behold the spellbinding
scent of Hypnotique! The
very essence of enchant-
ment for a sophisticate, in
cologne, $3.75, or in airy
spray mist cologne, $3.50.
Perfume for the hath is a
blissful new luxury, $3.25.
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goggle at a galaxy of fashionable fun!
Max Factor’s Color Boutique, six lipstick
petites and Nail Satins, for the woman
who wants everything, $5.00. Color for her
tree: a tote of lipstick and Nail Satin, $2.00.

note a bright way to start a man’s day...the
fresh tingle of The Grand Three, dispenser top
set of After Shave Lotion, Men’s Cologne, Body
Rub Cologne, $3.50. Ship Mates has the same
scent in After Shave Lotion and Cologne, $2.00.

look at the mark of a distinguished man...his set of
Signature! After Shave Lotion, After Shave Talc, Men's
Cologne in the scent that's a man-pleaser, 85.50. Quite
debonair is Signature’s Deluxe Spray Cologne, $2.50.

was FACTOR

glimpse a feline who's
fond of fragrance...the
sleek Sophisti-Cat! The
sultry black kitten holds a
flacon of Primitif perfume,
81.50. Her pampered part-
ner purrs over a flacon
of gay Hypnotique, 1.75.

peek at a Beauty Wardrobe...
frosted white Creme Puff com-
pact and its fashionable mate,
slim Fine Line lipstick. $3.00.
Below, the elegance of mother-
of-pearl in a jeweler’s compact
and matching Hi-Society lipstick
case. Complete with Creme Puff
and Hi-Society refills. $10.00.

peer at a pecrless gift for the woman
who is every inch a female! Primitil
bath powder and lamb’s wool puff in a
Crystalique bowl, $5.00. Bath powder,
spray mist cologne Fragrance Duet, $3.25

-

THE WIDE-EYED WONDERS
OF THE SEASON ARE
BROUGHT TO YOU BY

'i N !,i 7
MAX
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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.

by emotionally stable adults is wiong
because 1t is a sociologically new idea
and lacks the flavor of male supremacy,
nor can I accept that Iversen's alterna-
tive is better because it hasn't been tried.
Fred Juersens, Jr.
Case Institute of Technology
Cleveland, Ohio

At last, the perfect cure. Whenever a
member of our Bachelor's Anonymous
[eels he is losing his grip on swinglchood,
i call to a buddy's pad brings a TR-1 10
his door, and while they tool around
town, the slipping singleton gulps Lowe,
Death and the Hubby fmage by Iversen.
We'll kick it yet!

Ed Fox

Baltimore, Marvland

William  Tversen’s  Dbrilliant  article,
Love. Death and the Hubby Image,

would have been even more entertaining
il it were not so tragically accurate. Some-
how the humor is hollow when vou re-
flect how squarcly on-target Iversen is in
his critique of the sick American mar-
riage relationship.

However, Iversen, like many others,
crrs when he lays much ol the blinme at
the doorstep of the mass media. Un-
lfortunately, the popular media in this
country arc not leaders, originators, or
even guidance counselors. At best, they
mercly amplify the mores ol a society
they did not create.

The most popular magazines are those
which carry articles which the public
wanis 10 read; the most popular radio
stations are the ones plaving the music
the public wants to hear: the most popu-
lar TV programs are choscn not by the
vting services but by the people who
e them in.

Norman Wain
WHK Radio
Cleveland, Ohio

The following is in rebuttal of vour
recent article on the so-called “soft life”
the women ol America are leading and
the many advantages they derive [rom
reuring from the business world into the
glamorous country-club atmosphere of
married life:

ATTENTION SINGLE MEN—
POSITIONS AVAILABLE

An owsstanding opportunity  a-
wints you. The only requirement
necessary is that the applicant be a
male  (no prool necessary), Listed
below are only a few ol the benefits
yvou will receive:

Full-time (365 days per vear) serv-
ant, ]l{)llht‘kl‘l'pl'l'. gardener, nurse,
chaufleur, bookkeeper, cook and
Liandress. You will receive three
meals a day with only vour lavorite
foods scrved. Clean laundry and
cleaning  service — special  delivery
from bathroom lloor 10 underwear.

Never again will you have 10 pick
up those dirty socks or scrape the
mud off vour shoes. Just leave
anything anywhere it pleases you,
and it will be picked up and put in
apple-pie order and returned 1o
where you should have put it in the
hrst place. A soft comfortable chair
(usually the only one) awaits you in
[ront of the TV set — you have com-
plete authority in choosing the pro-
grams. Snacks served at the snap of
your flingers. Sex privileges, il de-
sired. Comes in handy in an emer-
geney (like when your givllviend is
out of town). Also, available for
stud service. No fee.

For complete details on other
unlisted services performed. just ob-
serve 40,000,000 members of your
own sex — they never had it so good.

“Bunny Tiredtail”
Oakland, California

Three cheers for William Iversen and
his extremely articulate article. For many
years the American male has been wait-
ing for such an article. A copy of this
fine piece of writing should be in the
hands of every [ull-blooded bachelor. Tt
should be entitled A Man's Manifesto”
and distributed on every street corner.
Let us all raise our glasses high to such
excellent exposition. May it not be oo
late for the rest of us to adopt these
thoughts. By the way is, or should T say
was, Mr. Iversen married?

Victor E. D. King
Ann Arbor, Michigan
He is.

Re Love, Death and the Hubby Image:
I wish I'd said thar.
Mel Foley
Alva, Oklahoma

FICTION FANFARE
Ray Bradbwv's The Life Work of

Juan Diaz brought a lump to my throat
and a threat to my complacency. It was
red, raw realism, lighting up a dark
corner of human poverty in a woubled
and distressed land.

Jacob Charles

Mattapan, Massachusets

Theodore Sturgeon's excellent story,
Noon Gun, contains, 1 feel, the essence
ol what the hell life is all about. It em-
bodies what the existential psychologists
are trving to say and what the beats and
muny ol us might be fleeg Irom. It was
a superlative tale that can be apprec
ated both as pure entervinment and as
being socially significant.

Ronald Woo
San Francisco, Calilornia

FOOTBALL CONFERENCE
I probably am prejudiced, but T think
your All-America team and squad picked
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this year is very good. It is also good
to see Coach Parseghian picked as Coach
ol the Year, and two of our fine boys,
Cvercko and Myers, on the hirst eam.
I certainly hope vour prediction comes
true, and will lollow with interest the
progress your fine magazine is making.
Stuart K. Holcomb,
Athletic Director
Northwestern  University
Evanston, Ilinois

The September 1963 Pigskin Preview
analysis of the teams was exceptionally
well done. Nawurally, I am most inter-
ested in the Southwest and 1 realize that
this conference has many times reversed
the order of prescason picks and this
could be one of them.

L. R. "Dutch™ Meyer
Athletic Director  (Retired)
Texas Christian University
Fort Worth, Texas

Re Anson Mount'’s statement: “West
Virginia will again be tops in the South-
ern Conference.” Last year, VMI won
their fowrth Southern Conference title
in six years, and 1 predict this year will
make it the ifth in seven years. I there-
lore question Mr. Mount's statement.

W. B. Underwood, Jr.
Goldsboro, North Carolina

The point Mount made was that while
West Virginia would be the strongest
team in the Southern Conference, for-
midable outside opposition would keep
u from having the best overall record.

RHYME FOR A CHANGE
The limericks in the September issue
were great! And to top it off Arnold
Roth. the artist, surpassed himsell by
combining a mastery of comic-illustrative
technique  with  sheer  artistic  beauty.
Thanks to rLavBoy for recognition of his
talent; I hope to see much more of him
in future issues.
William P. Hoest
Huntington, New York

PHOTO FINISH
I will probably still be Laughing when
you receive this letter — at News-Reals,
ol course, in the September issuc. Hope
vou people have as much fun putting
rravsoy together as 1 have reading it
Jim Kennedy
Arlington, Virginia

On the whole T greatly enjoyed News-
Reals by Gerald Gardner in your Sep
tember issue, but being a conservative
(in the modern sense of that word) and
a Goldwater fan as well. T would like to
comment on the gibe at the Senator on
page 169. T am not writing this because
I cannot stand a gag at Mr. Goldwater's
expense, I, too, thought Senator Hubert
Humphrey's crack about “18th Century
Fox™ quite funny (but then I always
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Kenton's
West Side Story

wfrom tha"Hangry I
The Kingston Tria

TE-09. STAN KEKTON,
WEST SIDE STORY. Jorz
vervion of stoge ond
screen hit; Maria, | Feal
p..mf Something's Com.
wol, 7 more.

|ssu RAY ANTHOMY. THE
WIST, Let's Tuwisd, Bunny
h‘op Twisl, Bookend
Twist, Mesican Hol Twist,
Peter Gurn Twisl, Might
Troin Fwisl, 5 more.

HITH
1Ok

17-50. GEORGE CHAKIRIS,
The l-?-m discovery of
Wart Side Story sings
Moria, One Girl, 1l Wind,
By Myualf, Tonight, | Be-
lieve in You, mare.

17-04. FABULDUS HITS OF
DIMNAH SHORE. Especiclly
recorded. Jim, Blues in
the Night, i*ll Waik
Alors, The Gypey, Sul-
fons & Bows, 7 mors.

11-07. THE RINGSTOM TRID.
FROM THE HUNGRY '
Recarded live in San Fro
ejsen, South Coost, Dor
Wimgweh, 9 ethers [Mon-
avral onlyl.

10-35. JOKAH JOKES QUAR-
TET. JUMFIN" WITH
JOMAH, No Moen of All,
Just @ Gigolo, Thors o
Plenty, Bill Boiley, IVs o
Good Doy, T more.

THE BEST OF
| DUKE ELLINGTON

16-02. THE BEST OF DUKE
ELLINGTOM. Warm Valley,
Reckin® in Bhythm, Sotin
Dell, Coroven, Flaminga,
Block ond Ton Fontosy,
more jore dowics.

Music to set the

17.54. JACKIE GLEASOM
GIGOT. Conducts his gwn
music from his delightful
film. ' Disti ol

Record
Mu"‘n!rl e mel

lhf
%‘F
'~

U 1

15-24, GEORGE SHEARING/
MAHCY WILSOHW. THE
SWINGIN'S MUTUAL! His
quiniet bocks o great
woice on Blus Low, lrapi-
rotien. 10 more.

1791, Uﬂ!h‘l‘ DARIN. OH !
LOOK AT ME NOW. His
smosh  Fiest Cnr.nld al-
bum. Blue Always,
My Buddy, The Porly's
Ower, B others.

§

1753,

TEE FOUR FRESKMEN
THE SWINGERS. 12 jorz
sirzlers: L'l Dorlin’, Taps

Satin Doll, h,llnbr

of Birdland, Lufu's Bock

in Town, more.

JACKIE GLEASON

3-52. JACKIE GLEASON.

MUSIC

FOR LOVERS ONLY. Romonce
tokes over with Body ond Soul,
Some Day, Little Girl, 9 others.

1553, Wl'l.h HI- ms‘ltnm
ORUMS. Billy Moy, Les
oater, cthers in o per-
cussion ergy! Bonge Boh,
Rocker Rocket, 7 mare,
Monoural or Sterec.

JACKIE GLEASON s

JONAH RJNES

m e

-
s

EVAN
TR

14-98. JUNE CHRISTY
CIFF BEAT. Unusual tunes

o greot jozz woice,
Remind Me. You Suy You
Care. A Sleepin® Bes, Out
of This World, & mere.

/

: surfin’ safari
THE BEACH BOYS

18.08. THE BEACH BOYS.
SURFIN' SAFARI. Rockin®,

brach perties.

L T

B [y
&

17-96. STAN ntmou
ADVEWTURES M
Mew -i.rr(nOni in exei
sounds. Tusrtle Tolk, Ml)l
Body ond Soul, Limehouse
Blues, mare,

5-09. IACKIE GLEASON.
MUSIC, MARTINIS AND
MEMORIES. Bockgrounds
to leve: Once in & While,
t Remember You, | Con't
Get Storled, ® mare.

17-73. JONEH HOMES, Jall
BOMUS. With argen,
guitors. Seft Winds, Jure
Haght, Het Toddy., mare
“'Selidly swinging sownd.
—Variely

BIRTH OF THE oo

miles davis

L
W

@

Lt

MILES DAVIS

7-62. MILES DAVIS. BIRTH OF

THE COOL,

Also Kaoi Windin?,
1

J. 1. Johnson, others on

"eool’" tunes.

Monaural only.

17-55. VIVA BOSSA MOVA!
LAURINDO ALMEIDA, his
isry guitor ond band
awing the new donce

15-33. STAN KEKTON. THE
ROMANTIC  APFROACH.
Hit newest, most exciting
denes bond! Imegination,

18-47.THE LEE EVANS TRIO.
Enciting pioro stylings of
Weul Side Story Medioy,
The Sweetesf Scurds, I'm

roge. Llary River, Mr. 1 Undarstand, Fools Rush  Old Foshioned, Teaches's
Iu( ¥, 10 others. In, ® more. Blues, mony more
1 By sol |
DG o e
BOOK sysaphy backisma

ml oF comduecid by allmd pewssn

ST 2@ k)

WK K | ] N
14-34. ERNIE FORD. SING ‘i .S IIG BEAT HAM- 85-B1. GERSHWIN BY
A SPIRITUAL WITH ME DAV STARLIGHT: Leonard Pen-
Stwol Awoy. Old Time nario, pionist; Hellywood
Roligion, Roll Jordan Foll, Bowl Symphony. Cubon
| Want i be Reody, Go  in' of the 50qu The Seng Overture, Second Rhop-
Down Moses, mony more. 1 You, othen sody. ate.

Choose any )

14.39,
LALY.

JACKIE GLEASON.
LIVELY LOVE. Ba-
couse O You, On The
Stree! Whers You Live,
Sprak Low, It Hod To Be
You. B mare

7-56. TENNESSEE ERNIE
FORD. HYMNS.

Rugged Crass, $weet Hour
Of Proyer, My Tosk.

17-41. HANK THOMPSON &
ERAZDS VALLEY BOYS: #1
Couvntry & Western Bond!
Gothering Flowers, Jfer.
sey Bounce, Red Skun Gol,
¥ more

IS Y& l!‘ IIITS OF BENNY
. The Swing

K-r‘glh- oﬂn Blus Loy,
Air Mol Special, Get
Hoppy. Ler's Donce,
B others.

NAT KING COLE

B-24. NAT KING COLE. LOVE IS
THE THING. 12 silk-smooth love
songs, It's All In the Gome, At
Lost, Llove Lefters, more.

-
© o Y

KIXIA GRODYVYY

SRR R RN

18-17. HELSON RIDDLE.
LOVE i5 A GAME OF
POKER. Mew sounds on
illiont arrongements.
fi. Penny
rndiscreel, others,

17-99. ROSE MADDOX
SINGS BLUEGRASS. 'Fine,
tolented . excellent.’ Sar,
Review. Cattan Frields,
Unele Pen, 10 mare Rose
Modden sprooly

18-31. JIMMIE ROWLES.
KINDA GROOVY! Blues
drenched pions ond
votols. Suger, Me ond
You, | With | Knew, Miss
Brown o You, ¥ mors,

5-14. KEELY SMITH.
1| WISH YOU LOVE Worm-
voiced lgve tongy: |
Urderstond, Imoginotion,
Fools Rush In, Mr. Won-
derful, 7 othen.

17-12. VAN ALEXANDER.
SAVOY STOMP. Salutes to
Swingdom's bonds ond
hits. Underided, Cheivto-
pher Celumb el
Togerther, ¥ cihe
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Albums... Pay ony

plus a small
shipping charge

when you become a trial member of the Capitol Record Club and agree
to buy only six future selections, from the several hundred available
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12-21. FRAMK SINATRA,
MO OME CARES. Stermy
Weather, A Coltege For
Sale, Here's Thot Foiny
Day, Where
7 more.

You Ge,

Nancy Wilson

e
S

s

5
:

' 4

Y|

16-57. NAKCY WILSON/
CANMOMBALL ADDERLEY.
Taoming up to give you
1 Con't Get Storied. Hop-
py Tolk, Unit 7 — eleven
rumbers in all.

THE
KINGSTON

TRIO

THE KINGSTON TRIO

9-96. THE KINGSTON TRI0. Smash
hits: Tom Deooley ond 11 more
great songs from calypso to sea
chanteys. Monaural only.

PUBEY LEE SL0CS CHESS COMNTRY

17-10. IUDY GARLAND. THE
GARLAND TOUCH. Swn
ning prrformance by i
Shewbis! | Don't Cors,
Lucky Doy, Sweet Donger,
10 more.

14.50. DAKOTA STATON,
DAKOTA! Poignont bollod
sylings of Rock Me fo
Sleep, I 1 love Agein,
Fick Yourselt Up, Dl
Close My Eyes, B others

14-42. DEAN MERTIN, THIS
TIME | ' SWINGIN' . Ding
rocks with Imoginahion,
Meon to Me, Juil in Time,
True Love, Someday, ond
other finger woppers.

17-53. MAT HWING COLE.
REMBLIN' ROSE. ‘Worm
ond  wonderful  countey
music! The Good Times,
Skip 1o My Lou, Your
Cheatin' Heor!, § maore.

TRID

Miles,
ory, Chilly
Woinds, athers

17-67. NANCY WILSON.
HELLO YOUNG LOVERS.
Sophisticoted Lody, Miss
Otis Regrefs, Nino Never
Knew, ¥ mors, “Remork-

oble” — Down Beal.

16-71. PECGY LEE. BLUES
CROSS COUNTRY. Boiin
Srewnt Blues, $1. Louis
Blues, Gein’ to Chicogo,
MY, City Biues, los An-
peles Blues, T more.

tock,
Foll to Fieces,
Teors, B others.

L 15-£38. JuoY

15658
AT CARMEGIE HALL. "“Gar-
Jond of her graatest.” Hi-
Fi Starec Raview. 28
exciting songs feom The
greotest avening in show-
business history: Mon
Thot Get Awoy, Trolley
Song, Chirogo, Sen Fron-
cisco, 24 more sncoret,
rutorded live.
(2-Record set counls at

two separate selections)

14-17. FRANK SIHATRA.
NICE "H' EASY_ Setile
bock ond listen to Fools
Rush In, Mom'sells,
Dream, 10 more. With Nel.
san Riddle's Orchestro.

16-28. GEORDE SHEARING.
SATIN AFFAIR. The quin-
et with strings— Star Dust,
My Romarce, The Porly's
Over, Eorly Avturmn, B
other smooth tylings.

0-05. TENNESSEE ERWIE
FORD.HEARER THE CROSS.
nipiring hymni—MNow
he Doy s Over, fewn,
aviour, Pilot Me, ten
other fovarites,

17-20. FERLIN HUSKEY.
SOME OF MY FAVORITES.

Songs with o sound o

8-59. JACRIE GLEASOM
PRESENTS VELVET BRASS.
Plush interpretatiens of
foverites: The Men 1 Llave,
Scptember Seng, Oul OF
HNowheie=11 mare,

big o3 America. Willow
Tree, My Adobe Hocl-
endo, 10 more.

Che Shearing
Couch

GEORGE SHEARING

14-72. GEORGE SHEARING. THE
SHEARING TOUCH. Superb styl-
ings: Nola, Misty, Bewitched,
8 more. With Billy May strings.

17628, 17628, 17.62c SINATRA:

THE GREAT YEARS
36-hit collection of “The King's™
e BIG records—now in_o
limited-edition, souvenir album. Thrill
again ta Leon Baby, All of Me, Hey!
Jealous Lover, Witcheraft, Learnin® the

Hu

14-07.THE KINGSTOM TRIO.
STRING ALOMNG. Ameri-
eo's fovarites in 12 imog-

inative stylings. Sculh

Wind, Leove My Woman
Alone, Tomorrow, efc.

12-58. THE

HERE WE GO AGAIN.
CAPITOL Guitors, bonjes end ben-
RECORD CLUB gos going like crasy. Moul

Dept. 5469, Scranton 5,
Pennsylvania

Awocy, A Waorried Man,
11 mere.

17-14. THE EXCITING
VOICE OF AL MARTIND. A

wesrm, rich boritone sings
Matlinata, Ma More, Here
n My Heort, Gronada, 8
athers.

Blues, One for My Baby, mony more.

17-72. PEGGY LEE. SUGAR
N SPICE. A ¢ Tho! Love,
I Believe in Yeu. See See
Rider, Embrusse Moi, The
Ecst i3 Ye! to Come, 7
more.

MISS
| PEGGY LEE

\
\

BASIN STREET EAST |
|

PEGGY LEE

15-20. PEGGY LEE. BASIN STREET
EAST. Catch her club perfarm-
once of Fever, The Second Time

Around, Yes, Indeed, 12 more.

18-24, LOU RAWLS. BLACK
AND BLUE. & blues-sing:
ing find | §1. Jomes
Infirmery, Strenge Frudd,
Kansas City. Trouble o
thind. B others.

18-66. BOBBY DARIN.
YOU RE THE REASON | M
LIVING. 12 country-
western b ¥
Am. Release Me, many
more big hit numbers.

15-74 KAT KIMG COLE.
THE TOUCH OF YOUR
LIPS, Creamy musicaol
memotier: Mol 5o long
Age, Hlusian, | Remember
You, Funny, 7 mere.

{3-record 3¢t counts ox 3 sep
selections.)

d R i/
Fill out attached
reply card
—mail today!

11-55. THE KIHGSTON TRIO
AT LARGE. Here's the
Eingston Trio in a wivid
folk festival: Blow Ye
Winds, Scorlet Fibbons,
Getawoy John—7 mors.

i e |

Original mowie
track of Redger
Hommeratein s success,
Hello Young lovers, We
Kis in o Shodow, more.

16-89, JACKIE CLEASON.
LOVE EMBERS AND
FLAME. 2 sting orches-
s ignite remonce with
Would You, Lever s Waltz,
Hew Abeut Me, more

16-65. RED MWICHOLS.
DIXIELAND SUPPER
CLUE. Red's § Pennies in
13 doncers' delighta: Blue,
Mways, Sentimentol
Jowrney. W0 more.

15-44. HAMK THOMPSOM,
AMH OLD LOVE AFFAIR,
My Oid Flame, I'l be
Around, Just A Little
While, I's My Foult, B

mere torech numbers,

E-34. CARDUSEL. movie
sound trock, with Gardan
MecRor ond Shidley Jones.
They ning 1 { loved You,
Muster Snow. You ll Never
Wolk Alene, aihers

= -
| T

16-39. DAKDTA STATON AT
STORYVILLE. Her first "o
wvege” olbum! Mson &
Evid Bluer. Fosy to Love.
The Show Must Go On, §
more greot.

10-53. FRAHK SINATRA.
ONLY THE LONELY. Ebb
Tide, Spring It Here,
Goodbye, Whot's MNew,
Bives in The Night, 7 more
preat hit.,

16-42 THE KINGSTON TRID.
CLOSE -UP. 17 songs never

belore recorded: Soil
Awey, O Ken Korongo,
desse Jomes, Weeping
Willow. e

19



Furs I:, Estevez for Coopchik-Forrest

“Save me a gift of Imported O.F.C., or 'm going on the wagon”

People who go all the way invariably bear gifts of Imported O.F.C. It’s the Oldest Finest
Canadian—a more gifted whisky in lightness and taste. 8 year old O.F.C. is two years nldﬂ
than other leading Canadians, yet costs the same. And luxurious 12 year old O.F.C

surprisingly little more, Teardrop Decanter and all. Get in the spirit...give Imported O.F.C.

86.8 PROOF © 1963 SCHENLEY DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C. Handsomely gift-boxed, without extra charge




find Humphrey funny). My reason is
that I believe the gibe fosters a false
impression in two ways.

First, I do not believe that Senator
Goldwater or any other present-day
“conscrvative”  would  really  advocate
abolishment of the Postal Department.
The suggestion of this in the gag is mis-
leading. Sccond, it is eve-opening to
consider what our postal service might be
today if it had net been gradually mo-
nopolized by the Government in a scries
of steps starting in 1813 and continuing
almost to the present time.

James F. Yeager
Yonkers, New York

Editor-Publisher Hefner has a similar
observation lo make about the Postal
Department in this month’s “Playboy
Plilosophy.”

TEE HEE

Re the September cartoon on page 172,
Interlandi’s caption was excellent, but
I think I might have said “I'm afraid
you have an unplayable lie” — or, per-
haps, “You have a playable lay!” Your
magazine gives me much lookin® and
readin® pleasure.

Sam Snead

The Greenbrier

White Sulphur Springs, West Virginia

SIREN SONG

Greatly enjoyed September’s Europe’s
New Sex Sirens. Thought you might
want to sce how one ol the featured sex

sirens, Alexandra Stewart, relaxed he-
tween takes for New Wave ilm, Makes
Your Mouth Water.

Cynthia Grenier
Paris, France

Your photographic essay on Ewrope’s
New Sex Sirens was the bigeest letdown
since  Jayne  Mansficld 1ok off  her
brassiere.

Kenneth Feldman
New York, New York

PLAYBOY PLAUDITS

The recent 15-cent increase per issue
for your magazine was accompanicd by
at least a 20-cent increase in reading

entertainment. Basic economics leads me
to condone any lurther expansions that
the pLavsoy editors may have in mind.
Continued success to your most excellem
magizine.

Jerry Truax

Fort Frances, Ontario

Through one of the students on our
campus. I was introduced to your fine
magazine. As a Britisher, I am glad to
sce that there is at least one American
magazine published that can deal with
sex in a wholesome and attractive man-
ner. I was also amazed, and yer delighted,
that the articles carry such intellectual
material. T have one criticism to make,
however, your cover announces “PLAYBOY
— Entertainment for Men.” Is there not
some way you can include us ladies in
the invitation?

Margaret Crosbhy
University of Southern Mississippi
Hattiesburg, Mississippi

Ladies are always welcome aboard,

Margarelt.

SINA QUA NON

This is to acknowledge your splendid
comments in September After Hours on
SINA. We are still receiving piles of mail
daily, mostly from people wanting litera-
ture or membership forms [or joining.

The battle against ATRT and the New
York Telephone Company is going into
its fifth week. Our pickets from Green-
wich Village and Harlem hold a daily
vigil in front of AT&T at 195 Broadway
and the New York Telephone Company
ofhces at 140 West Street.

G. Clifford Prout spent this Labor Day
wecekend clothing 12 animals at Dietch's
Kiddie Zoo in Fair Lawn, New Jersey,
which was filmed lor the Jack Paar Show.
Huge crowds were on hand to applaud
the sight of a llama in a skirg, a bear in
overalls, a camel in a jump suit and a
goat in Bermuda shorts. Our SINA field
workers assisting Mr. Prout had their
hands full.

Bruce Spencer, Vice-President

Socicty [or Indecency 1o Naked Animals

New York, New York

PLAYBACK
It was a pleasant surprise to see the

Missa Luba. a mass sung in pure Congo-
lese style, reviewed in the Seprember
reavsov., Jubilee (a Catholic magazine
published and edited by laymen) intro-
duced this unusual recording, and it has
proven to be wildly popular. We have
already sold over 10.000 copies. Tt is en-
couraging lor us 1o know that rrayveoy
appreaates good religious music.

John Revnolds

Jubilee

New York, New Yok

GRAHAM CRACKER
I am a member on the Billy Graham
committee. 1 am writting [sic] this letwer

Nothing
shines brighter
than
Esquire Boot Polish

( EAEF R A RN AR N R NEREN NN NERNNDN]

NEW! FREE APPLICATOR
with black polish! Now
get the same fabulous
Esquire shine on your
shoes not your hands!
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NOW
CHANEL CREATES
WO CLASSICS FOR MEN

A GENTLEMAN'S A GENTLEMAN'S
COLOGNE f AFTER SHAVE

CHANEL CHANEL

INTRODUCING A GENTLEMAN'S COLOGNE
AND A GENTLEMAN'S AFTER SHAVE!

CHANEL

COLOGNE 8 OF 500, 1602 13 50, AFTER SHAVE 4 07 5 00 ©1961 CHANEL, INC , ) WEST S7TH STREET. N ¥ N ¥

in behall of the models who are lovers
ol the flesh. Those sinnlul [sic] Jezebels
and creatures of the devil, Here at the
Billy  Graham crusade we  have  con-
demned vour night club of [sic] limits o
our christian bretherns [sic]. We have
condemned your models to eternal hell,
The Bible gives us the authority. We are
asking the models to think it over very
carelfully. Hell is an awelul [sic] place.
The devil will eat the models up.

Quite apparently the models have no
desire to be converted 1o our precions
sivoir [sic] Jesus Christ We here at the
Billv Graham crusade have given the
models  cvery opportunity to go 1o
heaven and mect Jesus. Kindly well the
models to read the Bible every dav to
try to seck courage. The models who are
sinnful [sic] instead of plaving around
will have to work very hard when they
get to hell, We here at the orusade ol
Christ cannot do anvthing o get the
models out of hell. Even our pravers in
behalf ol the models will be of no avail.
\s a member of the Billy Graham cru
sade ol Jesus 1 have brought up the
method ol the hivelibood of vour models
who advertise their rear ends to the pub-
lic for the sake of money. It is our helicl
that is indeed a very shamelul method ol
ecking [vic] a livelihood. We even praved
int behall of those Jerebels of sin. In et
over 50000 thousand [sie]  christians
praved for those sinutul [sic] creatures.
We luve lost all hope for vour models.
We have also condemmed pravesoy maga-
rine as unfit to vead lor anv ol our mem-
bers. We have made strict rules. Anvonce
caught reading that hilthy magazine will
be barred from going to heaven, As o
man ol great learning. [ thowroughly
[sic] understand women as well their
historv. It scems that women are shead-
ing [sic] their clothes as displayed by
vour models. As an authority upon wom-
en I aan relate many tales about women
which would require pages. In lact 1
know more about women than anv of
vour so called leature writers, Ungues-
tionably vou will wonder what can w
man ol God know about women. Wom
en are my business. As a man ol God |
also make my livelihood ofl the creatures
of sin.

We here at the Billy Graham crusade
for our savoir [sic] have devised a plan.
We are going 1o walk in front ol the
Plavbov Intermational Clubs with sigos
stating down with those sinful places. As
soot as our project is organized it will
go into elffect. We will show yvour club
what the cross of Jesus means,

John V. Cofheld

Mmber [sic] of the Billy Graham crusade

lor our blessed Jesus Christ

Los Angeles, Calilornia

Sic.sic, st With you oy a friend, Jolin
Billy Graham doesn’t need cnemies,




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

sr1 YUY Y

usteid of placing still more names in
I nomnation lor our ever-lengthening
List of Unlikely Couples. weve decided o
ntroduce a brand-new — and we hope
no less pleasimily pointless — parlor game

this momh. Linking names is still the
wame, but this nme the idea is 1o string
them together into a single mulusvilabic
monicker ol interlocking fivst and  last
vamics. For example: Santa Chaius Fuchs,
Eillic Sol Estes Kelauver, Dannv 'Thon
a Becker, Bruno Walter Winchell, 1. S,
Fhot Ness. When you've whipped up a

few ol these clementry dual combing-
vons. you'll he ready 1o 1y vour hand at
something a bit more ambiious: 1ros

{Mcey \l}ll's Davis  Gorubb), quaartes
(John Vivvan Leigh Hune Haatlord),
quintets  (Malcolm  X-Roav Amhony

C.corge Montgomery), sextets (Beau fack
Barry Nelson Fddy Albert Schwenzer),
and so on ad absurdum. When vou've
gonc as L as vou want 1o zo with this
girmbit, you mav want to add the rchne-
ment ol o word-play capper, as in Ann-
Aiowrct Truman Doctrihe Steve
Allen Dulles Dishwater. Then vou'll be
qualilicd 10 graduate o the big leagues

anud

with such freight-wam appellations as
Hmold Llovd George Washington ving
Berlin ANivhit, Benpomin Franklin Roose
velt Grier Ganson Kanin Able and the
mouth-filling Littde Eva Marie Saie Paul
Douglas  Dillon AMann
Charles Atlas Shrugged. Happy name-

1 homas Ray
dropping.
L]

Attiched o a driver's-heenserenewal
notice sent 1o a Inend of ours by the
Wisconsin State Motor Vehicle Depart-
ment was the following printed note:
“1F YOLU DO NOT RECEIWVE THIS NOTICE, LET
Us KNOW BY LETTER.”

What price glory? Au unintentionally

item from the Fresno, Cali-
foruia. Bee reports that the local city
coundil recently adopted a0 resolution
“commending Darla Banks for winning
the natonal Miss Teenager contest. She
mav be called before the coundl o be
mude.”

trimcated

Briace voursell [or this one: A headline
in the Albuquerque, New Mexico, Trb-
Hne ]'('li‘llll‘ ;IIl]IlJI”Ii('lI: LNIVERSHIY 4O
NEW MEXICO DENTAL HYGIENE STUDENTS
TO BE CAPPED.

-
We've heard of far-out names for race

horses, but this toneue twister — histed m

the Los Angeles Hevald-Fxaminer pmong
the thoroughbreds scheduled 1o rviace at
Santa Anita — leads the field by a fur
long: ©  oom sO-Lwe nowis THTH TTT.

The Christmas Gilt lor the Man Who
Hus Evervthing but a Gaping Wound:
A company in Woodstock, New York,
has begun the sale of simulated injuries
made of vinvl (ostensibly as hest-aud vmn-
e devices, but perfect for those maso-
chists on vour Xnus hist 100 chicken 10
added
attraction 1o those who are sticklers lor
“blood™
to the mjury.
iy lancier

receive the real thing). As an
detail. the manubiciurer offers
pumped through wbing
And lest all-thumbs
be Inighiened ofl by the prospea ol o
do-it-vowrsell Liceration ki, the wounds
come completely assembled.

HETRY

Poiciiint note lvom the Personals col-
umn  of
Tinies:

the Chattimooga, Tennessee,
SARCH: Waned . !
miss i, want it again. Call me. Darvlene.”

loved 1

-
Cryptic note: In the interests ol keep-
ing voungsters ofl the sorees. the reaor

of St. Augustine’s Church in Bolion,

Englind, has thoughtlully provided a
local teenage social group with a quiet
hidcaway for evening club meetings and
Lwist sessions: the rectory arypt.

.

Our laith in the imperishability of the
never-never Lind that is Hollywood was
bolstered immeasurably by a real-estate
ad we glomined i recent copy ol Daaly
Farviety. Tt ollered lor sale (at a price-

7
ing house”™ with such homey features as

waterball; a 60-loot. indoor-o

wdoor ponl
with twmnel and shding wall of slass;
a private night club-plivhouse, with a
beach on s rool: two 20-loot statues
flanking the enamce and a gold Buddha
i the courtvard: a harem room with
bunks for six (cight in a pinch): and
Just o prove that i isn'e all playv and
no work m Fhek City, a S0-suest bomb
shelter with ats own wine cellar.,
-

Peace or Else Deparvtment: A British
correspondent informs us that London
police have tiken a dim view of the novel
approach to pacilism espoused by a mem-
Nudlear Dis-
armament: He was recently arrested for
possession ol a homemade homb.

ber ol the Commitiee (o

.
Unique collector's items offered for
sale ina recent issuc ol Antiques Trader:
"Frank Llovd Wright's balls, matched
pair. 3 (L diom,, leaded stuned  glass,
$1600 the pair.”
.

Untold Story of the Month, Irom the
Personals column of New York's Filluge
Porce: “Auention: Leon whao lost Svivia
i the snowstorm please contact TR 8-
9232 for expression of sratitnde.”

.

We are mlormed by the St. Lowis Post

Dispatch that a crusading subcommittee
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COLE PORTER

$1.00

Christmas is early this year!
Every day is Christmas when
you can get a superb recorded tape
for a fraction of its usual cost.
Just buy a reel of Double Recording
Audiotape on Tempered *“Mylar”
at the regular price (a great tape:
double length plus double strength).
Then add only $1.00 and come away

with The Melody Lingers On,

featuring luxurious arrangements of
great standards like April in Paris,
Embraceable You, The Song is Ended,
1 Could Write a Book and 14 other
unforgettables. 55 minutes of
music from the Everest stereo library,
long noted for the superb quality
of its recordings.
Remember, one reel of Double
Recording Audiotape Type 2431T and
$1.00 add up to a recorded tape
you and the women in your life
will treasure for years.
Available only in 4-track stereo.
(And Merry Christmas!)

*it speaks for itself”

AUDIO DEVICES, INC., sas Madison Ave., New York 22, H.Y.

Oilices in Los Angeles . Chicago » Washington, ©, C.

“is investigating charges that servicemen
are used o perlorm mental tasks for
officers.”

-

In another of his eye-opening exclu-
sives, columnist Drew Pearson recently
addressed a New England teachers” con-
vention, according to the Springficld,
Massachuseus. Herald, on the subject of
“Two Lays with Nikita Khrushchev.”

-

Our nomination for the most elo-
quently incomprehensible  example ol
Mad Ave jargon was delivered by an
agency man in his candid appraisal of a
TV dramatic script by a Hollywood writer
fricnd of ows. “In part,” he told the
author, “this is not totally without merit.”

THEATER

The idle rich who idle on the stage
in Jean Anouilh’s The Rehearsal indulge
in a novel double stndard. Infidelity
is cncouraged, but only within one’s
own class — in this case. the uppermost.
The hero of this swvlish exercse, a
French  count  named  Tiger  (Keith
Michell), has the heart of a hedomist, a
tart-tongued  wile (Coral Browne), and
A snooty  mustress  pamed  Hortensia
(Adricnne Corr): the countess has a
priggish lover. Fach savors the other's
escapades (except for the prnig who is
alwavs challenging somebody to a ducl).
lu pursuit ol sull Turther pleasure, the
insatiable Tiger dallics with a hired girl,
a governess, and  a virginal  blonde
nymphet (Jenniler Hilary), which causes
the caste-conscious countess o prockim
1o Horwensia, “10 1 were Tiger's mistress,
I wouldu't let him make a fool of me.”
Actually. for most ol this charade, which
has to do with the rehearsal lor an
18th Century play about inconstancy
that the count is staging. Tiger makes
lools of evervone — except his old schooi
chum Hero (Alan Badel). I is this boozy
sell defeaust who, in the play's most
moving scene, disillusions  the maiden
about her grand passion and does the
lower-case hero in. The end is sudden,
rueful and apt, but The Rehearsal
begins slowly, with seemingly endless
variations on the permissivencess ol the
aristocracy. Fortunately, the main busi-
ness — the limits ol pleasure, the pains
ol love — eventwally comes our ol re-
hearsal and into play, and the result is
wrbane, momig, literate theater. At the
Rovale, 212 West 45th Sureet.

-

The Irregular Verb to Love l[catures Clau-
dette Colbert as a mad bomber. She
likes litde animals and is so [urious at
furriers Tor skinning them that she pelis
their shops with homemade blockbusters
—and usually gets caught by the cops.
When we meet her, she has just been

released alter an eight-month hich in
the pokey. Her husbhand (Cyril Ritchard)
is a law-abiding curator of a London
yo00. Their apartment is lovingly dec-
orated with Tamily  piciures — ol dogs.
horses, polar bears. All this would scem
to be muterial for a larce about an
animal [unny Lrm ol a houschold, but
the Liuna turns out to be just so much
decorative Hlorva. The play. which van in
London lor a vear, 15 really situation
comedy. Son Andrew has brought home
a bedmate Ivom Europe: she is Greek,
speaks no English, smells like a goat,
and is dressed in what looks like an old
rug. Daughter Lucy has got hersell
pregnant and doesn’t want o marry the
man because she thinks he doesn’t want
to marry her. Mother starts to muddle,
proving in her childven’s eves w be not
only a mad bomber but a bad momma.
Ritchard, who directed, stands to one
side trving 1o be avilized. He doesn’t
have many lines, but he makes the most
of the good ones, and the least of the
bad ones. For a last curtain, authors
Hugh and Margarer Williams suddenly
remember the explosives and blow off a
blast in Miss Colbert’s powder room.
This shakes up the stage, but it is wo
late 1o wake up the play. At the Ethel
Jurrvinore, 243 West 47th Swreet,

MOVIES

There may be an edectic Fskimo or
simple  Bushman  who does not vet
know that Jean Kerr is a witty woman,
but the rest ol us have been gratelully
broken up some time or other by Kerr
cracks. Mary, Mary, her supersmash, s
less a play than a playground lor her
pleasantries and pungent unpleasantrics,
and screen adapter Richard L. Breen
has wiscly kept out ol the way so thar,
more or less, we get the original script
on film. But director Mervyn LeRoy and
flm editor David Wages have not been
so unobtrusive. Some pay-off lines are
stilledd by the staging or the cutung.
Example: “This man writes like a sick
(Cut from one shot of Mary Lo another)
ell.” What line could lick that kind ol
treatment?  Stll, as the picture  pro-
gresses. the laughs aackle out ol this
chronicle of how the visit of a hcad-
strong young divorcée o her publisher

ex-husband o seule some w@ax maters
resalts e his renunciation ol a4 new
fiancée  and  their  remarriage. Wee

Debbie Reynolds is somewhat short on
high-comedy technique; she wrestles with
Mary whereas Barry Nelson, who pl.-ayul
the husband on Broadway, has more
than a hall Nelson on his part. Hiram
Sherman is a quier, drobly-poly Lawyer,
and Michael Rennie has moderate comic
competence  as  the  mature  menace.
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“A gift...for me? It's from Pete. Hey...Ballantine’s Scotch.
Great looking package. Good ol’ Pete. Pete went all out!

Famous name- Everyone says Ballantine’s Wonderful.
Ballantine’s. is real good-tasting. Good ol’ Pete.”

People appreciate Ballantine’s Scotch,

bottled and gift-wrapped in Scotland.

This year you can give Ballantine’s Scotch proudly in its handsome presentation package
—gift-wrapped in Scotland. For even more bountiful giving, Ballantine’s is available in match-
ing packages of two fifths...or in single gift-wrapped quarts and (where legal) half-gallons.
Ballantine's—never heavy, never limply-light. Always the true and good-tasting Scotch.

BOTTLED IN SCOTLANO. BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY. 86 PROOF. IMPORTED BY “21° BRANDS, INC., N.Y.C.




THE ‘TRES PETITE’

World’s smallest, chic-est
compact! ‘Love-Pat” make-
up 1nside. Refillable!
Floral or basketweave
gold-tone metal, 3.00.
Silver-tone floral, 4.00

2 o gain o |
Ql oo del ol
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el S TR S R D S

LIPSTICK AND
NAIL ENAMEL KIT
What woman could resist this ele-
gantly boxed collection of six
lipsticks and matching nail en
amel in all the newest fashion
colors she's been dying to try! 5.00

BROCADE 4
EVENING CACHE

Exotic, imported brocade case fitted
with Petite Compact and lipstick
(designed by Van Cleef & Arpels!)

Love-Pat’ make-up, ‘Lustrous’ lip-

stick inside! (Both refillable!) 5.50

NEW ‘INTIMATE’
FRAGRANCE CANDLE
A unique gift to fill her home
with fragrance! As the candle burns,
“Intimate’ scents the air! Decorative
glass holder on a “balcony’ of
gold-tone filigree metal. 5.00

This Christmas, if you want to be practical and frivolous and
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\ ¢ GJM
: No girl

has everything
until she has
everything Revlon

She may own sables with Paris labels. And Van Cleef jewels.
And swimming pools. But she’ll still get starry-eyed over any-
thing Revlon! (We know just how to turn the little things she
needs into the luxuries she longs for!) At beauty counters in
the finest stores, you'll find dozens of Revlon gifts (from 2.00
to 75.00) to make her melt with delight on Christmas night!

‘INTIMATE’ INTIMATE’ BATH OIL NEW SPRAY MIST
BATH POWDER AND SOAP ‘INTIMATE FILIGREE’
World’s most luxurious Bath Powder, Three bottles of sensuously silky  “Intimate” spray mist (cherished
with enormous lamb’s-wool puff!  bath oil and three luxurious lit- as onc of the world’s 7 great
Brilliantly boxed in velvety red-and-  tle cakes of soap, provocatively fragrances) elegantly encased in
white—with a bubble-top’ (so all  scented with “Intimate’ (undoubt-  fabulous new hligree design of
the luxury shows through!) 3.75  edly her favorite fragrance!) 3.75  sculptured gold-tone metal. 8.50

applauded for your taste: just say the word W



What should you say
if someone gives you a gift
that’s smarter than a slipper
and more comfortable
than a shoe?

Thanks!

Thanks for the Jiffies, to be precise. Because Jiffies is the name of the  You know, it wouldn't be a bad idea for you to give Jiffies to the guys
most versatile footwear ever. They're more comfortable than the most  on your list. There are plenty of styles (19) and colors to choose

comfortable shoe; handsomer than the handsomest slipper. And you  from. Above: Classic, $3:00 a pair. Other styles to ®

can wear Jiffies indoors or out, because they're as rugged as can be.  $7.95. Another fine product of & Kayser-Roth.JI f‘les.
FOR B MEM



Diane McBain, as the fiancée, is an all-
out mistake.
-

Fresh [rom their quasi trivmphs in
Cleopatra, Elizabeth Tavlor and Richard
Burton are now foghound at London
Airport. The V.LP.s figuratively parks The
Wayward Bus . the Grand Hotel and
tells us how the Iives of a group of people
are allected by the 24-hour delay ol a
wansatlantic plane. Miss Tavlor has lefu
a note for her husband (Burton) saying
that she is {lving off with Louis Jourdan:
Rod Taylor, an Aussic businessman, has
to reach New York to raise money to
cover a big check he's written: Orson
Welles, a movie producer, has to get out
ol England by midnight [or tax rcasons;
Margarct Rutherlord, a duchess, has to
get to a Miami job in order to save her
ancestral home. Drama piles upon drama
until it reaches minuscule heights. Ter-
ence (Winslow Boy) Rattigan has filled
his screenplay with velour vitality, and
Anthony Asquith has directed with a
thousand movie-type movies in his head.
But just because the ilm is such a phony,
there is a plump sort of pleasure to be
found in the obvious contrivances and
the Metrocolor tear-jerking — it's like
slurping a good, gooey sundae.

-

The Cordinal, based on the late Henry
Morton Robinson's best seller, is the
sacerdotal saga of Stephen Fermoyle, a
Boston boy, Irom his ordination just
alter WW I to his elevation to cardinal
just before WW IL Father Fermoyle has
a saintsize share of wibulations: he
quells @ riot alter a false miracle; he
starves  in a  Massachusetts  parish;
he wrestles with the problem of his sister
wanting to marry a Jew: Luer, following
Catholic dogma, he has o give the word
to let her die in childbirth: he tempo-
rarily doubts his faith and forsakes his
altar cgo: while he's in mufu, a Viennese
Venus alls in love with him; he helps a
Negro priest in Georgia and gets a llog-
ging: he deals with Cardinal Innitzer in
Anschluss Austria and visits Hitler's ante-
room — in fact, he is just about the busi-
est cleric in all Christendom. Otto
Preminger, one of the few remaining di-
rectors with a sense ol old-fashioned the-
atrical schmaltz, manages o grease even
the stickiest situations, but it's sull not
smooth going. Cavol Lynley is pretty as
the sinful sister; Ral Vallone and Tullio
Carminati show hine Lalian hands as Ro-
man prelates; Ossie Davis 15 genuine as
the Georgia priest: Romy  Schneider
makes a luscious Viennese strudel; and
in his first exwensive sareen role, John
Huston is salty as a peppery Boston car-
dinal. The epic levels off pretty low,
however, because ol the Fermoyle ol
Tom Tryon, whose previous pictures in-
clude a Disney delight called Moon Pilot.
His performance is very Tryon.

|t's easy to tell genuine Roquefort when you
taste it. The sheeps milk makes it tangier.
Richer. Creamier. And it's easy to tell genuine
Roquelort when you order or serve it. It's the
one with the red sheep seal on the wrapper.

i 2

o ; .
"Q; R"-.‘ d
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Genuine Roquetort cheese makes the very 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: Roquefort Association, Inc.,, Dept. B, B West 40th Street, New York 1B, N. Y.

SEA WOLF

DATOGRAPHIC
THE TIME AND DATE AUTOMATICALLY

The Adventurer's Watch. ..

in or out of the water. The newest

Sea Wolf, tested to an undersea depth
of 660 ft., changes the date

automatically. Waterproof*, perfect
for skin divers . . . self-winding,
perfect for you.

17-jewel precision self-winding
movement

movable bezel with minute cali-
brations

large, easy to read, radium blocks
and hands

shock-resistant, anti-magnetic
unbreakable lifetime mainspring
and balance staff

slim stainless steel case and band
white or black radium dial, sweep-
hand

$110, Fed. Tax Included
Sea Wolf available without
date feature. $100, FTI.

*Waterproof, so long as crystal is intact, case unopened
and original seal is restored if opened for servicing.

“~ZODIAC WATCH COMPANY, 15 West 44 Street, New York 36, N. Y.
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RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N. Y.

OUTSIOE THE U. 5. ANO CANADA

IMPORTED EXTRA DRY VERMOUTH

MARTINI 2 ROSSI

s m VERMOUTH

Carol Lynlev's career zips along, but
not lar. from The Cardinal w a comedy
citlled Under the Yum Yum Tree, hased on
the Broadway show of the same name.
This is the strained story of a Calilornia
college girl who decides 1o live with her
hoviriend without slecping with him —
vou know, so thev can test their com-
patibility. without doing anvthing that
Mummy Wouldn't Like, And il you
think that's a gimerack gimmick, hear
this: The apartment they get is in a
building owned by a thirtvish bachelor
who rems flats cheap 10 chicks, then
takes out the dilference in dalliance.
Said landlord sizzles when he spics the
coed and tries o capitalize on the situa-
tion: the one almost redeeming feature
is the cisting of Jack Lemmon as the
landlord. He is so fine a Jareewr that he
makes even bits of this boredom bear-
able, but who chooses his scripts for him?
Imogene Coca (a good comedienne) and
Edie Adams (a fair comedienne) appear
as a housckeeper and an aunt, respec-
tively: and there is a star performance
put in by the bachelor's predatory pad.
Bue all the Technicolor jack. along with
the wlented Jack. is wasted under the
ho-hum tree.

o

Remember the old chestnut about the
man who is advised o make love to his
wife every night for a year in order to
Kill her ol Alter 10 months, shriveled
i wheelchair, he points a palsicd finger
at his blossoming spouse and croaks: “See
that woman? She has two mouths more
to live.” Transported o [aly, that's the
basis ol The Conjugal Bed, and since there's
some bitter truth in the old joke, there's
bitter fun in the film. Ugo Tognazzi,
never seen here before, quickly shows
why he is one of Ttalv's leading “average
suy” actors. He plays a successful Roman
Loulevardier and car salesman of 40 who
marries a saintly vouny girl and soon linds
that religion is not her only devotion.
When he akes o working late w1 the
olhce in sell-delense, she lollows him —
to try out the office sola. When he re-
treats o a mounastery lor a week's recov-
ery, she's wiitting at the door and. on the
way home, taunts him into a linde voad-
side picuic. Alter he inally produces the
baby that proves he's still o man, he
thinks she will @ive him a rest: bue the
poor zuv ends up in his grave. And
there’s a closing lunt that she's moving
on to his partner. The death is out of
kev with the hlm's ruclul ribbing ol the
Cernol set, and Marina Viady comes on
as a moon-laced maid who docsn’t sue-
acst lethal luse: sull The Conjugal Bed
has a good deal of bounce w it

In the French Style, adapted by hiwin
Shaw rom two ol his own stories, Is
beautlully photographed in smallsaeen
black and white, and onlv occasionally
suflers from  being wo much o the



Eau de Lanvin to splash on,

from $3.

Perfume-filled flacon,
for your purse, $3.

Dusting Powder for
after the bath, $5.

Eau de Lanvin, atomizer and perfume purse flacon, $5.50.

...a most provocative fragrance

MY SIN <

1 .“ U ¥
Natural Spray
Eau de Lanvin in the new
patented* spray that's all

fragrance—nothing artifi-
cial added. $5.

*®FAT. FENDING

Black Ball bottle
of perfume, from §30.

Perfume, in the square-cut
bottle, from $6.

FRICES PLUS TAX

31



PLAYBOY

32

Its the
hee's knees!

e,

Back in the 20, that remark
was a laudatory expression that
might be paraphrased in the
vernacular of the 60's 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-
scurs ol both eras. Today—as
in bygone days—everybody's
buzzing about that bonanz of
the bar: The Stinger.
The Stinger: 1'% oz. brandy,
1% oz. Cointreaun White
e Greme de
w Menthe. Shake

o with cracked ice

\J and strain into

cocktail glass.

The Stinger is
only one ol many popular, pal-
ate-pleasing. present-day cock-
tails made with Cordials by
Cointrean—drinks such as the
Side Car or the White Lady.
For other Fascinating food and
drink recipes for entertaining
the modern way, write for your
free copy of “Gourmet’s Guide”
to Dept.64.
Cointreau Ltd., Pennington, N J.

ey

Cordials by Cointrean, 50 to 80 proof.

- [E—

French style. This tale of a nice Ameri-
can girl (Jean Seberg) who goes to Paris
to paint and who stays to paint the town
as well —is steeped in sophisticated fris-
fesse, but Shaw's message swims its way
through the tears: bohemian high lile,
he tells us, 15 fine for those engaged in
creative —or - at least  absorbing — oc-
cupations, which Seberg is not. In a few
vears, she finds hersell being more used
than uselul, so, after a particulirly shat-
tering love affair with an iunerant jour-
nalist, she closes her Lelt Bank account
and marries an American doctor with
sincere  bedside  manners. Writer-pro-
ducer Shaw rejoiced that he and  di-
rector Robert Parrish (who coproduced)
could at last make a picure [ree of
lronc-olhice finagling: they have succeeded
Lurly well — despite an adultsoap-oper-
auc seript and some uneven acting (the
best of which by far is wrned in by
Scherg).

RECORDINGS

A pair of nonpareil jazz practitioners
gct together on Ella and Basie! (Verve)
and the results are exactly as one would
expect them to be — splendid. Although
Ella and the big Basic sound are com-
pleiely compatible, our favorite tracks
find Miss Fitz in the select surroundings
ol the Count and a Kansas City Seven—
size group as they do Them There Eyes
and Dream a Little Dream of Me, hoth
lree and casy olferings. The orchestra-
vouns are by Quincy Jones.

Eddie Costa: Memorial Concert {Colpix). a
wibute o the late pianist-vibist recorded
at New York's Village Gate. is a fitting
musical farewell. Side one by the Clark
Terry Quartet features the arack trum-
peter’s own The Simple Waltz and Mer-
cer-Ellington’s Things Ain't What They
Used 1o Be (with rombonist Willic Den-
nis). Terry was never more cloquent.
The Coleman Hawkins Sextet takes over
on side two with f'm Confessin® and Just
You, Just Me, a pair ol oldies which the
Bean long ago put in his hip pocket.

-

Buddy Greco Sings for Intimate Moments
(Epic) is Buddy at his tastefully relaxed
best. He's accompanied by a fist-rate
instrumental group — Bud Shank, Shelly
Manne, Barney Kessel, Joe Mondragon,
and Dave Grusin who also leads a vocal
contingent called the Enchanted Voices.
The singing group is good in spite of
its name, and with Greco  roamin’
through the likes of Desafinado, 1f Fuver
I Would Leave You, Moon River, and
This 1s All I Ask, the owput is strictly
optimum.

-

We're alraid that someone has slipped

some leaden bars into A Treasury of Golden

Hits/Sammy Davis Jr. (Reprise). In a
Bersian Market, And This Is My Beloved.
and Stand Up and Fight arve oo weak
in their original forms to be anybody's
cup of tea, and no matter how hard he
tries, Sammy just can’t hear them up.
It's a piy because It's All Right with
Me, That Old Black Magie, Birth of
the Blues, and the rest are Grade A
Davis.

The sensuous tonal richness of the
works of Riclard Strauss is brilliantly
underlined in the perlormance, by the
Boston Symphony Orchestra, under the
baton ol Erich Leinsdor, of Strauss'
Ein Heldenleben (Victor). The souaring
praks ol sound produced by the or-
chestra will test the wmper of your hi-h
rig — the output should be worthy ol
what's going into 1t.

Vince Guaraldi "Iln Person” (Fiilllilsy} on
cores the pianist who scored so heavily
with his Cast Your Fate to the Wind.
Here, with rhythm, Vince casts a fresh
eyc on Jazz standards such as Green Dol-
phin Street and Jitterbug Wallz, runs
through a group of Laun lilts, and, all
in all, appears to be ¢njoving himself as
much as we're sure the listener will,

-

Herewith, a premiumssize packet of
piano LPs covering the creative spec-
trum. Erroll Garper/One World Concert (Re-
prise) was recorded at the Seattle World's
Fair and is hlled with the Niagaa ol
notes that mark Garner's musical signa-
tre. Perlorming with bass and drums,
Erroll bounds or glides through such as
The Way You Look Tonight, Sweet and
Lovely, Lovey Come Back to Me, and
(surprise!)  Misty. Surrounded by Billy
May's orchestra, The Piano Witcheraft of
Cy Coleman (Capitol) his been placed
in a plush scuing. Out ol the twelve
tunes, Coleman conjuies up seven ol
his own compositions including The
Best Is Yet to Come, and, understand-
ably  enough,  Witcheraft.  Night
The Oscar Peterson Trio (Verve) [eatures
Pcterson, Brown and Thigpen in a
driving. blues-tinged mood. The blucs
mike for happy listening: we rarely have
haird the group so up lor a session.
This LI rates Oscar an Oscar. One ol
Celluloid  city’'s most  creative  talents
tns his attenuons o the movies” musi-
cal treats in André Previn in Hollywood
(Columbia).  Previn's melodies
[rom Irma la Douce and Two for the

Train:

own

Seesaie are part ol a prestugious parcel
that includes Gigi, Lawra. The Last
Time | Saw Paris, and It Micht As
Well Be Spring. Johnny Williams has
charted  the proceedings. An  clda
statesman ol modern jazz and a piano
man for all seasons is vowrs lor the
]i!il('llitlg on  Thelonious Monk [ Criss-Cross
(Columbia). The Monk., who is given
some respite Irom his solo lubors by



““You’re not a bright young lawyer to me, dear...you’re Gung Ho”

You have too much brawn to be trapped in this stodgy grey flannel world, John.

You belong with the giants. | can see you tramping through the steaming jungle.
Sharp-eyed. Fierce. The lron Man. You are adventure, John. You're not dried up and dull like

other men. Secretly, that’s why | buy you Van Heusen 417 shirts. They match the
glint in your eye. Van Heusen's tapered fit is twenty years younger than all those bunchy

middle aged shirts. In fact, Mr. Barrister, when you wear Van Heusen 417

you make Fergeson vs, McGee look like just another lion in the bush. Pow.

VAN HEUSENY/A417T
younger by design

Van Heusen and Lady Van Heusen shirls— Made by Phallips-Van Heusen Corp,
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llfe in his llvmg It’s a pleasure package of man-
size entertainment, starts the jolly season on a

FOR A MAN: It puts

high note, carries good
cheer throughout the year.
As a compliment to your
taste and his, no single gift
can match it.

X NOW d‘ L Lﬁ;
The best fnend Santa ever
had, PLAYBOY’s love-
liest, most beautiful and
charming Playmate of the
Year, June Cochran, ar-
rives just before Christ-
mas to announce your gift. The sparkling and
colorful card shown just above will be signed
happily as you direct. And we’re sure you'll
agree, June adds a merry twinkle to any tree.

EASY SLEDDING. Giving PLAYBOY takes the
hustle out of the holly-daze. From the moment
the handsomely packaged January Tenth Anni-
versary Issue (selling for $1.25) arrives to begin
your gift, to the festive finale of the December
Holiday Issue (also $1.25), you have given the
men on your list a year-round treasure-trove of
fun and frolic, fact and fiction, a dazzling dozen
of provocative Playmates.

PLAYBOY 232 East Ohio Street, Chicago, lllinois 60611

SN Send to:
L RalN]
name.

PLAYBOY

THIS CHRISTMAS!

FIRST ONE-YEAR GIFT $7
(Save $3 Over Newsstand Price)
SECOND ONE-YEAR GIFT $5
(Save $5 Over Newsstand Price) | city

address

gift card from_

name_______
address.

_state

L CArcRfrommB SR SR ———— T 0

IVE PLAYBOY FOR CHRISTMAS

YEARLONG CELEBRATION. To keep the cheer
coming, the party going, the mood bright — each
of PLAYBOY'’s Tenth Anniversary Issues will be
one to remember. What’s on tap? James Bond in
the incomparable Ian Fleming way . . . intimate
interviews with Sir Winston Churchill, Pablo
Picasso . . . a stirring cupful of fact and fiction by
Lawrence Durrell, Norman Mailer, James Bald-
win, Vance Packard, Philip Roth, Frederic
Morton, Bertrand Russell, Budd Schulberg, Alec
Waugh, Aldous Huxley, Robert Paul Smith,
Herbert Gold . . . plus many more seasoned
PLAYBOY hands to reward your friends with
tasteful tips on food and drink, travel notes,
new fashion finds and wondrous wit and
whimsey the whole year long. PLAYBOY is a
gift that's meaningful - to you . . . and to him.

SPECIAL GIFT-GIVING RATES. Sending a one-
year lease on a plush PLAYBOY life costs just $7
for your first gift—only $5 for each additional
one-year gift, a welcome saving of $5.00 over the
regular $10 newsstand price. The more gifts you
give, the bigger your savings spree.

HAPPY HOLIDAY- and it will be by simply fill-
ing in the attached postage-free envelope. Send
us your list. We’ll take it from there. Add your
own name as well and a Merry Christmas to all.

my name. S e
(please print)

adress______ 00000000
{please print) cily_ __state zip code

signature.

[J ENTER or [J RENEW my own Subscription
{Renewals begin when present subscription expires.)

zip code_

] Al gifts are new subscriptions
[J Some gifts are renewals
Total number of subscriptions ___

(please print) 535

zip code $ enclosed [ Bill me later

Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet of paper.




Ronson introduces a butane lighter as slim as the cigarette it lights.
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ious Ronson IlL}—LStd]JL valve undnuhlndl\ mous Ronson flame: it turns up tall fo have to pocket yours).
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tenor man Charliec Rouse, leads his
quartet  through  singularly  original
originals interspersed with a couple of
well-cooked chestnuts, Tea for Two and
Don't Blame Me.

-

For Swingers Only/lorez Alexandria (Argo)
is a tastelul showcase for a songsiress
deserving of a larger audience. Lorez,
backed by a tidy group of Chicagoans
featuring flutist Ronald Wilson, offers
cight choice items, including such esti-
mable evergreens as Baltimorve Oriole,
Little Girl Blue, and All or Nothing at
All.

-

Pleasant listening, albeit lightweight
jazz, is o be found in abundance on The
Most Beautiful Horn in the World, Bobby
Hackett, Plays the Great Music of Henry Man-
cini (Epic). Hackett's cornet is, ol course,
as Mawless as ever, and his Hights of fancy
thvough the Mancini library touch down
on the themes from My, FLucky and
Peter Gunn, Days of Wine and Raoses,
several Hatari! tunes and Moon River.
Il the session is not memorable, it is
certainly mellifluous,

There's a bluesy batch of ballads on
haud in This One's for Me [/ Damita Jo
(Mercury). Backed by a band charted
by Billy Bvers and Al Cohn, and con-
ducted by Byers and  Quincy  Jones,
Damita Jo tees off the session with an
ace, In the Dark, a jaze classic that
dousn't get the play it warrants. Further
along, and almost  equally  enjoyable,
are I'll Be Avound, Fverybody’s Some-
body's Fool and A4 Good Man Is Hard
to Find.

-

As a special Xmas aural delight, may
we  recommend  Christmas  in the Congo
(Philips), a collection of European and
Congolese melodies performed by Les
Troubadours du Roi Baudouin. The
African rhythms and rich muive voices
provide a unique approiach to the cele-
bration of the birth ol Christ.

Impressions of Cleopatra [ Paul Horn (Co-
lumbia) can only offer the sensuous
sounds of Paul Horn's flute and bass
flute, but that should sulbce for jazzo-
philes. The melodic lines of the movie
may not match its epic visual propor-
tions, but Horn, vibist Emil Richards,
pianist Victor Feldman and rhythm give
Cleo a high degree ol musical class.

-

Sassy Swings the Tivoli (Mercury) is a
live recording  made  during  Sarah
Vaughan's stint at Copenhagen's lamed
Tivoli Gardens. And from Sarah’s open-
ing Won't You Come Home Bill Bailey,
wherein Miss Vaughan tarns a couple of
bloopers into Tunny pieces ol business,
right on through the cdosing I Cried
for You, Sassy is loose and the audience
loves it. We did, too, due in no small

measure to the backgrounding ol omni-
preseutarranger-conductor Quincey Jones.

Antonio Cerlos Jobim, the Composer of
“Desafinado,” Plays (Verve) very well, in-
deed, a dozen of his own tunces. incuding
Desafinado and One Note Samba, with
a piano style that is both lean and pro-
vocative. Leo Wright and  trombonist
Jimmy Cleveland contribute their serv-
ices on occasion. The arrangements by
Claus Ogerman are moody and  com-
pletely apropos.

-

A most pleasant stroll down memory
Lanc is Sinatra’s Sinatra (Reprise), wherein
Frank cchoes some of his past hits. With
Nelson Riddle's orchesua for company,
and such gems as Ive Gol You Under
My Skin, In the Wee Small Hours of
the Movming, Witcheraft and Put Your
Dyeams  Away on  the agenda,
Chairnmean is in his finest vocal feule.

BOOKS

After a long lapse into the novel, Ber-
mard Malamud again gives us a book
ol both amusing and compassionate sto-
Mdiots First (Farrar, Straus, S1.50).
Four of the picces are set in Laly. four
are about the lile of Jews in New York:
these, the other three stories and the
scene from a play in progress all show
Malamud's double gile lor fantastic hu-
mor and lor re-creating the hidden grind
of private unhappiness. Sull Life, the
story of an incpt seduction, begins as a
shrewdly funny portait of two voung
painters, touches the reader with their
conlusion and [rustravon, and ends as
a wild comedy of crossed sexual and re-
ligious fervor. Also involving a painter is
Naked Nude, which ran in pravioy last
August itnd concerns an impoverished ex-
patriate, awash among the latrinas of
Milano, who, forced into an art swindle,
dauntlessly double-crosses his lellow con-
spirators. The German Refugee is pure
reminiscence, pure portraiture. This is
AMaliumud's greatest power, the making of
portraits that smell at once of life and
imagination;  unfortunately, sometimes
he seems not to know where 10 go once
the central higure or situation has been
drawn. The [ailures of the volume are
the Torced or inconclusive endings of
some ol the stories. The Death of AMe,
for example, is about an Italian tailor
and a Polish presser whose feud finally
causes the death of their hoss i a scene
of arbitrary melodrama that does not
cary the symbolic weight the author
seems Lo assign o it. A4 Choice of Pro-
fession 15 a subtle account ol the col-
Lipse ol love between a teacher and a
student he discovers is a lormer prosti-
tute; but 1t trmls ofl ([isuplmimingly

Tics,

The

NO BEL]
RUCKIE

OR BULGE!

THAT'S THE
SECRET OF

THE YMM
SANSABELT

SLACKS.

THEY BEND
WITH YOU,

BREATHE
WITH YOU,

GIVEYOU
THE LONG,

LEAN

LOOK

FROM
WAIST

YMM (Young Man's Mood) SANSABELT Slacks,
featuring the famous patented inner waistband
designed in France. Ask for Sansabelt at your
favorite store ( to $25.), or write to YMM Sansa-
belt Slacks, Michigan City, Indiana.
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A JAYMAR SLACK

A Product of Jaymar-Ruby, Ino.

Patantad by ¥. LaCottiar and A. G. Trantasaux
of Franca undar U. 8. Patant No, 2,767,381
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at the end. In spite of these occasional
lapses  though,  cach story keeps one

= P

listening for more ol the author's voice @‘ﬁﬁ%ﬂkﬁ%{f{}ﬁm

— not wide in range, but clear. ironic and
tender. Malamud's prose  is accurare
and spare — another of the many modes
virtues that wogether make Idiots Firt
a wise man’s choice,

The growing number of disciples of
the drugs known as hallucinogens (prin-
cipally mescaline, LSD and psilocvhin -
see rraveoy’s  three-part tke-out on

CL 2087/CS 8887*

them Last month) continue to tell the un- (o,
initiated that the experience produced Tony

.] 3 : i % EB?_nnett
by these substances is impossible w ex- his Is
plain in mere human Einguage:  and ﬂ’!

then they ey o explain i This conra-
diction s acknowledged in the imro-
duction 1o Alan Watts' The  Joyous
Cosmology (Panthcon. S3) by lormer
Harvard psvchologists Timothy  Leary
and Richard Mpert: “The Jovous Cos
mology is a brillime arvangement of
words describing experiences for which
owr language has no vocabulary.™ Mr.

Watts is eminenty  qualihied  lor this P>
challenging task. for he is the principal )
Western populivizer ol Oviental  mys- the Fanuage of love
tcism. His book, subtitled “Adventures :\ ;'ngnmh!w
in the Chemisory ol Consciousness.” is a mmrllw

briel (91 pages) ramble through the %
author's  psyche unmder  halluciogenic
mllucnce, compiled and condensed Trom
a varicty ol drug experiences. The sen- .
siatons are  quite mmlI;u" ) _l]msa: sel : CL 2043/CS 8843°
down by Aldous Huxlev in The Doors

of Perception, such as “Going indoors
J > I hind that all the furntare s alive . . . - R a
b4 @ now that we have time o look at each = ROBERT GOULET
n at other we become umeless.” When Watts THIS .

attempts 1o express prolound insights, CHRISTMAS
I SPEND
WITH YOU

the reader can sense his frustration at
the limitatons ol ordinary language:
“Lile scems o resolve itsell down o a

combines warm Orlon knit with tiny germ or nipple ol sensitivity. 1 call
cantrasting velvet-soft cotton it the Eenie-Weenie ... Perhaps there
is in fact no adequate vocabuliary o
expressing  these  chemical-mystical  ex-
A luxury gift to gladden any periences but Watts gives it one of the
best wies o date.

This handsomely crafted Sir Joc

suede and fancy sheen lining. CL 2076/CS 8876°

man's heart, yet modestly priced.

. = TR
Ask for Sir Jac Style 67351 I Corporations in Crisis  (Doubled:y. [*] mavconniFF
at your favarite store. SLA0), Richird Austin Smith tells how BILLY BUTTERFIELD

seven Lrge corporations bowched  thei f 'i[({nug}ll'
businesses without even wying. It s a % AROUND
breezy study in managerial ineptitude. y

With lide compassion  for the  high- $
priced bunglers, Smith wells why “Big

Steel was so wrong when 1t was so sure |
it was right”™ — - raising steel prices in T

/ HAEEYSWAY TOLSAN: 1962; how Howard Hughes |l‘|ill|l‘l'hlli|) i
. MERRY CHRISTMAS 7 | wrecked RRO ("He never visited  the
o place, l[l.'!il]i[l:.’ s piling up 520.000.000

i losses™): how General Dyvnamics drops-
ped 5125.000,000, “the biggest product
loss ever sustained by any enterprise’™;
and why the excoutives ol General Elec-
tric permitted themselves 1o become in-
STAHL-URBAN COMPANY volved in the recent price-lixing fiasco.
Dept. P, Broockhaven, Miss. Smith delves o the ciuses ol each
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Gathered here are some of
the world’s most entertaining
people to help make your
Christmas giving more thoughtful,
meaningful and memorable.

The sounds of Columbia Records(®
to give, to have, to share.

© COLUMDL: BMARCAS FEG. FRETTD i USA All Stereo albums are also available in Guaranteed High Fidelity (Mono). *Stereo
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corporate crisis and, with the obvious
advantage of hindsight, docs not hesitate
to name the guilty parties. Most of the
troubles, says Smith “are the resule of
years of procrastination, of unwilling-
ness to face up to mistakes.” This book
of horror tales should be read by all
exccutives who think their companies
are doing just fine,

-

David Cort, novelist, onetime Life [or-
cign editor, and essayist extraordinary,
can be counted upon 1o find something
[resh o say about anvthing he chooses to
write on —and he chooses to write on
practically anything. His latest collection,
Social Astonishments (Macmillan, $1.93), in-
cludes his observations on prisons and
parades, on dog lovers, bank robbers and
flying saucers, on crossword puszles, cig-
arctte ads and Marie Anwoincue’s dia-
mond necklace. To deseribe his technique
is to beg the issue. Here he is on women:
“. .. The typical woman progresses from
the gentle, sentumental barbarian to the
breeder monopolist 0 the cdubwoman
and so back through the phyla. perhaps
as far as the black widow spider.” On
women’s sex lives: “A few are as potent
at the age of 20 as the best men. Some are
absolutely frigid into the 30s. and then
come alive, with mixed [celings. Some
start slow, have a mild heyday and fumly
abandon sex in their 40s. Most spend
their lives kidding theiwr husbands.” On
reducing faddists: “This pompous sad-
ism . . . is a philosophical, sociological
and dietary disaster. To tell anybody o
drink only skimmed milk is a dirty, rot-
ten trick.” On millionaires: . . . As we
now realize that a healthy ccology needs
its predators, its wolves, lions and hawks,
s0 too the financial community needs the
elimination of its weak, sick and sloppy
members, belore their errors become epi-
demic. The millionaire, stalking  the
forests of the night with his suspicious,
appraising, sour look, is glad to do the
job. God, as il he needed Him, bless
him!” It 15 for such fare that knowledge-
able essay fanciers pay court to CortL

Love makes the words go round, and
two new anthologies have a sumptuous
shave of them. Erotic Poetry, cdited by
William Cole (Random House, S8.U5), is
the amplest anthology of its kind we've
ever seen — full of love. lilt, Laughter,
lechery and life. Cole has culled contribu-
tions from the oldest Greeks o the
newest Americans, lrom  the Zenmiest
East to the zniest West, and the result
tastelul  collection that celebrates
the joy of being a man with a woman
and vice, you should pardon the pun,
versa. (Stephen Spender’s imroduction
sets the civilized tone for these pacans
to the primal urge.) Some of the poems
are subtle, some pull no punches. Items:
a healthy helping of Robert Burns’
bawdy ballads, incdluding Tommic Makes

15 a

My Tail Toddle: various odes — wistlul,
proud, angry — addressed to the relevant
portion of the male anatomy by Robert
Graves, Yeats and others; ancient bal-
lads and modern blues, D. H. Lawrence
and Lawrence Durrell, Kimgsley Amis
and the ubiquitous Anonymous. This an-
thology is a rich ribakd vomp. In one of
those  coincidences  that  periodically
plague pul)lishcl's. Louis Untermeyer,
veteran versilier, has produced an anthol-
ogy called An Uninhibited Treasury of Erotic
Poetry (Dial, 57.50), which has more pages
and less interest than Cole’s book. Unter-
meyer includes nice, naughty transla-
tions ol Greeks, Romans, Frenchmen
and Germans, some of them done by
himsell; and he has come up with such
curiositics as On a Young Lady’s Going
into a Shower Bath, by the author of
The Star-Spangled Banner. But his book
is marred by oo much ol the wo Lamil-
tar (Song of Sengs, Chaucer), by lolk
songs that are dull without music, and
by many inwoductory pages contiining
only a lew lines each to pad out the
book. Il it's crotica you're prospecting
for, the Cole mine has the richer vein.

It is estimated that the average con-
scious American is exposed 1o 100 10
1600 advertisements  cach  day;  they
constitute a sort of Van Allen bele of
threats  and  panaceas  encirding  our
continent. I some portion of the fallout
from all this shows evidence ol rational,

Statement of ownership, management and cir-
culation. 1. Date of filing: QOctober 1. 1963
2. Title of publication: praveov. 3. Frequeney
of isswe: Monthly. 4. Location of known oflice
of publication: 232 E. Ohio St_. Chicagn, Cook
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uted, 1,733 M40, Single isue neavest 1o filing
date: A, Total no. copies printed, 2.159.354;
B. Paid circulation. (1} To term subscribers by
mail, carvier delivery or by other means. 4H49.-
642: (2} Sales through azents. news dealers, or
otherwise, 1607 305: C. Free distribution by
mail. carvier delivery, or by other me 1. -
071: D. Total ne. of copies distributed, 2,067 .-
K. I cerify that the staements made by me
above ae correct and complere: Robert S,
Puewss. Business Manager,

grown-up minds at work, we are in-
debred as much o David Ogilvy as 1o
any adverusing man now operating, Mr.
Ogilvy has made his million in the
course ol demonstrating that advertisers
can use good sense and good wasie at
least as successhully as  the  gibberish
that so Irequently dominates their com
munications  with  the outside  world.
This is no small achievement. It is un-
fortunate that he didn’t choose 10 have
somceone clse tell us about 1. He peoples
the pages ol his Confessions of an Advertis-
ing Man (Atheneum, 51.95) with an ad-
mirable collection of  Oxford  dons.
pocts,  prime  ministers.  opywriters.
blood rovalty and princes of commerce.
But his [avorite chavacter is never in
doubt. The hrst-person-singular pronoun
dominates the book. Where he lisis his
suggestions for preparing beter adver-
tising, Ogilvy’s credenuals and  proles-
sionalism cannot be fauled. There are
many on Madison Avenue who could
prohit from his specific sudvice about writ-
ing copy, designing Layouts and prepar-
ing TV commercials. For the lay reader,
however. David Ogilvy's collection ol
do’s and dous is likely o prove weavi-
some. The Schweppervescence s there.
but somchow those curtously relreshing
little bubbles just don't last long enough.
-

When President Kennedy summoned
some ol the best minds ol his alma mater
to Washington to advise and help form
the nudeus of the Administration, he
neglected 1o issue the call ol public
service 1o lormer Harvied man Norman
Mailer. Mr. Mailer has generously sought
to repair the omission with Presidential
Papers (PPutnam, 35) “writen fo the Prest-
dent. for him™ by "a court wit, an
amateur advisor.” This is the excuse Loy
the publication ol the stray magazine
picces, poems, letters and  dialogs (in-
cluding his debate with William Buckley,
Jrs which ;lppc;ll‘t'tl i reavsoy, Janu-
ary and  February  1963)  that  have
accumulated since the st such compen-
dium was published in 1959 as Adivertise-
ments for Myself. But Mailer really
needs no such excuse, lor his
vations on such assorted  subjeas s
Castro, Keunnedy, Sonny  Liston, the
Right Wing, capital punishment and
contraception may olten be wild and
cgomaniacal but never suller from the
sin ol dullness. His pose is olwen an-
noying ("One thought ol onesell as one
of the few writers in the country™ savs
Mailer Like a mifled mamron  when
Lamenting  Jackic Kennedy's refusal ol
an interview), but when the hot machine
of his prose gets going in full g the
spectacle is brilliant, Catch him, in just
one hunk ol a great, winding shimm
ing sentence  desaribing  the  delegaes
o the 1960  Democratic  convention
“there o the Gallery of the Bilunore,
that huge depressing alley with its in-
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If Richard IIT had used Kings Men After Shave
Lotion, Mrs. Richard IIT would have wanted
him around the castle more. He wouldn't have
. gone around the place fighting with people and
NGS | . screaming at the top of his lungs, “My Kingdom
I&EN B s for a Horse!”
EN°

B e s MORAL:

o END SCREAMING FOREVER!

If you just want an after shave that freshens the face, re- .
laxes taut skin, smoothes scrapes, heals nicks, kills 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. ALSD AVAILABLE IN CANADA
AFTER SHAVE LOTION - PRE-ELECTRIC LOTION + LUXURY SHAVE « STICK DEOOORANT - SPRAY DEOOORANT - HAIRDRESSING - COLOGNE
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make it one
for your baby...

and one
more

for the
road

Give her a little thing she'll love to
slip into for 2 moonlight stroll, and
slip out of around a mood-lit fire.
Very casual. Most comfortable . ..
Lady Dexter for her.

To make sure she understands that
this is a you-and-her thing, take an
aggressively stylish stand in
Dexter's finely crafted handsewns,
with truly classic masculine
manners, in rich seasoned leathers.
This “togetherness’ bit is really
pretty square, but on a crisp winter
night, there's no getting around it!

Modestly priced at better stores
everywhere,

DISTIKCTIVE HANDSEWNS BY

Dexter Shoe Company Dexter Maine
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imitable hotel color, that faded depth
ol chiaroscuro which unhappily has no
depth. that brown which is not a brown,
that grav which has no pearl in it thag
color which can be deseribed only as
hotel color because the beiges, tans, the
walnuts, the mahoganices. the dudl blood
rugs. the moaning  vellows. the sick
opeens, and  all those dumb  browns
merge into that lack ol color which s
an overlinge hotel at convention ume,
with all the small-towners wearing their
set, starched faces. that look they get at
carnival, all fever and suspicion, and
proud to be theve .7 And we wonder
how the President he pretends 1o be
addressing in these papers will tike be-
ing described as “brave but politically
neuter, adept at obtainiug power and a
miser at spending it an intellectal with
a mind like a newspaper’s yearbook, and
a blank, somewhat stricken expression
about the eyes, a numbed mind scems
10 speak behind them . .7

Crove Press continues its cGanpaign
1o get good gamy books off the banned
wagon. Awer Lady Chatterley’s Lover
and Miller's Tropics, they come on very
strong with a big onevolume edition
ol all ive volumes ol Frank Hirris” My
tife and Lloves (Grove [Press, S12.50), a
work that's enjoved more notoricty than
readership, hitherto available only in
various eviscerated versions. John . Gal-
lagher, who introduced and annotated it,
has gone o typescript sources and Hanris?
own copies and has come up with the full,
freewheeling hile of the writer-editor-
amorist who did absolutely nothing
a smiall way. Harris, a pioneer sex scribe,
describes his lovelile down through the
busy, busy vears with detil and deligh,
although he was well over 70 when rem-
tniscing.  (So he  exaggerates a linde.
Who doesn’tz) His sexual salari was only
one of his careers: his other lives were
at least as active. Born in Ireland (1855).
he ran away to America at 135 was a
construction  worker on the Brooklyn
Bridge, a howel clerk in Chicago, a cow-
boy on cutle drives, a member ol the
Kansas bar; grew restless and civded the
globe, studied at Heidelberg, and be-
came editor ol a London daily at 28. He
went on o edit various magazines, -
cluding onc tor which he hired Beroard
Shaw as dvamatic eritic and H. G, Wells
as literary critic. He met and jor knew —
among hundreds ol celebrities — Whit-
nun, Bret Harte, Zola, De Maupassant,
Marx, Gladstone, the then Prince ol
Wales, Wagner, Cecil Rhodes, Tenry
James, Conrad, Ruskin, and  Oscar
Wilde. He died in 19351, broke and bitter.
I'he last two sections ol the autobiog-
raphy show age dimming the dynamo,
but the whole work is a line two-hands-
Tul ol intelectual and physical vitality.
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COLOR FILM FOR SLIDES—20 EXP.— ASA 103

ANSCOCHROME

| T/100 £

COLOR FILM FOR SLIDES-12 EXP.-ASA 100

EDD

COLOR FILM FOR SLIDES—-20 EXP.~ASA 200

ANSCOCHROME
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A PRODUCT OF GENERAL ANILINE & FiLM CORP
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Revolutionary new
Anscochrome films/!

Here are the truest color films ever developed!

® New Anscochrome 50 — medium speed.

® New Anscochrome 100, faster 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 satisfy or a new roll free. Try them!

IG‘:! ADSCO PHOTO PRODUCTS OF GENERAL ANILINE & FILM CDRPORATION

CREATIVE DEVELOPMENTS IN PHOTOGRAPHY 43
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€ 1963 P. Lorlilard Co

You get more real smoking pleasure
from Kent than any other filter cigarette.
Puff after puff...you get the good taste of
Kent's premium quality tobaccos filtered

through the famous ""Micronite' filter.

FOR THE BEST COMBINATION
OF FILTER AND GOOD TASTE

Tsatisfies best



THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

I would like your opinion on a unique
expertence. Recently, | had a blind date
with a divorede, arranged through a mu-
tuwal Iriend. As T was taking her home —
after an evening ol wining, dining and
dincing — she informed me that 1 would
have o pay her baby sitter. T lelt justi-
hed in noi paving the sitter. but she
didn’t see it my way. She said thae if T
was 10 have the pleasure ol her company,
I should be prepared o cover all ex-
penses. 1 finally agreed to pay hall the
sitter's fee, but I was damned displeased.
Do vou think that my companion’s de-
mitnd was proper? — H. F., Dallas. Texas.

No, her demand wasn’t proper, but
neither was your haggling with her over
the few dollars it must have cost to pay
the sitter. What you should have done
was tell your date before the evening
starvted that you were going to take care
of the sitting fee. The lady's officious
attitude might have given you good cause
to scratch hey off your date list, but that
in no way should have precluded your
acting hike a gentleman and not like a
penny-pinching clod.

Will aspirin in Coca-Cola knock out
the drinker? — G. L., Memphis, Tennes-
s0C.

No. but it will help cure a headache
if he has one.

I_\ it considered an affectation o wear
sunglasses in the city during any but the
sum ner months? The sun's glare off side-
walks and snow bugs me, but I'll shed
the shades il vou say so. — B. G., Chi-
cago, Illinois.

Let theve be less light, by all means,
and don’t be concerned about the scason,
But avoid oddball shapes and shades
of shades.

A group of guys in the office on the
same executive level have Iunch wogether
every day. There are six of us and it
seems to be taken for granted by one
and all that there is an open invitation
to lunch extended o evervbody., What
I'm getting at s that 1 occasionally
don’t feel ke lunching with a full crew
— alter a while. vou get to feel as though
you're at a board meeting. I'd like 10
break  this thing down into  smaller
groups, but don’t quite know how o go
about it. I don’t want to slight anyone,
yet 1 think I'd feel silly making the sug-
aestion  about  diversihication  to  the
sroup. What's the best way out? — S. H.,
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

We suggest you take your dilemima by
the lhorns and starvt asking one of your
associales at a time to join you for lunch.

Pick out restaurants that are a bit off
the beaten trvack, so therve’ll be little
chance of bumping into the vest of the
group. This should make the fact that
you don’t dig the mass mess as $.0.P.
clear enough to the others.

I im 3 years old and divorced. 1
had been dating an 18-year-old girl for
several months and we had fallen in
love, but her father disapproved and
shipped her out of town 1o forget me.
This ouly served to reinlorce our feel-
ings and now we are determined o get
married. If we do, can her [ather do
anything to legally separate us? — M. |,
Inglewood, Calilornia.

You'll have to ask an attorney what
hey dad can legally do to keep you and
your girl apari, but al the moment it
sounds as if he's doing all he can to push
you fwo together. If you wed his darling
daughter simply to defy Ihim —which
you say vou've “determined” to do — all
three of you could wind up losers.

Wh;ll do vou people have against how
tics? I never see them in vour fashion
take-outs. I like to wear them, but you’re
beginning to make me feel like a square.
— A. B.. Providence, Rhode Island.
There's nothing wrong with bow ties
if the patterns and fabrics are lasteful.
Howevey, most men (and we are among
them) feel that a regular neckiie is more
flattering than a bow, since the latter has
a tendeney to make the face look fuller.
Clip-ons are another matter allogether
— they've strictly for Celluloid collars.

l did not get oo far into high school
before money problems at home made
me quit and go to work. That was years
ago, and I've done lairly well since then.
So well, in fact. that I'm now moving
in a social circle made up almost com-
pletely ol college grads. 1 bow to no
man in business matters, but sometimes
I feel like a lowgrade moron when
the conversation starts flving wav over
my hed. I don't have the time, what
with long hours at the plant and go-
ing over reports alierward. 1o pick up
an cducation at home, so I'm really
stumped. T don’t want to turn antisocial,
but I also hate to play the village idiot.
It's not that anyone looks down his nose
at me: its just that 7 know I'm not with
i What's my next move, if any? —
G. P, Cinannati, Ohio.

If, as you say, your friends seem to be
accepling you for what you ave, why iry
to be anything clse? You sound like your

Yoo vvanwnn st

THAT MAN

He has the will and where-
withal to do as he pleases.
When he talks, men uncon-
sciously hunch forward to
listen. When he looks at a
woman, she feels all woman.
You may admire him; resent
him. But no one can be indif-
ferent to him.

His cologne and personal
grooming accessories ave
“That Man’ by Revlon.
A lusty tang of lemon,
tabac and amber . . . as
different from others as
That Man is from the
run of men,
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ouwn worst enemy. Whatever yon do,
don’t vy to fuke it intellectually: the
mevitable faux pas will brand you as a
plony. Keep your conversational  cam-
bits confined (o the things vou Enow. be
an attentive lsteney, and don’t be afvaid
to ask for an amplification of anything
you mizht find unfamiliar. Your big
problem will be in geiting that infevior
ity-complex monkey off your back. You
should litevally wmake the time avail-
able Jor nicht school or, at the least,
some  form  of additional  education.
Life is more than just “lone hours at
the plant and going over reports alicr-
ward,” and swhile your indusiry 15 1o
be commended, your iich for a broader
cducation is a positive one that should
be seratched. It wil make you a happicy,
move complete  individual, and  of
greater value lo your company in the

Superbly Gift Wrapped long run as well.
for the Holidays

WQ are three girls with a problem.
Two ol us are in college and the third
is working. We are said to be good-look
ing and fun, and we have no wouble
getting dates. But. how do we sav no o
that certain question? We are so tived ol
hearing, “You're a big girl now.” or “I'm
a man with a man's needs.” that we
often find ourselves dating fellows who

; we know won't give us any trouble but
E B | | \- I l lC B i GE r | \ I I r]EJD,’I f! |\ whao are often less fun than the ones who
are more our type but are also more

Kentucky Straight Bourbon » Distilled & Bottled by Barton Distilling Co.. Bardstown, Nelson Co.. Ky.—Available at 86+ 90+ 100 proof | dlemanding. What 1o do? — A. C., L. H.,
and M. L., San Francisco, California.
The best way (o say no {o “that

Wl certain question” is sim ph' {a say “No’
Rl 1] —and if pressed for a yeason, lo gie

J . Tl the most honest explanation you can:
ueae in ! that you prefer to rveserve sexual inti-

. macy for someone with whom you are

the J-potltght, o in love or to whom you are marvied —
whichcver happens 1o be the case

that casual sex (or sex oulside of mar-

riage} is against your peysonal movalitics

THE “NORDIC" or vour religions beliefs.

Suede Leather Pile Lined Suburban Coat _ I’infm'u.rm{h-.\‘\'. we  can '"‘PP"_\' ito
New northwinds dash — a new seduetive stmilar solution to the other parl of your
depth of genuine suede leather. Slip into problem: the fact that the men who are
its masterful warmth, made more so most your “iype” and with whom von
with deep Orlon acrvlic pile lining have the most fun ave also the ones
and collar. Finger tip length, who prove to be the most “demanding””
Scandia-colors: Tyrol Green, This inconsisteney of atittude suwesesty
Antelope, Teak Brown, Covert. that your lm'ﬁng_\'. about sex may be fess

At your favorite men's shop

a maller of personal convictions than a
or department.

pomt of view established for you by
others when yon werve young.

Each of you will have 1o decide for
hevself whether this point of vieaw on

sex as really impoviant enoush 1o alloie 11
to limut your social life to men in whom,
vou indicate, you have less intevest. As
‘i long as you hold your present attitude
an sex. ibois consistent to date the Tess

“dewmanding” men, since to do other-
wise turns your pevsonal lives info a
constant battle, in which sex can truly
be cquated, in your minds, with
“tronbie,”

About §49.95
Stightly higher in the West

CRESCO SPORTSWEAR . ASHLAND, OHIO

NEW YORK OFFICE—EMPIRE STATE BLDG.
| Write for the neurest store




There are two ways to a woman’s heart. One is

No other gift delights so instantly, then lingers so memorably. Pictured here,
from the exquisite FAME Christmas collection: FAME Purse Perfume Spray, 5.00.
Deluxe Spraygrance Cologne, 5.00. FAME Perfume, 6.50 to 35.00.

FAME

de CORDAY

Fine perfumes imported from France, other products blended in U.S_A. wilh domestic and imporled c55ences. ©1963 PARFUMS CORDAY, 1MC,
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Ampex introduces
a new 4-track stereo
recorder for 299
with an
introductory offer
of 50 worth of
free stereo tape

Meet the newest stereo tape recorder in town
—the UST-4. It's recommended by Ampex
engineers as an outstanding value in its
price range. And Ampex has this introductory
offer: when you buy the UST-4, you get
$50 worth of recorded stereo tapes; choose
from hundreds of albums.The total price? Just
$299. Here's what you get: 4-track stereo
or 4-track monophonic recording. Two speeds.
A self-contained amplifier / speaker system
which includes a stereo amplifier and two 5°
x 7° speakers. And you get high quality re-
production of your own recordings or recorded
tapes. Ask your tape recorder dealer about it
today. Or for a brochure and a list of the free
recorded albums available, send in the coupon.
Ampex Corp., Consumer Products Division.

Go stereo tape—start right with Ampex

To: Ampex Corporation
Mail Stop 6-1
Redwood City, California

Please send me the brochure and list of free albums.

name___

address

city.

Zone._ _slale

We  offer this  additional  thought,
however: the answer to the problem
need not le at either extreme — indis-
criminale  promiscuity or a complete
rejection of sex. Religious taboos aside,
i is a perfectly natural and healthy
thing for women lo have some sex life
prior to marriage and the (radition that
Places such stress on female “virginity”
s morve conductve to frustration  and
suffering than anylthing clse.

Two friends and T are going on a long
hunting weekend in the woods ol Maine.
The cabin we'll be staving in has a small
stove, but no refrigerator.  What pro-
visions would you suggest we take with
us that will provide simple-to-prepare,
vavied Lare? Naturally, we hope to sup-
plement our menu with fresh game, but
on the chance that we draw a complete
blank in that department we'd like to
have something besides canned pork-and-
beans to fall back on. Any tips? — L. B,
New York, New York.

No problem — just visit a fine gourmet
shop (Chavles & Co. or Macy's in your
city) and stock up on a wide assortment
of exotic canned comestibles. You'll find
cverything from Swedish or Danish meat
balls to clam cakes to enchiladas in
sauce — the choice of victuals for a wil-
derness farve-thee-well is almosi endless.
Something else you might check out at
your sporting-goods stove (if portability
is a problem) is Avmour’s Star Lite oul-
door foods prepared by a frecze-drying
process which remaoves 99 pevcent of their
muoisture. The [oods need no refrigera-
tion and keep up to fwo years, vequiving
only soaking in water before cooking to
restore their moisture. There ave cur-
rently 12 varieties available ranging from
a ranch-style breakfast (four cggs, povk-
sausage pattics and fried potatoes) to
,r!n'imp creole.

Pcrlmp}. you can help me solve a nerve-
ricking problem. I recentdy discovered
my brother-in-law cheating on my sister.
The third party was his secretary, whom
I've met. It was in an out-ol-the-way res-
taurant and I guess he never imagined
that anyone would know him there. Any-
how, their activities at dinner made it
quite evident that the only business heing
conducted was monkey business. Now |
don’'t know what o do. Should 1 1ell
my sister? She scems to be very happily
married, and I'm afvaid my revelation
might blow things wide open over what
might have been just a momentary weak-
ness ol the llesh. Or should T well my
brother-in-law that T spotted him and
sive him a chance to explain, although 1
don’t see what sort ol legitimate expla-
nation he could ofler? — C. C., Denver,
Colorado.

Your best bet is to stay out of it; the
affair (if there is onc) is really none of

your business. If you took it upon vour-
self 1o tell your sister what you suspect.
who would be the better for 112 Ceriain-
Iy neither she nov your brother-in-law;
nor would confronting him with your
suspicions be likely (o do anything but
strain your own friendship with a mem-
ber of the family, while having little o
no cffect on his other relationship. The
wisest thing you can do s give yow
sister’s husband the benefit of the donbt,
and try to forget the incident.

c:m you tell me what the word “Smok-
ing” on an invitation to a dinner party
means? A friend of mine told me he
received one worded that way from a
French couple now living in the States. —
J. H.. St Petersburg, Florida.

“Smoking” is the Gallic way of saying
“Black Tie.”

I'\'c been a widow for two of my 26 years,
and during that time 've encountered a
problem which I hope your sage advice
will solve. My job as secretary to a junior
exec permits me to meet many men of all
types. But since I'm not miterested in re-
marriage, nor a free meal and an ceve-
uing's entertainment. I accept dates with
only those for whom I feel a reasonably
strong attraction at the moment. Now, |
have no intention of becoming promis-
cuous, but neither do 1 intend to say “No™
to anvone to whom I'm physically at-
tracted. Apparently, I'm atwractive, too,
since the men in my life these past two
years insist that 1 am about the best thing
on which they have ever laid eyves. But
now, something has begun o work on my
subconscious and is making me doubtful
ol my femininity: I have two disturbing
hgure Gults — breases that lack the firm-
ness and youthful lock of the lovely girls
within your pages. and suetch marks on
my hips. None of my sexual partners has
ever mentioned these as deterrents, but
an you cosmopolitan men-about-town
tell me il most men do feel repulsed by
such less-than-perfect atributes? Help! —
S. C., Boston, Massachusetts.

Fret nol. Femininity is [ar more a
malter of attitude than anatomy and no
male worth his salt expects perfection
in cither departinent: men are going to
like you Jor what you arve, and, judsing
from your letier, that's quite a bit.

All yeasonable questions — from  fash-
ton, food and drink. hi-fr and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, faste and ctiquette
—uitll be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addyessed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Butlding, 232 .. Olio
Street. Chicago, Hlinais ool 1. The maost
provecalioe, pertinent quevies will be
presented on these pages each month.



FOR THOSE WHO ENJOY THE TASTE OF GOOD WHISKEY
Discover, during this convivial season, why so many experienced
highballers stay with 7-Up. Why? Seven-Up guarantees a man-
type drink! Hearty. Full-flavored. It's a whiskey flatterer (not

y a flattener). Seven-Up coaxes out all the good whiskey flavor,
m IX e l smooths it. But just sip a 7-Up highball—tasting is believing!

Copyright 1962 hy The Seven-T'p Company







What we know about you!
(If you’re a Scotch drinker)

If you are a Scotch loyalist— prefer Scotch to all other
kinds of whisky—you’ll enjoy this insight into what kind
of person you are. See how good a judge you are of your-
self and your fellow Scotch-men.

Pencil handy? Check the appropriate boxes below. (All
answers at bottom of page—but later, please.)

1. As a Scotch drinker, chances are nine to one you live:

In a small town [ ] Beyond your means [ ]
On the East Coast [ ] Near a big city []

2. Three out of every four people who prefer Scotch are:

Clerical and sales people [ ] Housewives and teachers []
Business executives & Professional people [ ] Bagpipers []

3. An especially large number of Scotch-preferers went
to college. The correct figure is:

9% [] 62% [] 573% [ 75% []
4. And a surprising number of Scotch loyalists are impor-
tant people in public life. How many?

20% ]  62%[] 18%[]

Read on:

This brings us to Part Il and a genuinely distinguished
Scotch called White Horse. (The name comes from an
ancient Scottish tavern.) White Horse differs from many
famous Scotch whiskies in certain important ways. Try
your hand at guessing:

5. Some much-advertised Scotches are bottled in England.
Some are actually bottled in the U.S.! Where is White
Horse made, bottled and imported from?

Scotland [ ] England ] United States [
6. Some Scotches, though famous, are relatively new.
White Horse has been cherished in Scotland for:
50 years [] 125 years [ 200 years []
7. White Horse is known as the DRY Scotch. 1t's light

enough for modern taste. Yet it has substance. It doesn’t
“water out” with ice or soda. That’s because Dry Scotch

11% ]

isn't made the usual way. The crisp dryness of White Horse
comes from:

Thirty selected malt whiskies []
Twelve hours in an Autoclave [[]  Charcoal filtering []

One thing more. If you are one of the knowing people
who prefer White Horse, we'd like to suggest a few other
things that are probably true about you:

® Your educated taste in Scotch is away from the heavy
or sweet—toward the clean and crisp—toward the DRY.
That's why you prefer White Horse. It's DRY.

= You like being a good host. Enjoy serving White Horse,
the dry Scotch. DRY—as in White Horse—means not
pungent, not smoky. But not thin or watery, either. DRY
—by White Horse —tastes delightfully like Scotch.

All of the above makes you a pretty special kind of man
... who likes a pretty special kind of Scotch.

Why not order White Horse for your next party? You'll
appreciate the subtle Scotch personality that we call DRY.
The care that even goes so far as numbering each bottle.
Your friends will appreciate it, too.

Answers:

1. Near a bigcity. 2. Business executives and Professional
people. 3.75% 4.20% 5. Scotland 6. 200 years 7. Thirty
selected malt whiskies.

100% Scotch Whiskies. Blended 86.8 proof. Sole dis-
tributors: Browne-Vintners Company, New York City.

Unique White Horse Glasses. Like to mingle the past
with the contemporary? Then you'll want a set of
handsome White Horse glasses (shown on facing
page). Set of 4 in sparkling crystal. Emblazoned with
colorful, old-world tavern signs. Send $3 to White
HorseCellar,Dept. P12, P.O.Box 170,Boston1, Mass.

White Horse
the dry Scotch
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

THE MEDICAL VIEW

It is OK to glumorize sex as vou and
the Madison Avenue boys do. It's great!
But when are vou and the advertising
men going to start glamorizing the re-
sulis of sex, ie., the rising venereal-
discase rate. the jetage seven-month
pregnancics, the broken homes, the sui-
cides, the homicides and the mdividual
crack-ups?

Let's do a real service to mankind and
present this subject in s right per-
spective. so the issucs involved are not
steaming hot in the beginning and [reez-
ing cold in the end.

Warren |, Brown, M.D.
Indian Rocks, Florida

But none of the above-mentioned con-
cerns are caused by sex or a more per-
missive allitude toward sex per se — they
are caused by the very attitudes toward,
and tgnorance of, sex which we oppose.
Dy. Brown, meet Dr. Santrizos (below).

It would seem that any more plaudits
lor The Playboy Philosophy would be
superfluous; however, alwer reading the
September installment, 1 feel impelled
through deep satisfaction and conviction
1o extend my congratulations on your
lucid analysis of our conlused, guilt-
laden sexual morality.

On the basis of my personal experi-
ences with  emotionally  disturbed  pa-
tents, I feel that the last paragraph of
the 10th installment (September), which
lists the elfects ol such a morality, should
have also included most types of neu-
roses and schizophrenias.

' the sex drive in man is evil, then
so is the hunger drive and all other
components ol his instinctually endowed
mature; and b this is so. then 1t must
follow that God, if he he, 15 also evil.

Harry Santrizos, M.D.
Playa Del Ray, California

THE FEMALE VIEW OF MARRIAGE

Many thoughts have been provoked
by Helner’s series on  sexual mores
through the ages. Some orvstallization has
taken place as 1 read the article Love,
Death and the Hubby Image by Will
Iversen, in the September issue. Now 1
would like to share some of my thoughis
with you in the hope that further dis-
cussion may add w the much-needed
understanding between the sexes.

As a femimst, but—first of all—a
person, | sympathize with your image of

the exploited male and agree that he
gets the rawer end of the deal in the
modern American marriage. However, |
think you overlook the fact that women
are just as dissatished with their lot as
parasiuc accumulators of “things™ as are
men with women’s monopolistic “devo-
tion.” One need only observe the long
line ol neurotic women awaiting their
tarn o tell all wo the friendly neighbor-
hood therapist to realize that the frustra-
tions 1n owr society are there lor men
and women alike.

How did this state of atlairs come into
being? Are women, now that they are
“equal.” finally paving men back for
centuries of exploitation? Are we women
finally coming into our own as Mon-
tague’s inherently superior sex? Bosh!
By such oversimplihcations one ignores
the threat o the male ego, when it
appears that the “litle woman™ might
be able to “achieve”™ more than her
spouse, il she were willing to sacrifice
him on the altar of her search for sclf;
one ignores also the female who reluses
to compete lor lear of [ailure and so
hides her inadequacies behind the weak
exeuse that her place is “in the home.™

It is obvious that equality between the
sexes has not been achieved. As long as
cither sex believes it is inherently supe-
rior or inferior o the other, as long as
men and women view cach other as nat-
ural enemies, there will be no equality.

Let me dehine my term: by equality, 1
mean true give and take: the recognition
of the other person’s individuality; his
(her) right to have his own identity and
to pursuc those personal objectives which
will [ulfill his personality.

One ol my dilhcultics in expressing my
thoughts clearly is the necessity ol using
generic terms like “mankind,” “his™ and
“him™ when I mean all ol humankind.
It should be noted that the male world
has excluded Temales so long [rom the
domain of thought and self-expression
that  general  terms  are  usually  ex-
pressed as male — the epitome of male
exclusiveness.

Returning to the problem of the mod-
ern Americin marriage — and how it got
that way — readers will find enlightening
Bewy Friedaw's The Feminine Mystique,
which sounds the batde ory against the
post-War “bhack o the home” boom,
which has subverted the feminist move-
ment by glorifving woman’'s wraditional
role as domestic drudge and nestkeepir.
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an Old Fashioned...
and
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unthinkable-a Manhattan
or Old Fashioned without
Angostura'Don’t forget the
Angostura. Dash it in first!
FREE! Professional Mixing Guide
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drinks. Write Angostura, Box 123P.
Elmhurst 73, N.Y,

The Angostura-Wuppermann Corp., 78-20 Barnwell Ave., Elmburst 73, M.Y.
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According to her, this boom was pro-
moted primarily by the return of male
cditors to the women's magazines (and,
in lact, a return to the control of all
mass media) —men who were nostalgic
after the war years for a return to male
normaley  (supremacy), with the  little
woman waiting patiently in the door-
way of their vine-covered cottage, greet-
ing with adoring eyes her hero, returned
from the baules of the day. If her thesis
is correct, man has only himselfl to blame
for his current predicament.

Howcver, T cannot ignore female re-
sponsibility so casily. While T agree with
Miss Friedan that women should not be
expected, and are not satishied. o find
their total identities through their hus-
bands and children, and are no better
fitted for dishwashing, ironing and
scrubbing than men, 1 do feel that
women have a responsibility not only to
assert their individuality, but to accept
fully the roles ol [ree citizens — to dis-
charge their obligations 1o socicty, to
use their capacities for love and com-
passion  to  benefit, not to enslave,
humankind.

Unfortunately, T fear that the Battle
ol the Sexes hinds much succor in the
pages ol rraveov. While your exposition
of the hypocrisy of our sexual morces is
very much on the right wrack, you con-
wradict your own philosophical attitude
by continuously cxploiting the female as
a sexual object. Of course. she is! But she
is first of all a Person — then a Woman!

I think that untl we arc able to ac
cept people as people, we will never
reach true understanding and  mutual
respect between the sexes. 1 could carry
this discussion further by noting our
unfortunate  categorization ol people
into races, religions and cihnic groups,
ct al,, which immediately blinds us to
their individuality, but I think (I hope)
you get my point.

Mrs. Elayne B. Nord
Little Falls, New Jersey

We get your point, because we share
it. We also believe thal women should
have the right, along with men, to
explore and discover their individuality
and to develop those qualities that will
make them fruly human. But we wounld
argue with the premise that riavsoy
favors contemporary socicly’s Battle of
the Sexes — even though our critics often
clatm we do.

It is our view —and a view that will
be exploved at length in future install-
ments of “The Playboy Philosophy” —
that it is the antisexual clement in so-
crety that has, throughout history, treated
women as less than human by either
reductng them to the status of property
or elevating them to an cqually dehu-
manizing position on pedesials.

rLAvBoY does not degrade nor exploit
the female when it treats her as a vo-
mantic sex object in a magazine edited

for a male audience: we offer a positive,
quite oplimistic view of sociely —a
happy, healthful, heterosexual view — in
which the roles of men and women
complement one another, instcad of De-
ing competitive or in conflict.

At last it has happened. T am finally
compelled to write giving you one mar-
ricd American woman's opinion of you,
My, Helner, your publication and the
people who write for it.

Between  your Playboy  Plilosophy
and Mr. Iversen's article, Love, Death
and the Hubby [Image, T am utterly
nauscated. My hushand loves his chil-
dren, doesn’t kick the cat and has no
objections to paying for life insurance
that will beneht his family. Yet he is a
man in cvery sense ol the word. He is
master of this ship and I am delighted
to be his first mate.

As far as this "hubby image” is con-
cerned, I ask, who writes the jokes,
draws the cartoons and dreams up the
hushand-ridiculing advertising in Amer-
ican media? In one word. men! It stands
to reason that this must be their own
opinion of themselves.

Also. who invents such things as
washers, dryers. clock-radios and 25-foot
tclephone cords? Again, men. 1[0 they
really resent we women enjoying such
convenicnces, why don’t they keep these
bright ideas to themselves?

Ponce de Leon and Chris Columbus
were probably pansies and 1T wouldn’t
doubt but what your esteemed author
might be, too.

As for your Philosophy, it escapes me
completely. Tv appears to me that you,
Mr. Helner, hold nothing dear or
sacred — be it marriage, religion or pa-
triotism. You state that “religion should
be a personal thing between man and
his God.” I'm willing to bet that vour
“personal god™ is a cool cat with a crazy
beard, twisting around in bunny heaven
with a host of buxom, cotton-tailed an-
gels. You secem convinced that vou are an
authority on all subjects. Perhaps both
vou i Mr. Iversen should try marriage.
It's great fun. Especially the nights,

Youre probably wondering why 1
allow vour magazine in my home at all.
ICs simply this: the man’s man 0 whom
'm wed still nanages o exercise some
rights. Even though vapped in the web
ol marviage, it is still his privilege to
read what he chooses.

1 dare vou to print this letter in its
entirety. T hesitate to estimate the num-
ber who will agree with my opinion. The
figure would be astronomical!

Mrs. Veromica Gracme
Lemon Grove, California

We're not opposed to the institution
of marviage, Mrs. G.—only (o certain
negative aspects of i, as practiced in
conlemporary American sociely. If you
and your husband have a happy mar-
riage, based upon mutual love and re-

spect, we've happy for both of you, and
for your children. You arve among the
few who have escaped the suffocating
antisexuality and competitive hostility
that modern marriage too often fosters.

We agree that the problems that pres-
ently face sociely, relative fo  sex,
marviage and the entive spectrum  of
male-female interinvolvement, are more
the doing of man than woman — but the
answers, if we are to find them, must be
sought by both sexes, for the benefit of
both., We will offer our own suggestions
in fulure installmenis of “The Playboy
Philosophy.”

On the pevsonal side, Mry. lversen is
married and, he veports, happily so;
My, Hefner is unmarried and, he veports,
happily so.

First, as a rcasonably discerning indi-
vidual, I'd like to thank vou for The
Playboy Philosophy, because it has prod-
ded me into taking a long, cye-opening
look at the socicty in which we live —
a society which most of us normally take
morce or less for granted. Like so many
ol your other readers, I found the view
rather startling. This is us — modern
America — with our roots sunk decp in
the superstitions ol long-gone cras, and
our heads buricd in the muck and dark-
ness ol outdated prejudices and dogmas,
It is casy o understand why we are stag-
nating - a swamp ol conformity and
acceptance of the status quo.

Second, as a voung wile and mother, I'd
like to thank you lor the invaluable con-
tribution vou have made to my own per-
sonal view ol our roles in socicty. The
greater insight into the contradictions
between expressed and actual standards
of conduct has helped me 1o answer many
ol my own questions, and will help me to
answer the questions which will inevi
tably come from my daughter.

While I have not lound mysell in
otal accord with all that has been said,
both the agreement and the disagree-
ment have helped me to form a more
enlightened personal philosophy.

Mrs. Judith Hanson
Beaumont, Texas

Yes, Canadian women do vead your
magazine. In fact, one Canadian woman,
the editor of Chatelaine magazine, went
so [ar as to devote an entive cditorial
page to an attack on you [“Playbovs —
Who Needs Them:” —Chatelaine, March
1963]. In a way, I suppose, you should
thank Mrs. Anderson. She did more
than she thought she would — her con-
cern with what Canadian women read
backfired. Many ol us couldn’t wait to
et our hands on the forbidden rravsoy.

Some  found what Mrs. Anderson
wanted them to hod, but many ol us
found The Playboy Philosophy. which is
excellent, and the new Jeeves novelete
by . G. Wodchouse, and much, much
more, of interest to the mature, intelli-



Now you can get a vacation tan right at your desk
(while the boss thinks you’re working like the devil).
Sea & Ski brings you an entirely new idea in sun-
lamps: a combination desk light and tanning lamp!
And you'll really tan with Sea & Ski's exclusive deep-
tanning spectrum. It gives you the most effective
ultraviolet rays, the sun's fastest tanning power.
Tested and proved by the Desert Research Insti-
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gent person, of cither sex.

I like what I've found and shall con-
tinue to read praysoy. I've given up on
Chatelaine.

Mrs. Lawrette Simon
Calgary, Alberta

PHILOSOPHY AND POPULATION
To deem a philosophy necessary to
justily the erotic pleasure a male may
obtain from viewing pictures of nude
females in your magazine is the summit
of rationalization. With a population
explosion all over the world, rraysoy's
Sex Crusade is comically mappropriate.
What is really needed is not a Playboy
Philosophy, but a good 5¢ contraceptive!
Barbara 1.. Nelson
Los Angeles, California
How about both?

RESPECT FOR RELIGION AND LAW

I have been an enthustastic reader of
rLAYBOY from the first issue and I have
enjoyed  secing  the magazine  mature
into an American institution. The past
few  mssues,  however, have  changed
rravpoy [rom “entertainment for men™
to a philosophical essay on lile and
living. As long as vou stick with enter-
tainment. you are great. but when you
attempt to analyze religion, law and
cducation, you must then compete with
writers and publications that are truly
qualified and specialize in these fields.

Your cditorials show your lack of
knowledge ol Law and religion, since vou
respect neither. I othink the problem s,
you arc beginning to believe the trash
you print.

You created PLAYBOY — now you arc
about to destrov it Forumately, we will
survive very nicely.

Larry Sanders
Whittier, California
We have considerable respect for both
law and religion —we simfly believe the
two showld be kept separate in order to
assure a [ree society. We're quite certain
you will survive without veaveov and,
quile [rankiy. we've willing (o try getling
along — diffrcult as it may prove to be —
without the support of someone who has
been an enthusiastic reader” of pr.avsoy
since the st issue, but  has always
thought of the magazine as “trash.”

A PHILOSOPHY BY ANY OTHER NAME

I have Leen reading, with some inter-
est, Mr. Helner's exposition ol The
Playboy Philosophy. In general 1 share
many of his views, as do most liberals
in this counuy. And we are gratelul for
the opportunity of sceing many long-held
but unpopular opinions appear in print
for such a large audience o read.

It 1s also dear that Mr, Helner is on
the right side of the road, so 1o speak.
He is against intolerance and suppres-
sion, censorship and  authoritarianism,
He s for Ireedom and indwidual deci-
sion. Well and good — one cannot help

but applaud his liberal sentiments.

It is, finally, quite evident that he has
been doing his homework. The articles
have managed to quote copiously from
the source materials of those organiza-
tions to which The Playboy Philosophy
is opposed. and it seems that the quo-
tations are fair ones.

But I would like to take exception
to Mr. Helner's use ol the word “philoso-
phy™ in describing his editorials. This is
vot a pedantic quarrel but. I believe,
a point of the utmost importance. “Phi-
losophy™ is a wechnical werm: there are
professicnal, trained “philosophers.” who
have worked for many years mastering
the twools of their cralt. And the term
“philosophy” has delinite meaning: it is
not just a catchall for a lot of good ideas.

The task of philosophy is to answer
some very definite and basic questions —
questions which have been roughly the
same  since  the dawn ol civiliztion:
What is Man? What 15 God? What is
the relationship between them? What is
Socicty? What is the relavon between
Society and  the  Individualz Wha s
Knowledger What is Good? What s
Being? What is the Origin ol the World?
These, and a few more, are the questions
that a prolessional  philosopher  wiing
himself to answer. They arve all absuract
questions, and all receive abstract an-
swers. O course, the answers dilfer, but
the basic questions remain the same.

So it is all well and good — indeed,
highly commendable — for Mr. Helner
to have committed to print his ideas
about a variety ol subjects. But until
he sets as his task the answering of these
basic questions, he has, it seems 1o me,
no legitimate right to use the word
“philosophy™ i the e ol his articles.

This is particularly relevant, because
unless Mr. Helner spells out quite clearly
what his over-all conception of Society,
Man, Good and IEwil. Religion, etc.,
really is. his series ol editorials may
prove more destructive than constructive.
Then again, maybe it is a good idea to
destroy a lot of uvseless and dangerous
ideas and prejudices, without building
something positive in their place. But
that, too. is not the primary function
ol philosophy.

The criticism 1s relevant, also, because
without having built a philosophical
foundation lor his position, Mr. Helner
is unable to do justice 1o s opponents,
A perfect example of what I mean s his
weatment, some months ago. ol the
Jewish position regarding sex — a subject
which, by virtue ol my |n'0l'1-ssi0li. I
happen o know something about.

Jewish philosophy is quite clear on
the mater of the worth ol the human
body. Not sharing the view ol St. Paul
(and ol the Greek Mystery Religions) on
the dualism between Body and Soul, it
has, in the m never lallen into the
trap ol condemuing all pleasurable bod-

ily acuivities as sinful. Mr. Helner man
produce quotations [rom various rabbis
through the ages which indicate  the
apposite, of course, for the Tradition is
4000 years old and vast in what it en-
compasses. There were times when Jew
ish lile tended to be puritanical. But all
this does not obscure the fact that, at
heart. Jewish Tradition is not. and never
really  has  Dbeen, antisexual. In o any
society, there are dissenting opinions,
individual neurotics. and even neurotic
groups. but as a philosophy — that s,
in its basic, main-stream wadition, Juda-
ism has a positive view of Life and Sex.

If Myr. Helner is going to take issue
with his opponents — whether religious
or sccular — he will have o strike at the
roots of their beliels —at their philoso-
phices — not at only a few of their lruis.
He will huve to challenge, absuoractly,
their presuppositions, and offer presup-
positions ol his own in place ol them.

Unless he is prepared 1o engage in this
arduous technical job, he can no more
be properly considered a philosophe
than I, for all that T plonk away on the
banjo, can be considered a musician.

Rabbi Walter Zanger
San Francisco, Cadilorniz

Editor-Publisher Hefner does not, in
any sense, consider himself a philosophe
and he has said that “The Playboy Philos-
ophy”™ s less a philosophy v the
technical orv scientific sense of the sword
than in the sense that any human being
may have a  personal “philosophy  of
life.” “The Playboy Philosophy™ is, as
described in ity continuing subtitle, a
statement of the “guiding principles and
cditorial credo™ of this magazine and its
publisher, which secwms consisient with
one of the definitions of the word given
by Mevviam-Webster: “The body of prin
aples undevlying a hwman activity . . .
or business.”

Some of your semantic resevoations
may also be set at case with the install
mend in (s issue, for Hefner
cearly delincates the wnderlying prives
ples of his “philosophy” and does spe-
cifrcally define his concept of Man.
Society, the velationship between Society
and the Individual, and Good and Fuoil.

Your comments on the lack of anti-
sexuality in fudaism are consistent with
Hefner's oiwen editorial obsevoations. He
stated, in August, that according 1o G.
Rattray Taylor in “NSex in History” —
expressing a view shaved with othe
authoritics —“The carly Jews belicved
strongly that one should enjoy the pleas-
ures of life, including those of sex (see
Dewteronomy 21: 10-14) and some teach-
ers hetd that al the last day one would
have to account to God jor cvery pleasure
that one had failed to enjoy”; he also
quoted Taylor's statement that the seem-
tngly antisexual * Thou shalt not commit
adultery,” in the Ten Commandments,
originally referyed to an offense against

Hiore
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Subtly but certainly let her know how you feel—with a
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Fashion co-ordinated with tho newest fall

dress-casual opparol, this new Winthrop
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Only $69.957?

You’re kidding!

Not a bit. Voigtlander's new Vito Automatic | is fully
automatic when you want it . . . has manual control
when you need it. You can get good shots automati-
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property, as wives were constdered, at the
time, to be the property of their husbands.

The only time that Judaism developed
i .s'!r(mg rmf.i_;rxm:f br'nf us, H;'fm‘r
noted, in the post-Exilic period, but
this, he emphasized, was in contrast lo,
rather than consistent with, Jewish ira-
dition. In the September “l"‘hf'l'a.w)pr'n'.”
Hefner quoted an article by Nathaniel
S. Lehrman fraom the Journal of Reli-
wton and Health, which says: “Although
sexnality was accepled without question
throughout carly Biblical times, and in
the Mosaic code in particular, various
aspects of the latter have given rise to
the ervoncous belief that the Old Testa-
ment s antisexual. Such asceticism ap-
pears 1o be allogether foreign to the
traditions of Isracl.”

Hefner also quoted from Dawid Mace,
in “Hebrew Marviage”: “The entive
positive attitude toward sex which the
Hebrews adopled was lo me an unex-
pected discovery. .. 1 had not realized
that it had its roots in an essentially
‘clean’ conceplion of the essential good-
ness of the sexual function. This is
something very difficult for us to grasp,
reaved as we have been in g tradition
which has produced in many minds the
tdea that sex is essentially sinful . ..

IN THE STANFORD LIBRARY

Youwr powerlul and lucid exposition ol
the vravsoy philosophy is in the best
wradition ol Leibnitz, Berkeley, and the
too-often-passed-over Ouspensky. Despite
the groanings ol a [ew repressed prudes
and deadheads o the Stanford Philoso-
phy Deparument, five of s, all terminal
sraduate  students, have succeeded  in
having praveoy placed alongside Ethos
and  Daedalus on the shelves ol the
philosophy library. The issues are bound
quarterly and have found their way into
the permanent stacks. Meanwhile, the
sprightly cover of the October issue en-
livens the otherwise fusty atmospherce,
and is the focal point ol many spirited
philosophical “bull sessions.”

It was Allred Lawson who said, “Man's
inmate sexuality ¢an in no wise e
differentiated Irom  his  other creative
impulses.  Mankind  has sullered  with
cach ill-advised atwempt at their bifur-
cation.” With cach passing mouth your
umely reafhrmation of this basic verity
drives the Philistine further into retreat.

These essays bear the unmistakable
hallmark ol genius,

Bradley Elron, Allen Dodworth, Mark
Dyaper. Michael Fullmer, Thomas Cover
Stanford University

Palo Alio, Calilornia

THE BUNNY SYMBOL

In reference o the April Phiosophy,
and the comments made in the last
paragraph on the giving ol sexual con-
notations o symbols, p(:rlmpﬁ you would
like 1o remark on this bhunny business.
Tell me, is there not even a litde biy



snigger hidden away there? Oh, now 1
sce: your rabbit symbolizes the fact that
you wrinkle your editorial noses at
hypocrisy in our modern society. Oh,
well, none of us is perfect.

William Stuart

Princeton, New Jersey

The symbolism in the viavsoy rabbit

is meant to suggest that the magazine is
editovially playful, frisky and, yes, sexy,
too — but harvdly intended to prompt a
hidden snigger. Our hare apparvent is a
fun-loving beastic —a bunny vivant, so
to speak.

NATIONALISM

I am in full agreement with your
cditorial position on sex, religion and
covernment. It 1s good o see an honest
philosophy ol this kind out in the open
for all o sce, consider and debate. It
scems to me, however, that to help de-
stroy one hrational, immature idea (pu-
ritanism), vou are fostering  another
(excessive nationalism). Your text is pep-
pered with appeals o that prevalent
mentality in the States that only “Amer-
ican” ideals are valid and worthy — that
we alone have the key 1o human happi-
ness. It's o smug, complacent and ego-
centric philosophy born ol insecurity.

In today’s world we need 1o overcome
attitudes ol provincialism — not encour-
age them, We need thinking that tends
1o unite nations by mimmizing cultural
and historical differences and by creat-
ing a fecling ol compromise, good will
andd mutual understanding. You are ech-
oing in your arucles an “Americanism™
cult which is far more dangerous to
mankind’s future than puritanism would
ever be, On a single page of the June
issuc [p. 71]. you reler to “our American
ideal.” “the American saga” and “the
American covenant.” Aren’t these prin-
ciples valid for all mankind?

I am an Americin citizen and my
work has temporarily tiken me overseas
1o Europe. 1 love my country as much
as anyone, but 1 recognize that a strong
and free America depends, in the long
run. on a strong, free united world
that has solved the problems ol hatred,
intolerance, overpopulation  and  war.
Idealisticz Maybe, But a goal 10 shoot
lor. How about joining the fight? It may
not sell as many copies as the sex bit, but
it sure helps one get i good night's sleep.

James P Thrasher
Newport, Monmouthshire, England
Hefner has made frequent veferences

(o our Amervican hevitage and ideals, not
oul of excesstve nationalism, but because
the society  he  has  been  discussing
throuchout much of “The Playboy Phi-
losophy™ iy American: In criticizing cen-
sorslup and  the nlevinvolvement  of
church and state i the U.S., Jor ex-
ample. it is natural (o contrast these
problems with the beliefs and intentions
of Adwmerica’s founding fathers and the
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suarantees of freedom in the American
Constitution and  Amervican law; the
three specific phrases you mention as
having appeared on a single page in
June were a part of an interview with
U.S. Supreme Court Justice Black on
the significance of the First Amend-
ment in protecting Amevican freedom.
Quite obuviously these principles are
valid for all mankind and a considered
veading of “The Playboy Philosophy™ to
date should make cleay that Hefner's
emphasis on the individual and his free-
dom is not limited, as a concepl. lo any
one communily or country. The extent
to which our views parallel your own
will become doubly clear with a reading
of this month's installment, since Hefner
vestates and amplifies on the most basic
tenets of the magazine’s philosophy.

ART AND POLITICS

in your editorial credo in the January
issue, you say: “Politics may be impor-
tant in government - but it has no
place in art and literature. Not if Amer-
wca's art and literawre, and indeed the
country itsell, are to remain free.”

Borscht! At best. a non sequilur: at
worst, @ mumble-headed fallacy. Art and
literature are classic and potent tools of
politics. and 1o attempt to debate their
“value,” as distinct from their content,
aims, persuasiveness and just plain mes-
sage. is Neo-Scholastic prissiness. Or to use
a word scathing 1o vou especially. naive.

The wruth of this statement can be
scen in the listing ol a hidl-dozen names
and works: Pete Seeger ... The Cranes
Ave Flying . . . the Bolshoi . . . Shadows
.. Orwell . o0 AN Quiet on the Western
Front ... Guernica. Are these works ol art
or polities® The answer is, hoth, And in
recent years, the most adept use of this
tool has been made by the Lelt — Far Lelt
— thatis, theSocialistsand theCommunists.

As K. R. Minogue has pointed out,
the modern Liberal has a lelesided ho-
monymous hemianopia for this sort of
thing —and rraveoy is no exception.
You who are so sensitive to Madison
Avenue  subliminal  hankyv-panky  have
nothing to say about “truth in packag-
ing” on this far more crucial mateer.
And the blindness 5 onesided — or do
I hear a cry to import recordings ol the
Nuzt Army Chorus and Band singing
Deutschiand, Deutschland iiber alles?
For the sake ol art, cvens

James W, Wiggs
Indianapolis. Indiana

You have lifted the comment out of
context and, thereby. lost the point.
Hefner did not mean to suggest that
art and litevature are not often used for
political  and  social  ends — they  ob-
viousty ave. What  he  expressed  was
the view that political considerations
should not be a basis for sovernment
suppression of art and lilerature; and,
further, that a work of art should be
judged on its wmerits: the sins of the

fathers should mnot be laid upon their
“children,” whether they be the poems
of Ezra Pound, the dancing of the Bol-
shoi Ballet, Picasso’s paintings — or even
the piano playing of Mussolini’s son.
Suppression by the state or by any pres-
sure group leads to creative stertlity.

The point that a work of art should
be judged apart from the ariist was well
made a few years ago in a play, “The
Male Animal,” by James Thurber and El-
liott Nugent, in which a midd-mannered
professor caused a furor at his university
when he proposed 1o read, at the next
meeting of s English class, the illitevate
but poignant letter written in his death
cell by anarchist Bavtolomeo Vanzetti,
one of the condemned paiy in the in-
famous Sacco-Vanzetti ivial that caused
such a national stiv in the Twenties,

We are fundamentally opposed (o dic-
tatorship and so vreject the  political
ideologtes of both Nazism and comm-
nism, but we are glad we live in a free
America, where it is possible to read
with equal ease “Mein Kampl” by Hit-
ley and “Das Kapital” by Marx. Inci-
denially, re Nazi rvecovdings, “Hitller's
Inferno,” an LP slice-of-Nazi-life, has
been available in the U.S. for scveral
years —and it's a spine chiller. In our
esitmation, the availability of such works
ts consistent with the most basic precepis
of a [ree society and is prefevable 1o the
altitude adopted by some Germans after
World War 11, who thought they could
erase the memortes of Nazism by not
talking, writing, veading  ov  hearving
about them.

For your information “Deulsclland,
Deutschland iiber alles”” ovigins predaie
Nazi Germany by seveval centuries. The
Iyric is based on the anthem of Helgo-
land. swhen Helgoland belonged (o Great
Britwin: i, in turn, iy based on a 13th
Century poem. The music was composed
by Haydn in 1797, “Deutschlund” was
adopted ay the German national anthem
i 1922, veplacing “Die Wacht  am
Rhein” and “Heil Katsev. Div.” the lat-
ter sung to the same tune as Fnaland’s
“God Save the King” and Ameviea’s “My
Country Tis of Thee”

CENSORSHIP

Thank vou for The Plavbov Philoso-
phy. For several vemrs, 1 have been
searching for an intelligent. well-written,
contemporary appraisal of our social and
sexual stndards. Now here i is: all that
I had hoped for and more, 1 have been
reading your magazine for two or three
vears and have enjoved it very much.
But since the institution ol the Philoso-
phy. 1 have been praising vour cditor
more than ever,

It makes me furious to hear of (and
experience)  the  censorship,  prejudice
and hypoerisy which is sull present in
the “lree” United States today. When
will people learn that censorship ol any
subject is not only unjust and msulting,

but dangerous as well? In this country
we pride ourselves on our tolerance, but
where in the hell is i? 1, as one lowly
citizen of this grand and glorious U.S..
would like to see more ol the practice
of what is preached. And even if I didn't
agree with Hefner's concepts, 1 would
still sadmire him immensely for daring o
cross some of our more prominent and
staid citizens. Hurray for Hefner! Hur-
ray lor rravooy! Hurray lor life!

Laura Hasenyager

University of Kansas

Lawrence, Kansas

As a condition of this life. 1 know that
someday I must die a personal death.
No other man may do this lor me.
Therelore, let no man presume to think
for me, or tell me what I mav read, or
interfere in any area ol my personal
freedom. The worst obscenity of all is
censorship itself.

Robert U, McMahon
New Hartford, New York

SEXUAL FREEDOM

The main reason for the success of
your Playboy Philosophy is that you tell
vour readers what they want to hear,
Being human, it even appeals to me.
vyour hypocritical adversary. Like vour
other readers. 1 find your philosophy at-
tractive. I do not doubt that it would be
casier and far more enjovable 1o adhere
to than my prudish notions. But I can-
not aceept it. because T have a higher
sct of values.

For example. in matters ol sex, 1T
believe that man is a creature of habiw
IT a person has indiscriminate sexual re-
Iations before marriage, he (or she) will
be strongly empted o continue  these
relations after marriage. This strikes at
the Toundition of our socicty. the family.
I believe that the family unit would be
seriously weakened by extramarital sex-
ual relations. Roger Vadim showed in
Les Liaisons Dangereuses that even the
most liberal union cannot exist under
such conditions. Thus. 1 believe that
promiscuity would crack the foundation
ol our society.

Hiram B. Larkspur

Wishington, D.C.
If by “promisenily.” you mean all ex
framarital sex. then socicty is already
promiscuous, since the great majorily of
American men and a lavge pereentage of
the women presently indulge in sex ont-
side of mariage. What veavsoy aduo-
cates 1s not a move sexually promiscuous
sociely —since we  belicve  that sex s
niost satisfying when accompanied with
emolion — but a more enlightened atli-
tude toward behavior that alveady exists.
We agree that aduliery may seviously
weaken a family unit and is, therefore,
nol destvable; but adultery is move a pt
to be the symptom of marital trouble
than the cause —and the undevlying
cause of disharmony would seem, to s,



to be the more impovtant eoncern.

We do not acree that the man (or
woman) who has indulced i premariial
sex is more inclined to induwlee later in
extramarvital  sex. il the  marviaoe
tself is a happy and emotionally ful
filling  one. Alfred  Kinsev's veseavch
indicates that o pevson swith some pre-
marital sex experience is move likely,
statistically, to have a suceessful ma
viage than a person without such ex-
pervience,

We dao not belicoe that society should
lower ity values; we believe 11 should
vaise them. We favar the hichest set of
values of all —one based upon reason.,

1 picked up a copy ol pravsoy lor July
and  became very much  imterested  in
vour philosophy. or credo. Your attack
on sexual hvpocrisy is absorbing. The
parts admitting that some ol our most
honored  sex morality is based  upon
nuile ownership of the female as mere
property. like his pipe or his vod and
reel, particularly inrigued me. T cn re-
member one time in omy weens when |
sot my [ace slapped for saving that most
morals scemed o be based not on real
honesty or decency. but on the expedi-
ency ol the male.

And  the serewhall rulings ol the
church down through history are as-
tounding. I'd never vead anvwhere he-
lore that anvone, even a religious leader,
dared st the exact time and  precise
technique for a man and wile's most
private moments! How mechanical can
von uet?

However, some points ol disagree-
ment, or inquiry, came to mind while
reading. And the ignoring of these could
well bring o new kind ol mess almost
as bad as the old one. H vou aren’t
carelul. vou may desroy the lile along
with the zuilt.

For one thing, how about the age-old
thrill of winning someone vou think is
heteer and more desirable than the aver
age? This desive is common in both
sexes. But il everyhody is 1o become as
casily available o everybaody clse as vou
appear to think they should, who will
seem worth winning?

Your dislike ol the time-honored
double stndard is 10 the good. and 1
agree, but it seems to me you are in dan-
er of replacing it with another double
standard. The old standavd condemmnped
4 woman il she said ves, calling her
loose. But the new one vaguely lorming
these diys wounld apparently  call her
cold il she savs no. She gers damned if
she does and  dammed T she doesn't.
This isn't exactly a change lov the het
ter. And alter all. a promiscuous sex
life is not necessavily synonymous with
a happy sex life. And ast, but not least,
do vou really believe that all possessive-
ness can be eradicated from human na-
ture — for cither sex? It is a feeling that
woes pretty deep.

DECEMEER
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Incidentally, il you want to publish
this letter in the Forvm, vou will have
to do so under a different name, like
Mary Forsythe, or some such, or anony-
mously. Not that I'm ashamed ol any-
thing I've written, but the last time |
expressed mysell frankly on sex it was
two months before the snide. late-at-
night phone calls stopped. Anyway. my
husband would probably dobb r me
for this letter, il he kuew I'd written it.

“Mary Forsythe"”
Tacoma. Washington
rLAvBoy is nol advocaling a sociely
free of all sexual vesiyainis, only one in
which those restraints ave more reasoned,
just and hwmane. We wonld not yemove
the “pleasure of the chase™ [or anything
in the world. When Hefner speaks of
“sexual f[reedom.” he does not mean
“freec love” or sexual behavior freed
from the rr.cpon.u'bih'lir.c that go with i;
it 15 our wish only thal sex be freed [rom
the overviding feelings of fear, guilt and
shame that have perverted and ve pressed
it for centuries — and that sexual moral-
ity be based uwpon reason rather than
superstition.

We do not believe that man will ever
vid himself of all possessiveness. or that
it 15 desivable to do so, but undue pos-
sessiveness toward other human beings
likens them to objects or things, and is
rooied in the ancient concept of people
as propevty. Human beings are not pos-
sesstons. An individual should be loved
and vespecied, bul not possessed.

The woman of today may be damned
if she does and damned if she doesn’t,
because sociely is in a slale of ranstiion
from an old sexual morality to a new
and, we trust, more enlightened one.

Many men throughout history have
observed and commented, in one way
or another, on the perpetual evolution-
ary improvement ol the human race —
one in which pravsoy is taking a very
active part today. Tennyson wrote, in
1842, “The old order changeth, yielding
place to new.” So must our sexual out-
look change, yielding 1o a more incelli-
gent  approach,  based  on  scientilic
knowledge.

In the past, various lorms of sexual
restrictions no  doubt  prevented  the
heartache ol illegitimacy, but today we
have a knowledge about birth conwrel
that makes these restrictions unnecessary,
and an awareness of the psychology of
sex which should contribute o our lree-
dom from fear and [rustration. But pro-
ple must be awakened to the availability
ol this knowledge, and so 1 congratulate
you on the Philosophy as a means ol
enlightenment in our modern society.

Robert C. Banks
Belleville, Ontario

TWO TEACHERS’ VIEWS
As a subscriber to pravsoy magazine,
T would like to commend Hugh Helner

lor his ability as both a writer and an
editor, and lor his courage as a publisher
in giving the American people his Play-
boy Philosophy. As a Chicago high-
school teacher of history and  English,
I have found the expression of similar
vicws on society less than acceptable on
numerous occasions, so 1 can fully ap-
preciaie the immense courage involved
in publishing your ideas. Such criticism
of establish:d waditions and taboos has
caused the inancial and social downfall
of many great men throughout history.
Robert W Pleiffer 11
Chicago, Ilnois

I am a smalltown. lTowa, English
tcacher. T am also an atheistic exi
tiadist and an avid reader of pravisoy. In
vour Scptember Playboy Forum, you
printed two letters that represent my
leeling about The Playboy Philosoply:
the first was from Mis. Lillie S. Segal,
who wrote, “This editorial series de-
serves to be read, not just by rPrLavsoy
readers, but by every student and adudt
in the country™: the second was lrom
Raymond J. Brandell, who wrote,
“Although we (the society of the “pro-
vincial Middle West) have broken the
bonds of political isolationism, it scems
that we yer sutter from an asolationism
of the mind.”

I have been “swept” [rom my last two
teaching positions by angry mothers and
clergymen. The individual school super-
intendents “asked™ that 1 not return
because ol “discipline  problems”™—a
handy term uwsed by administrators of
the saber-toothed cuwrriculum to climi-
nate “dangerous influences™ to the letal
minds of today’s high-school students.

The actual reasons why I was asked o
leave the hrst position were quite sim-
ple: T was suspected of drinking while
away from the school system: 1 was seen
smoking while walking down the main
street of the town wherein the school is
located: and thivd. T presented an argu
ment for atheism while we were discuss-
ing various religions in class.

I had to leave the sccond school be-
cause I had recommended a satirical
article which appeared in rLavsoy 1o
an unusually bright female student who
loved satire, but who did not have
enough sense to read it without, in turn,
recommending 1t o her  puritanical
mother. Her mother had heard [rom my
Landlady that T had a large collection
ol reaveoy magazines in my room, also
some “divty” poetry  (Ferlinghet) and
—the coup de grice — The Golden Ass
ol Apuleius.

I am now starting on my third teach-
ing position and am acting like an early
Christian as he sneaked about the cata-
combs. I am continuing to read pravsoy;
and, in terms of Mother, God, and the
Flag (in that order). I am trying to
teach my students that they must under-

cn-

stand what they believe before they can
actually believe.

Please do not publish my name if you
choose to print this lewer. 1 you did.
I would probably be hanged this time:
almost no one in these small towns will
admit it, but I am not the only one who
reads vour truly great magazine.

Please continue your magnanimous ot-
tempt to present the truth and perhaps
soon I can stop being a hypocrite and
start talking to my students as 1l they
were intelligent beings capable of mak-
ing dedisions for themselves,

(Name and address withheld by request)

CLARIFICATION REQUESTED

I view your sexual code with consider-
able ambivalence. T am refreshed by
vour attempts to rid America ol ha
sexual hypocrisy and do not take issue
with vour premise that sex should be en-
jovable. This is fine, as Eu as it goes.
Assuming. however. that sex is a mani
festation of love, it cannot be divorced
from love's commitments and responsi-
bilitics. As a caseworker who has worked
with unwed mothers, 1 have seen what
sex can be for those who simply wanted
to have some Tun. For this reason 1 don’t
find vour code shocking or immoral,
simply underdeveloped. Perhaps a note
of dclarification would be helplul. In the
meantime, may [ wish your fine maga-
zine continued success.

L. Jeflvey Powell
Pitsburgh, Pennsylvania

PLAVBOY's posilion on sex is indeed
“undevdeveloped” — Hefner  has,  thus
Jar. devoted a single installment of “The
Playbov Philosoply™ ([uly) to the seri-
ous gup that exisis between our soctely's
suprposed sexual belicfs and actual sexual
behavior, with the obsevvation that such
hypocrisy is harmful to both the indi-
vidual and society as a whole; and two
installments  (August and S(’ph'mbrr}
to an examinaiion of the history of the
religious beliefs that produced our con-
fem povary anfisex ualism.

In the next seveval issues, Hefner will
constder our current sexual standards
and practices at greater length and sug-
gest an alternative sexual code of ethies
more in keeping with a vational sociely.

But before Hefner expands on his
views, we would ask you whether it is
sex or sociely that is lo blame for the
heartache you have witnessed as a case-
worker? Is il sex or an ignorance about
sex that produces unwed mothers? Is it
sex or the prejudices of an unfecling
and trrational society that precludes amy
sane solution to wunwanted pregnancy,
and persecutes and shames the unwed
who become pregnant?

SEXUAL MATURITY
Body chemistry produces in humans
an crotic desire lor physical satisfaction
(continued on page 216)
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VERY EASY. First because Rose’s has
squeezed the limes for you. Second
because Rose's smooths out almost any
cocktail you can name. Rose’s Lime Juice
begins in the West Indies. Delicious,
sun-fattened limes are harvested, sorted,
washed and crushed. Then, when the
juice is at its fullest flavor, it’s filtered
and sweetened with pure cane sugar. The
result is remarkable. A pure, consistent
flavor—unique Rose's Lirmne Juice. / Rose's
adds excitement to all kinds of drinks.
Sours, Bloody Marys, Collins, Tonics and

Gimlets, Sours, Rickeys, Bloody Marys

and all the rest?

It's easy
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Lagers are just a few. But start with Rose’s
most famous drink first:/ ROSE'S GIMLET:
Fill an old fashicned, champagne or
cocktail glass with ice. Add 4 or 5 or

more parts gin or vodka. Add 1 part of
Rose's Lime Juice. Stir well. Or try a
ROSE'S WHISKEY SOUR: 1 part Rose's
Lime Juice. 4 parts rye, bourbon or
Scotch. Add ice and shake. Strain into a
sour glass, add a cherry and a slice of
orange. Then there's ROSE'S RICKEY:

2 parts gin, 1 part Rose’s Lime Juice.
Pour over ice in a highball glass, add a

dash of bitters, fill with soda water and

stir. And now, ROSE'S BLOODY MARY:

In a shaker with ice—1 jigger of
vodka, ¥z jigger of Rose's Lime Juice.
Top with tomato juice. Add Worcester-
shire. Salt and pepper it. Shake well.
Pour over ice in a large glass. [
Whatever your favorite drink,

write for all recipes to: L. Rose & Co.,
Ltd., 445 Park Avenue, New

York 22, New York. You'll find a
bottle of Rose’s at your favorite store
for mixers.
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THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

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

OVER THE PAST YVEAR, we have attempted
a general evaluation of a number ol
our socicty’'s strengths and weaknesses:
we have discussed  the importance of
the individual in a free socicty. the over-
emphasis on conformity and  security,
and the need for a revitalization ol hoth
our democracy and the [ree-enterprise
system  through greater stress on the
uncommon man, and uncommon cn-
deavor and  accomplishment: we have
considered the importance of the sepa-
ration ol church and state to a democ-
racy and pointed out how, throughout
history, whenever government and re-
ligion were not kept apart, an erosion
of man’s liberty was certain to ensue:
we've discussed censorship and how a
free socicty cannot long remain {ree
without the [ull protection of free speech
and press, and the uninhibited expres-
sion of even the most unpopular and. to
some perhaps, objectionable ideas: we've
analyzed  obscenity  and  demonstrated
how a single suppression of free ex-
pression can be used to outlaw a wide
varicty ol  unpopular opinions and
actions: we have documented the his-
torical sources of many of our antisexual
concepts. considered America’s own puri-
tanical heritage, the current Sexual Rev-
olution and our socicty’s scarch for a
new  sexual morality.

Because the area covered in the first
12 installmemts of The Playboy Phi-
losophy has been so broad, our first,
quite general  discussion  has lelt a
number ol questions still to be answered
and a great many side considerations
yet 1o be explored. As we enter into the
second year of this continuing editorial
series, we will attempt o answer some
of the numerous queries raised by
readers along the way (we cannot men-
tion our readers without pausing 1o note
that the enthusiastic response to these
editorials has made the effort expended
on them a most gratifving experience)
and wry to ofler positive solutions to
some of the societal problems we face in
our time.

We have spent most of the past few
installments on an historical analysis of
sex suppression and a consideration ol
how this antisexual aspect of society has
created a censorship ol communication

editorial By Hugh M. Hefner

among free men in both the past and
the present. In the months ahead, we
will discuss comtemporary sex behavior
and its conflict with our professed reli-
sious and moral teachings: we will con-
sider the gap that exists between sex
behavior and the law, and the cllect
such a hypocritical schism can  have
upon a community’s mental and moral
health. We will discuss sexual respon-
sibilitv. both in and outside of marriage;
the importance of the family in raising
children: divorce, birth control, abortion,
prosutution; and such nonsexual moral
problems as racial discrimination, capital
punishment, legalized  gambling  and
drug addiction.

We will comment on the changing
roles of men and women in contempo-
rary America, our drilt toward an asex-
ual society, and the inherent dangers we
foresee in such a wend. for men and
women  alike: we  will  consider  the
single vs. the double standard 1n sexual
morality and auempt o analyze  the
positive and negative aspects of both.
While our principal concern will remain
the individual and his relationship with
himself, with other individuals, and with
his socictv, we will also consider the
broader implications involved in the
mternational morality of nations and
world responsibility in the Atomic Age.

Out of these various fragments. we
hope to evolve and set down our per-
sonal philosophy for a happier, health-
ier. more productive, more rational,
more truly human and humane world.
We will state our views as [rankly and
honestly as we know how, confident that
our readers will respect our candor and
the sincerity ol our intent, even when
they find  themselves in disagreement
with some ol our conclusions. As in the
past. we will welcome the reactions —
both positive and negative —of our
readers, believing above all else that the
free exchange ol ideas on subjects such
as these offers the surest guarantee of
our socicty's continued  growth and
freedom.

SOCIETY AND THE INDIVIDUAL

Our view of the world is predicated

on the paramountey of the individual
and each person’s inherent individuality.
Society benefits as much from the diller-
ences inomen as lrom  their similari-
tics, and we should create a culture that
not only accepts these dilferences, but re-
spects and actually purtures them. We
have previously stressed the value of
the rebel to society. not because we feel
that mere rebellion or the desire 1o be
dillerent is benehcial in itsell, but be-
cause the rebel attitude, and the diver-
gent ideas it produces, are essential to
progress. Through constant questioning,
re-cvitluation  and  reanalysis of  estab-
lished ideas, ideals, waditions and
“wruths™ of a society, we stand the best
chance of discovering more significant
ideas, establishing better traditions and
learning greater truths.

In addition, we Dbelieve that  each
individual has a right 1o explore his
own individuality — to discover himself,
as well as the world around him — and
to take pride in himsell and the indi-
viduality that sets him apart [rom the
rest of mankind, as fully as he takes pride
in the Kinship that links him to every
other man on carth — past. present and
future. A society should exist not only
for the purpose of establishing common
areas of agreement among men, but
also to aid e¢ach person in achieving his
own individual identity.
important to remember that our
American democracy is based not simply
on the will of the majority. but on the
protection ol the will of the minority.
And the smallest minority in society is
the individual.

A RATIONAL SOCIETY

Second, we believe in a society hased
upon reason. The mind of man sets
him apart from the lower animals and
we  believe that man  should use his
imtellect o create an ever more perfect,
productive, comfortable, fulfilling, hap-
Py, healthy and rational society.

We believe in the existence of abso-
lute wruth —not in a mystical or reli-
gious sense, but in the certainty that the
true natnre of man and the universe is
knowable, and the conviction that the
acquisition ol such truth should be one
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of the major goals of mankind. Truth
may playv o part i religious dogma, but

I LO GN we think it presumptuous lor any one
relizion to assume it has the inside rack

%ﬁ?fﬂ nyWm W on truth, divinely revealed. We think i

natural that man be awed by the ovar
whelming marvel and magnitde ol the

< ,...._ ONE OF EIGHT universe in which he exists, and if thas
".' . SUPERB SCENTS BY awe leads to reverence, aith and wor-
! ship. that, oo. may enhance his spiritual

 — awareness and his sense of wonder.

It is only when Laidth in the unknown
produces resistance o the acquisition ol
areater knowledge that we oppose it —
or when the perversion ol Laith produces
bigotrv. intolerance, or totalitarian in
AMERICA’S OLDEST umidation, cocrcion, persccution o

CHEMISTS AND subjuration of those {})[ Illiilll'lt"m lh_ulit.lx.

here is a carious philosophical incon
PERFUMERS sisteney i the fact thae while saenc
FOUNDED 1752 is based prim

wion primarily on Faith, it is science that

Iv upon reason and rehi-

currently stresses man's inability o use
his rational mind  (projected  in the
theory ol determinism, in which man is
scen as the sum ol his heredity and en
vironment) and religion wlich stresses
Iree will and responsibility (making him
accountable in an alwerhile, where he s
punished or rewarded Tor his actions).

It is our view that man is a rational
being and while his heredity and en
vironment plav a major role in scuing
the pattern of his lile. he possesses th
ability to reason and the capacity {on

choice, not granted 1o the lower animals.
whose response o life is instinctually
predetermined. The use, or Lk ol use.
ol his rational mind is. itsell, a choice

and we finvor a socicty in which the
emphasis is placed upon the use ol
reison — a socicty that recogmizes man's
\ responsibility for Ias actions.

We believe in a moral and law-abid
mg socicty, but one in which the moral-

Authentic Traditional Shivts || i vt oo

reason rather than mysticism or reli

AT THE SIGN OF wious dosma,

A FREE SOCIETY

Third, we believe that man was born
to bhe Iree, that reedom should be his
most cherished  birthvighe, and  that n
should be socicty’s tunction o see that
his [reedom is preserved.

Freedom in o rational socicty  must
have ats limitations, of course, but the
limitations should be logical and just
commencing at that point where o

® nun's freedom inlvinges upon the Iree

dom ol others.
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HAPPINESS AND THE PLEASURE CONCEPT

Fourth, the primary goal of society
should be individual happiness. We be-
liecve that pleasure is prelerable to pain
and that any docwrine which teaches
otherwise is masochistic.

Happiness and  pleasure  are  men-
tal and physical states of being and
socicty should emphasize the positive
aspects ol both. For many individuals,
happiness  includes  spiritual values:
they should be free to [follow their
spiritual beliels, but not to lforce them
upon others.

For oursclves, any docwrine is evil if
it teaches that ignorance is preferable
to knowledge, pain is prelerable to
pleasure, sell-denial is preferable to seli-
aratification, poverty is preferable to
wealth; or that the acquisition and en-
jovment of material possessious is im-
proper or wrong, and that they preclude
cthical and moral rectitude, oreativity,
usclulness to society and all other ad-
mirable quallitics prcnuml.-(l. by somc,
to be the sole property ol the scll-
sacrificial,

We believe that a socicty that empha-
sizes the mdividual and his freedom, 1s
based upon reason, and has happiness
as its aim is an ideal socicty and the
one to be strived dor.

ENLIGHTENED SELF-INTEREST

We think it is natural and right for
the individual to be prinapally con-
cerned with himself. We think that man,
like the lower animals, is primarily mo-
tivated by considerations of self, but that
rational man should be expected 1o ex-
ercise what is termed enlightened sclf-
INLCrest.

We oppose the tendency to meaning-
less selllessness in our present society.
Scll-sacrifice and sell-denial are, in them-
selves, wrong unless they are motivated
by a desire for some greater individual
good. This does not mean that man
should be unconcerned about the well-
being of his fellow man. To the cou-
trary, intelligent sell-interest indudes a
concern  for others. The individual
should be willing to assist those less
fortunate, for a society —and cach in-
dividual i it — benelus [rom a concern
for the welfare of all. We simply mean
to emphasize that it is vight and nawral
for the individual 1o be prinmarily con-
cerned with himsell, dedicated o his
own interests, proud of his cllorts and
his accomplishments. Such dedication
and pride are of definite benefit 1o both
the individual and the rest of society.

A HUMAN AND HUMANE SOCIETY

A society that emphasizes rational sell-
interest is not an impersonal one. Just
the opposite. An emphasis on the melli-
gently self-dedicated individual produces

both a more human and more humane
social order. Moreover, these are the
very qualities that our socicty is in
grcatest danger of losing.

As society becomes more complex,
more structured and specialized. there
is an increasing tendency to de-empha-
size the personal, the individual and the
human. Even as man’s technology  be-
comes automated, man himsell runs the
risk of becoming a depersonalized autom-
aton. Pride in individual accomplish-
ment becomes more dithcult when he is
but a single cog in the machinery of
mass  production —and  this is equally
true whether he works on the assembly
Iime in a factory or at a desk performing
a repetitive, routine white-collar jobh.

He dresses the same as the man next
to humn. drives a similar car. lives i a
similar house, wawches the same televi-
sion programs, smokes a similav cigarette
and drinks a similar beer, He enjoys a
two-party political svstem, but both cin-
didates run on similar  platlorms:  he
enjovs a free press, bur is often given
only one side ol nrjor local, national
and mernational questions.

Mass communication and mass adver-
tising produce in him the same interests.
ideals, dreams, aspirations and  brand
images as in evervone else. And o make
certain his opintons, likes and dislikes
don’t become too dilferent from every-
one clse’s, opinion polls on evervihing
[rom political hgures and  importint
issues of the day to the popularity
of TV shows and the products they sell
imform him. down w a tenth of one
percent. what his fellow Americans are
thinking and doing.

Morcover, il his manners, morals. poli-
tics or rehigious beliels are o different
from the rest, he runs the risk ol losing
his job and being ostracized [rom his
community.

His social-security number is more im-
portin than his name, when he s ap-
plying for a job: the number on his
credic card is more important than his
reputation when he seeks credit in 2
restaurant or a department store. He is
a uumber to the Internal Revenue
Service when he payvs his taxes: am
other number o the insurance company
when he pays a premiom or makes a
claim: and sull another number o the
people who supply him with gas and
clectricity, It's a matter ol liule conse-
quence, we suppose, and we don’t doubt
that the new system is more efhcient (at
least Jor A.T.&T), but since the
welephone company began changing ex-
changes 1o numerals, we can’t remem-
ber the phone numbers of any of our
fricnds anvmore. (For [riends outside
the city of Chicago, our own personal
number — complete with area code and
office  extension —is  312-642-1000-201,

though we'll be damned it we feel like
S12-642-1000-201. To associates  inside
the praynoy organization, however, Ili-
nois Bell allows us to be littde old 201.)

An incident reported in The New
Yorker several weeks ago  illustrates
just how far we've really gone in losing
our identities in this numbers game:
“A voung ladv from Boston recently
joined the swall of the New York Hospital
and was given a small blue identification
card with her name and address on 1o
This proved of no help to her when she
wied to cash her first pay check at a
bank. and since she had no driver’s
license. she was in danger of starving
for lack of liquid funds. Then, resource-
fullv. she neatly printed six arbitrary
numerals along the top of her identifi-
cation card. After that, her checks were
cashed without any ade, the bank tellers
dutifully copving down the bogus nu-
menils. She likes o think of her six
figures being copicd by the central bank
clerk. punched into monster LBM. ma-
chines. and immortalized on magnetic
tape.”

Most of our mass communication,
nuiss production. auwtomation and nuo-
meralization serves worthwhile ends and
makes possible the more effective opera-
tion of an ¢ver more complicated econ-
omyv and tmvolved social structure, But
to offset this depersonalizing process, we
require a conscious emphasis on  the
individual that was never so necessarv
bhefore. Now, as never before, we need
to explore. reassess and vevitalize those
qualitics that make us truly human, as
well as orulv individual, distincuve and
different from one another.

The much discussed New  Leisure,
made possible by the shorter work week
resulting from mass production and au-
tomation. must be used not only 1o
cscape the tedium ol a routined exist-
cnce, but 1o develop interests, avocations
and personal potentialities that are oth-
erwise stilled. Since this publication is
devoted 1o such leisure-time  living, it
can play a signihcnt part in exploring
this increasingly imporunt arca of our
existence and. maost especially, in mo-
tivating is readers o personally examine
and develop aspeas ol their individual-
iy, anterests, talents and activites per-
haps previowsly dormant.,

Anv such development ol our indi-
vidualism s o personally rewarding ox-
perience certain o make cach ol us
more trulv human, It should also make
us more humane, for an emphasis on
onc’s own distinctive traits, mterests and
ideas ought 1o produce an appreciation
of the mdividual dilferences in
fellow men. By contrast, the do-gooda
and the busybody are preoccupicd with
others — and are noted lor their intol-
crance.

one's
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THE INDIVIDUAL VS. THE GROUP

It is essential thar a Iree socicty con-
tinually ve-establish and re-emphasize the
importance ol cach individual within
it. remembering that a socicry and s
administrator. government, e only the
means o an end. and not an end in
themselves. The all-important end s,
and must always be, the individual — his
interests, his freedom and his happiness.

Group good should not be allowad o
overshudow  individual  good.  Group
good should not be achicved at the
expense of individual goad. Group good
should not become disembodicd  from
mdividual good.

An overemphasis on a collective e
ideal or ideology cim give them an
identity unrelated 1o the interesis ol
the individual, And totalitarian contraol
over the mind and body of man i1s most
casily accomplished by stressing a depor-
sonalized group: in a dictatorship the
interests of the state are placed ahove
those of the common citizen: the Ingui-
sition would not have been possible
without putting the concerns of  the
church ahead of those of the people:
few of history's bloodiest wars would
have been fought il the interests ol the
individuals mvolved had not been sub-
ordinated to those ol the nation: reli-
gious bigotry and racial discrimination
require our thiuking in terms ol groups
rather than individuals: World Com-
munism requires that its members dedi
cate themselves wholly, unquestioningly.
unthinkingly to the good ol the Party.

This is not to suggest that worthwhile
ends may not also be served through
group action and dedication. but when
the group iwsell, or the ideal, or causc.
becomes more important than the indi
vidual members dedicated o it as well
as the individuals in socicty who nuy
not be, then the scene is set for the
perpetration o the  most monstrous
atrocities against mankind.

It is our [urther beliel that the great-
est benelits wo society have come, throug,
out history, from individual cflort. Wlhile
sroup endeavor obviously has its place
in socicty and an increasingly complex
social order requives more joint cllort
thin was necessary in simpler times, the
need  lor  individual initiative  and
thought has also never been greater.

We sulfer taday Irom oo much group-
think and group action and too liul:
individual endeavor. No coundil could
have created Hamliet and the Mona
Lisa could never have been pamted
by a committee. In  science  there
is a virtwe in joint clfort that does
not exist in art and hiterature, but even
here the appearance of group productiv-
ity is deceiving. For while a complex
scientific project, like the scarch for a
cure for cancer or some aspect ol the




1.5 space program, may involve the en-
crgics of manv men, a single mind must
conceive the nature of the problem and a
possible solution, to then be explored
by the research of many. Collective cf-
fore may have been required 10 build the
atom bemb, but the lormula F — me?
came lrom a single genius —the tech
nology of science depends upon group
interaction, the inspiration ol scicnce
depends upon the individual.

We do not mean to sugeest that men
are intellectual islands, for it is obvious
that in most arcas ol endeavor, cach
man’s cllort is built upon the previous
cltort ol others, but the greatest achieve
memts. whether in art or science, have
been produced by a solitary, dedicated,
scll-involved individual. “Fureka!™ is
an individual expletive,

It should also be clear that man must
remain free il he is o continue to thus
conceive and  create. for history  has
proven, in every age and place, that the
men most vesponsible for the world's
progress are olien nidiculed and derided
by their fellow men and their contribu
ton only perceived with the passage
ol time.

It is also vue that those who have
accomplished the most are not. by and
Lrge, history’s humanitarians. Society es
teems self-sacrifice. but the sell-dedicared
man s more apt w give the world the
things of most lLasting value. The creative
man’s achievement may benefic humaniry,
but this benefit is a by-product only, {o
it is the quest for a new bheauty or vruth
that more olwen drives him — as he climbs
upward to the farthest reaches of knowl-
cdge thus Lar avained. He climbs with
his mind lor the same reason as the man
who scales  mountains — beciuse  the
problem s there and  the  challenge
exists in conquering the unknown. He
climbs unul, ac Tast, he stands alone on
a dark placan where no man has ever
stoodd  belore — and  then  climbs  on,
pitting his intellect, ingenuity and imagi
nation against the bleak, uncerain rock,
hoping that they will lead o a peak
that holds the new wvuth or weasure
that he secks. Each generation a few
srcat men reach these upper regions,
where the air is rarehied and pure, where
no other mortal has ever breathed the
air before, and then climb down again
clutching some new bit of knowledge,
a discovery, a piece of art or music, a
formula, a view of man or molecules,
of life or death, or ume, or spitce —
and the world is richer for it

It s a lonely journey — this climb up
the mountain ol the unknown, bur it
can produce the fievcest kind of satis
laction — it can give man the meaning
of what it is to be a man. And it is
much the same in every worthwhile area
of human endeavor in which the indi-
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vidual can find identity, purpose and a
[ecling ol accomplishment.

THE FALL OF THE UNCOMMON MAN

Lach generation produces its giants —
those searchers alter wuth, creators ol
beauty, and doers ol deeds, who stand
out, head and shoulders above the rest.
It is to such as these that we relerred
when we wrote, in an crlier issue, of
the need o honor and esteem the un-
common men among us. We observed
then that the legitimate concern over
the plight of the common man during
the vears of the Great Depression had
turned into a near deification ol the
common and the average, whereas, what
is needed is a greater emphasis on the
uncommon and the unusual.

The wendency to suspect unusual el
fort. 10 resent and demean the uncom-
nmon  accomplishment, is  in sharp
contrast o the attitude ol Americans
during this naton’s formative vears, up
to and including the 1920s. There
was a time when men took pride in their
work, truly honored intellectual pursuit,
and made heroes of the men of greatest
accomplishment — whether  in - scaience,
arts and leuers. sports. or adventure-
some  derring-do. But the Depression
Thirties was not a time for heroes and
most Americans were more than willing
to believe that even their idols had leet
ol clay. As we have already noted. our
two beloved Charleses of the Roaring
Twenties — Lindbergh  and  Chaplin —
sutfered  much  the same  reversal ol
public sympathy in the dismal decade
that followed, as did still another Charles
— King Charles 1 of England, at the
hands of the Puritans in the middle of
the 17th Century — though the English

monarch  paid a  somewhat heavier
penalty  for  [falling  out  of public

favor. heing sentenced to hanging until
not quite dead, castration, discmbowel-
ment and decapitation.

The hanging, castration, disembowel-
ment and decpitation of two ol Amer-
ica’s most  populir heroes was  only
symbolic — we being more civilized and
all — but the job was about as thorough
as was done on the unlortunate kng-
lish potentate. The  public age :
the Lone LEagle and the Liule Tramp
were trampled in the muck and mire,
not so much for any misdemeanor on
cither ol their parts, but because ol the
public’s need o destroy 1ts gianis — o
reduce all men o the level of the com-
mon denominator. Lindbergh and Chap-
lin were logical choices — they were the

most popular — they had the furthest to
fall. Besides, they both walked right
into it.

Lindbergh was ostracized for express-
ing an unpopular pre-War estimate ol
the strength of the German Luftwaffe;

he also accepted a German medal for
his air exploits ol a decade before and
advised against war, which added up 1o
appeasement. Both  public and  press
were properly horrified and the owners
of the Lindbergh Beacon, a Chicago
landmark, went looking for a new name
for their light.

Chaplin produced a brilliant satirical
indictment ol the Nazis, The Great Dic-
fator, at about the same time, but tha
wasn’t cnough o save his skin. He was
vilified and savagely abused by the pub
lic, the press and the UL S, Government
for his sexual immorality, unpopular po
litical views and the face that he had
never shown suflicient gratutade lor his
success here to bother applying for ULS.
citizenship.

Since the aspersions on his political
attitudes appear o have been wholly
unwarranted, and since America 15 not
in the habit ol attacking every mem-
ber of the community who is not a
citizen, sex appears o have heen Chap-
lin's principal sin, and it is certainly the
one that received the widest attention, in
two highly publicized trials involving an
alleged violation ol the Manu Act and a
paternity suit — both brought about by
the same spurned and vindictive woman.
He was [ound not guilty in the first case
and though condlusive scientilic evidence
proved him innocent in the second also,
the court ruled the evidence inadmissible
and convicted him anyway. The Govern-
ment persecution of the man, heralded
the world over as the greatest comedian
of madern times, included a temporary
revocation of his passport as “an unde
sirable  alien.”  Commenting on s
phenomenon in his sympathetic por-
sonality picce, Chaplin (rravsoy. March
1960), Charles Beaumont wrote: “High
on the list of America’s per hates is a
man who, over a 3lhvear period. gave
this nation — and  every other nation
throughout the world —a gilt valuable
bevond  price and bevond  estimation.
the most desirable and most dithculi 1o
receive: the nmperishable gift of jov.”

Boaumont continued: " An anti-Chap
lin campaign was begun, caleulited by
its emphases and omissions o present a
single image ol Chaplin, so hatelul an
mage that some Luropcan critics con-
cluded that 10 was a dlassic admission ol
guilty conscience.”

Beaumont noted that Ervol Flynn had
weathered a L nasuer sex wial (invol
ing the sttutory rape ol o eenager) at
about the same time, without ever han-
g the public trn against hime (1he
phrase “In Like Flynn™ became, in Lact,
a popular sexual complimenm of the day
and Flynn wanted to call his beseselling
autobiography fn Like Me, bue the pub
Lisher demurred and he had to sewtle o
My Wicked, Wicked 1Ways). Beaumont
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observed: “Flynn, ever when he was
consorting with girls young enough to
be his granddaughters. could do no
wrong. Chaplin could do no right. . ..
Perhaps,” Beaumont suggested, "hc(_';msc
he [Flynn] did not add to these [his af-
FLars] the affront of genitus.”” An under-
standably embittered  Chaplin - finally
left America forever, to live out his days
with his wife and family in Switzerland.
where the remarkable gentleman is still
siring children in his mid-seventies — i
fact that would no doubt get him liter-
ally castrated and disemboweled by the
less potent and more irascible ol the
Geritol set. if he were still around where
we could lay our hands on him.

ANTI-INTELLECTUALISM

The anti-intellectual  syndrome —in
\merica is a part ol our society's sub-
conscious desive 1o clevate the medioare
and demean the uncommaon in education
and intellect. No one needs to be told
that men of learning, and the acquisi-
tion of knowledge, should he esteemed
far more highly than they are in the
U.S.: and this is the only cvilized coun
wy in which educators and cducation are
given such lowly status,

Throughout the Thirtics. Hollywood
produced musicals and comedies that ap-
pealed to the popular prejudice that
the wypical U.S. college was 2 place ol
campus high jinks rather than a fount
of learning. And the stercotype stuck:
mass media still vepresent the typical
college boy as more interested in foot-
ball and panty raids than an cducation:
the cliché college professor s “absent-
minded.” Everyone knows that “common
sense’ is superior to acquired knowledge.
In the Forties, the press added a new
word to the language — “Egghead” —
a term ol derision for the intellecuual,

For many Americans, to be culured is
to be considered eflete. Classical music
is played by “longhairs™ and a ppreciated
by “squares.” The man or woman of
learning or cultural accomplishment, the
poct and opera singer have long been
stock comedy characters in movies. Mod-
ern art is still more apt o evoke a wise-
crack in the popular press than sincere
interest or critical comprehension.

Television has simply continued 1o
make use ol the dliches  already
established by movies. magazines and
newspapers:  Tine  magazine recently
commented, “To watch TV wll it the
U.S. teacher has long been a simple
sap like "Mr. Peepers.””

wut times are changing. As we have
previously observed, America s eving
every evidence ol entering into a cul-
wural renaissance. The Time comment
quoted above was the lead-in 1o a review
ol a new TV show. Mr. Nowvak, in which
the teacher-hero projects a very difierent,
more complimentary image. And tele-
vision in general, with gentle prodding,

is becoming increasingly concerned with
matters cducational and culwural, though
there is still far oo much attention paid
to the rating svstems instead ol pro-
eraming quality and variety.

American movies are now willing and
able 1o tackle adult themes in a grown-up
manner unthinkable a generation ago
and are. in general, beuer than they
ever were in Hollywood's heyday. AM
radio is. by and large, worse than ever
— with its accent on “Top 107 rock w
voll. but there is the remarkable FA-
radio boom. with quality and  culwre
ealore. The same holds true for the re-
cording industry: the single-record busi-
ness. which is all we knew as a lad
(spinning Miller. Ellington and Dorsey
a1 78 r.p.me). has been taken over by the
screcchers and howlers  (on those tiny
15-r.pm. records with the giant holes
in the center — to match the ones in the
heads of their listeners): but the post-
War Jong-play  album and  hi-h and
sterco popularity have given us souwnds
we never knew inoour teens.

Jarz is busting out in hall-a-dozen
diflerent inventive directions and there
is more interest in classical music, both
recordad and live, than at any previous
time inoour history: interest in balley
and modern dance is on the inaease,
too. Since the War, American painters
have taken the mitiative away from the
Europeans in modern art and produced
the frst really important art movement
this country has ever known. U S, liter
ature is probing new levels ol Jile and
existence i new and refreshingly hon-
est way and important hooks previously
sllppl’('s.‘at’d. like Lady Chatierley's Lover
by Lawrence and Lolita by Nabokov, are
now being published heve legally lor the
furst time.

America’s anti-intellectual and anu
cultural history has undoubtedly hurt us
as a nation and while UL S, education is
now receiving mcoreased attention, the
svimptoms ol our earlicr prejudices are
still rellected in the public primary and
sccondary school systems across the na-
tion. which devote more ume, moncy
and  effort — special instruction. special
classes.  special schools — o the  sub-
normal child than 1o the superior one.
Although both deserve extra atention.
it scems clear o us that society would
beneht [ar more Trom a reverse ol the
present emph: since it is [rom among
the superior children ol today that most
of tomorrow’s leaders will come — and
the st vears in the life ol any person
—normal or abnormal —are the most
important in determining  motivation.
interests. personality, ete. Whereas our
institutions ol learning should stress free
inquiry and academic achievement. too
often they only perpetwate conformity,
reinforce society’s  prejudices. promote
social and nonacademic curricula, sufler
from low teacher status and pay, and

are plagued by political and religious
interference.

In classsstructured societies, intellectual
and cultural interests waditionally have
been perpetaated by an elite leisure
or ruling class and filtered down thence
to the lower classes. In a relatively class-
free democracy. no such process exists
and an interest in such pursuits should
be emphasized at every level ol socicty.

Those in positions of prestige, influ-
ence and power in a democracy can be
especiallv valuable in promoting educa-
tion and intellectual achievement. cul-
tral  and  civic  interests,  and  in
promulgating the growth ol the demo-
cratic process by directing attention o
the signilicant issues of the dav. seeing
that all sides of important questions
are given full and proper coverage, and
keeping open the channels ol inguiry
and communication that arve the founda
tions ol a lree socicety,

It is obvious that those in positions ol
prestige. influence and power in the U5,
have not alwavs done this, that the men
in control ol our various media ol com-
munication hine oo often simply pan-
dered 1o popular taste and  prejudice
rather than making anv serious attempt
to lead or enhighten.

Though we have as [ree a press as any
nation in the world. some unpopulay
ideas and issues ol public concern do not
olten receive Tull and unprejudiced cov-
crage in the mass magazines and newspa-
pers: among them: communism. Cuba,
Red China’s membership in the UN,
world government, the dangers of radio-
active [allout Trom atomic testing, reli-
gious totaditiriansm in America, censor
ship. sexual morality and law. divorce.
birth conrol. abortion, prostitution. sex
i prison. capital punishnient and drug
addiction.

Fven the heads ol our leading insu-
tutions ol learning cannot always he
counted upon 1o publicly endorse the
most hasic tenets of democracy — as when
lovalty oaths wore required ol the wach-
crs of many ol our prominent universi
ties and colleges, during the hysterical
period ol the McCarthy and House Un
American Acuvities probes: when  the
president ol the University ol Hlinois
ired biology professor Leo Kach for
writing a lewter to the Daily HHini express-
ing

a liberal view on sexual relations

belore manriage: or when the president
of Baylor, carly this vear, Torced the uni-
versity’s drama department o dose its
production ol Eugene O'Neill's prize-
winning plav. Leong Day's Journey into
Nighi. in midaun, because. “the Jan-
suage ol the play was not in keeping
with the ideals of the university.” The
Bavlor incident prompted Paul Baker,
the highly regarded head of the drama
department, and 11 members of  his
stall to quit. In a joint statement. the
departing faculty: members said, O
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decision is not a lusty one, Tt has evolved
from many hours ol soul-searching con-
ferences and praver on the part of each
faculty member. Tt was a heart-wrench-
ing decision. The [aculty, representing
110 combined ye ol dedicated eftort,
has worked to make a conuwibution to
the promotion and growth of Baylor. It
is not casy o leave such a Lrge invest-
ment. . .. It is our [ervent hope and
prayer that Baylor University will grow
hevond the confines and pressures ol the
present moment and that it will [ulfill
its destiny as a complete ad great uni-
versity.” During his 28 years at Bavlor,
Baker had pioncered in many phases of
theater and awracted  international at-
ention and acclaim:  thankfully, com-
stockery does not inlest the  entire
academic community: within an hour of
his resignation, Trinity University an-
nounced Baker's appointment as chair-
man of its speech-and-drama department.

This fall Yale's president, Kingman
Brewster, Jr.. was conlronted with a
dificult  decision  concernming  academic
frecdom in the student body: a re-
quest from the school’s Political Union
to allow rabid scgregationist George
Wallace, Governor of Alabama, the op-
portunity to speak at Yale. Brewster de-
nicd the request. because he feleie might
insult or incite New Haven Negroes, We
believe it was the wrong decision for,
as Time pointed out, in a democracy
Iree speech must be “for the bad guys
as well as the good guys.”

Other Ivy League schools did not
compound DBrewster's error:  the Har-
vard-Raddliffe  Young  Democriats  in-
vited Wallace o speak  there  after
receiving a ruling ol “no objection™ from
President Nathan M. Pusev: when the
Brown University Daily Hevald invited
Wallace 1o speak. President Barnaby
Keeney said that Brown is open to all
speakers — “communists,  [ascists,  racists
and bigots.” Princeton’s president, Rob-
crt Goheen, sanctioned a student invi-
tation to  Mississippi Governor  Ross
Barnett, though he termed it "untimely
and ill-considered,”  adding, however,
that [ree inquiry is “pivotal 10 the very
idea of a university.”

The reaction o the Yale refusal be-
came so intense that law students at the
school decided to reinvite Wallace, and
this time Kingman Brewster, while mak-
ing it clear he considerced it “ollensive
and unwise,” did not interlere. Voltaire
expressed the pertinent point hest, more
than 200 years ago, when he said, I dis-
approve ol what you say, but I will
defend 1o the death your right o say it.”
Voltaire understood, as all those who be-
liecve in democracy should, that a [ree
socicty  depends upon  the [ree inter-
change ol ideas —an unhampered in-
terchange of ideas both popular and
unpopular, ideas that seem significant
and those that scem insignificant, ideas

with which we agree ad those with
which we disagree. And when we reluse
the right ol free expression to anyone,
we have reduced — o that extent — the
freedom ol us all.

FREE ENTERPRISE IN A FREE SOCIETY

We Lavor capitalism above anv other
ceonomic svstem — not because it 1s “The
American Way,” but because it 15 con-
sistent with our beliel in the individual
and his [reedom: comperitive Iree enter-
prise is the logical cconomic counterpart
ol a lree democratic socicty.

We have expressed our concern over
the degree to which capitalism has be-
come it diny word — even in America.
We believe this is caused by a lack of
knowledge ol what capitalism really is,
how it dillers rom controlled cconomics
like socialism and communism, and the
extent o which it has proven its superi-
ority over them. Americans’ mixed ¢mo-
tions about capitalism stem, in purt,
from the puritain religious and moral
heritage that equates material possessions
and the accumulation of wealth with sin,
andd in opposition to the supposcdly
more worthwhile spiritual aspivations of
man. But, for us, no conflict need exist
between the spirit, mind and bodv of
man, nor between a consideration of spir-
itual values and the acquisition ol both
knowledge and the material  benefits
ol a free economy.

Americans  have  waditionally  “wor-
shiped the Almighty Dollar” —as our
social  critics have  expressed  it—and
suffered a gilt-edged guilt complex as a
result. But the emphasis on competitive
enterprise and cconomic gain has given
this country the highest standard ol
living in the world. producing not only
an unequaled national prosperity and
the physical  possessions and  comflorts
that only money can buy, but also the
elimination of illitevacy, Funine and dis-
case (the compatriots ol  poverty). a
longer life expectancy, greater physical
mobility  (more  automobiles,  rouds,
trains, buses and air ransportation than
any other nation in the world), greater
upward social and economic mobility,
the benefis of [uller, [reer communi-
cation (through books, magazines, news-
papers. radio.  television,  films  and
theater), increased  education  (despite
our [ailure to give education its full
due). more opportunities — both voca-
tional and avocational —and more lei-
sure time to enjoy the latter.

Capitalism has proven itsell superior
to any controlled economy, just as de-
mocracy has proven isell superior to
any other political or social  order.
Free enterprise is the best, most produc-
tive cconomic system, because it assures
the lullest scope 10 individual initiaive,
taking advantage of man’s naturally
acquisitive and competitive mature and
offering the greatest opportunity to the

areitest number, with maximum poten
tial benehe o all

Capitalism  places the ownership ol
property in the hands of individual
citizens instead of in the hands ol gov-
crnment. Property represents power and
il power is to rest with the individual in
a Iree socicry, as it must il the individual
i1s to remain {ree, then he must have the
right 1o possess property. A society in
which the sutie owns all propeny. or
so controls the use of all property as
to cnjoy the cquivalent ol ownership.
is not [free. Without private property.
the individual is a slave of the state.

Because the individual cainnor be truly
free if he is robbed of the power of
property, the cconomic system of  so-
cialism is incompatible with the socto-
political system ol democracy. A simple
example of the way in which freedom
is linked o property will help o make
the point: a society may profess the ideal
ol a Iree press, buc il all paper, printing
and binding cquipment, and the book-
magazine-  and - newspaper-publishing
firms themselves, as well as the diswib-
uting compinics, bookstores, and maga-
zine and newspaper stands arve owned
by the government, a [ree press does
not really exist,

We do not believe it is possible to
return 1o a  completely  laissez-faire
cconomy — some minimal controls over
our cconomic life are desirable and
necessary. But the cear purpose of these
controls should be not to stfle indi-
vidual initiative and enterprise, but o
stimulate them — o keep the cconomy
tuly  competitive through checks and
balances that make impossible the undue
acquisition of wealth and power by any
group — be 1t of management or labor.

We are Tamiliar with the seemingly
negative aspects of the  frec-enterprise
svstem — the tendency to eveles ol hoom
and bust; the [act that in a competitive
CCONOMY NOL CVEryOne Gl come out on
top: the waste of duplicated ceffort, prod-
ucts and services, by competing com-
panies: the acation of unreal “needs”
through aggressive advertising; the evil
ol built-in obsolescence.

Jut not all such negatives are the
inevitable by-products ol a free competi-
tive cconomy. In addition, our cconomic
advisors have found remedics lor the
worst ol these deficiencies and the nega-
tives that remain are slight, indeed.
when compared with the benehis than
acerue o society as a whole from private
ownership, the profit motive and [ree
competition.

Without some Governmental  direc
tion, the present cconomy would not
long remain cither competitive or [rec.
Yer mumy of the current checks and
balances would not have been necessary
il previous controls had not been intro-
duced which oareated new and unantici-
pated situations requiring still further
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and different controls.

It is only a few decades since the UL S
began enacting laws Lo protect labor
from the abuses ol power by Big
Business: today there is evidence of a
growing need for legislation 1o protect
business [rom the abuses of power by
Big Labor.

Our present tax structure offers an-
other significant case in point. Excessive
taxes inhibit initiative, investment and
business expansion — they have a dele-
terious cffect upon Iree enterprise and
the economv. As U. 5. taxes grew — olwen
m a haphazard and wholly arbitrary
manner — the harmlul elfect upon the
cconomy was partially oftset through the
muoduction ol equally
ceptions, exemptions, special deprecia-
tions, depletion allowances and deferrals.

The resule is an unnatural monster ol
a  tax  structure — Frankensteinian  in
concept — created from the blood and
bones ol private individuals and indus-
try — crippling  free  competition  and
sapping the suength ol an otherwise
VIZOTrous €conomy.

The current tax sctup, both personal
and corporate, not only stifles initiative,
but the special allowances and loopholes
sct otherwise honest men to searching for
ways and means of avoiding their tax
obligations, and a whole new breed of
tax  counsclors  and  consultants  has
sprung up to aid them in doing just
that. This gencrates the same sort ol
antisocial behavior that Prohibition did.
and when social commentators criticize
the immorality of the modern business-
man, they would do well o examine
current U. S, taxes, as one ol the signifi-
cant causative [actors.

It is not usually recognized, but our
excessive taxes, including the graduated
income tax, lavor the already wealthy
individual or company and work thei
primary hardship on  the newcomers
who might otherwise ofler competition
to those at the top. The previously
prosperous amassed  their wealth helore
prohibitive taxes were introduced:  the
present  tax structure makes it most
dillicult for anvone clse to duplicate the
accomplishment. Higher taxes thus tend
to protect established wealth and power,
reduce compettion and perpetuate the
stalus quo.

Excessive taxes not only limit our
own business growth uud  prosperity:
additionally, they compare unfavorably
with the taxes ol most ol the countrices
ol the Common Market, making i difh-
cult Tor U.S, business o compete
internationally.

We approve ol President Kennedy's
proposed tax cut and only wish it was
more substantial. We also wish that the
proposed plan included more tx re-
forms, as was originally contemplated.
But our present wx laws are such o
maze ol spec il concessions and consid-

capricious  ex-
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erations that the passage of any meaning-
ful reforms is almost impossible. It has
been seriously suggested that the best
plan of all might be starting all over
again from the beginning. That might
not be such a bad idea.

The last few generations have wit-
nessed a general wend, in the United
States, away [rom free competitive enter-
prise toward a more controlled ccon-
omy. Some ol these controls, in the
form ol social legislation, have served
desirable ends and benehted both society
and the individual: some have had a
stiling influence — shilting the emphasis
from initative to security, discouraging
productivity, investment and economic
egrowth.

[t is sometimes argued that free enter-
prise was prictical when our society was
simpler, but that a complex modern
cconomy requires greater Government
regulation and control. The opposite
view scems to us 1o make more sense.
It is preciscly because a modern indus-
trial cconomy is so extensive and diverse
that it requires the managerial supervi-
sion of many individuals for its elhcient
operation rather than the supervision of
a single Government appointee.

Government  control  over  business
should always remain at a  practical
minimum, because it is our hrm con-
viction that the individual operates best
with the fewest number ol restrictions
and our further beliel that excessive
power  endangers  hreedom — whether
that power is in the hands ol govern-
ment or any other entrenched  group.

There is this additional, all-imporiant
consideration also:  privite  enterprise
is, other things being equal, more cfh-
cient than government: a [ree society is
more productive than a controlled one,

It is not that men in government are
any less capable —it is simply that
when one removes the primary motiva-
tions ol personal ownership and profit,
along with competition, it markedly
reduces enterprise and efliciency.

General Motors and UL S, Steel an-
nully produce prohits ol most impres-
sive  proportions, but though it is
not plagued with prohibitive taxes and
controls, remember when
the bigeest American business of all —
the U.S. Government — last operated
in the black.

The U.S. Postal Department incurs
a remarkable deficit each year delivering
the mail, despite periodic rate increases
with no related increase in service. In
contrast, A, T.&T. supplies Americans
with another form of communication
and, distressed by the depersonalization
ol digit dialing or no, we're impressed
by the handsome prohit they manage to
show at the end ol every hscal year and
the handsome dividend they regularly
send o stockholders, while generally

no onc can

improving the service, lowering the rates,
purchasing all those swell ads showing
nice folks conversing with loved ones
on the phone and giant fngers doing
the walking, with enough loot lelt over
to put Telstar into space.

We're not suguesting that mail deliv-
ery be returned o private enterprise
where, inademally, 1t began;  we're
simply indicating that the profit motive
is a powerlul factor in improving
eliciency — no doubt. il AL T & T, had
signincant competition, that would only
further improve our twlephone com-
pany's operation.

The Cincinnati Enquiver recently ol-
fered Turther evidence ol the high cost
ol Government ceffort in an editorial on
the Peace Corps —a pet project of the
aurent  Administration  of  which, we
hasten to add. both we and the Enquirer
approve: “It is worth noting that the
budget for the current vear allocates
the Corps some 510,000,000, which. ac-
cording to R. Sargent Shriver, the
Peace Corps’ director.  includes  S9000
for each Corps member. A survey of the
private and religious organizations that
send  missionaries abroad — to do very
much the same kind of work for which
the Peace Corps is responsible — reveals
that their normal maintenance cost {or
cach missionary is S2000 o year.

“The obvious moral to be drawn is
not confined to the Peace Corps. What-
ever Government undertakes, it does at
several umes the rock-bottom cost — a
circumstance that ought to make every
American think wwice before he invites
the Federal Government into any new
arcas of acuivity.”

A look abroad only confirms the con-
viction that competitive [ree enterprise
supplics an impetus missing in - state-
owned or -controlled cconomies. East
and West Germany offer a dramatic
contrast in post-War recovery, with half
the country prospering under capitalism
and the other hall suftering the depriva-
tion and despair of Communist control.

The Common Market demon-
strated  the remarkable cconomic stim-
ulus that free competition can provide
on an international basis, with the co-
operating couniries enjoying an  un-
precedented prosperity as a result. Even
Russia has, in recent vears, lound it
necessary to resort to capitalist incen-
tives in both her industrial and farm
programs to improve the efhciency of
the workers, And  while the United
States contemplates the problem of grain
surpluses, Russia — which once was in
the position ol being able o export a

has

certain amount ol grain herself,  this
vear has been forced to import hundveds
of millions of dollars of wheat from
the U.S. and the vest ol the Iree world
to make up lor the deficiencies in its
own agricultural output.

The contrast in efficiency between
various forms of government reminds us
of the humorous list of definitions that
crossed our desk awhile back:

Socialism — You

have two cows
and give one to vour neighbor.
Communism —You  have  two

cows; the government takes both
and gives you the milk.

Fascism — You  have 1wo  cows:
the government takes both and sells
vou the milk.

Nazism — You have two cows: the
government takes both and shoots
you.

Bureaucvatismm — You  have  wo
cows: the government takes both,
shoots one, milks the other and
throws the milk away.

Capitalism — You have two cows:
you sell one and buy a bull.

This spool of the “Isms” may not
supply any new insights into the econ-
omic policies of the various forms of
government listed, and perhaps the ele-
phant jokes have reduced your enthusi-
asm for animal humor, but the over-all
point of these definitions is a sound
one — the best, most efhcient economy is
a Iree cconomy, which relies upon the
resourcefulness of the free individual.

At this erucial ume, when our nation
15 imvolved in a Cold War of ideologices
for the uncommitted countries ol the
world, it is most important that every
American have a clear understanding
ol just what capitalism really is —and
recognize that while it may have iis
delects, as anyvthing man-made docs, it
is the best cconomic system yet con-
ceived.

FREEDOM OF OPPORTUNITY

Frecdom, for us, is quite clearly more
than the right of each individual 1o do
and sav what he wishes. without fear or
favor lrom the state or from socicty —
it also includes opportumnity,

If man is w be [rec wo fully explore
his individual potential — for the good
ol himsell and lus society — then  we
must offer cach man the maximum pos-
sible opportunity for such exploration.

While we have pointed out the dan
gers  in the state becoming  overly
|)l'0lt'cli\'t. believing  that  wo  much
paternalistic concern for its citizens can
sap them ol the individual initiative and
enterprise  that are the  essence  and
strength of a democracy. the Government
may rightly interest itsell in the cduca-
tion, health and welfare ol the individ-
ual, since the ignorant, the unhealthy
and the destituwe have only a limited
apportunity [or the pursuit ol happiness,
as guarantecd by our Constitution.

A competitive cconomy henelits society

(continued on page 214)
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

THOSE OF You who prefer not to partake
ight
st.
If vou choose 1o do so. yvou can rent an
cntire S100 a month. Just
oll  the Vincent, British
West Indies, one ishind we know ol has

ol February's winter wonderlands n

try the nearby vopics for sunny cont

island g
coast ol 5t

a house and a beach cottage, cither of
which separately — the
fi-hedroom 556 a0 momh or
cottage for SI18. A [wr-
nished  3-bedroom cottage, with sitting
room and patio, can be had for 518
a week on Bequia, served  daily by
schooner [rom St Vincent, or vou can
sty at the Sunny Caribbee Hotel where
rooms with meals (including aliernoon
tea) are SBAO0 single. S15 double.

Over in the Netherlands  Anuilles,
within casy driving distance ol Willem-
stad. the Coral Clill Hotel, one of Cura-
Newest. the resort
times of sea and pool hathing. vacht-

can be rented

house  Tor
the 2-hedvoom

Clo’s oflers ustial
l]:
ing. deep-sca hshing, water skiing and
snorkeling delightful
lor the scienceminded visnor) an clabo-
rate hamradio sution, an observatory
for skv guszers, cquipment  lor
undersein explorers. and a stock of un-
uswal tropical bish in the hotel’s gigantic
swimming pool. Rmes up o S15 a day
single withowt meals. 523 a dav double,

Called by some people “France with
frangipam the  iskinds  of
Martnique and Guadeloupe, sull rela-
a glue of ourists,
boast rose-pink coral beaches shaded by

plus  (unusually

seuln

blossoms,”
tivelv unspotled by

almond trees and mountain slopes Iush
with green-velver i lorests. The 30-
room Cap Est on Martimique and the
Caravelle on Guadeloupe are both 1963
entries. Major diversions are natural —
beach lolling and water fun — b vou
can casily lose vour shirt betting on legal
cockiights or ducls between siakes and
mongooses: however, vou'll outgrow your
shirt anyhow on the dict ol Creole-fla-
vored French cooking that's so good the
average meal runs hive courses ill.\l to
show ofl the chel’s abalities. The long
wine list doos justice o the likes ol
agouti stewed in white wine, hawk’s bill,
tortoise  stew.  condhi-and-oc opus stew,
haunch ol roast wild goat. sea crab and
ocean turtle.

Dedicated snow lovers nead not curtail
their wonted wintertime interests, how-
ever, il they book themselves a northwest
our snowiest state for the
Anchorage, Aliska,  Fur  Rendervous.
This greatgranddaddy of sled-dog races
— with some S7000 in prize money —
pits the canine competitors team against
team for the world championship: last
vear 18 suates competed with a wral of 30

passage 1o

tecams. Eastward across the continent,
at Ste. Agathe in Canada’s  Quebec
Province. sled-dog racing serves o add
scasonal sparkle to the Snow Festival,
and motorcvdle vacing on ice  lends
novelty 1o the more uvsual winter pag-
cantry ol torchhight ski processions, fire
works and dancing beside a glittering ice
palace. In the evening it most of these
Laurcnuan resorts, avail voursell ol the
food spraaltics — notably Swiss Tondue
and Fondue Boursuignonne.

Sybarites, tor whom the fresh air in the
snowbound country is merely designed to
sharpen the appetite, can safely oy a
winter weekend at the Publick House in
Swurbridge. Massachusetts. The so-called
Yankee Winter Weekend starts Friday
night with hot syllabub by a roaring fire
in the old. paneled Common Room alter
a crisp drive through the wintry country-
side. Pheasant dinners and pic breakbasts
alternate with sleigh rides and  square
dancing, and visits to the old village it-
scll, the next two relaxed days, recapuur-
ing the best in 18th Century living,.

But il wintertime in
exotic surroundings is all vou really han-
ker for, the next time you're in Flovida
move out of the Miami circuit for a lew
davs. and get over 1o Moore Haven in
February for Chala-Nitka, a delightful
between local Indians and the
gnarled white locals in wurkey-, duck.,
quiil- alligator-calling  contests,
biss hishing and boat racing through the
dark-stained channels of the Everglades.
Or hire an air boat, with a good guide
who can lead you across the watery savan
nas and along the matted mangrove clus
ters ol this surange, exotically coloved
swamp. and stop over at Duck Rock in
the Ten Thousand Ishinds. Try arriving
at dusk or dawn. when the whole ishanad
is covered with thousands of cgrets. ibis,
pelicans,  cormorans,  spoonbills  and
hevons. For Tull enjovment ol this really
unique area, stop over at the old Rod
and Gun Club in the Evergludes. For
all its modern comforts, there's a wonder-
Tully moss-draped.  decadent-South  feel
to the place. Food's good and service of
the best. In

warm-weather

contest

sl

lor abow
S100. shanwy boats are availuble our of
Fort Myers lor a week's dawdling around
Corksarew Swamp Sanctuary, Big Cypress
Swamp. Fisheating Creek in the Brigh-
ton Reservation ol the Seminole Indians,
Bear Lake and the Key Islands bheyond
the mangrove wilderness. s a Ly, dil-
ferent sort ol wip with the food and
company aboard ship usually tops.

For furthey information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Reader Sevo-
e, 232 F.Ohio St..Chicago, HL 6061 . ﬂ

this same area.

*1mr © 196

Mark IIZ..
for the male animal!

No sweet stuff this! MARK I1 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 uncopyahle blend. Cool, aromatic
and zesty.

AFTER SHOWER
COLOGNE

MARK II Aher Shower Cologne $3.50 plus
tax. Shave Lotion and other products from
£2.50 10 £2,500.

MARK IL, the mark of a man

The MARK II Company, New York/Philadelphia.
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Give Capitol show albums. Give the smash hit of the on or
off-Broadway season, The Boys from Syracuse. Or Tovarich,* the
bright new musical starring the incomparable Vivien Leigh. Or
the original Broadway cast performance of Meredith Willson's
The Music Man. Or any of these other great Capitol show albums:
Richard Rodgers” No Srrings (0 1695, the hilarious Beyond the
Fringe (9w 1791, the wild A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to
the Forum (ywao 1717.

* Now playing at the Winter Garden Theatre, New York Ciry.

Give Capitol popular albums. Give music by all the greatest
stars in the business. In addition to the albums shown, here are a
few more of the best: George Shearing’s Jazz Concert (st 1992,
Nat Cole's Unforgerrable T 357, Bobby Darin's Earthy (s;T 1526,
Guy Lombardo’s The Sweerest Medlies This Side of Heaven (031 1947,
Laurindo Almeida’s [r's 2 Bossa Nova World (st 1946, Dick Dale’s
Checkered Flag (syr 2002, the Beach Bovs' Swrfer Girl (st 1981,
Hank Thompson’s State Fair of Texas (s)t 1955, Weblev Edwards’
Romantic Instrumentals of the Islands (st 1987.



When you play Santa, play these.

The Christmas Sone
Hy ~ NaT King CoLe

Give Capitol deluxe multiple record sets. Give a legendary
performance by Judy Garland in Judy ar Carnegie Hall. Or Frank
Sinatra's The Grear Years. Give the swinging excitement in
Esquire's World of Jazz and The Best of the Big Bands. Or the
Rodgers @& Hammerstein Deluxe Ser, containing the best-selling
morion picture soundrracks of Oklahoma, Carousel, The King
& I. Or any of Capirol's other deluxe sets, including The Nar King
Cole Story (wcL 1613, Jackie Gleason's Lover's Portfolio (s)wso
1619, the haunting Ports of Paradise (55140 1447.

And see your record dealer for Capitol's new color catalog...a perfect guide to holiday gift giving.

Give Capitol Christmas albums. Give beautiful music, filled
with all the joy and happiness of Christmas, in magnificent
performances by Tennessee Ernie Ford, Nat King Cole, Jackie
Gleason, and many others. In addition to the albums shown,
listen to Tennessee Ernie Ford's The Star Carol (5T 1071, Fred
Waring's Now is the Caroling Season (91 896, the traditional
music of A German Christmas (syt 10308, The Music of Christmas
(s)p 8393 featuring the world famous Hollywood Bowl Sym-
phony Orchestra, and all the other Capirol Christmas albums.
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i a rainbow of
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: ALBERT SCHWE]TZER

a candid conversation with africa’s entgmatic doctor of the body and soul

Albert Schweitzer is a quadruple doc-
tor — of music, theology, philosophy and
medicine. He had authored severval de-
finitive relisious texts and had been
named principal of Strasbowrg Theologi-
cal College before he reached 30. He was
also —and  still is — recognized as the
world’s  foremost  authority on  organ
architecture, as an eminent Bach scholar,
and as a celebrated intevpreter of Bach's
organ music. At the age of 38, in the
full maturity of his multifaceted intel-
lectual powers — culminating an  eight-
year  peviod of spivitual  stock-taking
— Schweitzer elected to renounce the
personal vewards and material blandish-
ments of the Continent for a life of
dedication {o the sick in the jungles of
French Equatorial Afvica. Today, al a
wvigorous 85, he is acknowledged as one
of the foremost plilosophers of our age
—and  perhaps its most contyoversial
medical figure.

A man of Sclhiweitzer’s stature might
seem inhumanly Olympian if his lower-
g intellectual and maoval virtues did not
shadow all-too-human shovtcomings. He
himself concedes that he s “arrogant”
and “lacking in love”; he has been ac-
cused of yuling his tropical mission as a
benevolent dictalor; of countenancing

H g 3 L

“The United Nations had no vight lo
inteyvene in Katanga. Katanga is a state
in ils own rvight and My. Tshombe is a
wise and very competent indiidual. Un-
Jortunately, he is also a very sick men.”

the most unsanitary hospital conditions
in Africa; of being maorve inlerested in
the welfare of animals than that of human
beings; and of clinging o a Kipling-
esque (radition of big-brother colonial-
ism. Few. however, will deny that he is
one of the handful of great men our
century has produced.

In the hope of probing the uncharted
depths of this universal man, PLAYBOY
dispatched a special covrespondent on a
1500-mile  safari which ended with a
journey by dug-out canoe up the swirl-
ing Ogooué River from the squalid
timbey village of Lambavéné to the
sandy beach in froni of Sclhweitzer's
jungle hospital. Beyond the beach stood
the dark, smoky hospital buildings — siur-
rounded by a dusky sca of goals, chickens,
patients and theiv relatives, dotied with
the bobbing white pith helmets which
Selweeitzer insists on as headgear for s
medical staf].

Our three-day interview began at the
hospital, where “le grand doctenr” was su-
pervising construction of a new residence
bwlding; it continued in the dining
room wheve he and the stafl sharved din-
ner at a long refectory table, and wheve
evenings he played his antique piano and
read the Bible aloud in German by the

“I want, befove 1 die, to see all atomic
weapons banned, no matter who malkes
them or what name they give them. This
is the only possible hope for mankind
if we are lo avoid self-destruction.”

light of a green-shaded paraffin-oil lamp.
It rvesumed the following day at the
nearby leper  colony — built with  Iis
Nobel Peace Prize winnings —en vonle
to which he insisted on walking ahead
of the car 1o shoo chickens out of harm’s
way; and concluded in the hospital dis-
pensary, where he sits for several hours
each day attempting to diminish a moun-
tainous  backlog of wunanswered  cor-
respondence  from  the outside world,
while behind Iim a tatieved little dele-
gation of natives gueuwed up for pills
and potions. We first quervied him about
his half-century of isolation in his adopt-
ed homeland.

PLAYBOY: Dy. Schweitzer, in the last few
key vears in Alrican history you have
been silent about African affairs with
the exception ol a statement on Ka-
tanga. Some persons have said vour lile
in a small and isolated corner ol Alrica
has prevented you Irom seeing the full
course ol African development. Do you
leel that living here in the lorest divorces
vou from outside events?

SCHWEITZER: No. | am not at all cut off;
but you will probably agree that it is
sometimes better to maintain silence, |
spoke out on the Congo because it is an

“Basically, men in Africa are looking
for the same things as men in India or
China or the U.S. A, The survoundings
may differ ... but yeally, all people want
is a way of life, a religion.”
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PLAYBOY

important matter and 1 was horrified to
see what was happening. The Congo has
always heen a mess, ever since the days
ol King l,rnpu]tl. It is altogether too big,
too artificial a creation ol the Europeans
ol the 19th Century ever to survive as a
single entity, a complete and living coun-
wry. Even now, even with the assistance
he is veceiving, Adoula is not in control.
Not by anv means. The Congo is cracking
and disintegrating and nothing anvone
can do can hold it together indcfiniely.
Nor should it be held rogether. It is
doomed by its own artihiciality. Tt is
stiange, but these things do not seem 1o
worry other people. The United States,
for cxample, is compulsively pouring
moncy into such a country. Why? After
all, this is not just token aid, not just
the sort ol money sent o show dispas-
sionate good will. It is vast sums ol
moncey and huge assemblies ol equip-
ment which are involved. T can only
think that this is being done because the
United States has this fixed idea, this
obscssion, that il 1t does not flood Alrica
with moncy, then all Afvicans will im-
mediately become Communists. But, my
friend, Africans will never become Com-
munists. Because communism is oo arti-
ficial — oo much like the Conzo atsell
in a way — oo much an allair of Toreign
disciplines which are totally alien o the
African spirit. No. no. communisim is
not lor Alrica — certainly not the commu-
nism people comprehend in other parts
ol the world.

PLAYBOY: Some people see Afrvica as a
microcosm reflecting the difheulties con-
[ronting the vest ol the world. Do you?
SCHWEITZER: On a certain plane, yes, |
suppose so. Basically, men in Alvica are
looking lor the same things as men m
India or China or the United States of
America. The surroundings differ and
the manilestations, of course, may be
more violent at a ume of immense po-
livical change. But really, all people want
is a way ol life, a religion.

PLAYBOY: As an observer ol the Alrican
situation, what solution do you sec?
SCHWEITZER: My Dnend. | am not a
prophet. But time will certainly bring a
solution suitable to the Alvican himsell;
and  that solution will come all the
quicker if the pressures wgging the Afri-
can this way and that are removed. The
solution will not come with stupiditics
such as the United Nitions” imtervention
in Katanga. They had no right 1o do
this. They are bandits! Assassins! Ka-
tanga is a state in its own right and M.
Tshombe is a wise and very competent
individual. Unfortunately he is also a
very sick man. There is no sound reason
why he should not have been allowed 10
establish his own. sell-contained  state.
Dag Hammarskjold, although he was a
very great man in other respects, made
a grave mistake over Katanga. 1 think he
himsell vealized this because he sent me

a telegram just a few days belore his
death saying he was forced into the Ka-
tangan war. In the long term, what has
been achieved by the war in Katanga?
What will be the situation there in one
year or two, when all the United Nations
troops have been removed, perhaps not
ouly from Katanga itsell but from the
rest ol the Congo. As I samid. Mr.
Tshombe is a sick man: perhaps he will
no longer be able to rule in his own
country. So what has the fighting and
bloodshed achieved?

PLAYBOY: You have repeatedly stated that
once ol your guiding principles is “rev-
crence lor lile”™ As we understand it
this is a respect for all forms of life, [rom
the highest to the lowest. Isn't this doc-
trine incompatible with the daily needs
of men? And isn't it particularly at odds
with your own work as a doctor?
SCHWEITZER: Who is to suy which is the
highest lorm and which is the lowese?
Are you going to draw a line and say
“Below this, life does not matter”™ You
cnnot have a scale of vilues making that
chicken higher than this goat. Mankind
must accept that mystery of our life
which sometimes makes the taking of
life incvitable. Yes. it is wrue that a
doctor is faced with continual and puz-
#ling difficulties. A man has life, but so
does a microbe, And sometimes it is nec-
essary to kill that microbe 1o save the
man and this volves a dectsion. The
man with reverence for life must ac
cept the vesponsibility for destroying that
life. A man must think and meditate not
only about the mysteries of his own lile
but about the links between his own life
and the multitude of other hives around
him. He must learn not only 10 consider
and have respect Tor his own lile but lor
all other life forms. And this need not
be difhcult. Because the man who thinks,
and keeps thinking, is almost bound o
progress from awareness and respeat for
his own life o sharp awareness of the
lives around him.

PLAYBOY: Was this basic principle of your
philosophy — respect for life, as you just
called 1t —always in the back ol your
mind, or does it date only from your
years at Lambaréneé?

SCHWEITZER: Whether it was always in my
mind, who can say? But certainly it was
here that it became dear, while T was on
the river, that this one phrase came into
mind which clarificd my thoughts
and resolved my struggle o give coher-
ence o my point of view. It scemed, 1
remember, incredible 1o me that it had
not been thought of by others, but only
by an imbecile like me.

PLAYBOY: You have long said man should
be governed by the rule of reason, and
vou have added thar civilized man must
lollow [our principles: he must not lie,
must not steal, must learn to value prop-
erty. and 0 be Kind to animals. Don’t

vou [eel that this quartet should be ex-
panded 1o include, sav, kindness to
human beings?

SCHWEITZER: Surcly respect for human be-
ings follows naturally from respect Tm
animals. The principles you have men-
tioned are merely an outline, not a com-
plete philosophy of life. But if vou
follow through the deep implications,
for example, of kindness to animals, the
love of God must surcly [ollow.
PLAYBOY: Do you feel that formal re-
ligion, and in particular, Christianity, is
stll a4 major force in the world?
SCHWEITZER: No, 1t i1s not; not in a oue
sense. You have only to look at the wars
in which mankind is now and then en-
gaged to see that this could not happen
il rcligion in any absolute way wi
lforce. But there is a longing lor reli
among many people. Especially since the
War, the letters I receive show a longing
for religion. Christianity in the last cen-
tury and at present is often untrue to
itself. It has lost the essential element
ol willingness to love, and of reaching
communion with God through that will-
INgness.

PLAYBOY: If Christianity has in the last
century become untrue w - itsell, would
you say that the ideals of the last century
are now worthless?

SCHWEITZER: An ideal which has wrue
merit cannot be worthless or out-of-date.
Time has no impact on the vue ideal.
But it can become obscured, and that is
often what has happened. Mankind to-
day is technically brilliant but olten
spiritnally empty because the habiv ol
fundamental thought has been aban
doned. Yer fundamental and rational
thinking is essential for mankind
reach true awareness. Men must discover
for themselves, in their own minds, the
truth ol existence. Or they must oy to
discover it and up here, here in their
minds, explore the mysteries ol the
world. They must struggle against that
spirit of the age which tries to submerge
independent thought under a blanket.
This struggle is supremely important.
PLAYBOY: Dr. Schweitzer, at the moment
ol your greatest recognition in the aca-
demic worlds you had chosen, you sud-
denly embarked on a new carcer. Was
this — as some persons have suggested —
because of an unrequited love aftair o
a feeling ol inadequacy in theology and
music? Or was it your reaction to what
you just called the “spirit of the age™?
SCHWEITZER: These suggestions have been
made before; but really, the story is a
simple one although a liulde long. I de-
cided early that my life up to the age ol
about 30 would be 1o do as [ wished:
but after that, it would be for my lellow
men. As to why 1 chose to be a doctor, here
in Lambaréné, this I have explained in
Out of My Life and Thought. 1 wanted
to apply in @ material way a Christian
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a barbe
with
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Maybe your barber doesn’t know
all about nuclear physics—but
he sure knows all about hair.

So how come every profes-
sional barber in America sells
Stephan Dandruff Remover
Hair Lotion—and uses it, too?
Because it really works—that’s
how come! And it’s easy. Rub
Stephan in—rub itchy dandruff
out — then just comb. Keeps
hair in place, too.
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is Sold Everywhere...
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and all Barber Shops
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“Plain” for normal hair < “With Qil” for dry hair

concept of love, and medicine seemed the
obvious cowrse. Lambaréné was not, of
course, always part of my ambition. It
was only alter I read about the ditheul-
ties the Paris Missionary Socicty  was
having here in finding a stafl, after the
mission had been established by some
Americans, that | chose Equatorial Al-
rica, I think it was the right choice,
because.  here, human  beings  were
struggling to exist and needed help.
PLAYBOY: Dr. Schweitzer, your hospital
is now 50 years old. In the past few vears,
it has been severely criticized by some
visitors who say it is dirty. primitive and
mctheient. Ir has been alleged that crates
of madern drugs have been left to spoil
in the open and never used.

SCHWEITZER: | never reply to that sort of
criticism. But so [ar as drugs are¢ con-
cerned you can look Tor voursell — here,
in the dispensary. You see, every con-
signment ol drugs is carcfully put on the
shelves and issued as needed. T have here
about four-hundred patients, not many
nurses and only about six doctors —
sometimes more, sometimes less, because
many doctors come as visitors for a short
time from all over the world. This year
we have had a great American dentist,
for example, and there is a Japanese
doctor running the leper village wwo
kilometers away. I have tried to create a
hospital suitable to the circumstances of
the lorest. Many of the people who come
here have never seen anything of civiliza-
tion before and to throw them into a
Luropean type of hospital would make
them feel strange and shocked. Here,
they are surrounded by their families, by
people they know. At the same time, the
relatives who come with them can look
after many ol their physical needs.
PLAYBOY: Looking back on a long, (ull
life, do you have any regrets?
SCHWEITZER: No, I have no regrets. I never
have regrets because they are pointless
and negative.

PLAYBOY: It is some time since your last
book was published. Are you writing an-
other at the moment?

SCHWEITZER: Oh now, my [riend, you do
not ask a woman il she is pregnant. . !
There are many things 1 wish o say still,
especially about nuclear  disarmament.
But a book? You had better wait and sce.
PLAYBOY: You have said that the great
secret of success 1s to go through life “as
a man who never gets used up.” Though
vou have achieved much, what do you
feel vou still have to do?

SCHWEITZER: All the time I am allowed
to remain here on carth 1 want to con-
tinue building my hospital. There is so
much to do: always so much. And build-
ing with the hands is satislying — and
creative. Apart from that, there is the
bomb. 1 want, before 1 die, to see all
atomic weapons banned, no matter who
makes them or what especial name they
give them. This is the only possible hope

for mankind il we are o avoid self-de-
struction. Already I have fought against
this insanity Tor several years with my
fricnd Bertrand Russell and others.
PLAYBOY: What vou are asking lor is not
Just a ban on tests, but a ban on atomic
weapons altogether. Do you think there
is a prospect ol achieving this?
SCHWEITZER: It is not just a question ol
hope: we must achieve it. Do you want
mankind to be obliterated?

PLAYBOY: You have said that you do not
intend to leave Lambarénd again. Don't
vou think you would be more effective
il you personally urged this ban during a
visit to Furope or America?

SCHWEITZER: No. [ shall not go away. An
English university wanted me 1o go there
this year but I told them the same thing.
This is my home, this is where I am
needed most and in anv case. theve is no
dificulty in communicating with people.
I spend several hours a day writing let
ters and my staff helps me. 1 am in almost
constant touch with others regarding the
bomb and I cannot sce how my physical
presence away [rom Lambaréné could be
of particular help.

PLAYBOY: Let us assume for a moment
that the world does succeed in banning
atomic weapons. We would still possess
many means of waging war, and would
still be possessed of many causes which
might provoke conflict. Considering the
diflferences which split the world, do you
think war can be averted?

SCHWEITZER: My [iend, we must hope so.
But deep-down among men, you know,
the difterences are not always as great
as they appear on the surlace. Look —
quick! — look at those two chickens light-
ing under the tree. See how they rush at
one another, make a big noise and ruflle
their fleathers. . and now, what? You
see, iUs all over. It was just bluil, just
noise. Big nations arce like those chickens.
They also like to make big noises. But
very often it means no more than two
chickens, squabbling under a wree.
PLAYBOY: But in todav's world, innocent
blufls and squabbles — through misunder
standing or miscalculation — can quickly
explode into global war, so much so
that some persons have come o judge
man’s progress solely in terms of weap-
ons, Do vou think that man's historical
predilection toward warlare belies the
concept that he is basically good:?
SCHWEITZER: Why should man exist if he is
bad? All living things have an elemental
goodness, but i mankind, his tue na-
ture is olten largely submerged, like a log
in the river, by the environment he has
created about him. But simply because it
1s submerged does not mean that idealism
docs not exist and despite times ol pes-
simism I think the day will come when
that idealism is allowed its [ull [unction

and flowering.



Springmaid did that.

‘We can’t vouch for the kiss,

but Springmaid definitely put the White in white-collar.

How? Experience, dear.

On the shirt front, no white is quite as famous,

or for that matter, quite as white.

Because Springmaid cottons have gone into

the nation’s white shirts and sheets, too, for generations.

Not blue-white. True white.

That does deserve a kiss, doesn’t it? But on the cheek this tme.
His wife is jealous.

SPRINCMAID FABRICS, 104 WEST 4UTH STHEET, NYC



“Us Tareyton smokers.would rather fight than switch!”

Get your friends to join thé Unswitchables:
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GIFTING THE GIRLS

Jor a golden yule: a guide for guys on pleasing their playmates By ROBERT L. GREEN

BEFORE RINGING HIS CHRISTMAS BELLES to announce he's Santa sans pareil this vear, the knowledgeable gentdeman
will be pretty particular in the presents of cach particular pretty. The golden vule calls for recognition of
each plavmate’s individuality, for the gilt that's uniquely fiers. Even if present company includes a wide range
of deserving recipients and shopping time is limited, you can still find the favor that fits and reap holiday divi-
dends all throush the vear.

Start by reshuffling the black book to vield a breakdown by type. For instance: the lile of the ultraleminine,
Iong-fingernailed sophisticate is dedicated 1o being “in.” Your gift should be, oo,

The career-happy rising young girl executive is tailored to brisk efficiency and tempered by an addiction to
success; the clue 1o gilting her is the status symbol.

The sportswoman’s intevest in the great outdoors is reflected in the studied carelessness ol her clothes, coiffure
and attitude. Spectator or participant she's a nature givl, and your gift should support this role.

The vibrant, enthusiastic perennial child-woman is a well of laughter and fun; this good-humor girl will

From left. Broodcloth buttondown shirt, by  Rear, from left: Troin cose, $92.50; suvit-  From left: Eleciric-eye 35mm comera, /2.8 lens,
Brooks Brothers, $12.50. Mole overblouse, case, $117.50; hot/shoe box, $105; oll in by Fujico, $99.50. Zebra fosk, by Rigaud, $25.
by Mork Cross, $125. Eight-piece manicure Duro leather, by Seeger. Front: Cordon Sweoter, by Ployboy Produc's, $1B. Pepper mill,
set, leother cose, from Hoffiitz, $18.50. Bleu 4-track stereo record ‘ployback tape by Rigoud, $15. Tokashimoya coffee warmer,
Mohair sweater, by Robert leoder, $45. recorder, oll in one unit, by RCA, $200. $18. Stereo tuner-omplifier, by Bogen, $580.

enjoy the Irivolous gilt.

The articulate, opinionated intellectual who is ardently political and prefers the Bolshoi to goll, may be a
bit snobbish: bear this in mind when selecting her cadean de Noél.

Once you've categorized the ladies in your yule log. you're well on the way to selecting the correct Christmas
cumshaw — the gilt that cries out that only you know the real her. But before plunging headlong into the
Christmastide, think for a moment how well you know cach pretty paramour, and how well vou want 1o know her,

Il the ink is stll wet in your address book, an inexpensive token associated with the way vou met would be
appropriate. IF cockrail chatter concerned a Lavorite musician, a waxing by him would wear well: il vou spoke of
Alrica, a small, muscum-produced objet would suit; il you spoke ol travel, select the hest guidebook vou can hind.

1L you're always glad 10 sec her but aren’t canrying the torch, the less-personal gift may be desivable because
ol its high platonic content; costume jewelry, books, records, hand luggage, handkerchicls and travel clocks all
fall into this category.

Il you plan presentation at a private weckend retreat, the yuletide vardstick calls for something more per
sonal: lurs, jewels, and important wardrobe items such as the custom-tailored suit or the fur-trinmed parka fill
the need here. Inthis same group fall lingerie and negligees — but only il you've lingered negligently.

If her apartment is no larger than a converted Victorizn bathroom, don't burden her with a wide-skirt quilied
hostess gown when you can select an ofl beat-print shift which is pracucal and chic. Anything sartorial should
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be considered in terms ol its upkeep: that which must be hustled off to the cleaners alter each wearing would
be taboo for many girls. In [act, no gift should add o the expense column of her budget. Unless she has boldly
hinted her eagerness to own a dog, cat or parakeet, skip it; harmless furry creatures have a habit of transform-
ing into monsters of responsibility and expense. Also anathema is anything even remotely suggesting she could im-
prove her appearance. In this category fall electric razors, soap, glamor courses and exercise equipment.

In furniture and furnishings, be guided by what she already owns and avoid superimposing your own taste
on hers. A Calder mobile or a Jackson Pollock original would be perfect if Herman Miller and Knoll Associates
are responsible for her furniture, but would disappoint if her decor was Louis XVI.

Don’t buy a diamond ring, no matter what the size, unless you mean to become engaged: give a jeweled pin
instead. And don’t make the fatal error of being influenced by size alone; the finest of its kind makes the lasting
gift —no matter how small. She’ll much more appreciate a simple gold lapel pin from Cartier or Tiffany than
the most glittering piece of junk jewelry. The big-name jewelers have learned this marketing lesson, and their
gift bars now offer less expensive items — packaged with the same elegance as their best jewelry.

If your girl is very rich in her own right, don’t try to compete with her wealth —a moderately priced

From left: Battery-operated transistor clock, From left: My Sin, lanvin, 1 oz, $17.50. Joy, From left: Lap robe, Argentine mountain cot,
by Secticon, $70. Folding travel chessboord, Jean Patou, 2% ozs, $125. Chanel No. 5, from Pifata Party, $250. Swivel mirror, by
leather case and magnetic chessmen, by Mark 8 ozs, $120. Playmate, Playboy Products, ¥2  Rigaud, $45. Travel jewelry case, leother, from
Cross, $9.95. ladies’ leather possport case, 0z, $15. Hypnatique, Maox Factor, 1% ozs, Mark Cross, $100. Pearl necklace, by Richelieu,
saddle sfitching, from Alfred Dunhill, $16.95.  $25Filled'Eve,Jacqueline Cochran,1.3025,$30.  $16. Pear lighter, from Evans Case Co., $21.50.

but imaginative gift [rom a name store would be more effective in this case than a more expensive item [rom a
lower-level emporium,

While we're listing don’ts, remember that she may have some obvious personal ones which could embarrass
if you ignored them. These include: no carrings it her coif covers the ears; no bug or animal jewelry until you're
sure about her attitude toward a bug or animal; no classical records or cultural tomes il her interests run to pop
vocalists and [ashion magazines.

Personalized gifts add the necessary element of uniqueness; monogrammed initials, for instance, can turn
perfectly ordinary stationery into a really thoughtful and appreciated present. You can add the personal touch in
many ways: try a custom handbag to match her [avorite suit or coat, a set of luxury coat hangers padded in

From left: Double-breasted wool svit, low-belted coot with smoll lapels, lined skirt, from lox, Gift wrapping for the sportive girl: Pull-
$220. Empress chinchilla sweetheart cape, Oleg Cassini design, from Evans Furs, $2295. Alliga- over middy porko, for ski or aprés-ski, in
tor handbag, by Mark Cross, $230. Camel's-hair suit, flared skirt, completely lined, from Jox, $215.  notural Bolivian vicung, by Ben Kahn, $450.



the decor of her pad, or a [avorite
print (a favorite ol hers, not yours)
Iramed to complement her apartment
color scheme. I there’s a book which has
special meaning for the two of you, have
a copy bound in leather.

Remember that custom-tailored gilts
must be ordered early. Monogramming
can usually be done in less than a week,
and during the holidays most stores sct
up lor three-day service. Initials are al-
ways acceptable, but there are other wavs
to use engraving cifecuvely: nicknames,
the date vou met, the first words of a sig-
nificant message, notes of vour [avorite
song. or your telephone number on a
sterling-silver desk p;:d. For \';n'icl}', try
hisand-hers brandy snifters, a written
message on a lighter, or a verse of [avor
ite poctry on a crvstal cigarette box. The
gifts that can be personalized are end-
less: cockuail shakers and glasses, sterling
bookmarks, gold car keys, handker-
chicls, place mats, hand mirrors, brushes,
combs, scarves, letter openers, compacts,
Dlouses, desk sets, photo albums, passport
cases, portlolios, tea services.

Make sure your yule log includes street
addresses as well as names: vou may
stumble on an unexpeced find which
¢ be giltwrapped and seat directly.
Bring vour own pen, and carry your per-
sonal card to include in the gilt package.

Because you're not alone in vour shop-
ping, many top stores offer male-oriented
shopping services. Here consultants will
go over your list, accompany vou through
the store, and help you make vour sclec-
tions. Usually charming and knowledge-
able, these girls are quite prepared 1o
cope  with the man who announces
“Here's my list — twenty giltis— 1 only

have an hour.'

Many stores have sepi-

rate arcas for men only where vou will
be surrounded with suitable gifts, invited
to relax and have a cockeail while a
skilled “sales Iriend” reviews vour list
and discreetly inquires about the girls in
question. Specialty shops olften have a
men-only night before Christmas, where
a showing of lingerie and similar items
will give you a chance to visualize various
articles on varying higures. In most cities
you can find professional shopping serv-
ices in the classificd phone book. Make a
telephone appointment and, for a [ee, a
consultant will go over your list. suguest
iems, shop for you, even have the pack-
ages wrapped and delivered.

Il you shop yoursell, pay special atten-
tion to departmentstore sections which
citer o women's particular interests.
These shops-within-a-store usually con-
sist ol: the boutique shop — small items
collected from [ar-flung craftsmen: the
gourmet  shop — tinned,  glassed  and
packaged food to suit the most exotic
taste; the bar shop — decanters, elassware,

ARTHUR WHITELAW PRACTICALLY LIVES IN THE THEATER. A« 23, he's alveady |1r0-.

duced one musical hit—Best Foot Forward—and he’s got another sure thing lined
up for this season: a revival of Cabin in the Sky. But Art’s preoccupation with
the spectacular simmers down when it comes to choosing clothes. Instead he
prefers the cool traditional cut of Cricketeer. Natural shoulders. Pleatless
trousers. Contrasting-color vest. Trust Art to pick a hit CRICKETEER"

Cricketeer worsted and mohair suit with contrasting-color vest, about $70.00. Other Cricketeer suits from $60.00
to $75.00. At your favorite store, or write Cricketeer, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y,



PLAYERBOY

swizzlers and all the other bar accessories:
and the perflume bar, providing all the
name brands and some special holiday
packages as well.

To protect voursell from the perennial
last-minute oversight and 1o avoid being
cmbarrassed by the unexpected  girl-
friend with the unexpected present. bhuy
a few exua all-purpose gifts (handsomely
gilt-wrapped. of course), such as a glass
paperweight, a Florentine-leather jewel
box. or perhaps a set ol handkerchiels.
Failing these vou can still save dhe
day with perlume — eminently available,
usually lound on the ground floor near
the door, always in pockersize packages.

Il you planmed all along o give her
perfume, your best bet is to use a simple
compliment to get the name ol her
brand. “What & provocative scent — what
is it?7 will provoke an automatic answer,
and you'll be able o respond in kind,
choosing  perfume, cologne, wilet wa-
wer, or i combination. If vou weren't lar-
sichted cnough to learn her lavorite,
here’'s a general guide: heavy  musk
perfume, sweetly dlinging and  possibly
Oviental, suits the sophisticate; for the
career girl, spicy or citrus ragrances are
more appropriate; the outdoor type will
zo lor woodsy or lerny scents, while the
delicate dainty will preter light, multi-
loral fragrances.

You're well on the way to the perfect
present if whatever you give her is beau-
tfully wrapped. Virtually all department
stores have a special gift-wrapping service
which transcends mere bow-tying. Skilled
hands will here wansform even o modest
box ol handkerchiels into a gala gilu
You can leave the aestheties ol the job
to the wrapper, but once again, it's morc
cliective to impart the personal touch:
remember her favorite color combina-
tions (lrom her attire or apartment de-
cor) and request that these be used for
that extra subliminal touch.

Il vou're sull unable to envisage the
particular gilt for the particular girl,
liere are some specilic sugeestions. As a
gilt of garb, Tur is alwavs the most flat-
tering and the most appreciated. The
classics of sable, mink and chinchilla
come in many forms (from coats, 10
mulls, 0 stoles. 10 collars) and prices.
Also check the casual coats and jackets
in offheat fws. Depending on the girl,
consider a hooded wildcat jacket, a short
couat in yellow borrezo (South American
lamb), or a boldly marked Dlack-and-
white pony middy blouse. collured in
black sable. Furs can look great and not
cost @ lortune:  irresistible to most
women would be a black- or red-lox
barrel mufl with matching Loque — sev-
enty-two inches of red-lox boa to wrail
down the aisle ol a theater: a threc-cor-
nered scarl of nataral Nigerian serval
cat o wear in Western style: or a tri-

angular leopard scarfl rimmed in black
vehvet.

If she glories in gadgetry there's an
inhnite  variety —vanging  from  clam
openars 1o glass shirred-cuy covers. Try
an clecric pencil sharpener, an indoor
putting green, or a wtraveler’s Scrabble
set with magnetized letters. From  the
specialty shop vou can get her imported
pouliry or kitchen shears, a gold-colored
rolling pin, or a wine rack. For the stay-
at-home videophile, & compact 16-inch
TV or aa remote-control TV switch. Be-
wire, however, the gadget that’s oo
gadgety lor simple feminine mastery.

For the classicist, there's a new ver-
sion ol an old breaklast Tavorite, a
Floventine grid which recreates the hum-
ble waflle in Cellini arabesques. 11 vou
and your playmate have had a disagree-
ment — personal, intellectual, or politi-
il —send a bronze hand of Buddh: in
the dassic gesture ol peace (it's an an-
acnt statuary fragment reproduced ot a
reasonable price); il she is the best of
breed and already has everything worth
having, ry a tiny circular bedroom rug —
ol sible; and, for the shutterbug, an
extra slide-storage box with a request
lor a private screening. I she harks back
to the good old days, gilt her with sticks
ol sealing wax and a handled monogram
seal lor letters, or a pressed flower ar-
rangement in an old  daguerrcotype
Irame. Conversatuon preces range from
a cast-iron Kitchen mawchbox o a set of
Christmas candles — one lor cach ol the
wwelve days. 11 she has o aaving for
making entrances: & chin-high stack of
moth-ball-size pearls. For the givl who
is always ten minutes  Lite — you  can
sclect timepicees ranging from an over-
size belt dock o a tiny alarm-clock Lipel
pin. Decorative items you might choose:
an alibaster apothecary jar, lor cgarcuies
or candy: a bumboo Regency tb o hold
wine; a lacquer chest for blankets or
liquor; a goldandsilver chedkers set;
and IFrench desk aceessories lashioned
from old bookbindings, ormolu and end
papurs.

Il the givls on your list ski. the stores
are bursting with clothes lor slope and
lodge: you might consider a pawrka of
natural Patagonian fox. Is there a horse-
woman on vour list? Seck out a variation
ol the working cowbov's Jacket, waist
length. in gold-sucded  cowhide. lined
with Also chedk the umbrella
world: Tor sheer, opulent clesance. vou
can hud o model with  sterline-silver
handic tipped with a giantemerald (lake,
ol course): thoughtful and sivlish is the
umbrella with mawching scarl.

Endless  varietics ol lood — ranginge
from the Fruicof-the-Month w0 a per-
sonally selected Livder ol gourmet pro-
vender — make ideal silts. A windowsill
garden ol herbs (chives, basil. parsley,

fleece.

rosenuary, thyme and cherry tomatocs, in
individual potsy will challenge a creative
cook and flatter an ordinary one. For a
personal touch, give a file of recipes to
relish — including o selection ol vour
own F[uvorite meals, and recipes {rom
restaurants where you've both enjoyed
the spécialité. To make a good cook
beter and a better one best, try an
oaken cleatric ice-cream  [recrer or a
fueside plug-in corn popper. Glassware
also makes a charming and ellective gilt:
try a set ol specialty glasses — brandy,
Delmonico and Pilsner 10 start. Still in
the accessories arca, try an aspiragus
steamer, hand-finished  chopping board,
or the latest corksaew for the stubborn-
est bottle (this vou will package with a
[avorite wine, ol course).

By sending the exwreme you can offer
a unique gite. Buy her gloves, but make
it a collection in every shade of brown
from caramel through taupe. Buy her silk
scarves — three dosen ol them pushed
mio a leatker box which opens in a
cascade ol color. Buy her the larsest
Mexican glass bowl and R it with a
salad of garden-colored cashmere sweat-
ers: buy her a painting — the smallest
miniature you can find, or a [amous
print in the largest size available. Buy
her a tiny candelabrum with a set of can-
dles, an cnormous bottle ol champagne,
or five-dozen chrysanthemums.

By themselves, gilt certificates are un-
muaginative  and  cold — but  all  this
changes with a bit of flair. A giflt certifi-
cte for something from a creative jew-
cler can be sent with an empty jewel
box and the note “M. Buccellatti is wait-
g lor vour call.” Make vour nrange-
ments privately with the designer as to
price and billing.

Women constantly hint of their pleas-
ures — just listen to her small ik and
youll find dircctions. Il she chatters
about sports. her apartment, her cat, her
love of jazz. the theater, chances are these
are important to her and any gift related
to them will please her.

Be very carelul about the practical
gilt —it may be a disappointment. In-
terestingly cnough, one girl's practical
mem  may be  another’'s  conversation
prece. Never ask her divectly what she
wants — vou'll only cinse a negative re-
action complicated by her not knowing
the amount you want 1w spend; vou'll
also climinate the important element ol
SUrprisc.

Save the one special gilt for the onc
special girl for a Christmas Eve presenta-
ton. Now that vou've lled all the other
stockings, vou can nestle at hearthside
lor a long winter’s nip with the chosen
one, content with the knowledge tha in
a world where it's beter 1o give than 1o
receive, you have given the best.



WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?

A discerning young city dweller with an elegant eye for luxurious living, the PLAYBOY reader is as
selective with his appointments as he is with his dates. And he settles on only the best when it comes
to making an impression in the right quarters. Facts: With a median household income of over $10,000,
he has the money and manner to live life well-upholstered, can easily afford the fine furnishings com-
patible with his social and business status. To move your product with success, use the magazine
he lives by—PLAYBOY. (Source: 1962 Playboy Male Reader Survey by Benn Management Corp.)

Advertising Offices: New York ¢ Chicago ¢ Detroit + Los Angeles * San Francisco = Atlanta







fiction By RAY BRADBURY

CATION

never come back to the silly damn dull routines”



T waAs A pav as fresh as grass growing

up and clouds going over and butter-

flies coming down could make it. It

was a day compounded of silences of
bee and flower and ocean and land,
which were not silences at all, but mo-
tions, stirs, flutters, risings, fallings, each
in their own time and matchless rhythm.
The land did not move, but moved. The
sea was not still, yet was still. Paradox
flowed into paradox, stillness mixed with
stillness, sound with sound. The flowers
vibrated and the bees fell in separate and
small showers of golden rain on the
clover. The seas of hill and the seas of
ocean were divided, each from the other’s
motion, by a railroad track, empty, com-
pounded of rust and iron marrow, a
track on which, quite obviously, no train
had run in many years. Thirty miles
north it swirled on away to farther mists
of distance, thirty miles south it tun-
neled islands of cloud shadows that
changed their continental positions on
the sides of far mountains as vou watched.

Now, suddenly, the railway track be-
gan to tremble,

A blackbird, standing on the rail, felt
a rhythm grow faintly, miles away, like
a heart beginning to beat.

The blackbird leaped up over the sea.

The rail continued to vibrate softly
until at long last around a curve and
along the shore came a small workman’s
handcar, 1ts two-cylinder engine popping
and spluttering in the greart silence.

On wop of this small four-wheeled car,
on a doublesided bench facing in wwo
directions and with a litde surrey roof
above for shade, sat a man, his wile and
their small seven-year-old son. As the
handcar waveled through lonely siretch
after lonely stretch, the wind whipped
their eyes and blew their hair, but they
did not ook back but only ahead. Some-
times they looked cagerly, as a curve
unwound iiself, sometimes with great
sadness, but always warchful, ready for
the next scene.

As they hit a level straightaway, the
machine’s engine gasped and stopped
abruptly. In the now-crushing silence, it
scemed that the quiet of the earth, sky
and sea nsell, by its friction, brought the
ear to a wheeling halt.

“Out of gas.”

The man, sighing, reached for the ex-
wa can in the small storage bin and be-
gan to pour it into the tank.

His wife and son sat quietly looking
at the sea, hstening to the muted thun-
der, the whisper, the drawing back of
huge tapestries of sand, gravel, green
weed and foam.

“Isn’t the sea nice?” said the woman.

“I like it,” said the boy.

“Shall we picnic here, while we're at
it

The man focused binoculars on the
green peninsula ahead.

“Might as well. The rails have rusted
badly. There’s a break ahead. We may
have 1o wait while I set a few back in
place.”

“As many as there are,” said the boy,
“we'll have picnics!™

The woman wried to smile at chis, then
turned her grave attention to the man.
“"How far have we come today?”

“Not ninety miles.” The man stll
peered through the glasses, squinting. “1
don't like to go farther than that any
one day, anyway. If you rush, there’s no
time to see. We'll reach Monterey day
after tomorrow, Palo Alto the next day,
if you want.”

The woman removed her great shad-
owing straw hat which had been ted
over her golden hair with a bright yel-
low ribbon, and stood perspiring faintly,
away from the machine. They had rid-
den so steadily on the shuddering rail
car that the motion was sewn in their
bodies. Now, with the stopping, they felt
odd, on the verge of unraveling.

“Let's eat!”

The boy ran with the wicker lunch
basket down to the shore.

The boy and the woman were already
seated by a spread tablecloth when the
man came down to them, dressed in his
business suit and vest and ue and hat
as if he expected to meet someone along
the way. As he dealt out the sandwiches
and exhumed the pickles from their cool
green Mason jars, he began to loosen
his ue and unbution his vest, always
looking around as if he should be care-
ful and ready to button up again.

“Are we all alone, Papar” said the boy,
eating.

Nesia

“No one else, anywherer”

“No one else.”

“Were there people before?”

“Why do you keep asking that? It
wasn’t that long ago. Just a few months.
You remember?”

“Almost. If I try hard, then I don’t
remember at all.” The boy let a handful
of sand fall through his fingers. “"Were
there as many people as there is sand
here on the beach?r What happened to
them?”

"1 don’t know,” the man said, and 1t
was true.

They had wakened one morning and
the world was empty. The neighbor's
clothesline was still strung with blowing
white wash, cars gleamed in front of
other seven-a.M. cottages, but there were
no farewells, the city did not hum with
its mighty arterial wralfics, phones did
not alarm themselves, children did not
wail in sunflower wildernesses.

Only the night before he and his wife

bad been sitting on the front porch when
the evening paper was delivered and,
not even daring to open to the head-
lines, he had said, I wonder when He
will get tired of us and just rub us all
our?”

“It has gone pretty far,” she said. “On
and on. We're such fools, aren’t we?”

“Wouldn't it be nice” —he lit his
pipe and puffed it—“if we woke to-
morrow and everyone in the world was
gone and everything was starting over?”
He sat smoking, the paper folded in his
hand, his head resting back on the chair.

“If you could press a button right now
and make it happen, would you?”

“I think 1 would,” he said. “Nothing
violent. Just have everyone vanish off
the face of the earth. Just leave the land
and the sea and the growing things like
flowers and grass and fruit trees. And
the animals, of course, let them stay.
Everything except man, who hunts when
he isnt hungry, eats when full, and is
mean when no one's bothered him.”

“Naturally,” she smiled, quietly, “we
would be left.”

“I'd like that,” he mused. “All of time
ahead. The longest summer vacation in
history. And us out for the longest picnic
basket lunch in memory. just you, me
and Jim. No commuting. No keeping up
with the Joneses. Not even a car. I'd
like to find another way of wraveling, an
older way . . . Then, a hamper full of
sandwiches, three bottles of pop, pick up
supplies where you need them from
empty grocery stores in empty towns,
and summerume forever up ahead . . "

They sat a long while on the porch in
silence, the newspaper folded between
them.

At last she spoke.

“Wouldn't we be lonely?” she said.

So that’s how it was the morning of
the first day of the new world. They had
awakened to the soft sounds of an carth
that was now no more than a meadow,
and the cities of the earth sinking back
into seas of saber grass, marigold, mar-
guerite and morning-glory. They had
taken it with remarkable calm at first,
perhaps because they had not liked the
city for so many years and had had so
many friends who were not wtruly Iriends,
and had lived a boxed and separate life
of their own within a mechanical hive,

The husband arose and looked out
the window and observed very calmly, as
if it were a weather condition, “Every-
onc’s gone . . ." knowing this just by
the sounds the city bhad ceased w make.

They took their tme over breakfast,
lor the boy was still asleep, and then the
husband sat back and said, “Now 1 must
plan what o do.”

“Do?z Why, why you'll go o work, of
course.” (concluded on page 110)



WHAT A NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS!

a hip updating of the clement moore classic starring the famous krofft puppets of “les poupées de paris”

FHOTOGRAPHEDL FOR PLAYRBOY BY MARIO CASILLI

"Twas the night after Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, except Santa’s spouse

Who, with shabby old house coat and curlers in hair,

Was making S. C. wish that he wasn’t there.

“So the children were nestled all snug in their beds!”

She shouted at him as she waved some blonde threads.
“Now, patience, my dear,” pleaded Santa with pain,

“If you'll just let me speak, I'll try to explain.

“I left here on time, albeit quite shivery,

Intending to make the Christmas delivery.

But before my first stop, it became crystal clear

That ahead of my sled were eight crazy reindeerl
They bypassed the houses where I planned to go

And finally dumped me right out in the snow
Where, what with my wondering eyes should I sight,
But a house full of girls —and a single red light!
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“*‘Hey girls! Look who's here!” 1 heard one
And there rose such a cheer I was glad that 1 came.

They dusted me off and invited me in, Now, my dearest, vou know that I could not agree

To take one and not all of them . .. up on my knee.
So I said to their leader, ‘It would be a crime

If I didn’t give all of your girls equal time.’

She chuckled and said, “You're a helluva gent!’

And T lingered with them till my . . . ear was quite bent.
Then before 1 departed 1 gave them their toys:

Five sables, three ermines and a golden Rolls-Royce.

And their boss introduced them to me with a grin:
‘Here's Pat, Midge and Fran and a loser named Vi
(She’s pregnant, drives an Edsel and voted for Ni
Here's Connie and Cuddles and Bubbles and Joyce.
Now look them all over and then take your choice.




spite what you think, there’s no reason to doubt
That 1 planned to continue my regular route.
But when for my list 1 ventured to look,

“Now, the names in that book included ‘Annette,
‘Beatrice,” ‘Lilli" and a yummy ‘Yvette.’

But just which was which? There was no guessing whom
Unul they all took me to their dressing room.

And there I discovered Annette had a mole;

Bea really was blonde; and Yvette wore a scroll
Tattooed on her thigh that caused me to pause;-

FFor on it was written J'adore Santa Claus!

What should I find but a little black book!

To hunt for my list I knew would take ages,

So I used in its place that little book’s pages.

And though (as you know) I'm quick to embarrass,
The fust address led to the Lido in Paris.




“The evening rushed on in a dizzying whirl

As the liule black book led to girl after girl

In Paris and London and L.A. and Vegas.

And each of them had to eggnog and nuumeg us!
(And I''n not to blame if their clothing was scanty,
Or if they were all simply wild about Santy.)

Thus it was that the sun rose over New York

At the very same time I was leaving the Stork.

ﬁ‘;%

“Aler that, Sugarplum, your jolly old gnome

Hopped into his sleigh and headed for home.

Now, I've told you my story with patience and care;
So I'm sure you'll excuse that bit of blonde hair.”
“Indeed, I will not!” Mrs. Santa shot back.

Then, without a word she went straight to his pack
And dumped out a doll you’ll not find on a shelf!
(Said Santa quite weakly: “It’s just a new elf.”)




“A disgrace to your calling — that's what you arel”
Mrs. Santa came on like an angry hussar.

“There’s only one way to undo what you've done —
Now, don't argue with me! I'm sending our son!

He's the symbol of everything you ought to be:
Love of family, clean living — in short — decency!”
“My gawd!” muttered Santa to this revelation,
“T'hat pantywaist kid will kill my reputation!”

But although Santa pleaded, his wife remained firm,
Shouting, “Take off that suit, you philandering worml!”
In a wwinkling their son made ready to go;
Candelabrum in hand and dimples aglow!

“Now be careful, my precious, and be a good boy,”
Mrs. Santa said kissing her bundle of joy.

“TI'was then Santa shouted (his voice was a deaf’ner!):
“Give that little black book to praveoy’s Hugh Hefner!”

(And so ends our story

ol Sania’s detour;

Happy Chnistmas to all —

4 la Clement Clarke Moore!)
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w&©&(ﬁu @m (continued from page 102)

“You still don’t believe it, do vou?”
he laughed. “That 1 won’t be rushing
off each day at 8:10, that Jim won't go
1o school again ever. School’s out for all
of us! No more pencils, no more hooks,
no more boss’ sassy looks! We're let out,
darling, and we'll never come back to the
silly damn dull routines. Come on!”

Aund he had walked her through the
still and empty city streets.

“They didn't die,” he said. “They just
. . . went away.”

“What about the other cities?”

He went to an outdoor phone booth
and dialed Chicago, then New York,
then San Francisco.

Silence. Silence. Silence.

“That's it,” he said, replacing the re-
ceiver.

“1 feel guilty,” she said. “They gone
and we here. And . . . 1 feel happy.
Why? 1 should be unhappy.”

“Should you? It's no tragedy. They
weren't tortured or blasted or burned.
It went easily and they didn’t know. And
now we owe nothing to anyone. Qur
only responsibility is being happy. Thirty
more years of happiness, wouldn't that

be good?”

“But then we must have more chil-
drent”

“To repopulate the world?” he shook
his head slowly, calmly. “No. Let Jim be
the last. After he's grown and gone let
the horses and cows and ground squirrels
and garden spiders have the world.
They'll get on. And someday some other
species that can combine a natural hap-
piness with a natural curiosity will build
cities that won't even look like cities to
us, and survive. Right now, let’s go pack
a basket, wake Jim and get going on that
long thirty-year summer vacation. I'll
beat you to the housel”

He ook a sledge hammer from the
small rail car and while he worked alone
for half-an-hour fixing the rusted rails
into place, the woman and the boy ran
along the shore. They came back with
dripping shells, a dozen or more, and
some beautiful pink pebbles, and sat
and the boy rook schooling from the
mother, doing homework on a pad with
a pencil for a time; and then at high
noon the man came down, his coat off,
his tie thrown aside, and they drank
orange pop, watching the bubbles surge
up, glutting, inside the bottles. It was
quict. They listened to the sun wne the
old iron rails. The smell of hot tar on
the ties moved about them in the salt
wind, as the husband tapped his atlas
map lightly and gently:

“We'll go to Sacramento next month,
May. then work up toward Seattle.
Should make that by July first, July's a

"

110 good month in Washington, then back

down as the weather cools, w0 Yellow-
stone, a few miles a day, hunt here, fish
there . . .”

The boy, bored, moved away to throw
sticks in the sea and wade out like a dog
to retricve them.

The man went on: "Winter in Tucson,
then, part of the winter, moving toward
Florida, up the coast in the spring, and
maybe New York by June. Two years
from now, Chicago in the summer. Win-
ter, three years from now, what about
Mexico City? Anywhere the rails lead
us, anywhere at all, and if we come to
an old offshoot rail line we don’t know
anything about, what the hell, we'll just
take it, go down it to see where it goes.
And some year, by God, we’ll boat down
the Mississippi, always wanted to do that.
Enough to last us a lifetime. And that's
just how long 1 want to take to do it
all. ...

His voice faded. He started to fumble
the map shut, but before he could move,
a bright thing fell through the air and
hit the paper. It rolled off into the sand
and made a wet lump.

His wile glanced at the wet place in
the sand and then swiltly searched his
face. His solemn eyes were too bright.
And down one cheek was a track of wet-
ness.

She gasped. She took his hand and
held it tight.

He clenched her hand very hard, his
eyes shut now, and slowly he said, with
difficulty:

“Wouldn't it be nice if we went to
sleep tonight and in the night, somchow,
it all came back. All the foolishness, all
the noise, all the hate, all the terrible
things, all the nighumares, all the wicked
people and stupid children, all the mess,
all the smallness, all the confusion, all
the hope, all the need, all the love.
Wouldn't it be nice?”

She waited and nodded her head once.

Then both of them started.

For standing between them, they knew
not for how -long, was their son, an
empty pop bottle in one hand.

The boy's face was pale. With his free
hand he reached out to touch his father’s
check where the single tear had made
its track.

“You,” he said. “Oh, Dad, you. You
haven't anyone to play with, either .. .”

The wile started to speak.

The husband moved to take the boy's
hand.

The boy jerked back. “Sillyl Oh, sillyl
Silly fools! Oh, you dumb, dumb!™ And,
whirling, he rushed down to the ocean
and stood there crying, loudly.

The wife rose to follow, but the hus-
band stopped her.

“No. Let him.”

And then they both grew cold and

quiet. For the boy, below on the shore,
aying steadily, now was writing on a
piece of paper and stuffing it into the
pop bottle and ramming the un cap
back on and taking the bottle and giving
it a great glittering heave up in the air
and out into the tidal sca.

What, thought the wife, what did he
write on the note? What's in the bottle?

The bottle moved out in the waves.

The boy stopped crying.

Alfter a long while he walked up the
shore to stand looking at his parents.
His face was neither bright nor dark,
alive nor dead, ready nor resigned; it
seemed a curious mixture that simply
made do with time, weather and these
people. They looked at him and beyond
to the bay where the bottle, containing
the scribbled note, was almost out of
sight now, shining in the waves.

Did he write what we wanted? thought
the woman; did he write what he heard
us just wish, just say?

Or did he write something for only
himself? she wondered, that tomorrow he
might wake and find himself alone in an
empty world, no one around, no man,
no woman, no father, no mother, no fool
grownups with fool wishes, so he could
trudge up to the railroad tracks and
take the handcar motoring, a solitary
boy, across the continental wilderness,
on eternal voyages and picnics?

Is that what he wrote in the note?

Which?

She searched his colorless eyes, could
not read the answer: dared not ask.

Gull shadows sailed over and kited
their faces with sudden passing coolness.

“Time to go,” someone said,

They loaded the wicker basket onto
the rail car. The woman tied her large
bonnet securely in place with its yellow
ribbon, they set the boy's pail of shells
on the floor boards, then the husband
put on his tie, his vest, his coat, his hat,
and they all sat on the bench of the
car looking out at the sea where the
bottled note was far out, blinking on
the horizon.

“Is asking enough?” said the boy.
“Does wishing work?"”

“Sometimes . . . loo well.”

"It depends on what you ask for.”

The boy nodded, his eyes faraway.

They looked back at where they had
come from, and then ahead to where
they were going.

"“Goodbye, place,” said the boy, and
waved.

The car rolled down the rusty rails.
The sound of it dwindled, faded. The
man, the woman, the boy dwindled with
it in the distance, among the hills.

After they were gone, the raill wem-
bled faintly for two minutes and cecased.
A Hake of rust fell. A flower nodded.

The sea was very loud.
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the pity of it was that there seemed to be no genuine masters or mistresses left in the world

fiction By ALBERTO MORAVIA



HEY SAY THAT THE DAY WILL coME when we shall all be masters and there won't be any servants. They say
Tthat the occupation of a servant is unworthy of a man who is a man because one man ought not to serve
another. They say that the day will come when we will do everything for ourselves, without any servants, like
savages. I'm not disputing it: man never stands still; he feels a need to make changes in everything that
exists, and very likely the changes are for the worse, but he is bound 1o make them and then, to comfort
himself, he calls them progress. But there’s one thing I'm sure of: out of ten men — as far as I know, anyhow
— two, perhaps, are born masters, but the others are born servants. The master who is a born master likes
to give orders from the very cradle; but the others are not content until they have found a master to give
orders to them. Well, well, men are all different; and in spite of all sorts of progress there will always be
masters and servants, only they’ll call them by another name; as we all know, words, 10 men, are everything;
and the man who is offended at hearing himself called “porter” will no doubt run up eagerly if someone
shouts “luggage carrier” at him,

As for me, I was born a servant, I have lived up till now as a servant and I shall die, I daresay, as an
old dotard, but still a servant. I like to serve; 1 like to obey; I like to submit to the will of another. To serve:
there is a possibility, however, that the word may be misunderstood. For if you come 1o think of it, while I
am serving my master, he is serving me. I mean, in fact, that if there wasn't a master I should not be able
to be a servant. And what should I do then? Become a gravedigger?

And so, from one place to another, changing either because I did not like my master, or because he did
not like me, or for some other reason, I finished up in a villa on the Via Cassia, where I thought T had
found a good situation. In this recently built villa lived a recently married couple: she a blonde, with a
long, lovely face and enormous, intense blue eyes, very thin and tall and elegant, her boyish appearance
emphasized by her golden hair, cut short 4 la Bonaparte; he, small and dark and powerfully built, with dis-
proportionately broad shoulders, a square face, a loud voice, his whole person full of authority and im-
portance — one of those small men who make up for their size by a domineering, arrogant manner. He was
evidently a proper rustic by origin — judging, anyhow, by his mother who turned up at the villa on one
occasion and whom I very nearly mistook for one of the peasant women who go round with baskets of new-
laid eggs. His wife, on the other hand, came of a good family; I think she was the daughter of a magistrate.
I said it was a good situation, but I did not say it was an ideal one: for we were isolated, 20 kilometers along
the Via Cassia, and for a manservant who did not have a contemplative character like mine this would have
been a serious disadvantage. Then, the villa was a large one, with a ground floor all reception rooms and an
upper floor all bedrooms, and there were only three of us servants, not counting the gardener: the cook,
the housemaid and myself. Finally — and this, in my opinion, was the worst thing — neither he nor she was
really and truly a “master,” that is, a master born: he was a peasant, son and grandson of peasants; she was
of good family but uprooted; she set herself up as mistress of the house but she hadn't the habit of it, and,
as everyone knows, in these matters it’s habit that counts.

Early in the morning, after breakfast, he would leave the house, get into his powerful, expensive car
and drive off along the Via Cassia; generally he would stay out all day; and 1 have an idea that in Rome,
apart from his import-export office, he also had some sort of a love nest. She also had an expensive car which
she drove herself, but she used it rarely, either because she did not like going into town or, more probably,
because she did not know anybody there; so she stayed at home, wandering round, in trousers and jumper,
from one room to another, from one floor to the other, and also, if the weather was fine, round the garden.
She was always doing something, it is true, for in such a big house there was always something to do; other-
wise, especially in the afternoon, she would curl up in an armchair, sitting on her own legs, and read; but
whatever she was doing, wandering round the house or reading, you could see that she was discontented and
bored. Sometimes she would stand behind me, in the garden, while I was helping the gardener to put in
plants and prune trees; or again she would get on her horse — for she had a fine horse in a stable at the far
end of the garden —and go galloping off round the countryside; but always, whether in the garden or on
horseback, she had that discontented, bored look on her face.

At last, often after dark, he would come home again, and would begin furiously blowing his horn as
soon as he reached the turning from the Via Cassia. From the sound of that horn it was clear who was
master in the villa: she would jump up from the sofa where she was reading and run to the door on long
legs tightly encased in very tight trousers; beside her, barking, ran two enormous great Danes, as big as
calves, which had been sleeping, curled up at her feet, all the afternoon; the maid, too, would come running,
tying on her apron and adjusting her cap; the gardener, who was also the (continued on page 206)



“It's not for nothing that you are called ‘lvan the Terrible’"”
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HOW TO READ A BOOK
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the contemporary champion of ageless classics candidly contends that you
can ingest their germinal ideas without chomping the surrounding chaff

article BY NIORTIMER ADLER

AS A MAN LONG IDENTIFIED with the great-books movement —indeed someone once
called me “The Great Bookie” —I am painfully aware that many of the great
works of thought and imagination I have been talking and writing about for 30
years are not read by those who might enjoy them most. A generation entertained
by C. S. Forester, Herman Wouk, Georges Simenon and J. D. Salinger finds the
works of Homer, Virgil, Dante and Shakespeare practically unreadable.

The truth is that these books are actually fully as readable as Captain Horatio
Hornblower, The Caine Mutiny, the Inspector Maigret mysteries and The Catcher
in the Rye. The knack lies in knowing how to read them.

First, let us observe how not to read them. Consider, for example, the approach
of the romantic lover of culture and learning who sets out to tackle the masters.
Does he advance upon these renowned works as he would a contemporary best
seller? Of course not. Instead, full of reverential awe, he approaches them as
if they were sacred scripts. He starts from the first word on the first page and
proceeds to the last word on the last page — or at least that is his goal. He proceeds
cautiously, pedantically, feeling compelled to comprehend every sentence the
moment he reads it —or to succumb in the attempt.

What happens to our lover of culture is not difficult to predict. The “stops”
become more and more frequent as he tries to track down every allusion to un-
known legend, myth or history, or is diverted by the author’s own digressions —
all too plentiful, incidentally, in many of the great literary works of the past. No
matter how pronounced a glutton for punishment our reverential reader may be,
there comes a point when even he has had too much of a bad thing and he
finally gives up. A few more experiences like this with the great books, and he
becomes convinced that reading them is a fruitless pursuit and that they have ac-
quired their lofty reputation through snobbery, stupidity or skulduggery.

It is not hard for us to see where the poor fellow has gone wrong.

Obviously, he has not given these renowned books any chance to display their
worth. No sensible person reads an ordinary book in this way, and it’s no way to
read a great book either. Our disillusioned culture seeker has been betrayed by his
naiveté and his prim solemnity. He has so encumbered himself that he cannot
function as a reader, loaded down as he is with all his dictionaries, encyclopedias,
classical companions and literary histories, as he tries to track down every obscure
allusion and understand every word of the venerable book.

Now, let me speak for myself. Whenever 1 have found a great book worthy of
its reputation, it was the shape, tone, drive, mood and essential content of the
book as a whole that impressed and interested me. Some parts of it I found espe-
cially enjoyable or vivid, while others bored, puzzled or stymied me until I slid
by them and went on with my reading. This is the common-sense way of reading
a great hook the first time around. Otherwise — via the stop-and-look-it-up or stop-
and-figure-itout way —one would never get it read the first time.

Note that I did not say this is the only good way or even the best way to
read a great work. 1 said that this admittedly superficial reading is the best and only
way the first time around. 1 prant, indeed 1 urge, that the great books are infinitely
rereadable, that we discern more meaning in them (continued on page 122)
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SUSAN

born to the theater, bound for stardom
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a bright-burning star adds to her luster







Stm‘s bright shine with different light — thus, Susan Strasberg,
theater-bred (father Lee heads Actors Studio), has been a
stage-movie-TV triple threat since her Broadway debut (at 15) in
“The Diary of Anne Frank.” Brunette, brown-eyed and a wispy 5',
Susan (now 24) will next be seen in the Italian film, “Kapo.” Her
last play, “Camille,” failed financially, but Susan’s admirers are 7e-
warded by these nudeworthy photos, inspired by the classic drama.
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PHOTOGRAPHED ESPECIALLY FOR PLAYBOY
BY PETER BASCH
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PHOTOGRAPHED FSPECIALLY FOR PLAYHBOY
BY BERT CANN

im Novak, a Hollyvwood thoroughbred, is one of the last of the red-

hot products of the late, lamented star system. Raised by unthealvical
parents, Kim spent an emotionally turbulent adolescence in Chicago before
clicking with a screen test nine vears ago. Blonde, green-eyed and a bonny
57", Kim (now 30) has been box-office dynamite from the beginning (“Push-
over,” “Picnic,” et al.) to her present starring role in Maugham’s “Of Hu-
man Bondage” — in which, for the first lime, Kim goes the way of all flesh.
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HOW TO READ A BOOK

the more we read them and the more
we bring to them. But we must start
from where we are and with what we
are — with our present age, experience
and insight —and let these works and
writers communicate to us here and now.

What soured many of us on so vital
and juicy a writer as William Shakespeare
in our school days was not simply the
fact that we were [ar too young to under-
stand all that he said. Of course, we were
too young — what schoolboy could under-
stand Othello, what schoolgirl under-
stand Cleopatra? But that was not our
trouble. Just recall how a play as tight
and simple in structure as Macbeth, with
a single story line and theme, moving
swiftly toward its climax and conclusion,
packing evervthing into a terse 2100
lines, was hopelessly obscured by pseudo-
scholarly busyness. We were so busy
reading the explanatory footnotes and
glossary, and laboriously tracking down
unfamiliar terms and allusions that we
were never able to view the play as a
whole. We never suspected that the
proper way to read a play for the first
time is to do it in one continuous read-
ing, so as to grasp the action as a whole
— and then, and only then, if we care to
do so, 10 go over it carefully, searching
out the meanings and connections of the
details of dialog and plot. In school, we
never got to see what the shouting was
all about or to discern why the charac-
ters behaved as they did. What wonder,
then, that Shakespeare seemed dull?

Granted that more elaborate and com-
plex plays, such as Othello and King
Lear. will not reveal as much of their
meaning as does Macbeth in a quick
once-over, the [act remains that it is the
essential theme and action that must
enlist our interest before we can become
aware of all the dewils. In King Lear,
what excites, astounds and tervifies us is
the sad and mad career of that amazing,
impulsive, raging old man as he realizes
the consequences of his blind stupidity in
his relations with his daughters. This is
the core of the play and everything else
runs in or out of it. This is what it is
important to follow and grasp. As for
the side story or subtheme of Gloucester
and his sons, which crisscrosses the main
story throughout the play, it is not im-
portant to sce exactly how it fits, or
whether ndeed it fits at all with the cen-
tral theme, when first we read the play.
Il we wonder about it, we can return
and scarch it out, with the actions and
reactions of Lear and his daughters fixed
fumly in our minds.

It is pedantic fussiness that interferes
with our enjoyment of Shakespeare, not
the  Elizabethan, poctic language that
some readers ¢laim is the hazrd. Acw-
ally, the problem of understanding the
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not much more difhcult than that of
grasping any other English local dialect.
such as the speech ol Faulkner's rural
Southerners or Sillitoe’s provincial Brit-
ish workingmen. The philologist Jesper-
sen once pointed out that Shakespeare’s
language is for the most part the ordi-
nary conversational English of his day
and not at all a [ancy poetic diction. We
should not find it too hard to grasp what
lago means when he tells Desdemona’s
[ather that his white ewe is being tupped
by an old black ram. “Tup” is certainly
less of a problem to us than Norman
Mailer's odd threeletter word in The
Naked and the Dead will be to readers
three centuries hence (they may well con-
fuse it with "hg™).
- - -

As 1 have indicated. the distinguished
litcrature of past eras provides quite a
few obstacles, detours and blind alleys,
where an innocent and serious-minded
reader may well come a cropper. One ol
the most annoying things to many read-
ers, especially in very ancient literature,
is the repetition of termns, narration and
dialog. Homer's relerence o “the rosy
fingered Dawn” in the Odyssey, lor ex-
ample, may charm us at first, but some
of us are ready to chew off our finger-
nails at the thousandth repetition of this
phrase. Moreover, certain parts of the
story of Ulysses” wanderings are repeated
many times 1 full detail.

One explanation of this may be that
the ancient writers did not have an edi-
tor peering over their shoulders, telling
them what to cut and what to condense.
In those days. perhaps, books were more
written than edited, in contrast o our
“advanced” present-day practices. But
the most likely explanation is that
Homer was still close in manner to the
ancient bard who chanted his tale at the
banquet table or around the campfire.
Oral recitation, particularly of long nar-
ratives, required repetition at various
peoints m the tale, and no doubt the au-
diences liked to be reminded of the de-
tails and events that had gone before
(as in the serial stories in our weekly and
monthly magazines). And they would nod
appreciatively at the repetition of a
favorite metaphor or phrase.

However, we who read the Odyssey
today usually do so alone, and most often
without moving our lips. Il we have read
and remember a certain sitwation, event
or interchange, there is no need to read
it again, often in the very same words, a
second and a third time. What most of
us do when we arce aware of this ancient
practice 1s to skip the repetitive passage
cntirely and go on with the story, which
is, of course, the sensible thing o do.
It certainly involves no lese majesty or
l)l;tsphl_'my, for however sacred Homer
may have been held in ceriain Greek

circles, his text is not sacrosanct to us.
We are not compelled o mouth and
ponder every single word — including du-
plications and rcduplit‘;uions. Reading is,
alter all, an active and selective process,
the analog of writing, not a merely
passive echoing of the writer's words.

Another favorite practice of the an-
cients, and one which has been followed
by writers all the way down to the
present, is the frequent use of digressions.
Sometimes these digressions dovetail into
the narrative proper and serve to fill in
what has gone before, like the movie
Aash back. But often they seem to serve
no particular purpose. In the Odyssey,
for instance, Ulysses’ lying yarns when
he is trying to preserve his incognito,
and the long and detailed accounts of
their pasts by various minor characters.
All these digressions seem to do is to
keep us from going on with the main
story. According to such eminent literary
critics as Goethe and Schiller, this was
just what the author was trying to do,
to "retard” us in the reading of the
story, in order to keep things relaxed
and leisurely. Ancient audiences, it
seems, liked a man who took his time,
and they liked to take their time in get-
ting to the culmination of a story.

The modern temper, however, is not a
leisurely one and we are likely to be an-
noyed rather than mollified by digres-
sions from the main story. Our tendency
is to skip or skim these interruptions.
Certainly something is lost when we do
this, for a full appreciation and enjoy-
ment of Homer requires an awareness
of the richness and clarity of detail even
in his offshoots from the main narrative.
It would be unfortunate if we did not
catch the wonderful story of how Ulys
ses got his scar in Book XIX of the
Odyssey, and the many other magnificent
miniatures that adorn the work. Still, in
a first reading we must achieve a middle
ground between the slow sipping which
never gets to the bottom of the glass and
the quick gulp which never senses the
flavor, body and aroma. We must not
permit ourselves to become so engrossed
in our admiration of Homer's miniatures
that we lose the main thread of the story
of that most crafty and devious of men,
Ulysses; his ambiguous, devoted, sly and
catty wife; and his weak, uncertain, fa-
ther-seeking son.

A great book which certainly seems
to call for the skipping device is Cer-
vantes’ Don Quixote. This engaging, com-
ical, touching story of the Knight of the
Rucful Countenance and his fat, prag-
matic squire is interspersed with all kinds
of side stories, stories within stories and
subplots, There are many of these tales,
such as “The Novel of the Ill-advised
Curiosity” (in which the husband pre-
vails on his friend to test his wile's vir-
tue — to his sorrow), which have nothing

(continued on page 196)



opinion By ROBERT PRAUL SIMITH

everyhady shinny on his own side

a smart rap on the furst family’s knuckles for the

way 1t sticks its fingers in america’s cultural pie
I LIKE JOHN FITZGERALD KENNEDY; [ think his wife Jackie is a
very pretty girl of the kind of pretty I don’t much care about;
1 am as fond ol Caroline as any middle-aged but middling-
vigorous paterfamilias is of anybody else’s small girl child,
namely, not so’s you could notice it; brother Bobby seems to
me to earn his keep well if a trifle eagle-scoutishly, and brother
Ted is a matter strictly between brother Jack and the electorate
of Massachusetts, and absolutely none of my business.

J-F.K. reads, writes and speaks the American language with
vigor (or vigah); if his action in Birmingham may have been
something less than fearless, at least his prior conduct in the
Meredith case was forthright (after what struck me as inex-
plicable temporizing); if his early handling of the Cuban situa.
tion was inept, his second go-round, as well as his more recent
conduct on the Nuclear Test Ban were inescapable, bold,
brave and brilliant and, thank God, correct.

On balance, he seems 1o me to be an excellent President
to be having now, and I'm glad I voted for him.
But (my, wasn't that “but” a long time coming?),
starting with his inauguration, I have been seeing
_a cloud considerably larger than a man’s hand
* developing into a storm head which m my
' opinion should be seeded and dispersed
instantly.
At the inauguration, a venerated
poet whose work I admire was
(concluded on page 219)
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THE MORALS
OF VIONEY

THOSE RESPONSIBILITIES
ATTENDANT UPON
THE POSSESSION

OF PERSONAL WEALTH

artice BY J. PAUL GETTY

woORDSs sucH As millionaire, multimillionaire and billionaire carry a magic
and compelling ring. Understandably enough, many people are mesmer-
ized by those words, by what they think those words imply — and by the
thought of piling up a personal fortune as an end in itself.

These people seem to believe that every millionaire has his millions
in ready cash. stored in strongboxes beneath his bed or in a handy wall
safe in his library, to hold or squander according to his whim. They also
apparently believe that money can buy them everything and solve all
their problems.

In the case ol a “working” millionaire — a wealthy individual actively
engaged in business — nothing could be [urther [rom the truth. In the
first place, although a businessman may be “worth” many millions of
dollars, precious little of his wealth is in Auid, spendable cash. His fortune
is invested — tied up —in land, buildings, machinery, equipment, raw
materials, finished-product inventories, in all the things which make up
his business and keep it in operation.

Certainly, only a minute [raction of any working businessman’s fortune
is ever available to him as personal cash on hand unless he chooses 1o
go out of business and liquidates his holdings by selling them. But the
successful businessman very seldom sells out.

He knows that wealth which serves no constructive purpose has no
real justification for its existence. It might be said that he views business
as a creative art. He uses his money as capital, investing and reinvesting
it to create businesses and to expand them. These, in turn, create jobs
and produce goods and services —and help create a better life for all.

The successful businessman also knows that wealth does not auto-
matically grant him a year-round, no-limit license for fun-filled Irolic.
He is well-aware that money has the power to do many things for people
— but he also realizes that money can do many things, bad as well as
good, to people, their private lives, personalities and moral and intellec-
tual values.

Believe me, wealth is something with which one has 1o learn to live —
and the task is not always as simple as might be imagined. A man who be-
comes rich finds it necessary to adjust to the idea of being wealthy. He must
make certain that he maintains his perspective and his sense of values. He
must learn 1o cope with the special problems his wealth creates, 1o handle
the types of people who are wont to flock around him because he is rich.

And even though the successful businessman may not have 10 worry
about his rent or grocery bills, though he may be secure from personal
financial want, he is never secure from financial worries. The business
man’s wealth derives [rom the profts made from his business ventures —
profits which are dependent upon the efficient operation of those ventures.
Consequently, he always has money problems.

If one of his firms is operating at a loss —as will often happen — he
must take immediate steps to remedy the (continued overleaf)
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PLAYBOY

situation. He must find money 10 f-
nance the expansion and modernization
programs of his companies. He must sce
to it that his companics pay debts
promptly. He always has to think —and
often has to worry —about these and
countless other questions of fAnance.
Take my word for it, a businessman’s
worries over paying oft a $5.000,000
bond issue that has matured are no less
great, immediate and personal than those
of a §75-a-weck clerk who has to meet
a 5500 note that's falling duel

No matter how wealthy or successful
a businessman may be, he has heavy re-
sponsibilities to his employees, customers,
shareholders and the public at large.
Unless he stands ready to discharge his
obligations, he will not remain wealthy
very long.

I received my first lessons about money
and business in the tough, no-nonsense
school of the Oklahoma oil fields. The
men I met and with whom I worked had
very dehinite views on the morals of mon-
ey, the ethics of business and the respon-
sibilities of a businessman.

“Moral responsibility can never be
avoided.” ““The last thing you should
ever do is borrow. The first thing you
must always do is repay your debts.” “If
you can trust a man, a written contract
is a waste of paper. If you can't trust
him, a written contract is still a waste
of paper.” “Money is only as good as
what you do with it. The best thing you
can do with your money is to keecp it
working and to make sure it keeps you
working, too.”

Such are a random but representative
sampling of the tenets which formed the
credo of the oil fields. They may sound
homely in this age of nuclear-powered
Madison Avenue slogans, but I've found
them to be as valid and valuable as any-
thing I've learned during my career.

I'll admit I didn’t take all the lessons
to heart at the beginning. 1 was 24 when
I made my hrst million. With that
money —and  the arrogant self-confi-
dence of youth—1 decided to retire
and spend the rest of my life enjoying
myself.

I had a great time —at first. But a
man in his mid-20s who has worked hard
and achieved results can only play so
long. He can attend only so many parties,
drink only so much champagne and
paint the town red only so many times
before he realizes that he's wasting his
time — and that he’s bored stiff.

It took me about two years to reach
the supersaturation point, but reach it |
finally did. I retired in 1916. By early
1919, I'd tasted far too much of my far-
too-prenmuiture retirement, and my money
and I were back in the oil business, this
time 1o stay. I've kept my money work-
ing, and it's kept me working, ever since.

Once an individual achieves financial

126 success and is identified as a millionaire.

he is thenceforth a marked man, and
matters only get worse as his wealth in-
creases. If he's seen talking to other busi-
nessmen over a restaurant lunch, he is
sure to receive a dozen telephone calls a
few hours later from people asking him
to confirm or deny the reports ol project-
ed mergers, stock splits or extra dividend
payments which are already making the
rounds. Let him attend a social [unction
and dance with a young lady more than
once, and the rumors of a “sizzling new
romance” which buzz through the ball-
room are certain to find their way into
the gossip columns. The conversation at
the luncheon table may have been con-
cerned solely with hobbies or horse rac-
ing. The millionaire's dancing partner
may have been his niece or his cousin.
But the results are inevitable.

No, despite all the many advantages
he enjoys, the wealthy businessman’s life
is not all champagne and caviar. He
must accept the fact that, despite his
wealth and position, there are drawbacks
to being a millionaire. He may be re-
spected or admired for achieving success
and wealth, but he must expect that a
considerable and vociferous segment of
the population will envy and even hate
him for it. There are times when he may
be praised for what he says or does, but
he will be reviled at lcast as often.

In some ways, a millionaire just can't
win. Il he spends too freely, he is criti-
cized lor being extravagant and ostenta-
tious. If, on the other hand, he lives
quietly and thriftily, the same people
who would have criticized him for being
profligate will call him a miser.

If he goes to parties and night clubs,
he is labeled a wastrel and doubts
arc taised about his maturity and sense
of responsibility. Let him shun the
salons and saloons, and he is prompily
tagged as a recluse or misanthrope,

To the auditors and critics of the rich,
cven the most minor actions loom as
matters of major concern. Take tipping,
for example. I've found that if 1 leave
a liberal tip in a restaurant, someone is
sure to say I'm showing off. If T don’t
overtip, that same someone will be the
first to say that “Paul Getty is a penny
pincher.”

If I talk to reporters, word gets around
quickly that I'm a publicity hound. If
I don't grant interviews, I'm considered
“uncooperative” or hostile to the press,
and some gossip columnist is certain to
write somecthing to the effect that “Paul
Getty is strangely uncommunicative these
days. Could it be that he's trying to avoid
answering certain highly explosive ques
tions?”

Am 1 complaining? No. Not at all. I'm
merely listing some of the things a mil-
lionaire has to accept with rueful and
resigned good humor.

A wealthy person can obviously buy
a plenitude ol the material things in

life. He can have an extensive wardrobe,
automobiles, a fine house, servants —in
short, all the material appurtenances of
luxury living. The extent to which he
is able to enjoy these depends on him,
and, if he is an active businessman, to
a considerable degree on the demands
which his business makes upon his time
and energies.

I still find that it’s often neccessary to
work 16 and I8 hours a day, and some-
times right around the clock. When 1
travel, the problems of business are
never farther than the nearest telegraph
or cable office or telephone. 1 can’t
remember a single day of vacation in
the last 45 years that was not somchow
mnterrupted by a cable, telegram or
telephone call that made me tend to
business for at least a few hours. Such
work schedules and the need for devot-
ing the majority of my time to building
and expanding my businesses have taken
a heavy toll of my personal life.

I've been married and divorced five
times. I deeply regret these marital fail-
ures, but I can understand why they
were failures. Each one of my former
wives is a wonderful woman who did
her utmost to make her marriage to me
a success. But a woman doesn’t feel
secure, contented or happy — she doesn’t
feel as though she is really a wife, or
that she really has a husband — when
she finds that her husband is thinking
of his business interests first and fore-
most and that she comes next, almost as
an afterthought.

Five marital failures have taught me
these things. They've also taught me
that a happy marriage is another of the
countless things in life that no man can
buy no matter how many hundreds of
millions of dollars he possesses.

Friendship is somcthing clse that
can’t be bought — although there are
many who try to sell its counterfeit. I've
often said that time is the only reliable
gauge by which a wealthy person can
measure friendships. 1 consider myself
to be exwremely fortunate in having
made many real and good friends.

These people have been my [riends
for years and even decades. They've
never tried to profit financially from our
friendships. 1f they have asked me for
anything, their requests were reason-
able — the kind that good friends are
likely to make of each other.

Such is not the case with the familiar
type of individual who goes out of his
way to become friendly with a wealthy
person with premeditated intent to get
something for nothing. That “some-
thing” may be a job. an inside tip on
the stock market. money to start a new
business or to shore up an old one that's
crumbling, an outright cash gilt —or a
cash gift that's euphemistically described
as a loan.

(concluded on page 164)
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TO PARADISE, BY FERRY memoir By ARTHUR KOPIT
the prospect of a uvisit to a nudist colony with the english girl had

seemed promising, but, as it turned

out, clothes made all the difference

THE OTHER DAY I tried to get into a nudist colony.

Things didn’t work out so well.

They siarted off well, though, that I must ad-
mit. First there was the English girl. It was on the
last day of the Cannes Film Festival that I spotted
her. In the midst of a blur of browned bodies
there she lay, lobster-pink, glistening with oil.
She was draped languorously across a chaise
longue in the middle of the Carlton beach, a copy
of the London Times by her side. I wandered
over.

“Parlez-vous anglais?” 1 asked, casually.

Two sea-blue eyes peered up at me from over
the rim of a pair of sunglasses, obviously too
dark to see through. The eyes squinted, focused

and blinked.

“Oh Christ, not another American!”

I smiled.

She turned over on her stomach.

1 see you're reading the London Times. Mind
il T have a look?”

“What's the matter, they all out of Herald
Tribunes?”

I told her I liked the print of the London
Tunes better. She crumpled it up into a small
ball and hurled it at me. “Strike one,” I said.

She didn’t laugh.

“Mind if I sit down?”

She didn’t answer. I sat down.

“Are you staying (continued on page 130)
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PLAYBOY

TO PARADISE

here at the Carlton?”

She stared at me incredulously. “What
are you, a bloody idiot? If 1 were staying
at the Carlton do you think I'd be out
here on the beach?”

I nodded.

She probably had a point, though I
must confess I didn’t precisely see it.
Still, T allowed her her occasional obscu-
rities for she looked wonderful there in
the sun. Her hair was white-blonde,
long, straight and wet and just managed
to touch the freckled, pink tips of her
shoulders. She looked somewhat like a
cross between May Britt and Princess
Margaret. I asked her how long she'd
been there.

“Since one o’clock.”

“No, I mean in Cannes.”

“A week.”

“Are you happy here?”

She propped herself up on her elbows.
“What are you, a psychiatrist?”

She didn't wait for an answer but
turned her back to me, unraveled the
London Times and began to read.

“You don’t like Americans very much,
do you?"

She pointed a pink finger in the gen-
cral direction of the sea. I looked out.
A U.S. aircraft carrier, three destroyers,
two cruisers and a submarine dotted the
picturesque port.

“Four thousand on shore leave,” she
muttered.

There was nothing one could say.

I decided to examine her back. It was
slightly less pink than her front. It
looked rather like the skin of a well-
patted baby. It looked soft. She had a
beauty mark about three inches above
the white line of her right hip. There
was a mosquito bite on her left shoulder.
I resisted the temptation to scratch it
Instead, I watched a small stream of sand
slowly snake its way down from her
haunched shoulder blades along the line
of her spine to a small, white, dimpled
hollow just above her powder-pink,
slightly wet, bikini pants.

"You know, I'm very fond of the Brit-
ish,” 1 said, softly.

“Then stop breathing on my back.
You're blocking the sun.”

I apologized. I lay back, folded my
hands behind my head and began to
think about the Revolutionary War. 1
was just coming to Cornwallis when she
spoke.

“All right, what are you deoing in
Cannes?”

Feverishly I racked my brain. Why had
she spoken? What was the real motive
behind the disarming innocence of her
question? Was it simply curiosity? Or
was it politeness? Was it boredom? Or
was it perhaps (and far more likely) some
subtle seaside passion that drew her irre-
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(continued from page 127)

terranean lust, peculiar to the British,
unknown to Americans and fatal? 1
decided that the best thing to do was
answer and play it cautiously from there.

“I'm a writer,” I said, as cryptically
as possible.

She asked me what 1 did for a living.

It was a question I had not expected.
I swallowed, moistened my lips and craft-
ily avoided a direct answer by repeating
that I was a writer.

“And you make money at ir?”

“Enough to live,” 1 said. looking
around to see who was listening.

“In Cannes?”

I told her that I'd won 10 dollars at
the Casino the night belore.

She ook off her sunglasses and stared
at me microscopically. I could hear the
I.LB.M. cards inside her head shuffling
through to the next question.

She said, clearly and emphatically and
in the queen’s best English, “You still
have not told me just what you are doing
here in Cannes.”

I decided to tell her.

She didn’t believe me.

“I've never heard of the place,” she
said.

“Well, it is very small.”

“Is it something like Capri?”

I said I didn’t think so.

“Majorca?”

I said no.

She smiled slightly and asked if it was
the sort of place American tourists
would consider “charming’’?

I said 1 doubted that very much.

“Well, just what sori of article are
you proposing to write?”

I told her I wouldn't know until T got
there.

“And you mean to say you're going
all the way out to this place to write
a story for some magazine and you don’t
know the first thing about it?”

I told her that wasn't really true, that
actually 1 did know quite a bit about
the place.

The signs of exasperation were be-
ginning to show when she asked, “Like
what?™”

I said, “Well, for instance, the people
don’t wear anv clothes there.”

It worked.

At 7:30 the next morning we left
Cannes together.

Now these are the ways to get to
Levant: by train from Cannes to St-
Raphaél, which takes forty minutes:
from Scu-Raphaél 1o St-Tropez by bus,
changing at St.’Tropez for the bus to
Le Lavandou, which takes two hours
and forty-ive minutes. The ferries from
Le Lavandou to the fle du Levant leave
at nine o'clock, eleven, two and six. The
boat nide takes an hour. So il onc leaves
Cannes on the seven-o'clock wrain. onc

will artive on Levant at twelve. One can
also drive. I did. There are two routes
available. 1 took the scenic route (syn-
onymous the world over with “longer
route”) by mistake.

We arrived at Le Lavandou ar five past
eleven. The ferry had just pulled out

We waved, sadly.

It came back, quickly.

Except lor the captain and a Scan-
dinavian-looking couple the boat was
empty. It was a large boat.

The English girl grinned. ““Looks like
the tourist season hasn’t started vyet,
hmm?”

1 offered that the two-o'clock was
probably a more popular ferry.

“I don’t believe there’s anyone om
that island at all. I think you're simply
spiriting me out there so you can
seduce me."

I decided to allow for the possibility
of insular desertion and left her state-
ment unanswered except for what I
hoped was an enigmatic smile. She
yawned and pulled the latest copy of the
Ilustrated London News from her
BOAC traveling bag.

“Pity you're not covering the island
for the Illustrated News,” she said.
“They go in for this sort of thing in a
big way.”

A voice said, “Is this the first time
for you?”

I turned from my reading companion
and confronted one half of the only
other couple on board.

I said it was.

“You'll love the island,” he said.
“Ingrid, my wife, and I are going there
for years. It's like a Garden of Eden.
The people are all so wonderful and
friendly. You'll love them. You'll stay
I think a long time?”

I said I was looking forward to an
enjoyable stay indeed.

He said, “You are newlyweds?”

I was suddenly conscious of a pair of
eyes observing me with much interest
from over the copy of the [llustrated
London News.

“Uh, no. Just good friends.”

..f\h."

He lapsed into silence.

I decided that more was needed. “We
used to live near each other in Sussex,
We've known each other for years.”

The eyes were still not reading.

“Maybe then you get married soon?”

“I'm afraid that’s impossible,” said
the latest copy of the Illustrated London
News. "You see, I'm already married.”

And the eyes sank merrily from view.

I looked up at the sky with intense
interest. “Lovely day for an island out-
ing, don't you think?”

Silence.

At last: “You'll love the island.
Ingrid, my wife. and I are going there
for years. It's —"

(continued on page 208)
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GONVERSATION OVER MOO GOO GAI PAN

milton didn’t have that hungry look anymore— he had sylvie, the kid, the house and the lawn instead

I'VE NOTICED THAT AS YOU GET oLDER most of your friends fall out like hair, or decay like teeth. Usually,
though, there’s one that you keep. You need him as a witness to what you once were — a nice-looking kid
with fast hands —and eventually as a pallbearer. I had thought I'd keep Milton, but as he himself said, I
always did think too much.

I was in the Philippines when I got his letter, and I read it sitting on some 40-millimeter crates in an am-
munition dump. At first I refused to believe what I read — it was as though I'd seen his name on a casualty list.

Not that T had anything against marriage — this one just didn’t make sense. It had to be bad news.
Sylvie wasn’t knocked up — Milton would’ve told me. And I knew he wasn’t in love, so why in hell had he
done it? She was a good kid, she had a shape, but you don’t love a girl for that. And you don't marry her.
Not Milton, anyway — or so I thought.

His letter told me nothing, so I took the cue and postponed my questions for two years. Then when |
got out in 1947, I went to see him. He was living in Kew Gardens, in the top half of a two-family house. His
brother-in-law, who was a dentist, had the ground floor. (continued on page 141) 131
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PLAYBOY

wandering about the United States.
Obviously, he suffered from a malady
for which science still has found no
cure — overexposure to American roast
wurkey.

For some reason, apprentice chefs
often stand in awe of the roast. as
though there were countless nuances to
master. It just isn’t so. The roasting art
follows one very simple guideline. Raw
meat for roasting must be eminently
roastable. It may be fresh, as in the
casc of lamb or veal, or hoary with
proper age, as in the case of beef and
certain game, but in any instance, meat
destined for voasting must be absolutely
prime — not top choice — finc-grained as
silk, and docilcly tender. Anything else
should be prepared in some other
manner. Roasting success depends much
less on the cook than it does on the
butcher.

Any idolater of roasts, no matter how
brief his cooking experience may have
been, can put a roast on the fire. The
trick is in knowing when to tike it off.
There's an exact moment when the flesh
is done but juicy. The French eall it
a point. It's literally the instant of escu-
lene perfection. If you happen to pass
it, you're cooked as well as the roast,

For uniformly shaped roasts like ribs
of beef. and racks or loins of lamb, the
meat thermometer is one of civiliza-
tion’s most indispensable aids. Make
sure that your thenmnometer is accurate:
when it registers rare, your meat should
be a luscious pink and not bloody or
semigray. Epicures, who are mostly in-
corrigible nonconformists, ¢an never
agree on just what the words “rare” or
“medium” really mean. Meat thermom-
cters indicate “rare” beef as meat which
has reached 140° inside. But practiced
becleaters usually find 130° or 120°
more to their liking.

To test the doneness of birds, the
cognoscenti ol the roasting profession
usc a two-pronged fork or metal skewer.
If, when the fork is inserted or when
the bird is lifted from the pan, tail-end
down. a rivalet of pink juice flows, the
bird is rare. Wild ducks are always
roasted rare. But in the case of white-
mcated birds, the spurt of juice will be
white and clear when the bird is & point.
If no juice flows, vour bird has passed
into the great inedible beyond. A final
test for roast birds is to wiggle the leg
up and down at the second joint. If it
moves easily, it's ready for the holiday
carving knite. If you must wrestle with
it, return it to the fre until suitably
tractable.

While the pace of most styles of cook-
ing quickens day by day, the art of
roasting becomes slower. The old culi-
nary adage — spare the heat and save
the Hesh — recently has been rediscov-
cred. A hieree llame for 15 minutes or so

134 My be used for starting a roast. But

after this initial baptism of heat, jusi
as soon as the first hint of browning
appears, the fire should be cut down
drastically. The slow, easygoing tempera-
tures make the roast juicier, plumper
and more tender. Game birds and thin
meat like filet of beel are exceptions.
A slow fire makes them taste steamy.

For feasting with illustrious roasts.
the finest still wines are the French red
or white burgundies such as chambertin
or montrachet. One of the Dblessings
which American holiday feast makers
enjoy is the fact that these great gifts ol
Bacchus are often more easily obtain-
able in New York or other large Ameri-
can cities than they are in London or
Paris. The shelves here, for some years
now, have boasted wider selections. And
while the tariiff may be higher, you'll
often find top vintages not easily found
in France itself. If you're in a quandary
about which still wine goes with which
roast, you can always resolve it in one
easy stroke by serving the foam of the
angels — the driest French or American
champagne you can buy.

Since all great roasts are actually very
simple presentations, they should be
honored with flattering garnishes. Rich
chestnur stuffing, grilled liqueur-flavored
fruit or wild rice make a perfect sup-
porting cast for the star attractions which
follow.

ROAST CAPON, WILD RICE WITH WALNUTS

(Serves six)

7-1b. capon

Salad oil

Salt, pepper, MSG seasoning

2 10-oz. cans cooked wild rice

3 os. broken walnut meat

2 rtablespoons butter

2 cups chicken broth, fresh or canned

4 cup dry white wine

Brown gravy coloring

2 tablespoons arrowroot or cornstarch

Have butcher truss capon for roast-
ing. Preheat oven at 325°. Brush capon
with salad oil. Sprinkle with salt and
pepper. Cover breast with aluminum
foil. Place capon on a wire rack in an
uncovered roasting pan. Roast for ap-
proximately 3 hours or until tender.
Remove aluminum foil a half-hour be-
fore roasting is completed. While capon
is roasting, cmpty wild rice into a shal
low pan or casserole. Sprinkle walnut
meat on top. Dot with butter. Bake 20
to 25 minutes. Remove capon from pan.
Throw off excess fat, but let drippings
remain. Add chicken broth and winc.
Bring to a boil over top burner. Add
brown gravy coloring il necessary. Dis-
solve arrowroot in 1; cup cold water.
Slowly add arrowroot to gravy. Simmer
3 to 5 minutes. Season to taste with salt,
pepper and MSG. Pass gravy in sauce-
boat at table. Capon should be carved
like turkey, that is, breast cut into thin
slices, sccond joint cut into chunks, and

drumsticks lelt whole.

ROAST FILET OF BEEF, MUSHROOM FONDUE
(Serves six)

5- to 6-1b. whole beef tenderloin

Salad oil

Salt, pepper, paprika

114 lbs. fresh button mushrooms

Y4 cup butter

2 shallots or spring onions (white

part) minced fine

14 cup flour

2 cups hot milk

3 ozs. shredded process gruyére cheese

3 tablespoons madeira or dark sherry

Grated parmesan cheese

2 tablespoons bread crumbs

1 cup chicken broth

1 packet instant bouillon powder

Brown gravy coloring

1 tablespoon butter

Have butcher prepare tenderloin
(usually listed as filet on mcnus) for
roasting. He should remove outer fat
and membrane close to meat, and tie
narrow end of filet under for roasting.
Top fat may be returned as a protective
coating for roasting, but it prevents
browning ol meat. Brush meat (if fat is
removed) gencrously with salad oil
Sprinkle with salt and pepper. Preheat
oven at 450°. Roast until meat ther-
mometer inserted in thickest part of filet
shows 130°. This usually takes less than
1 hour. Wash mushrooms. If bution
mushrooms are unobtainable, and large
mushrooms are used, cut them into quar-
ters or eighths. Melt 14 cup burtter in
large wide saucepan. Sauté mushrooms
in butter until tender. Add shallots.
Sauté a minute or two longer. Remove
pan from flame. Stir in flour, mixing
well. Slowly stir in milk, mixing con-
stantly. Return pan to a moderate flame.
Simmer 5 minutes. Add gruyére cheese
and madeira. When cheese melts, remove
pan [rom flame. Add salt and pepper to
taste. Turn mushroom mixture into
shallow baking pan or heatproof cas
serole. Sprinkle generously with par-
mesan  cheese. Sprinkle with bread
crumbs, Sprinkle lightly with paprika
and oil. Place pan or casserole under
broiler flame until wopping is browned.
Remove filet from pan. Pour oft excess
fat. Add chicken broth and bouillon
powder. Add brown gravy coloring.
Place pan over top burner and bring to
a boil. Scrape pan bottom and sides
to loosen drippings. Add 1 tablespoon
butter, and salt and pepper to taste.
Carve filet at table in 14-in.-thick slices.
Pass pan gravy and mushroom fondue
separately at table.

ROAST SADDLE OF LAMB, CHIVE MINT JELLY
(Serves six)
10-1b. saddle (double loin) of tamb
1145 cups  chicken broth, fresh or
canned
(concluded on page 202)
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triply gifted W miss december is a prize package of holiday bounty

onna

THE FAMILIAR HOLLYW0OD sAGa of child stardom — all too often end-
ing in both real life and reel life with a fast fade-out when adoles-
cence rears its ugly head — has been refreshingly rewritten by Donna
Michelle, the azure-eyed 18-year-old who adorns our December
gatefold. In the years since her triple flowering as a grade-school
piano prodigy, drama-contest winner and bantam ballerina with the
New York City Ballet, Donna has ripened under the Southern
California sun into a mature mistress of her performing arts —and
an oftbeat beauty with a style and a mind emphatically her own. An
honor graduate from L.A.'s Reseda High School, she enrolled this
fall at UCLA for an ambitious 18-hour curriculum running the
academic gamut from art history to abnormal psychology. “It's a
scholastic smorgasbord,” she admits, “but with my appetite for
learning, I don’t think I've bitten off more than I can chew.” In
the category of between-meal snacks, Donna’s varied diet of recre-
ational reading ranges currently from Dante’s Inferno (“La Dolce

_..——-"’_‘_':.‘

Disploying the owless form of o premiere donseuse, Danno slips into fights and lectard for her weekly bollet closs ot Hollywood's
Eddie Gay Donce Studio, where she posses her bor exom with flying colors, then leops aloft in on opplouse-worthy arobesque.
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OTHER PHOTOGRAPHS BY EDMUND LEJA
Fita with central heating”) to Atlas Shrugged
(“After the second chapter, so did I”). Equally
discerning, if a bit more impulsive, in her
choice of beaux, she digs the kind ol guy
“who's been around and looks it, who's worldly-
wise without being world-weary, articulate and
affirmative, but somewhat skeptical about the
holiness of sacred cows.” Most important in a
man, feels Donna, are two qualities: the cour-
age to demand the right to be himself, and the
grace to grant the same privilege to everyone
else. “But I can’t ask what I can't offer,” she
confesses. “I'm afraid I have a long list of
third-class males who really set my teeth on
edge — especially the moral Milquetoast who
continues to obey unquestioningly the out-
moded codes decreed by society’s die-hard
guardians of Victorian decency. Fortunately,
you can’t hold back a flood for long with a
dike that’s so full of holes. When it finally
gives way, maybe we’ll begin to understand,
accept and, who knows, even rejoice in our
sexual identities.” We'll drink to that. A
Christmas present perfect — triple-featured
herein as our holiday Playmate, double-cover
girl and one of the 10 pretties we've picked as
our favorite Playmates of the decade — Donna
herself is reason enough for just such a cele- Though a champion freestyler and skindiver, Donna avoids
bration of feminine physiology. surfing {"“Frankly, I'm chicken™), has a ball on the beach instead.

353
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Parked in her LA. driveway, Triumph owner Donna dreams of a record-setting race with Stirling Moss — *on or off the
course." No less fond of record spinning (" Anything but Montovani and his musical molasses™), she auditions a new LP.



PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines Kool-Aid
as charity for beatniks,

Two well known actors were exchanging boasts
at Sardi's. “"Well, I've been doing all right,”
said the first one. “During the third act last
night, T virtually had the audience glued to
their seats.”

“Marvelous!”  replied the sccond  actor.
“Damned clever of you to think of that!”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines meteorol-
ogist as a man who can look into a girl’s eyes
and predict whether.

A friend of ours, who blows second sax in a
chic society orchestra, was taking a break at
the bar one evening and overheard the follow-
ing conversation:

“First, I'm going to buy you a [ew drinks
and get you a little tight,” said the guy
aggressively.

“Oh no you're not,” said the girl.

“Then I'll take you to dinner and ply yvou
with a lfew more drinks.”

“Oh no you're not.”

“Then I'll take you to my apartment and
keep serving you drinks.”

“Oh no you're not.”

“Then I'm going to make violent, passionate
love to you.”

“Oh no, vou're not!”

“And I'm not going to take any precautions
either!” said the guy.

“Oh yes you are!!” said the girl.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines voyeurism
as looking at the world through roud’s-colored
elasses.

Two knights, resplendent in shining armor
and mounted on handsome steeds, rode
through the forest followed by their meek lit-
tle page who was huddled uncomlortably on
his burro. As they arrived at a strange castle
surrounded by the usual moat, one knight
shouted the traditional “Tallyho” to inform
the castle’s proprietors that the travelers de-
sired lodging for the night. The drawbridge
was soon lowered and out came a wispy fellow,
dressed in flowing robes of many colors. "Well,
what can I do lor you fellows?” he lisped.

The tired knights, anxious for lodging but
taken aback by their limp-wristed host, looked
at each other in dismay, then one whispered
to the other: “Promise him anything, but give
him our page.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines optimist as
a pregnant showgirl who rubs vanishing cream
on her stomach.

And then there was the 50-year-old bachelor
who woke up one morning feeling like a 20-
year-old. But he couldn’t iind one that early
in the day.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines Hungarian
as a physically well-endowed man from Gary,
Indiana.

t\l

77 Py o DR

The man standing at the bar (in court, unfor-
wnately) was well-dressed, alert, and obviously
intelligent. The judge asked him how he
pleaded 1o the charge of rape and, much o
the magistrate’s surprise, he replied, “Not
guilty by reason of insanity, Your Honor.”

“Insanity?” exclaimed the judge.

“Yes, sir,” said the defendant. “I'm crazy
about 1t.”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard
to Party Jokes Editor, pLaynoy, 232 E. Ohio St.,
Chicago, HI. 60611, and carn 825 for cach joke
used. In case of duplicates, payment is made
for furst card recetved. Jokes cannot be returned.
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MO0 GOO GAI PAN

The minute he opened the door, [
could see he had put on weight. It was
also plain that motherhood hadn’t been
kind to Sylvie, either. I was immediately
uncomfortable, and to stall for time,
I picked up their son, who was about
a year-and-a-half and had apparently
been conceived well within wedlock.
The minute I laid hands on him, he
went off like a burglar alarm. We all
started cootchy-cooing and trying to
coax him to smile, or at least shut up,
for his uncle Paul, but it was no use.
Finally Sylvie took him and pressed his
face between her breasts to muffle him
up, and Milton opened the window to
let out the compressed air. He invited
me to stick my head out too and look
down at his lawn, which he had bought
and laid in divots like linoleum squares.

Sylvie held her son in her lap, ready
to smother him again if necessary, and
we sat around talking nervously like
three strangers in the dentist's waiting
room downstairs. I was trying to be
charitable, to give Milton the benefit of
the doubt, but it wasn’t easy. The kid,
for example, was unattractive, and it
didn’t look like the kind of unattractive-
ness that he’d outgrow. Sylvie, on the
other hand, seemed to be rapidly out-
growing whatever attractiveness she had
had. The way she bit off her d's and 's,
it was like circumcising every word.
Milton’s accent wasn’t so bad — it had
the nuances and inflections of a well-
told Jewish joke —but with Sylvie it
was no joke.

She began all her sentences with so.
So what are you going to do now? So
you were in Japan? So you're a licuten-
ant? and so on. When Milton and 1
spoke, her head wrned from one of us
to the other as if she were at a tennis
match.

Am [ jealous? I asked mysell as we sat
there fanning the conversational fire with
clichés. Milton and 1 had planned to take
a place in the Village when we got out of
the Army, so I guess I was jealous. But
not only for me — for him. He had been
my best friend, my buddy, the closest
thing I had to a brother, and I was jealous
of all the things he might have been and
I might have shared with him.

Of course 1 saw that he probably would
have turned out to be just what he was
now, but at least we'd have had the fun of
trying. Ashamed of what I was thinking,
I tried to look at it his way: What would
we have done in the Village, after all?
Strike too many poses, chase too many
girls, waste too many evenings sitting in
the San Remo, always hoping for and
expecting too much. . . . Most likely it
would all have been pointless, but as some
poet said, you never know how much is
enough until you know how much is too

144 much. Milton would never know, and

(continued from page 131)

this realization opened such a distance
between us that I felt I was still looking
at him and talking to him from the other
side of the world.

After dinner, while Sylvie did the
dishes, Milton and I watched television.
It was still a new thing in 1947, and al-
though his set was about seven feet tall
and three deep —with a radio, phono-
graph and bar built in — the screen was
about the size of an enlarged snapshot.
A stand-up, borscht-belt comic was on,
and he was making faces at the audience.
Then I saw that both he and Milton
were laughing at the same time, and I
felt a swift flash of anti-Semitism. He
wasn’t my buddy, my brother, anymore
—he was just a Milwon, and to him I
was just a goyish kopf.

When it was time to go, I had the feel-
ing I would never see him again, and I
would have said something. 1 don’t know
what — everything, maybe — but Sylvie
walked with us to the subway, so that was
that.

After that we let it drop by mutual
consent, but about a year later, when 1
was living in the Village, I ran into him.
I was coming out of a secondhand book
shop on Fourth Avenue and he was going
somewhere to see somebody about some
secondhand machines. At first 1 didn't
recognize him because he was wearing a
hat — then, in the confusion, we arranged
to have dinner.

I was to meet him on the corner of Fifth
and Eighth at 6:30. In this, at least, he
hadn't changed — it was a throwback to
the old Brownsville days. When I used
to go there to pick him up, he never
waited for me in the house. Even if it
was snowing, he'd meet me on the corner
of Pitkin. In 10 years I'd been inside his
family's apartment just once. I forget
why we went in, but I still have an im-
pression of a long railroad flat with win-
dows at only one end.

“You're not wearing your slippers?”
This was his opening line when he ar
rived. I'd had on sncakers when | saw
him earlier.

“I thought we might go to the Copa
afterward,” 1 said. “Where do you want
to ear?”

“I don’t eat pizza.”

“I'll try to control my craving,” I said.
“Where do you want to eat?”

He pursed his lips, then smacked them.
“l feel like Chinese. Let's go for Chi-
nese.”

I never knew him to eat Chinese food
before, but I should have guessed. At a
certain age — a sort ol culinary bar miz-
vah — every classical Jewish type begins
to hunger for it. It must be some Oriental
root in their racial unconscious.

We settled for a Chinese joint in the

block. There were two and he chose the
fancier one. He hung up his hat and we
slid into a booth. The waiter shuffled
over with menus and he scanned his
thoughtfully. I ordered sweet-and-sour
pork and a bottle of beer. He chose Moo
Goo Gai Pan, pronouncing it with Kew
Gardens expertise, and added “Make that
two Heineken's.”

He put the menu down and smiled. “So
what are you doing, Paulie?”

I wasn’t going to be the first to open up,
so I said, “Living. What are you doing?"

“Come on,” he said. “Don't be afraid
to talk to Papa.”

“I'm talking. What do you want me to
say?"

“I ask you what you're doing and you
give me a fast answer.”

“All right, I'll give you a slow one. I'm
going to school.”

“You're going to school?”

“That’s what I said.”

“You're twenty-seven years old.”

“Uh-huh.”

“You're two months older than me.”

“Yeah:

“And you're going to school?”

“I may go ull I die.”

He shook his head. “Nah, you're not
going to school.™

“What am I doing?”

“You're stalling.”

“A school by any other name—"

“You're stalling! You never went o a
class when we were in Brooklyn College —
so don’t tell me you're going to school.”

“My Uncle Sam offered to send me to
school, and I didn't feel like going to
work, so I'm a schoolboy.”

His high-pitched laugh always sounded
strange coming out of his hard face. “So
you don’t feel like going to work?”

“You like to work?”

“Lunatics like to work, but that’s beside
the point. What else have you got to do?”

“I can think of a lot of things. I read
books, 1 take walks, I sleep, I think—"

“You think! You think whether you'll
read a book, take a walk, or maybe you'll
go to sleep?”

“When is the last time you read a
boak?"”

“I've got no time for books. I get home,
pat the kid on the head, eat dinner — it’s
nine o'clock. I get up at six-thirty. Where
am I going to read a book? Besides, I'm
reading invoices all day.”

“You lock at television, don’t you?”

“¥eah:.

“Boaks won't blind you any faster than
television.”

“I can sce a whole television show in
half-an-hour. I read a book for half-an-
hour, it's just time for a character 10 take
a crap.”

“All right, you pat the kid on the head
and you watch television — is that it?”

“I live, you schmuck, like you said —
only with me it's true. I read, I walk. 1

(continued on'page 237)



SALTPETER
AND THE WOLF

disarming the myths about pubic
enemy number one, the sneaky

whate foe of red-blooded manhood

article by william zinsser

SEATED ONE DAY at the table next to a
teenage nephew, 1 soon ran out of topics
that bridged his generation and mine,
and a painful silence settled over us both.
Suddenly I thought of a subject that I
knew we would have in common.

“At your school,” 1 asked, “where do
they put the saltpeter?”

He brightened at the question. “It's
usually in the mashed potatoes. Where
did they put it at your school?”

“Our headmaster got up in the morn-
ing and put it in the hot cereal,” I said,
“but in the Army we thought it was in
the chipped becf. Tell me: How often
do you get it?”

“Once or twice a week,” he replied,
“and also on special occasions. I mean,
the headmaster always puts saltpeter in
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the food before dances.”

“How do you know you're getting it?"”

“You can taste the stuff,” he said.

As we talked on, 1 was delighted to
find that this ancient belief survives as
strongly as ever in the nation's youth.
For if there is one thing that gives con-
tinuity to the galloping generations of
American schoolboys, schoolgirls, camp-
ers and servicemen, it is the certainty
that saltpeter is being slipped into their
meals to reduce their sexual urges. In
theory this keeps their minds on work.

The belief is so old and tantalizing
that 1 decided to track it —if possible —
to its source. I began by making a sur-
vey of my middle-aged friends, and it
turned out to be a sure-fire topic. All 1
had to do was drop the word “saltpeter”
into a conversation and I might as well
have dropped a bomb. People stopped
talking about whatever dull topic they
were talking about and plunged with
relish into this one, their faces alight
with a curiosity that timme has never
quenched. For an aura of mystery con-
tinues to surround the saltpeter story.
Everybody knows everything about it,
and yet— this is the spooky part— no-
body knows anything.

Nobody, for instance, has ever wit-
nessed the act of saltpetering the food,
though legions of students have kept
strict watch during their tours of duty as
kitchen help. It is simply assumed that
the cook keeps his saltpeter in an un-
marked box and that he sprinkles it into
the meals with a motion too fast for the
human cye to see, or too casual to arouse
suspicion. Nobody seems to know what
salipeter looks like.

Whether it works is a question, as 1
found in my survey, that evokes answers
ol cvery shade fromn a resentful yes to a
dehiant no. But on one point there is
total agreement, and this is the belief
that saltpeter 1s white and that it goes
into white or whitish foods. How this
notion arose is not hard to guess, for in
the school and camp dicts no colors come
out of the kitchen with such stunning
regularity as the small group that in-
cludes “oyster,” “chalk” and “tattletale
gray.” White dominates the table, start-
ing with dawn’s early farina, continuing
with midday’s mashed potatoes, and end-
ing with supper’s flabby puddings.

White sauces are particularly suspi-
cious. Surely it is no accident that
chipped beef is such a staple of institu-
tional cooking. Here is a2 meat that liter-
ally swims in a viscous sea—one so
devoid of taste and color that it can’t
contain anything good and thercfore
must contain saltpeter. Possibly it was
cven invented for this very purpose, long
ago, by a school cook stuck with a medi-

146 voculinary problem.

But there are half-a-dozen other tradi-
tional villains. At our school,” one
matron in her 30s told me, “I just know
it was in the fisheyes.” She was referring,
of course, to tapioca. The very fact that
it bears this generic name is proof of
its unpopularity, and this in turn makes
it an ideal host for saltpeter, for on the
whole, saltpeter is identified with foods
that nobody likes.

Another big faction says that it goes
into the fish —and with good reason. In
the entire realm of cookery there is no
substance whiter or drearier than a
boarding-school sole or scarod. But this
theory has one big flaw — many people
don’t like fish. They leave it on their
plate, or merely pick at it, and so miss
their allotted dose of saltpeter.

This is a risk that a wise headmaster
would not take. He would more prob-
ably go to the other extreme and fix the
vanilla ice cream. Many adults believe
that this is where they got their saltpeter,
and they are still angry about it. “Why
do you think the headmnaster gave us
vanilla ice cream so often?” they asked
me, flaring with remembered wrath.
They have a point—it makes more
sense to lace the coveted ice cream than
the hated fish or fisheyes.

But one theory far outnumbers the
rest, and that of course is the one that
points the finger at mashed potatoes. In
part this theory is based on the sheer
repetition of mashed potatoes in the
school diet. But mainly, it is because
mashed potatoes — at least as they are
prepared in institutional kitchens —
have a lumpy quality that the tongue
encounters nowhere else. Within their
soft white mass dwells a colony of hard
little mounds, which could only be in-
duced by some alien element. What more
likely element than KNOg, as saltpeter
is known to chemistry?

Confirmed in my own belief that salt-
peter goes into white foods, I next
wanted to learn how often it is adminis-
wered. The question is a crucial one,
obviously, for anybody who knows the
answer can arrange his eating habits ac-
cordingly. Most people feel that they got
saltpeter once a week, but some feel that
they were given a far heavier dose.

“We got it four or five times a week,”
one man told me. “Our headmaster was
a very nervous type.”

“Our headmaster,” said another, “got
up every morning and shook it into the
breakfast.” Quite a few pecople, in fact,
made this statement and were absolutely
sure of it. Tt was simply the first item
on the headmaster’s daily schedule.

The dose was also increased (there is
almost unanimous agreecment here) at
times of approaching contact with the
opposite sex. “Our food was always

saltier near the end of the term,” I was
told. This was to keep the boys and
girls from straying into trouble during
vacation and thereby sullying  the
school’s good name. Any boy with hopes
of conquest took care not to cat anything
white during the preholiday week —a
tactic which, needless to say, brought him
close to starvation. Of all the strands in
the saltpeter saga, this is one of the most
sinister, for it would enable a hcadmas-
ter to rule his wards cven when they had
passed beyond his jurisdiction — when
they were, so to speak, operating on their
own time. He also cracked down, evi-
dently, just before school dances. “Boy,
the Old Man really salted the food
thenl” many people said.

Nor does the Old Man rule only the
boarding-school and summer-camp years.
A World War II veteran recalls that
his company cook showed him a weekly
table of saltpeter doses, which varied
with the difterent Army recipes. 1 never
saw such a chart in my own Army days,
but I did feel that my commanding offi-
cers would go to any length to repress
me, for they never tired ol giving us
punitive lectures on “sex hygiene” and
showing grisly films on venereal disease.

Up to this point my survey merely
uncovered theories. But 1 was after facts,
if any facts there were in this misty
realm of legend and hearsay. 1 went first
to the New York Public Library, which
has 127 cards on “saltpeter.” Not one,
however, dealt with its biological effect
or with its use in schools, camps, military
institutions, prisons or any other monas-
tic society. In fact, the majority dealt
with its use as a fertilizer and as an ex-
plosive. Clcarly I was on the wrong track
here —to say the least. 1 had to get
nearer the source, so 1 wrote to two
friends who are headmasters of boys’
boarding schools and asked them point-
blank: “Do you or don't you?”

“I checked with our infirmarian,” the
first one wrote back, “and she said that
when she was in nursing school she
heard that saltpeter was served; with a
member of our faculty who was an offi-
cer in the Navy, and he said that the
sailors on board ship in the last war
were certain of it, but that so far as he
could ever ascertain, there was nothing
to it; and lastly with our school doctor,
who again had heard the rumor but had
never encountered the application of
saltpeter to meals.”

The sccond headmaster was quite in-
dignant. “I've been in the teaching busi-
ness a long time,” he replied, “and I've
been in charge of school kitchens and
known the cooks, and it’s all a myth. I've
been headmaster here for 21 years, and
frankly, I spend as much time with the

(concluded on page 150)
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A CORKING EVENING

FICTION BY LAWRENCE DURRELL  THAT DEDICATED DIPLOMAT, THE REDOUBTABLE
ANTROBUS, WAXES NOSTALGIC OVER PAST COMBAT WITH WASSAIL BOWL AND FIRKIN

ALL DAY TODAY (said Antrobus), I have been addressing Christmas cards, an occupation
both melancholy and exhilarating: so many of us have gone leaving no address. They
have become “BAG ROOM PLEASE FORWARD,” s0 to speak. Some are Far Flung, some Less
Far Flung, some Flung Out Altogether, like poor Toby. It is a season which sets one to
wondering where Diplomatic Dips go when they die, old man; do they know that they
can’t take it with them, or is there perhaps a branch of Coutts’ in Heaven which will take
postdated checks? And if they live on as ghosts, what sort of ghosts? Is there a diplomatic
limbo — perhaps some subfusc department of the UN where they are condemned perpetually
to brood over such recondite subjects as the fishing rights of little tufted Papuans? Ah me!
But perhaps it would be more like some twilit registry where a man might yet sit down
to a game of cooncan with a personable cipherine. . . .

Yes, as I riffled my address book so many forgotten faces drifted across my vision.
Who will ever tell their stories? Not I. What has become of Monksilver and Blackdimple —
those two scheming Jesuits? What of “Tumbril” Goddard who believed in the Soviet
way of life until he tried kvass? What of old “Tourniquet” Matthews and “Smegma”
Schmidt, the Polish avalanche? If ever the secret history of the Office is written, their
names will be blazoned abroad. Some have never had their due — like poor little Reggie
and Mercy Mucus, the British Council couple. They died in the execution of their duty,
eaten by wolves. Despite the falling barometer they tried to cross a frozen lake bearing
a sack full of Collins’ Clear Type Shakespeares; they were heading for some remote and
ftyblown khan where their eager clientele of swineherds waited patiently, eager to ingest
all this foreign lore. In vain! In vainl

Then my eye fell upon the name of Dovebasket, and forgotten scenes thronged back.
one more painful than the next. I remembered, for example, the age of emulation — I
have often remarked how emulous heads of Missions can be. That winter it was cham-
pagne. Several old European cellars had been up for sale and  (concluded on page 213)
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“What a grand old performer! Fifty years in show
business and he’s still packing them in.”
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SALTPETER

steward and dietitian as with anyone
else, in the hope of having the food
good, attractive and tasty. I have never
heard of any saltpeter being put in our
food. As a matter of fact, it’s ridiculous
to even think about it. So if you want to
really know the truth as far as this head-
master is concerned, he has never seen
any saltpeter put in the food, he knows
nothing of any saltpeter ever having
been put in any food, and the question
is a glorification of the unimportant. At
least, if the cooks did it, I never heard
about it."”

Strong evidence, I had to admit — but
not conclusive. Did not both headmas-
ters hedge slightly? You bet your chipped
beef they did. I needed something more
solid, so I went to our family doctor.

“It’s curious,” he said, “but medicine
has hardly any use nowadays for potas-
sium nitrate, or saltpeter. There was a
time when it was inhaled —or put in
cigars —to relieve bronchial spasms.
Today we use it, and not too often, only
in the treatment of kidney diseases,
where we want the potassium. We never
want the nitrate, which is actually harm-
ful. In fact, saltpeter is a powerful poison
if a person gets too much of it.”

“But,” I asked, “what about this mat-
ter of what it does to —I mean when I
was in school we all knew that the head-
master put it —"'

“I must say,” he broke in, “that I've
heard about that all my life, but there's
just no medical evidence to support it.
What's more, potassium nitrate tastes
very salty and is extremely hard to dis-
guise, even in a small dose. The thera-
peutic dose of potassium nitrate as a
diuretic in kidney ailments is a half gram.
You put a half gram of saltpeter in any-
thing and it will be detected. Try it
Stop at the druggist’s and get a pinch of
saltpeter and put it in your coffee, and
you'll see for yourself it's only a myth.”

So that was it. I was at the end of the
trail. It was only a myth. Myth! The
word suddenly set off a carillon in my
head. Any boob knows that myths don’t
just come from nowhere. They come
from somcwhere — from some dim land
called “race memory,” from some cranny
of the mind whose messages we receive,
but indirectly. I hurried over to a psy-
choanalyst and put my problem to him.

“Oh, that's a very old and interesting
legend,” he said. “Of course psychiatry
has a sound explanation for it. You'll
find the basic hypothesis postulated in
Freud's Totem and Taboo.”

“Couldn’t you just postulate it for me
in your own wordst” I asked.

“Well, it's quite simple, really. You
sce, this concept that something is being
done to curb sexual impulses must spring
from the unconsciousness of the individ-

150 ual, or, in the case of a school, from the

{continued from page 146)

collective unconsciousness of all the stu-
dents. A great deal of guilt accompanies
masturbatory activities,” he said. “For
one thing, the fantasies accompanying
these activities often center on the
young masters’ wives. The saltpeter myth
is an intrapsychic reaction that the stu-
dent develops to handle his chaotic
thoughts at this age. It's somewhat like
a paranoid reaction —though not as
strong — because it takes the form of
guilt and suspicion. The boy thinks “The
headmaster’s going to punish me.""”

“How 1is this tied in with Freud's
theory?” I asked.

“Well, you know Freud felt that all
men were constitutionally afraid of their
fathers. He theorized that in the first
society on earth, the sons ultimately slew
their fathers and took over the leader-
ship of the tribe, including the sexual
rights with their own mothers. In this
‘primal parricide,” as Freud called it—
and, incidentally, you'll find the tale
confirmed in the mythology of many
races — the sons incurred overwhelming
guilt about the return of the father's
spirit and the awful punishment that
he would inflict. This punishment would
naturally be castration.”

“Naturally,” I said.

“Now you can see how the salipeter
myth would grow out of all this,” the
analyst went on. “Saltpeter would tem-
porarily castrate. In the minds of school-
boys or soldiers or sailors it would be the
logical step for a headmaster or com-
manding officer to take as a reprisal for
their guilty sexual thoughts. This is why
the word goes out, when a ship is ap-
proaching port or when a school is about
to have a dance, that saltpeter is being
put into the food.”

“Then it's a group reaction more
than an individual reaction?” I asked.

“In general, yes. When a boy goes off
to boarding school or camp he is heavily
exposed for the first time to erotic talk
about girls. The fact that everyone talks
about the subject gives it a collective
sanction. And by the same token, the
saltpeter is directed by the headmaster
at the collective group.”

“Many of the young members really
seem to believe,” I said, “that the head-
master goes to the kitchen first thing
every morning to pour the saltpeter.
How do you explain that?”

“It’s all part of the same delusion,” he
said. “I had a headmaster who lent him-
self to that kind of omnipotence. He got
up early each day and walked over the
entire school grounds with an enormous
great Dane. Any boy seeing him would
think of him as the all-seeing, all-know-
ing chicf of the tribe. If you were being a
good boy, he was being a good headmas-
ter, and if not, you would suspect him of
terrible retribution.

“Saltpeter is the perfect punishment,
of course, because it’s so subtle. You have
to eat, so nobody can escape the chief's
revenge. You are helpless and choiceless,
and it's only what you deserve for the
crime that you might even be thinking
about girls this way.”

I staggered out of the analyst's opaque
world into the clear reality of New York
City, visions of my own headmaster
swirling in my mind. I saw his kindly
figure carved into a totem pole with a
vial of saltpeter in one hand and a
lollipop in the other.

Only one question remained. How, of
all the chemical substances that the earth
has yielded, did the legend focus on
saltpeter? Here again the scholars have
been remiss, and the usual dictionaries
ofter scant help. The sole clue lurks in
the unabridged Oxford English Diction-
ary, which says that one meaning of
“saltpeter” derives from the French La
Salpétriére, *a hospital for women at
Paris, formerly a prison for women.” Its
English equivalent, says the O.E.D., is
“saltpetre house,” the first recorded use
of which (1767) is: “a woman condemned
to be branded and confined to the salt-
petre house for nine years.”

That the myth came into the Anglo-
Saxon world by this route seems a good
bet, for prisons have always figured
strongly in the legend — if not as strong-
ly as schools, camps and Army bases,
that is only because fewer people have
come out into polite society to tell the
tale. But the sexual problems of jail in-
mates are proverbial, and a rumor easily
could have swept some early English
“saltpetre house” that the warden was
putting a white powder into the food to
curb the prisoners’ appetites.

As for the origin of La Salpétriére, |
have a hunch that Saltpeter and Saint
Peter are subtly intertwined —or were
several centuries ago — but I'll leave that
to other researchers. My own investiga-
tion ended with a stop at the druggist.
who measured out a half gram of salt-
peter and gave it to me. I took it home
with trembling hands— here at last 1
was face to face with the enemy. The
powder was, not at all to my surprise,
white. The crystals were larger than ordi-
nary salt, but they could easily be ground
up into, say, mashed potatoes or fisheyes
or vanilla ice cream. I dumped the little
grains into a cup of coffee and they dis-
solved instantly. No man would know,
at least by looking, that the coffee had
been treated.

Shakily I lifted the cup and took a sip.
It tasted terrible. I started to ke an-
other swallow, but some invisible force
—some primal instinct that came from
I know not where — pushed my hand
back to the table. I took the cup out to
the kitchen and poured the coffec down
the drain. A man can't be too careful.
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he knew he had to destroy this buzzing howrm- that had 4¥asled its filth into his private kel
e " _ " fition By ROBERT BLOCH

HOWARD WAS STILL HALF-ASLEEP when he heard the buzzing. It was a faint, persistent drone, balanced
elicately on the very threshold of consciousness. For a moment Howard wasn't sure whether the sound
came from the sleeping side or the waking side of his mind. God knows, he’'d heard plenty of strange
noises in his sleep lately; made them, too. Anita was always complaining about how he’d wake up in
the middle of the night, screaming at the top of his lungs. But he had reasons to be upset, the way
‘things were going, and besides, Anita was always complaining, period.

The drone deepened insistently and Howard knew he was awake now. He could feel the stale heat
of the bedroom and the response his body was making to it — the loginess of his limbs and the cold
pattern of perspiration forming on them.

Bzzzzzzz,

Howard opened his eyes.

The room was dim, but the California sunshine filtering through the smog was also filtering
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through the interstices of the window
blinds. Just enough to transform the
bungalow-court apartment into a small
oven with its baking heat. Just enough
to give Howard a glimpse of what he
didn’t want to see—the living room
filled with a fan-shaped clutter of cloth-
ing and furniture radiating from the axis
of the rollaway bed, the cubbyhole
kitchen through the open archway, with
the caked and custed dishes heaped in
the sink. Yes, and the damned portable
typewriter on the table in the corner, its
carriage accusingly empty and its un-
touched keys leering up like rows of
dusty teeth.

Rows of dusty teeth — Christ, man,
what a wriler you are! When you're
asleep, that is.

But he wasn’t asleep. He could hear
that buzzing. Louder now, much louder.
Goddamned fly. How'd it get in here,
with all the windows tight shut? Anita
had a thing about opening windows, no
matter how hot it was, when she had
her curlers in. And she always had the
curlers—

Bzzazz7722.

Howard sat up. The noise was too loud
to be coming from the kitchen. It had
to be here in the room. He turned and
glanced at the huddle in the bed beside
him.

The sun glinted off the curlers. A ray
played cruelly across Anita’s neck, ac
centuating the stringy fold.

That's where the fly was sitting. At
first he thought it was Anita's mole.
But moles don’t move. Moles don't buzz.

It was a fly, all right. He stared at
Anita, thinking God how he hated the
thing — noisy, rasping at your nerves,
always around when you don’t want it,
demanding attention, intruding on your
privacy. Dirty, messy creature, carrying
fulth—

Somehow his hand had drawn back
and now it was coming forward: he
wanted to hit it, not too hard, just swat
it and destroy it because it had o be
destroved, he had to get rid of it

Howard wasn’t conscious of the blow
or its force. Realization of its impact
vanished belore the overwhelming ex-
plosion ol Anita’s shrill scream.

“Oh, you bastard!” And then she was
sitting up, striking at him; not once, but
again and again, harder and harder, and
shricking louder and louder. “You — you
— trying to kill me while I'm asleep—"

It was crazy, she was crazy, and he
was trying to explain about the fly, he
was only going to swat the fly, but she
wouldn't listen, she never listened when
she got into one of these hysterical
rages. She was crying, sobbing, stumbling
into the bathroom; of course she locked
the door. There was no sense continuing
with the same old scene, no sense pound-
ing on the panel and stammering out
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clothes and get dressed, locate his brief
case under the jumble of her clothing.
Past nine already, and his appointment
wits at ten. He had to be there on uime.

In his haste, Howard forgot all about
the fly. What he had to decide now was
whether to spend the next 20 minutes
catching a cup of coffec at the drugstore
on the corner or run into the barbershop
for a quick shave. He scrtled for the
shave; it was more important to show
up looking presentable.

Luck was with him. He got the car
started without any trouble, made it
over to the barbershop. There was a
vacant chair. Howard settled back in it,
grateful for the hot towels that blotted
out the sound of the radio and the sight
of the autographed photos on the wall.
Why was it that every damned barber-
shop in this town had to keep the radio
blatting at full volume, had to disfigure
the wall with [aded pictures of faded
actors?

And why was it that barbers didn’t
have enough sense to keep their places
clean?

Howard found himself Ringing the
sheet aside before the barber had finished
applying after-shave lotion. “What’s the
matter with you guys—can’t you even
keep the lousy flies out of here?”

He hadn't meant to blow up, and
come to think of it, there was only one
fly, buzzing around the ceiling in How-
ard’s range ol vision as he lay tilted
back in the chair.

But Howard didn’t come to think of
it until he was out of the shop, until
the damage was done. The way that
crummy barber had looked at him—

Oh, well, he wouldn't be going back
there again anyway. There were plenty
of other barbers around.

Not so many producers, though. At
least not so many who wanted to make
a deal with him. Howard reminded him-
self of that as he wheeled up to the
studio gate. He put a big smile on his
face for the guard who directed him to
parking space, and an even bigger smile
tor Miss Rogers, secretary in the outer
office of Trebor Productions. But he
saved the biggest smile for Joe Trebor.

That took a little doing. First of all,
there was the damned half-hour wait in
the outer office. Well, that was Trebor
for you—an A-OK rathnk. Of course
they were all alike, these producers.
They all had the same routine. Set up
an appoinument, then postpone it Set
up another, give you the pressure; “How
soon can you make it? "Tomorrow morn-
ing? Good— 10 o'clock sharp, in my
office. I'll leave a pass at the gate for
you.”

S50 vou showed up prompily at 10,
carrying the brief case and taking the
best possible care of that extra-big smile
so that it wouldn't crack around the
edges. And then vou sat there like a

damned fool in the reception room,
crossing and uncrossing your legs in the
uncomforiable little chair, trying not o
stare at the ﬂ'(ft(iil"' a5 Slll_‘ kt_’l)[ pul:ling
calls through to the guy you were sup-
posed to be secing right now. Sometimes
vou c¢ven sat there while the charm boys
finger-snapped their way in and out ol
the sanctum sanctorum; the sharp young
agents, hair just a little too long over
the back of the buttondown collar,
trousers just a little too tight in the
scat, always a little bit ahead of you as
they made their pitch, set their deal —
for somebody else.

Howard got into Joe Trebor's office
at 10:32. He stayed six minutes.

Three minutes later he was standing
before a pay phone in a glass booth,
trying to dial Dr. Blanchard’s number
with a forefinger that wouldn’t stop
trembling, then interrupting the in-
coherency he pourcd into the mouth-
piece to take a wild swipe at the insect
that soared and swooped insanely within
the confines ol the phone booth. “It’s
following me!” he shouted into the
mouthpiece. “The damned thing's fol-
lowing me—_"

“Do you want to talk about it now?”
asked Dr. Blanchard quietly, as Howard
sank back into the big, leather-covered
chair. Scarcely another 20 minutes had
elapsed, hut Howard was now quite
calm. And ol course he wanted to talk
about it

That’s why he'd called Blanchard, even
though it wasn't his regular appointment
day, that’s why he'd come running over
here to the nice, quiet office where you
could sit back and relax and nobody
pressured you.

It wasn't like Joe Trebor’s office — he
was telling the doctor about that now.
About the phony modern paintings on
the walls and the big desk with the high
executive chair behind it and the low
chair in front of it, the one you sat in.
When vou sat in that chair the producer
looked down on you and you had to
look up 1o him. You looked up over that
bare desk which told you here was a
man too important to waste his ume
on mere paperwork the way writers did.
You looked at the intercom and the
phone with the six extension buttons
which showed just how busy a producer
he was, and at the solid-silver water carale
which showed just how wealthy he was,
And you looked at the picture of the wife
and kids, which was supposed to show
vou what a solid citizen he was, if you
didn’t happen o know the stories about
the way he interviewed for feminine
leads.

But vou didn't look directly at Joe
Trebor, because he was staring at vou,
Staring and waiting for vou to come up
with the story hne. You got the notes

(continued on page 203 )
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ten personal favorites from playboy’s furst ten years

WE REALIZE WE'RE LEADING WITH our collective chin by declaring the “best” of the more than 100 Playmates who've
enlivened our centerfold in our first 10 years, but even among Playmates, we feel, some girls just stand out. Disa-
greement with our selections is bound to arise; there are undoubtedly as many individual lists possible as there
are readers with adequate evesight. To preclude having our ofiice picketed by irate partisans, therefore, we are
willing to make a deal: Promise to view our editors’ choice with an open mind, and we in turn will —in the
issues subsequent to this one — feature, each month, the Playmates of one year of the past decade. We invite your
votes on them by mail. Then, next December, at the end of our 10th Anniversary Year, we'll print a Readers’ Choice
ol Playmates, and see how your prelerences compare with our own. Be apprised, however, that this month’s

compilation — judging from the amount ol fan mail each Playmate’s initial appearance evoked —is close to
being the choice of readers as well as of our editors. Surprisingly, our more famous Playmates such as Stella
Stevens, Jayne Mansfield and our first and most memorable Playmate of all, Marilyn Monroe (1o whom pravsov
devotes an entire feature next month), are not in this grouping. The possible reason for this is that the photo-
graphic charm ol these lesser known beauties (now the pin-up queens of the nation and the world) has overcome any
inclination we might have had to judge by standards of lame alone. In short, we think our sclections are just
plain terrihe, and if yvou'll 1ake a look, we'll rest our case.



JANET PILGRIM holds the distinction of being
the only Playmate featured in the centerfold on
three different occasions — July 1955, December
1955, and October 1956 — oand was the inspira-
tion for PLAYBOY's “girl next door’ Playmate con-

cept. Jonet was in chorge of our Subscription

Fulfillment when she first posed and has been, for
the past several years, heading up Reader Service.




LISA WINTERS first appeared upon
these pages as Playmate of the Month
in December 1956, after her discovery
— on a Miami street corner waiting far
bus — by top pin-up photographer Bunny
Yeager. A shy and retiring girl, Lisa’s fan-
tastic figure and winsome smile brought
rave responses from our readers, and
she has remained a high point in the
annals of aur gatefold girls. We hope
that the state of Florida will forgive our
poaching on its property, because the
irremediable loss ta male bus riders
in sunny Miami has obviously been
the fortunate PLAYBOY readers’ gain.







ELLEN STRATTON was studying law at night when we first discovered
and uncavered her in December 1959. While Ellen was working as o Bunny,
she met TV director Gordon Shepherd (who filmed The Most, prize-winning
TV documentary on the Bunny Empire); soon thereafter they were engaged,
and she is now working for his thriving Intervideo Productions in Toronto.




HEIDI BECKER is the provocative Austrian-born
beauty who first graced our centerfold in June 1961.
Discovered by top PLAYBOY photographer Morio Casilli
on the West Coast, Heidi's splendorous qualifications
made a certainty of her selection as a top-10 placer
after strenuous deliberation about an entire decade
of Playmates. Her penchant for prolific pizzo-eating
(malto cheese and sausage, but na anchovies, prago)
has yet to adversely affect her 36-22-34 tabulations.




CHRISTA SPECK, on eye<atching import from Ger-
many, is a close friend of Heidi’s, though they met only
ofter both were living in California. Voted Playmate of
the Year after her appearance as Miss September in 1961
{and as a lovely guest at our Playmate Holidoy House
Party, December 1961), she subsequently became engaged
to puppeteer Morty Krofft (see What a Night Before
Christmasl in this issve). Christa’s favorite pastimes are

jazz listening, modern dance, and trampoline workouts.
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k‘ AVIS KIMBLE was a bright and bright-eyed 17-year-old when
PLAYBOY first discovered her in our own home town, Chicago, going
to school by day and working as o photogropher’s assistant after-
" noons and eorly evenings. Shortly after her 18th birthdoy, she
I appeared as our Playmate for the month of November 1962. Her
| oppearance in pLAYBOY helped finance her secret dream, an an-
| tique shop, intriguingly named Fly 8y Night, which successful and
enferprising emporium our rara Avis — strikingly nonanfique —
now operates in the heart of the city’s prospering Old Town.
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CONNIE MASON was a top model and o Bunny in bath the Miomi and
Chicago Playboy Clubs when she appeared as our Playmate of the
Month this past June. Her expressive face and provocative posing have
reaped a wave of motion-picture and felevision offers, including one
from film producer Howard Hawks. Connie is currently warking in New

Yark City, and has been romantically linked with White House fashion
designer Oleg Cassini, wha confesses that his personal taste in women runs
to Playmates like Connie rather than scrawny high-fashion mannequins.




CHRISTINE WILLIAMS is the stunning,
Bardat-like Amazonian beauty whase
high popularity is only enhanced by
her 6-foot (in her bare feet), 37-26-37
charms. This year’s October Ploymate,
Christine is now under the diligent
mentarship af top Hallywoad agent
William Schuller, and beginning a prom-
ising career in mafion pictures. Only 1B
years old, Christine hopes that she will
someday be o fomaus star of the screen.
It should be obvious ta aur readers
from these pictures that Christine can
well offord ta be optimistic on that score.







PLAYBOY

MORALS OF MIONEY

For example, I have four grown sons.
All chose to enter the family business.
When each made his decision to do so,
he was allowed to start right in — at the
bottom of the ladder. My sons served
their apprenticeships by serving cus-
tomers in flling stations owned by my
companies. They sold gasoline and
lubricating oil, filled batteries, changed
tires and did their share of deaning
grease racks and sweeping and mopping
the premises where they worked.

Yet, innumerable casual acquaint-
ances have blandly asked me to do them
a “favor” and give their sons, or un-
employed relatives, executivelevel jobs
in the firms I control. They never seem
to understand why I turn them down,
and almost always become highly in-
dignant when I do.

Then there are those who ask me for
tips which will make them rich over-
night —or within a week or two at
most. It’s useless to tell them I have
none to give. The get-rich-quick dream-
ers won't believe me.

“You damned millionaires are all
selfish and unfair!” “You've got secrets
for making money, but you won't share
them.” “You don’t want anyone else to
get richl” So go some of the tirades
against me.

Apparently, these individuals believe
that modern business is conducted in the
dark of the moon by warlocks and
sorcerers who chant mystical incanta-
tions and draw pentagrams on the
floors of board rooms. It doesn’t do any
good to argue with them. They will not
believe that hard work —not tips or
secrets — is the key to business success.
They don't want to believe it. They
want success and wealth served up to
them. They don’t want to work.

The effect a rich man’s money will
have on others is often surprising, some-
times barely believable, and by no
means always salutary or ennobling. I've
said before that a millionaire is a
marked man. There are many who
consider him an easy mark as well. For
instance, I have long been an avid and
serious art collector. Through the years,
1 have been offered bogus Botticellis,
counterfeit Corots and fake Fragonards
by the carloads.

I recall one man who tried to sell
me what he said was a rare 14th Cen-
tury tapestry, and for which he asked
“a mere $45,000.” When I told him I
wasn't interested, he flew into a rage.

“But you've got to buy it!” he
shouted, thrusting the tapestry at me.
“My wife worked months to make itl”

Another enterprising soul informed
me that he was breaking up his col-
lection of painungs and showed me
several soot-begrimed, 10th-rate canvases

164 in cheap, cracked frames. He had col-

(continued from page 126)

lected the paintings, all right — from
scrap heaps and junk shops.

I don’t suppose anything illustrates
the cupidity and economic ignorance of
some people better than the foods of
letters by which all reputedly wealthy
persons are constantly plagued.

In my own case, I receive up to 3000
letters every month from people who are
totally unknown to me. Some are writ-
ten by women — of all ages and from all
walks of life, I gather — who say they've
read or heard that I'm extremely rich
and currently unmarried.

“You're just the man FIve always
wanted for a husband . . " “It’s plain to
see that you need a wife, and 1 know 1
would fill the bill to perfection . . .
“I'l gladly divorce my husband and
marry you, if you'll just send me the
money to pay the lawyer’s fees . . .”
These are typical lines taken from some
of the marriage-proposal letters I've re-
ceived in recent weeks.

The ladies often enclose snapshots or
salon portraits which display greater or
lesser quantities of their charms. On
occasion, they'll send along entire photo
albums. Some of these amorous hope-
fuls, I might add, hint coyly — or state
bluntly — that theyre willing to waive
the fusty formalities of marriage and
overwhelm me with love and com-
panionship provided appropriate finan-
cial arrangements are made beforehand.

But the majority of my unwanted
mail — about 70 percent, according to a
tally made by my secretary —is made
up of letters written by people who ask
me to send them money. I do not doubt
for a moment that some small percentage
of these are from individuals who are
actually in need. Unfortunately, it is
utterly impossible to separate these
from the thousands sent by professional
panhandlers and chronic beggars. The
letters come from practically every
country in the world. It would cost vast
sums to check the validity of the appcals.
Thus, it's necessary to refuse them all.

Like almost all wealthy men — cer-
tainly, all with whom I am acquainted
— I make my contributions only to or
ganized, legitimate charities. Each and
every year, my companies and I con
tribute sums totaling many hundreds of
thousands of dollars to charity. This is
the only way one can give money with
any degree of assurance that it will be
received eventually by deserving persons.

I've tried to make this clear in press
interviews and public statements, but
without avail. Thousands of people who
want me to send them money continue
to write to me. “You're rich. You'll
never miss the money,” most of my un-
bidden correspondents write, as though
this explains and justifies everything.

Some plead. Others demand. A lew

even threaten. A surprisingly large
number cannily specify that I'm to
send them “cash —no checks” because
they "don't want the tax authorities to
find out about the money.” There are
even those who demand the sum they
request “net — with all taxes paid.”

The head of a state medical associa-
tion once asked me for $250,000 —so
that he could ‘buy a yacht. “It's not
much, considering what I've heard
about the size of your fortune,” he wrote.

This, mind you, was a professional
man —a physician who was obviously
highly regarded in his community and
his state. So, I presume was the certified
public accountant who used his frm's
impressive stationery to request $500,000.
He'd “discovered a sure-fire system for
playing the stock market” —and wanted
to play it with my money. “I'll see that
you get 10 percent of the profits,” he
promised generously.

Then there was the high-school teacher
who wanted a million tax-free dollars
so that she could help her relatives, and
the banker who wrote that he'd embez-
zled $100,000 and was certain I would
make good his defalcations.

I could cite such examples almost in-
definitely. In an average month, the total
amount requested by these mail-order
mendicants easily exceeds $3,000,000. On
one memorable day a short while ago, a
single mail delivery brought letters ask-
ing for a total of no less than $15,000,000!

All this, of course, is but a relatively
minor annoyance among the sundry
problems that come with wealth. T've
mentioned several in this arvicle which
serve to make a rich man's life — pleasant
and enjoyable as it is in many ways -
something less than the carefree idyl so
many people picture it to be.

As I've said, money can do things for
people — and it can also do many things
to them. What money does for or to a
particular individual is largely dependent
on his moral and intellectual standards,
his outlooks and his attitudes toward life.

If he's a businessman, the important
consideration is what he does with his
money. The best use he can make of it
is to invest it in enterprises which pro-
duce more and better goods and services
for more people at lower cost. His aim
should be to create and operate busi-
nesses which contribute their share to the
progressive upward movement of the
world's economy, and which thus work
to make life better for all. Thercin lies
the justification for wealth, and therefrom
does the working businessmnan derive the
greatest sense of satislaction.

That is what I have tried to do with
my moncy, and those arc the aims and
goals of the companies in which I have
invested. Those are — or should be — the
morals of the successful businessman’s

moncy.
a



Ribald Classic An anonymous 15th Century fable

THE LADY AND THE WENCH

A NOBLE AND FAMOUS KNIGHT of our realm once fell in love with a fair damsel
and advanced himself in her graces so that she refused nothing he desired. But
finally it was necessary for him to go away to the wars to serve his king in
Spain and in many other places. He conducted himself so well in battle that
his return was received with great celebration.

During his absence, however, his lady had married an elderly gentleman,
a wise and courteous man who had spent much time at court. This gentleman,
indeed, deserved a better wife, but had not yet learned the greatness of his
misfortune.

When the lover returned from his valorous deeds, he arrived one night
at the castle where the lady now dwelt. Her husband received the knight gladly
on account of their former acquaintance, and likewise for the knight's great
fame. But while the gentleman entertained the knight with food and wine,
the lady desired to entertain him in the same way she had often done in the
past, lacking only a proper time and place.

“My sweet,” whispered the knight, “if you are really willing, a way will be
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THE LADY AND THE WENCH  (continueq)

found. After your husband is asleep, you
need only rise softly and come to my room.”

“Nay,” replied the lady. “The danger is
too great. My lord sleeps lightly, and often
wakes, putting out his hand to touch me
gently with his fingers. If he found me not,
we would both be lost.”

“When he awakes does he do nought but
touch you with his hand?”

“Not another thing,” she answered.

“Then it is truly fortunate that I arrived,
and our project will not be too difficult. Is
there another woman here in whom you
can confide and who can aid us?”

“There is one maiden 1 can trust with
any secrel. She is most loyal and will do
all 1 bid her.”

“You and she must then make arrange-
ments for this night,” advised the lover.

EFager lor the affair, the lady called her
damsel. "My dear,” she told the girl, “you
may do me a service this night and help me
do the thing dearest to me in this world.”

“Command me, my lady; I am ready and
happy to serve.”

“The knight, our guest,” explained her
mistress, “is the man I most love. I would
not wish him to leave before 1 speak with
him, nor can he tell me what is in his heart
except. privately. Therefore 1 beg that to-
night you take my place in bed beside my
husband. As vou know, you need fear no
harm nor inconvenience. He is accustomed
to turn to me during the night and touch
me a little; then he turms away and goes
back again to sleep. Lic rather far from
him, as 1 do, and take care that you feign
sleep and do not say a single word.”

“For your pleasure I shall gladly do it,
madam,” the damsel promised.

Alter dinner the gentleman talked with
the knight about wars and many other
things. Then they had a glass of wine and
all reured to bed, but not before the lady
told her lover of the evening’s plans.

The damsel waited in the gentleman's
darkened chamber, and as soon as he lay
down she came and put herself in her
lady’s place. Then the lady quickly went
where her lover waited. Soon she was in

the knight's bed and the damsel in the
gentleman’s. Not all that night was spent
in sleep.

As was his custormn, one hour before dawn
the husband stretched out his hand and
turned toward the girl, thinking it was his
wife. By chance he touched her breast. Let-
ting his hand rest there a moment, he felt
that both breasts were firm and high, and
after a moment even firmer. He then let his
hand explore further. On the evidence of
her young breasts and ol other secrets as
well, he soon knew that this was certainly
not his wife. She was no longer so well
arrayed, nor had his touch ever caused in
her the effects he noted during this examina-
tion of his bedmate.

“Aha,” he thought, “they have played a
naughty trick on me. I shall give themn one
in return.” Then he kissed the damsel gently
and did those things which ought always
to follow such explorations as he had al-
ready carried out.

Alterward he began to shout so loudly
that all in the castle could hear, “Sir knight,
where are you? Speak to me!”

The knight was dismayed to hear him-
self called thus, and the lady knew not
what to do, saying, “Alas, we are lost.”

Her husband shouted once more, and the
knight ventured to reply, “What does it
please my lord?”

“1 wish all to know that I am willing to
make such an exchange whenever it pleases
you, sir knight.”

“What exchange do you speak of?”

“The exchange of an old woman, disloyal
and already somewhat faded from overuse,
for a fresh, obedient and courageous young
wench. You have brought me greater pleas-
ure than I have known since my marriage,
and for this I thank you greatly.”

Even the maid was too surprised — both
for herself and for her mistress — to speak.
And the knight quickly left his ladylove,
failing to thank his gracious host for all the
entertainment, and departed without bid-
ding anyone adieu.

— Translated by John A. Rea Y ]
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“But aren’t you the gentleman who asked Santa for the life-size doll?”









man at his leisure

netman portrays the studied
violence of professional boxing

MADISON SQUARE GARDEN,
scene of spectaculars ranging from po-
litical rallies to the circus, from an Ed
Sullivan show to Elizabeth Taylor rid-
ing an elephant, means but one thing
to the professional prize fighter: the ul-
timate arena. As the old vaudevillians
aspired to the Palace Theater, so the
boxer to the Garden. “Here, centered
in this vast, dark bowl in a pyramid of
stark white light, two opponents will
meet in clashing combat, weaponless
save for the thick muscle and jarring
bone of bodies rehearsed and prodded
and strained into maximal aggressive
potential; here, urged and badgered by
the relentless roaring of the tiered spec-
tators, leather-shielded fists will thrust
and strike and punish until a victor
can be declared,” says artist LeRoy
Neiman. The smoke-filled atmosp}mrc,
the wet gleam of naked flesh, the light-
ning action, are all plucked out of time
at the instant of existence and por-
trayed here from the swift march down
the aisle to the empty ring, through the
ferocious initial onslaught, to the final
wrap-up in the victor’s dressing room.
Besides the savage scenes of the fight
itself, Neiman also limns herein the
seldom-depicted respect that exists be-
tween the contestants beyond the final
bell, their controlled nervousness as
they pace the canvas awaiting the de-
cision of the judges, and the brief tend-
ing of a wound by the concerned
handler which may later require a doc-
tor's stitching. Even at the moment of
his opponent’s proclamation as victor,
the defeated fighter's congratulations
are embodied in his stance as he
springs forward to clasp the other’s
gloved hand.

Finally, the victor, his hand plunged
in an ice bucket, contented but physi-
cally beat, gives his answers to a con-
tingent of jaded sportswriters. “Yes . . .
Yes, I think I broke my hand — with
that left that dropped him in the first
round . . . Yes, or I would have stopped
him sooner . . . Yes, he's a good boy . . .
Fought me clean, fought good . . . A
good opponent . . . No, he never hurt
me...No...” Outside the dressing
room, far down a long cement corridor,
the roaring, the cheering, the shuffling
footsteps have ceased. The pyramid of
light burns yellow with dust. Other.
dimmer lights glow now over empty
seats. Men with brooms are sweeping.

ity Avioan
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GEORGE 5. WOODRUFF

EDWIN H. LAND prints charming

TODAY, 16 YEARS AFTER the debut of the Polaroid camera, an event that altered both the
progress and the pursuit of amateur photography in the United States, its creator is the
possessor of a personal fortune of more than $100,000,000. In 1947, Edwin Herbert Land was
chairman of the board of a company operating at a loss of more than $100,000 a year. Yet
he prefers not to speak of this remarkable change in his personal fortunes. He is a camera-
shy, self-effacing man dedicated to avoiding the public eye at all possible costs. Indeed, when
last August his company introduced a new compact (2%-pound) Polaroid, designed for faster,
more maneuverable home photography, Land took off for Venice. “I'm in no mood to talk
about these things now,” said he. Nevertheless, uncommunicative 54-year-old Edwin Land
could talk big if he so chose — for his success, by any standard in any field, is substantial.
He began his experiments with polarization at the age of 17 while a precocious student at
Harvard. He then quit school and founded the Polaroid Corporation in 1956. He perfected
the one-step photography process 11 years later and immediately became a favorite of
fortune. His camera was a singular success: its stock climbed from 96% in 1950 10 216 a
year later (it now sells at about 200). In 1952 came the ultimate tribute: the Russians copied
the Polaroid and, expectedly, claimed they had invented it. Away from his office, Land,
hearth-loving and the father of two. has tenaciously guarded his private life from public
view. His interests rest in the held of scientific experimentation and education. Although he
never graduated from Harvard, he is a member of three of its visiting committees (astron-
omy, chemistry and physics). He is also an institute professor at M.L'T. and holds six hon-
orary degrees. But most of his time is spent in his lab, where he works 15 hours a day and
where he spent 10 years working on 10-second development and 5 more perfecting Polaroid
color film, a development that had shutterbugs snapping to attention upon its introduction
last summer when they realized that home photography had new deliehts in store for them:
Now they could click their chicks not only in black and white, but in Playmate pink as well.



JIM CLARK great scot

WITH LIGHTNING STRIDES, a 27-year-old sheep-raising Scots-
man is rapidlv approaching the now-retired Stirling Moss’
near-magical ability to extract maximum performance
from those fAeet but fractious road runners, the Formula [
machines of Grand Prix auto racing. Driving a Lotus
Ford — minuscule by American standards but incredibly
nimble compared to the cumbrous Indianapolis cars—
Jim Clark pioneered what will shortly turn into a racing
revolution by finishing second in the Indy 500 (missing
first place by the margin of loudly disputed winner
Parnelli Jones' speed-cutting oil leak in the closing laps),
and breezing in ahead of much the same feld in the
Milwaukee 200. These two performances, sandwiched in
among four straight wins on the European Grand Prix
circuit (Spa, Zandvoort, Reims and Silverstone), offered
emphatic evidence that Moss’ heir apparent was more
than ready to assume auto racing’s throne. Carrying
into this season’s competition a reputation as the fastest
driver extant. Clark has now coupled his innate aptitude
with a knowledgeability that marks him for greatness. Be-
sides the 1963 World Driving Championship crown which
he donned after an impressive win at Monza (he had lost
the 1962 championship when a bolt in his Lotus worked
itself loose in the final laps of the last race of the scason
alter he had piled up a formidable lead), Clark also wore
the warm mantle of ungrudging acknowledgment by
his conlreres that he was in a class by himself —an
accolade which appeared preordained ever since non-
parcil Moss™ prophetic observation that the unassuming
racer was “‘the greatest natural talent driving today.”

MARVIN KONER

WOoOoDY ALLEN marthful masochist DON BRONSTEIN

THE WORLD OF RUNTSIZE superschlepp Woody Allen is bounded on all sides by the 27-year-old comic’s heroic one-downmanship;
he counts survival as a supreme accomplishment. Woody, who operates behind owlish glasses and a Roger Price hairdo, tells
his audience-cum-analyst about his problems with his family (“My mother used to say, ‘If a strange man offers you candy and
asks vou to go for a ride in his car —go!” And I'd go. . . . I have this magnificent pocket watch which my grandfather. on his
deathbed, sold me.”), the opposite sex in general (“I sold the memoirs of my love life to Parker Bros.; they're going to make
them into a game”), his ex-wife in particular (“My wife was immature: I would be taking a bath and she'd come in and sink
my boats™), and society in toto (“I was kicked out of college for cheating on a metaphysics exam; I was caught looking into the
soul of the person sitting next to me™). An erstwhile out-of-sight gagwriter for such laugh luminaries as Sid Cacsar, Herb Shriner
and Gairv Moore, Woody took the billing by the horns two-and-a-hall years ago and broke in his own act at New York's
Duplex (1 worked for no salary to no people™). Allen’s audience in the past year has burgeoned following a [our-month
stint he did at Greenwich Village's Bitter End, a collechouse that Woody turned into his own Sanka sanctorum. Since the
Bitter End’s happy beginnings, Woody has almost been able to call his shots — the hungry 1, Mister Kelly's, the Blue Angel,
the Crescendo; he's taped three Candid Camera shots, has made a TV pilot film, and has a movie-script deal percolating,
Why does he drive himself so hard? Woody, with deadpan sincerity, explains: “I don’t want to be just another pretty face.” 173
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By BEN HECHT

a colorful firsthand

chronicle of prohibition—
the unenforceable

phenomenon that created
the three-ring circus

called the roaring twenties

1 OFTEN WONDER if the things I remember are true. I don't mean
about the deviltries of youth. No man can remember himself
accurately. The best he can do is locate the windings of a dried
river bed, and invent the water that once flowed in it; invent the
swilt current, the rapids, the alluring swimming holes.

I mean the memory of events such as wars, political and moral
upheavals and all the fanfares that become involved as history. Since
most historians devote themselves to chronicling the ultimate tri-
umph of virtue over evil, and since no such happy finale has yet
come to pass, it is obvious that history is the science of daydreams,
as are the reports of novelists, poets and priests.

In my efforts, here, at sketching the history of an era through
which I lived, and of which 1 was a rather sprightly observer, 1
know 1 shall write as much out of bias as out of fact. How can
one write of the seven deadly sins of morality without a touch
of bias? A bleating piety inflamed the land, terrifying its Tom
Thumb politicians. Result — the Prohibition Era, 1919-1933.

For some 14 years the Era turned the U.S. into a joke. You
wouldn't have had a much funnier nation if a law had been passed
requiring all its citizens to walk naked on stilts.

There are, naturally, two Prohibition Eras—the one that
existed and the one that has flowered into an American legend.
As box office, number two Era is today neck and neck with the
winning of the West, and challenging its lead. The Chicago gang-
ster of the Twenties in his pinstriped suit and his Mediterranean
hairdo promises to pull ahead of the Indian chief provoked by
crooked white men into scalping wagon-train passengers.

I was a Chicago newspaper reporter during the dry years, and,
biased though I may be, I shall do my best to write of them with-
out out-and-out lying. This is not an easy chore. The lies that
have accumulated about the Twenties are now tall enough to
receive homage as a myth, particularly from writers.

It is more profitable for writers to succumb to a myth than
to contradict it. Succumb, and you can make a fortune peddling
scenarios to the movies and television industry. In fact, I have.
Contradict, and a few nickels will trickle in from the literary
periodicals.

What is the myth? It is the same historical myth, with a jazz
beat added, of virtue’s triumph over evil. There are always a few
carpers. But the human multitude never tires of applauding this
fantasy. Perhaps it is all for the best — that the need for believing
the world is better than it is never surrenders to reality.

Millions of current Americans gape nightly at TV sets and
movie screens watching the virtuous lawmen take on the evil
gangsters of the Twenties and mow them down with firearms.
Virtue always triumphs, suffering seldom more than a minor flesh
wound that any doctor can clear up in a week. The evil ones
always getting plugged, rolling down stairways and pitching out of
windows, ready for the morgue wagon.

It was not thus in the Prohibition Era. Good and evil did not
meet in a head-on collision. They met only for the pay-off. The
forces of law and order did not advance on the villains with drawn
guns, but with their palms out, like bellboys.

During our prohibition spell some 600 gangsters were mur-
dered in Chicago, nary one by a cop. For the 600 murders in
Chicago’s streets only two culprits were caught and convicted of
homicide. The two were probably masochists who rushed neurot-
ically to the station house for punishment.

This is not a wanton comment. Suicide was one of the occu-
pational hazards for Chicago gunmen. Frank Nitti, Al Capone’s
“Enforcer” blew his own head off, as did a number of our town'’s
most able killers.

I noted in my reporter days that professional killers were
often moody fellows. They did a lot  (continucd on page 222)
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“A nff to thin_ff, Sa_nm, “**Tis the season to be jolly,
that I didn’t believe in you! tra-la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la . . "

“Christmas, of course, is really
a ral race for us Don Juans.”
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a compendium of wry yulefoolery
Jfrom the pages of playboy
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“I've been save

“Find another way to beat the cold,
Walsh — or turn in your bell!




“See here, Mr. Dabner — I'm your secretary!”

“If not you, who?”

the usual gifts?”

“Well, do we exchange
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“Memo to the Christmas Office Party Commattee: “Heo, ho, ho!”
Congratulations, et celera, et celera,
signed B. ]. Wilkens.”

“So now i’ll be Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen,
. . ? 5 ac » i L . 5 -
Comet, Cupid, Donner and Venison. “Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus.”



“No, Fred, it's pretty quiet here. As you
know, Stanhope and Company canceled all
Christmas office parties two years ago.”

“Don’t ‘Ho-ho-ho" me, you dirty old man!!”

L Wm"yﬁfw/
“...I'm Scrooge from the office, Mrs. Cratchit . . .

I'm here — heh-heh-heh —
to give you a goose for Christmas. ..

“We need one volunteer to help
Miss Fairfront heve gather the mistletoe.”



“Now, don’t get those two buttons mixed up.
This one sets off five-hundred inter-
continental ballistic misstles, and that one “My gracious, Mv. Simpson —
lights up the White House Christinas tree.” I thought it was a pillow!”

“What's going on here?!”

“Well, Willie,
I understand you've been a bad boy this year!”
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how to talk dirty and influence people

The fuzz figured a priest
in Miami Beach had to be
up to something. But it was

part three of an autobiography by lenny bruce
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.. I ask you—
is this the pose of a panhandler?

Honey wis making it as a singer,
at last, and we were doing fine.

That was the day T
left the prim”mmi’.

Fliissdson Huvhand, A Horl, Goes on Bith the Sl

Night Club Artiat Beelly Cut,
'Ilm Hare Fractured Skull

A mght och

Hefner? Hefner?
I can’t seem to find your name in

Singer Injured in Aulo Crash

{l1er Collision in Lawvencevitle

avr and hev crmadion ushand wers
wirrdy erimal @ & (woos rollees h--l
4t AT Uher il TrUrigTed Lbie sar frvm |

| Sewiws auce imia "1 may
2 o
[
wri

my dance card.

SYnoOPSis: Last month, in Pavt 11 of his auto-
biography, Lenny Bruce continued the story of his
early show-business career; of hrf rise toward pronu-
nence as a “clean young comic” aftey acclaim on an
“Arthur Godfrey's Talent Scouts” show, and of his
growing dissatisfaction with the snickeving “morality”
of a world as difficult for him to undeystand as the
crazy-quilt episodes of his rootless childhood had been.
Disillusioned, he signed on in the merchant marine,
only to fall in love with Honey Harlowe, a redheaded
stripper, just before shipping out. He recounted his ex-
periences aboard ship, wheve he unknowingly smoked
hashish with a Tuvkish scaman who was horrified at
the thought of drinking alcohol; and ashore, where he
investigated a Marseilles bordello that cateved to men’s
fantasies as well as their physical desives. Finally,
Lenny told how he returned to the U.S., married
Honey, and was immediately faced with the problem
of supporting the two of them without letting his wife
conlinue in her smirked-at profession. Casting about
for a source of income while Honey took singing les-
sons, he recalled how, while in the Navy, he had suc-
cessfully solicited help for a leper colony, gratis, Then,
as the first step in his plan for becoming a free-lance
fund raiser, he had stolen a bundle of priestly gavmments
from a vectory, and, as Part 111 begins, Lenny is ready
to go into business for himself.

THE NEXT FEW WEEKS were spent with a battery of law-
yers getting a charter from New York State which legal-
ized the Brother Mathias Foundation. This licensed
me to solicit and disburse funds to the leper colony —
which was not at all illegal, for I meant 10 do just
that . . . alter “operating costs” had been deducted.

I had it made: a priest with a discase —an unbeat-
able combination.

The first place in which T chose to solicit funds was
Miami Beach. Honey was stripping there, at the Pad-
dock Club, and I was working at the Olympia Theater
in Miami. We were living at the Floridian Hotel.

Honey was in bed, eating a breakfast that consisted
of an orange pop and a hot dog with Everything. I
had had Monsignor Martin's pants taken in at the seat
and the legs let out. I had three suits all nicely tailored,
cleaned and pressed. They fit perfectly. They hung in
lovely incongruity: the clerical costumes and the G
string, side by side.

The sun poured through the room and bounced off
the beaded G swring. The prism formed a halo as 1
walked out ol the room in my somber black outfit.

I was just about to get into Honey's 1949 convertible
Chevrolet with the leopard-skin scat covers when I
heard it lor the first time, loud and clear: “Good
morning, Father.”

The voice came from a sensual-looking, buxom wom-
an of about 35. They bounced when she walked.
Ooooh, Daddy! I stood looking at her, both reverent
and horny at the same time.
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“I'm Mrs, Walsh,” she said. “Are you
at the Floridian, Father?”

“Yes, I'm with the Brother Mathias
Foundation, and we're in this area to
collect money for the poor unfortunate
lepers in Britsh Guiana.”

“Well. 1 don't have my checkbook
with me —"

“Oh, no,” T interrupted, “a donation
wis the Tarthest thing from myv mind.”

“I know that, Father, but I want to
vive you something. I'm going o my
room — 417. When vou return, give me
a knock, won’t you?”

“Well, yes. il you insist.”

I watched her do her litde-girl pout.
Some women can pout so that it looks
as if they're putting in a diaphragm at
that very moment.

“You won't forget, will you. Father#”

“No. I shan’t forget.”

With all the subety of an exhibi-
tionist exposing himsell in a subway sta-
tion, she telegraphed: “My  husband
better not keep sending me down here
alone.”

I drove away as Honey scowled out
the window, devouring another one with
Everything on it

I started to drive north from the
Floridian, heading my winged chariot,
which had a conventional shift  that
stuck, toward the wealthy homes.

A priest driving a convertible with
the wop down would cause a lot of com-
ment in Boston. but here in the domain
of David and Celia, 1 went unnoticed.
1 whizzed past the markets which pro-
claimed “Goodman’s Noodles™ and
“Hebrew National,” past the theater
which advertised “Saturday Night Only
— Cantor Rosenblatt, Naftula Brandy-
wine, Yetta Stwerling, Diect  from
Second Avenue, in A Mema's Hariz —
Jewish Drama.”

Always the same problem with a litde
l)]ﬂl twist, like a |)1‘clu:l. The Jewish
girl marries a gentile boy and the Jew-
ish girl's Lamily immediately goes into
mourning. The gentile hushand  stavs
drunk and beats her throughout the en
tire sccond act. The third act has the
usual happy ending, where the ginl gets
pregnant, the drunken hushand leaves
her, and she goes blind working in a
sewing-machine lactory. The child grows
up to be a brilliant physician - who
natarally, is a genetic representation of
his mother’s side; but he stutters terribly
because ol the gentile blood in him. At
the end ol the third act, his kindly old
Jewish  grandmother, who  has  been
scarching for him, meets him unex-
pectedly while sitting on a bench waiting
for an ollstage bus. He kisses her and
whispers stutteringly in her ear, I love
you” —in Hebrew . . . but the evil gen-
tile part of him comes out and he bites
her car olf as the curtain lalls on the

184 little theater ofl Times Square. About

10 blocks off Times Square.

As I stopped for a pedestrian to pass,
a rabbi drove by and gave me a friendly
wave. I wondered, do rabbis and priests
always wave at cach other, just like
people in sports cars?

I reached a wealthy scction a few
blocks away which, interestingly enough,
was inhabited almost exclusively by gen-
tile families. 1 parked the car at the
curb and knocked at the first door.

- - -

I you have ever done any door-to-door
sclling, whether it be encyclopedias,
siding, shingles, baby pictures, or Avon
cosmetics, you know that you receive
rejection 95 percent ol the time. I've
always assumed that one would have 1o
be a dedicated masochist o pursue this
type ol emplovment.

As a kid, T studied the color transler-
cence of a buttercup while lolling on a
Liwn rewreat between soliciting subscrip-
tions lor the Long Istand Daily Press.
I would commune with nature to recoup
my stamina and morale between houses.
Actually, I was a door-to-lawn salesman.

It sure was uncomfortable standing on
a porch, looking through a screen door
at a shadowy figure bent over suruggling
with a mohair davenport while the roar
of an unattended vacuum cleaner bel-
lowed and wheezed. A nine-year-old
silesman hasn't learned the relinements
of the game. . . .

The first telephone call: “Hello, Mrs.
Harding? I hope I'm not disturbing your
dinner. . . . Ha, ha, ha —well, T won't
keep vou a minute; I know it must be
delicious. My name is Schneider. Your
neighbor, Mrs. Wilson, gave me vour
number. Now, before vou hang up, don't
get the idea that I'm wrying o sell vou
anything. Certainly not! You are very
fortunate, indeed, because my company
is engaged in a marketresearch project
and, providing vou qualily according 1o
our strict specifications, T may be able
to olfer you a most valuable service, free
of charge — absolutely Iree — which will
not cost you one single penny . . . that is,
ol course, providing you do pass our
strict qualifications. . . "

The strict qualifications being that she
doesn’t hang up.

But I cannot indict the system. It is
no more corrupt than any other lorm of
selling. The term iwsell, “selling,” im-
plies wlking the customer into purchas
ing an article he has not previously had
any need or desire for.

When I was nine years old, I would
find mysell standing on a strange and
unlriendly porch, geting the breath
scared out of me by some dopey chow
dog who always leaped out at me from
nowhere. Luckily he would just miss
me by the six-inch strain on his chain.
Dogs scem o take a particular delight
in scaring nine-year-old boys. 1 think

it's really a game with them, harmliess
enough, like lewching sticks, because they
are certainly capable of killing you il
they wanted to. They don't, though; they
just nip at your heels when vou ride
past on your bike. It's all in fun. For
them. 1 dido't understand the rule of
the game when I was nine years old.

I was a prepubic spoilsport.

I must admit that when you stand on
that porch and they leap out, it does
serve some usclul Tunction. Il vou have
sinus trouble, your nasal passages are
cleared up in scconds. T imagine that's
what the cave men must have done in-
stead of taking nose drops. II a kid's
nose was stulfed up, they just stood him
in front of a cave until a dinosaur stuck
his head out.

By 1951 1 had considerably refined my
sales approach. 1 still had no “opener”
telephone call 1o case my introduction,
but I did have a uniform.

A uniform is an important means o
instant aceeptance.

A man is no longer just a man: he is
part ol an institution — milkman, post-
man, diaper man —he has conquered
the suspicion of being a stranger by ac-
quiring a kind ol official anonvmity. He
is assoctated with a definite mission, He
meians business.

I learned that from my experience in
the Navy, the merchanmt marine and. ol
course, the WAVEs. Now, my priest uni-
form overshadowed General Eisenhower's
in comnuanding respect,

I walked up to that $90,000 bayv-front
home with the yacht parked in the back,
and the chow dog lay down just the way
Daisy used w in the Blondic movies.
That's what preacceptance does for you.
Androdles had achicved it Tor me thou-
sands ol years belore, taking that thorn
out ol the lion’s foot.

The door opened even belore my foot
touched the first step. A flustered maid,
wiping her hands on her apron, gulped:
“Good morning, Father, won’t you come
in? Mrs. McKenery will be vight down.”

The house wias immaculate. The maid
led me o the Music Room. In the center
wis a beantiful  Baldwin grand,  the
grandest piano I had ever seen. It prob-
ably hadn’t been played sinee the liude
girl whose picture stood on wp ol it had
growin up.

I conjured up a mental picture of the
mistress ol the house. People usually
look like their homes. This house was
spotless, but not the crisp. white-kitchen
cleanliness with yellow-llowered curtains
and a cute Donald Duck—clock decor
with which some reflect themselves. This
house smelled of wood polished with
linsced oil.

Some women are Clorox scrubbers:
others are dusters or straightener-uppers.

(continued on page 241 )




aybay’s frolicsome femlin peesents ahandsome holiday hal

oy

Qur jounty Femlin conducts o Christmas tour thraugh PLAYBOY's extensive gift gallery displaying o spectaculor array af yuletide largess
to fill even the largest of stockings. Beginning on her green-gloved right: Gold cigarette case, 18-kt., done in groove-banded apen
bosket weave, by Tiffany, $1175. South American jasper cufi-link set, midnight blue, mounted in knurled-ed silver, by Dante, $17.50.
Wafer-thin gold watch, with 14-kt. Flarentine finish, matching mesh band, 22-jewel movement, by Hamilton, $300. Pair of roulette-red
solid-coral dice, 18-ki. gold-inlaid pips, with felt-lined leather dice cup [not shown}, by Schlumberger, $570. Accutron desk clock,
cordless, frame in rolled gold plate, accuracy guaranteed to within one minute a month, transistorized with electrically driven tuning
fork and mavement fully visible, powered by mercury cell which lasts a full year, ongle of clock face adjustable at base, by Bulova, $175.
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Below, clockwise from noon: Cotton-corduroy cor coat, with wool-plaid lining, by H.L.S., $25. LeRoy Neiman portfolio, six full-color
reproductions, from Playboy Products, $25. Vargos portfolio, six full-color reproductions from the pages of PLAYEOY, by Ployboy
Products, $25. Chemex coffee maker, brews 6 to 20 cups, from Hommacher Schlemmer, $17.50. Four-speed turntable /changer, with
built-in strobe, completely separate changer and turntable mechanisms, by Thorens, $250; base, $30. Porter-Cable bottery-
operated drill, with rechargeable power pack, by Rockwell Monufacturing Co., $120. Dictating machine, lifetime magnetic tape,
by Norelco, $249.50. UHF converter, for black-and-white or color sets, by Standard Kollsman, $39.95. Emergency too! kit, includes
flashlight, leather cose, from Mark Cross, $30. Battery-operated railroad clock, with transistorized movement, by Rigaud, $250. Super
Sports motorcycle, 50cc, four speeds, by Honda, $285, West Coost P.O.E. Serving troy with lacquer finish, by Tokashimaya, $6.90.

Left, clockwise from one: Swedish corafe, with rosewood trim, vacuum design, by Bonniers, $19.50. Deerskin gloves, by Fownes,
$5.50. Testa leather ottaché cose, by Seeger, $152.50. Buffet boin-marie double pot ond warmer, from Bozar Francais, $55.
Howaiion milo wood solod bowl, from America House, $100. Stainless-steel knives, with stag handles, set of six, from Hoffritz, $25.
Silver boot jigger lon Femlin's foot), by Brooks Brothers, $7.50. Old World globe with brass base, by Brooks Brothers, $30. Teak

solt-and-pepper-mill set, by Maison Gourmet, $10. Ock letter box with troys, by Bonniers, $45. One-piece Swedish telephone, °

by Ericofon, $59.95. Glacier Ware pitcher-cooler, from Hommacher Schlemmer, $22. Ties (from leff) by Beau Brummel, by Superba,
and by Sir Wembley, $3.50 eoch. Walnut coat hanger, with brass fittings, by Maxwell-Phillip, $12. Stoinless-steel chafing dish, walnut
fittings, from Alfred Dunhill, $35. Center: Playboy Cartoon Album, Ployboy Products, $2. Automobile Quarterly, Automobile Quarterly,
$21 per yeor. Three Ploys by Jean Giraudoux-Christopher Fry, Oxford University Press, $5. The Early Yeors of Alec Waugh, Farrar,
Straus, $6. Rosewood book ends, from America House, $16. Background: One-of-a-kind wool rug, by America House, $4600.
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Above, clockwise from 10: Copper ship's lomp, from Brooks Brothers, $22.50. Rare bird's-eye-briar pipe, comes with hand-
fitted case, serviced for life, by Koywoodie, $100. Movie comera, 8mm, with two-speed electric zoom reflex action between
9 ond 36mm, /1.8 lens, by Fujica, $249.50. Teok solad bowl, mode in Sweden, by Bonniers, $18. Ski mask of Orlon ocrylic
knit, from Siegel Brothers, $2.25. Egyption woter clock, one hour, with leather trim, by Rigoud, $30. XP-100 pistol, .221 caliber,
single shot, bolt oction, center fire, one-piece Zytel stock, with fitted zipper cose, by Remington Arms, $99.95. Sun-timer
sunglasses, with broad temples, by Victory Optical, about $12. Turchinite poperweight, two-inch transporent geometric
cube, from Americo House, $8.35. Skindiver olorm watch, tested to 1000-faot depth, decampression colibrated, antimognetic
steel case, corrosion resistont, by Vulcoin, $250. Shoe bufier, with leather hondles, by Rigoud, $3.50. White Dot cortridge
desk pen, one of pair from teakwoad set {center) which has thermometer, name plate, oll by W. A. Sheaffer, $60.

Right, outer circle, clockwise from noon. Citotion men's cologne, 4.75 ozs., by Mennen, $1.25. Figaro soop, from after-shave
set with cologne, by Lonvin, $8.75 complete. Shaving stick, by Colgate, 60c. Volor cologne, 8 ozs., with after-shave lction
{not shownl, by Lorle, $7.50. English Leather spray lotian, 2 ozs., by Mem, $5. That Mon calogne, 4 ozs., by Revlan, $4.
After-shave lofion 6 ozs., by Countess Mora, $5.50. Adjustable safety rozor, by Gillette, $1.50. Shaving mug, from Corrado
Cutlery, $2.50. Both soap, three bars, fram Alfred Dunhill, $5. Rozorstrop, hond-finished leather, from Corrado Cutlery, $6.
Badger shaving brush, from Corrado Cutlery, $12.50. Jet for lentlemen men's cologne, 3.7 ozs., by Corday, $3.50. Old
Spice shower soop, with rope handle, by Shulton, $1. Ock shaving mirror, by Bonniers, $48. No. 4711 cologne, 6.76 ozs.,
by Colonia, $5. Inner circle, clockwise from noon: Eou de Konongo colagne, 8 ozs., by Rigoud, $10.50. Leather toilet kit
with two brushes, from Alfred Dunhill, $35. Tricorn colagne water, 8 ozs., by Coaswell-Massey, $8.75. A Gentleman's
Cologne, 16 ozs., by Chonel, $13.50. Canoe, French hand soap, by Dano, $3.75. After-shave lotion. 4 ozs., with cologne
(not shown), by Yordley, $7.50 the set. Razar, from Corrodo Cutlery, $5. 346" lotion, 4 ozs., by Brooks Brothers, $3.50.






mentary, by Revere, $299. Glodstone bag of G cowhide, by Seeger, $190. Walnut dry bar with buili-in refrigerator, ice-cube
maker, by Springer Penguin, $665. Finnish linen, four mats, $7.80, four napkins, $4, by Dansk Designs. Stainless-steel coffee samovar,
from Hammacher Schlemmer, $30. Nine-tronsistor bottle radio, disqu

= horse on
teck block, by Arts of La Jollo, $37.50. Six-foot checked Shetland scarf, by Hand Crafts, $5. Sun lomp/desk lamp

on with

automatic timer, by Sea and Ski, $50. Model Nine specker system, two full-range electrosiatic units in oiled walnut, by KLH, $1030.
Chromed-steel tool kit with leather case, from Mark Cross, $250. All-wool Finnish lap robe, by Bonniers, $25. Adijustable coffee mill,
silver and aluminum, by Distinguished Gifts, $19.95. Slippers, of glove leather, by Evans, $11. Automatic answering service, from the
Bell System, $25 instollation, $25 monthly. Center: Automatic 12-gauge shotgun, 5-shot, gas operated, by Remington Arms, $169.95.
Beneath it: Shooting-gear box, holds shells and cleaning equipment, mohogany with brass hardware, by Abercrombie & Fitch, $29.50.
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Clockwise from noon: Hand-blown pitcher, 60-0z. capacity, with stirrer, by Riekes-Crisa, $3. ltalian glass ashtray, in two colors, by
Bonniers, $20. Rib-striped wool sweater, V-neck, with suede patches, by Himaloya, $20. Swedish woaden matches, 140 boxes, of
various sizes, from Bonniers, $8. Corkscrew and double jigger (held aloft by Femlin}, %4 oz. and 1%2 ozs., with stag handles, by Maxwell-
Phillip, $12 each. Champagne taster, 8 ozs., in tulip design originolly canceived for President Kennedy, by Riekes-Crisa, 70c. Cowhide
belt with bross trim, by Caonterbury, $4. ltalian gloves with capeskin palms, crocheted backs, Orlon lining, by Fownes, $7. Sputnik
barometer-thermometer-hygrometer combination, clear dome with brass fittings, by Hoffritz, $24.95. Tie, multicolor waven Scottish
design, wool and mohair, by Rooster, $2.50. Danish lamp with pleated shade and black metal stand, from Bonniers, $37.50. Portable
AM-FM radiq, 9 transistors, nickel-cadmium batteries recharge by plugging into AC outlet, AFC, no-drift FM circuit, earphone, auxiliary-
speaker jack, indicator ta show station clarity and battery life, by Gulton, $79.95. Center: Game box, tap-grain hide, lined in mahagany,
with gold-tooled trim and brass fittings, contains luxury editions of 20 baard games, plus dice, cards and daminoes, by Mark Cross, $400.




Right, clockwise from noon: Projection screen, opens horizontolly to 40" x 40" picture oreo, by Radiont, $44.95. Viyello
flannel robe, minioture Stuart plaid, by State-of-Moine, $35. Sportwin outboard motor, 92 H.P., 59 Ibs., with tiller-located
gear indicator, by Evinrude, $355. Tri-Plonor specker system, slim design, walnut finish, by University Loudspeakers, $79.95.
Nikon F caomero, 35mm, automatic, instant-return mirror, instant-reopen diaphragm, by Nikon, $233; attached to it: 180-
degree wide-angle lens, 8mm, f/8, internal rotating turret with 6 built-in filters, by Nikkor, $449.50. FM stereo tuner, solid-stote
circuitry, by Harmon-Kardon, $299; walnut case, $19.95. Salt and pepper mills, of walnut and brass, by Rigaud, $12.95 each.
Four-track tape recorder, with 3 separate heads, self-contained ploybock system, solid-stote power amplifiers, by Raberts,
$599.95. Water-repellent cowhide sotchel, by Seeger, $110. Cigarette box, leather with brass fittings, by Rigaud, $49.50.
Center: English cak barrico, with brass hoops, from Brooks Brothers, $42.50. In it, from left: lightweight underwater speor
gun, from Dacor, $15. Nylon umbrellos, with whangee handle, $15, Malacco handle, $27.50, both from Brooks Brothers.

Below, top to bottom from left, first column: Louis Henry pate de foie gras, 5 0zs., $7.50. Au Gourmet babas with rum, 14 ozs.,
$1.29. Montrachet 1959, $8.95. Javo-Mocha-Mara coffee beans, from Berkshire Farms, 5 Ibs., $5.95. Lobster, 18 ozs., shipped
live in seaweed from Saltwater Farms, 12 for $19.95 plus freight. Second column: lle de France brie, 2 Ibs., $5.38. Polli pickles
giardiniera, 2 Ibs., $3.95. Dutch cheese boll, 65 ozs., $5.25. Prime strip stecks, about 12 ozs., from Stock Yards Packing Co.,
6 for $25. Third column: Romanoff caviar, 14 ozs., $33.95. Danish ham, 10 Ibs., $11.50. Fratelli artichoke hearts, 124 ozs.,
$3.95. Raffetto brandied peaches, 18 ozs., $1.59. Fourth column: Smaoked Rock Cornish game hen, from Berkshire Farms, $7.95
the brace. Reese de Paris snails with shells, 24 for $2.35. Smoked turkey, from Stop & Shop, $1.75 Ib. Polli antipasto hors
d'oeuvres, 19 ozs., $7.85. Fifth column: Cofe Salvador instant espresso, 2 ozs., 53c. Potage Francais crawfish bisque, 14 ozs.,
69c. On its right: 1955 Bollinger brut, $18.50. Sixth column: Société Bee Roquefort, $1.98 Ib. Reese de Paris trufiles, 32 ozs.,
$8.95. lody Clementine colossal stuffed olives, 18 ozs.,, $2.19. Scan Val mussels in aspic, 5 ozs., 95¢c. last column: Grand
Duke beluge malessol caviar, comes in earthenware crock, 14 ozs, $42.50. Bigelow Darjeeling tea bags, 40 for $2.25.
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THE TEEVEE JEEBIES STORY
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“Alice, I have something to tell you —
I'm not veally a eunuch ... 1"

_.rﬂﬁ.

“So much for the twist. Now to do the
mambo, we place both feel ...

“Hey, lady, wanna have a little “My God! No one will ever believe it. Raped by
fun before your boat sails?” a flock of butterflies!”
194



a laughingstock of additional dialog for the late late tv reruns

It says, ‘Beware! There is a spy in your midst For the last time, Tim. you're not
Heiswearingawhite .. viding on the yunning board!”

“Onps -

1

watch where you've putting your foot, baby

“If you think this is funny. you ought o sce

Just because Idvink, and cuss. and smoke cioays.
what he wrote on the wall of the men's john!” and look disheveled. you think I'm not a sood leader.
Well, the world's going to remember Hu' name of
Generval humu Goldfarl .
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HOW TO READ A BOOK

to do with the story of Don Quixote.
A recent tanslator of Cervantes” work,
J- M. Cohen. advises us to skip these
interlarded tales entively. Certainly most
of this extraneous material can be
skipped in a first reading without alfect-
ing our grasp of the main theme.
- - -

Another obstacle to our understanding
and enjoyment ol some ol the great
works of fiction is that the author olten
steps into the role of preacher, teacher
or lecturer. These dissertations occur not
only in works with a serious message,
such as Dante’s Divine Comedy and Mil-
ton's Pavadise Lost, but also in such
comic tales as Don Quixole and Tom
Jones. In the latter two works, the dis-
cussions are closcly related to the narra-
tion, consisting ol litevary ceriticism and
literary history. The whele story ol Don
Quixote might be regarded as o Torm of
literary criticism, since it deliberately par-
odics the trashy chivalric romances which
were popular in Cervantes” time. But in
addition 10 this practical or existen-
tial demonstration ol the ridiculousness
ol 1the cichéridden romances, Cer-
vantes provides a critical history ol this
literatare, as well as a discussion of the
popular drama ol his time. He also gives
us in Part I of his novel a aiticism of
the defects of which he had been guilty
in Part I — for instance, that “The Novel
of the Hl-advised Curiosity” is out of
place. Most of this critical material is
apparently germane to the work, which
is one ol the prime examples of anti-
literary literature —a work of fiction
written to demonstrite the worthlessness
ol a certain wype of fiction.

In the case of Tom Jones, the essays
on literary criticism, which appear at the

(continucd from page 122

beginning ol each ol the 18 “books™ that
comprise the work, do not have such a
close relation to the theme. Indeed. these
admittedly arve breaks in the narrative
which the author, Henry Fielding. avows
will be a welcome change for the reader.
He proceeds to give his captive audience
a whole theory of the writing of novels
and also to ger in his licks against the
litevary critics, whom he describes as
“reptiles.” “shanderers,” ignoramuses and
incompetents, Here again our common-
sense rule should prevail. The main
thing in Tom Jones is the story of the
misfortunes, exploits and embarassing
moments of that good-natured “gallant™
young man and of the people with whom
he is involved. Il the chapters of Titerary
criticism are annoying interruption
in our lollowing the story, then we may
ignore them at a first reading, without
fecling guilty about “cheating.”

When we come to a book like Tol-
stov's War and Peace, the presentation
of the author's theory of the causes of
historical evems adds a further, and 1o
some readers a discouraging, complexity
to what is already a very complex work,
Indeed. the Late H. 1. Mencken has said
it contains every endeavor known to man
with the possible exception of a yacht
race. It tells the story of several families
over three generations against the back-
ground ol Napolcon's war against Russia.
Close to 500 characters march through
its pages. 1o is a vast hictional narvivive
which at the same time deals with wide-
spread and complex historical events. In
addition. it includes whole sections pre-
senting Tolstov’s philosophy of history —
that historical events are completely de-
termined and inevitable, not influcnced
at all by human decisions.

“Forget it, Harry. Lots of Santa Clauses are Jewish.”

From the time the novel first appeared,
extraordinary as well as ordinary readers
have protested vehemently against the
inclusion of these long discursive pas-
sages iha work ol fiction. Turgenev e
cused  Tolstoy of sheer  charlatanism.
Flabert complained that “he repeats
himscll. he philosophizes.” And the critic
Perey Lubbock said that he inserted “in-
terminable chapters of comment and ex-
planation. chapters in the manner of a
controversial pamphlet. lest the argu-
ment ol his dvama should be missed.”
Though the justice of these havsh criti-
cisms can be challenged, it is still true
that our reading and understanding of
this magnificent story will not be sevi-
ously impaired if we skip what Lubbock
called “these maddening interruptions”
in a first reading, and go on with the
novel. Our enjoyment and completion
ol the work depend on our following out
the destinies and  interactions of the
main characters and the incomparable
portrait ol men at war. Besides, the com-
mon reader will gather a good deal of
Tolstoy’s theory of historical inevitability
simply from his story of the war and its
dircction — for instance, the contrasting
portriits of Napoleon and Kutuzov, the
ridicule of pretentious military theorists,
the comparatively greater role assigned 10
the common soldicrs as against the “big
brass,” and the way in which General
Bagration saves the day at Austerlitr
merely by his unplanned appearance on
the scene.

This work certainly deserves its repu-
tation. Few writers have equaled Tol-
SLOY's power to re-create concrete human
actions — war, hunting, farming, [amily
life and erotic love. But again it is not
necessary to read evervthing in the novel
the first time we read it — perhaps not
at all. I mysell, find the parts dealing
with Pierre Bezukhov's Masonic activi-
ties boring, and this has not been reme-
died by continual rereading, so T pass
them by, Other readers may find that
other parts drag, and skip accordingly.
Certainly this is a whale of a1 book, and
far more enjoyable to read than 90 per-
cent of the fat contemporary best sellers
through which people plow in order to
be “wellread™ today.

Speaking of a whale of a book natu-
rally veminds us of Moby Dick. by Her-
man Melville, a great work of fiction that
includes nmmerous sections of nonfic-
tional material. Pages and pages of the
book arc filled with a history and de-
scription of whale hunting and a pscudo-
scicntific “cetology,”  the  study  of
whales. Here again it is far better for
those who feel blocked and confused by
the appearance of these chunks of his-
torical and scientific material that inter-
rupt the flow of the narrative, simply 10
skip them ac a first reading. Aflter all, it
is obviously Iar less important to absorh
all the details of the whaling industry




{ On display at the Victeria and Albert Museum, Londen, England)

Publnhest ot Semmeriys hfmm

This is the first Christmas card,but

DISTILLED & BOTTLEDINTHE USA.BY | -
THE DISTILLERS COMPANY. LIMITED {

LINDEN. NFEW JERSEY

this English holiday
greeting is older!
When J. C. Horsley designed the first
Christmas card in 1843, Gordon’s
Gin had already been an English holi-
day fixture for 74 years. Obviously,
then, you're on very firm traditional
ground when you give a gift of
Gordon’s. Nice thing is, Gordon’s still
harks back to Alexander Gordon’s
original 1769 formula, which keeps
it distinctively dry and flavour-
some. So your gift is not only richly

historical, it tastes good, too. Ideal
Christmas gift, wouldn’t you say?




PLAYBOY

198

'A\W
A

“...dnd yet, Kitly, in many, many ways I'm very, very poor.”



than to pereeive that Captain Ahab’s hunt
for the white whale has something o do
with man’s encounter with evil. Moby
Dick is a rich and complex story. requir-
ing cnough of the reader’s concentration
and energy, without forcing him, in ad-
dition, o an involuntary reading of the
digressions into history and biology.

Another great book that contains
much nonfictional and instructive ma-
wevial is, oddly enough, Gargantua and
Pantagruel, by pravioy's patron monk,
Francois Rabelais. The common habit
ol talking about Rabelais” work instead
ol reading it has concealed this [rom
most of us. This does not mean that
Rabelais is not Rabelaisian in the com-
mon sense. He is, and most delightiully
and wholesomely so, in a manner to
lllilk{.‘ maose l'OI'Ill'.l'l'lI)nrill'Y ill[l'nl]nﬁ it
coarseness seem sick and effete. Yes, Gar-
gantua’s ingenious invention of a new
tvpe ol toilet tissue is there, and so are
the great feats of emptying heroic blad-
ders 1o flood the countryside and win
battles. the rhapsodies on the male mem-
Ler and on that now unfortunately passé
article of wearing apparel, the codpicee,
Panurge's plea for an impregnable wall
lor Paris constructed of women's essen-
tial parts, arranged according 1o size, the
five recipes for the abatement of lust, of
which “the oo frequent reiteration of
the act of venery™ seems to be the surest.
These and hundreds of other such inci-
dents, as well as all the four- and hive-
letter words and many others that we
never heard of — all are there. Rabelais’
carthiness is indeed no mere spicler’s
come-on.

This carthiness is wonderfully enjoy-
able, but that is by no meins all that
there is to Rabelats” masterpicce, for it
is also in large part a distillation and
presentation of Renaissance learning. At
the bezinning Rabelais suggests the two
Laces of his work, pointing on the one
hand to the saving power of laughter and
claiming nothing but wholesome mirth
as his aim, while on the other hand
warning that a serious message is cleverly
hidden under the “jests, mockeries, las
civious discourse, and recrcative lies.”
He miges that the reader “by a sedulous
lecture, and frequent meditation. break
the bone, and suck out the marrow.”

This scems to contradict what I have
been saving, But, for one thing, I think
Rabelais’ vather loge claim is o be
taken with several grains ol salt, espe-
cially when he promises to “disclose . . .
the most glorious doctrines and dreadful
miysieries.” 1 do not think, however, that
he is just trving to put the cloak of
respectability over his “Rabel:
rivs, for indeed the work is a potpourri of
all the arts, sciences and poetry ol his
time. This varied material is somehow
welded together and brought into the
story. For instance, it is in his stories
about Gargantua and Pantagruel that

Rabelais gives us a concrete and humor-
ous description of his ideal educational
program. in contrast with the degenerate
scholastic tvpe of education. His views
about the stupidity and horror of war
between nations are expressed in the
context of his tale, which he tells in up-
roarious [ashion. He attacks legal fol-
derol and hairsplitting in the comical
litization between Lord Kissbreech and
Lord Suckfist. His antipapist views are
embodied in a satirical section dealing
with Pope-Figland and Papimany. Un-
doubtedly. all the currents of the Renais-
sance and Reformation are present in
Garcanina and Pantasruel Still, we do
not read it as social and cultaral history,
which we can get in handier form else-
where, If we are edificd and instructed,
it is hecause we have been seduced into
it by the story and the stvle — by Rabe-
Iais” jovous bouncing about of words.

But. again. we are not compelled to
read every single. blessed word. There
are [requent repetitions of themes and
ideas. and some parts of the work drag,
especially in the later books. 1 am sure
that Rabelais himself would approve a
reader’s skimming or skipping the parts
that bore him. After all. his life ideal,
as portrayed in the utopian community
of Théléme in the book, is nonconstraint.
DO WHAT THOU WILT is its motto. Rabe-
lais” view is that constraint corrupts,

- L] L]

What about such monumental picces
ol literature as the Divine Comedy,
Pavadise Lost and Faust? Are they not
exceptions? Such works scem to demand
a whole mass of accessory scholarship,
including a score card to tell the plavers,
and a detailed map of the scene to find
our way around. There is a good deal of
Justice in this objection. We may take
the Divine Comedy as a prime example
of such monumental, all-embracing lit-
erature. How can we appreciate  this
work even partially without some knowl-
edge ol the philosophical and theological
doctrines which it presupposes, of the
historical characiers who fAll the work,
and of the political situation in Dante’s
time, including the vole of the papacy
to which he vefers so often? There is no
doubt that all the footnotes, explanations
and graphs that are solicitously 1acked
onto most editions of the Divine Comedy
are quite helplul. But it is also vrue that
they can hinder a suvecessful reading
ol the work the hrst time around. We
may get so enmeshed in following the
foounotes and locating ourselves on the
various levels of Hell, Purgatory and
Paradise that we may miss the message
as well as the story and the lovely lan-
guage in which it is told.

Whatever Dante has to say to us is
told in the form of a story. It is, on the
author’s own admission, an allegory of
man's free will and destiny, and he begs
the reader to seek out the underlving

meaning of the narrative. That mean-
ing. however, is to be grasped through
our own reading. imagination  and
appreciation, not through a pile ol glos-
saries, dictionarics.  footnotes,  suide-
books or maps. Dante himself said that
he was appealing to the reader through
poctic fiction. His aim, he said, was “to
put into verse things difficult to think.”
There are many possible meanings and
levels of meaning at a Arst reading, and
it is doubtful if we can ever fully exhaust
them in innumerable readings. But what-
ever meanings we do perceive through
our own personal insight must come
through reading the story about Dante,
lost in a dark and tangled wood at the
midpoint of his lifc. and following him
on his way through Hell and the other
regions. It is not important that we grasp
the exwremely complicated 1opography
of Hell at a first reading. What really
mateers is that we sense the pervading
tone, are impressed by the dramatic and
touching incidents. and become aware
of the central personal relationships,
such as the master-disciple relation be-
tween Virgil and Dante. And. besides,
the author himself stops the story from
time to time to skerch the plan of his
nary regions and hint at the mean-
ings intended by some of the incidents
and characters.

Again. as with many other of the great
books, there are sections ol the work that
are dull and tedious — every page of the
Divine Comedy is not on the same level
of vitality. lucidity and interest. There is
a good deal of it that vou will not only
want to skim the first time, but also the
uext few times. And the same goes for
Parvadise Lost, Faust and similar works.

This is a good time to recall that the
reason why we reread a book is not
merely to grasp what was lost or blurred
in the fArst reading, but also to enjoy
again what we enjoved the first time.
Exactly the same impulse is at work as
the one that impels us to see ag
movic which we particularly enjoved and
admired. William Faulkner, remarking
on how he continually veread the literanry
classics. pointed our that with these “old
friends” vou do not have to begin at the
start and 2o on to the end. “I've read
these books so often,” he said, “that 1
don’t always begin at page one and read
on to the end. T just read one scene, or
about one character, just as vou'd mect
and talk o a friend for a few minutes.”
This is all the more reason to read
through and enjoy a great book the hirst
time. Without that initial acquaintance-
ship and pleasure, the stage of [amilim
[riendship and repeated enjovment can
never be reached.

The moral is evident — it is a far, far
better thing to have read a great book
superhicially than never to have read it

at all.
Y]
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in a liquid inventory large enough to
allow all present to attain complete
cuphoria. If he’s mixing cold  drinks,
the liquors, glasses, juices and sparkling
witters must he chilled o a deep frost
helorehand. He neither undershakes nor
overshakes. II he's ladling hot drinks, he
is certain that his ingredients are what
the Trish call sereeching hot. He musin’t
be timid when creating holiday libations;
they should be prodigally rich in favor.
Happily. the one ingredient which
always Tavors holiday drinking is rugged
weather, Raging winds, snow or rain can
be counted upon o make any grog scem
infinitcly smoother and richer than it
would be under Lair skies. The uselulness
ol climatology in the fine art of bartend-
ing was keenly appreciated by Chiel
Justice John Marshall and his colleagues
in the carly davs of the Supreme Cout.
All members of the highest bench con-
curred that the specially imported “court
madceira,” as it was called, not only
helped them to speed up their dedisions
but also improved the skill with which
their decisions were made. Custom, how-
ever, discouraged madeira drinking ex-
cept in wet weather, Belore the botte
was uncorked, Chiel Justice Marshall
alwavs sent a colleague o the window.
If the weather was inclement, it provided
the justices with justification for a liberal
libation. Il there was sunshine, Marshall
was ready with an unchallengeable ar-
wument. “That is all the bewer,” he'd
say, “for our jurisdiction extends over so
large a territory that the docarine ol
chance makes it certain that it must be
vaining somewhere in the district which
we have to administer,” alter which, the
deep-brown madeira was duly poured.
As an  accompaniment  to modern
holiday mixology, we lavor the salty,
unadorned viands — thinly sliced West-

phalian ham, anchovies on [reshly and
copiously buttered hot toast, huge queen
olives stuffed with celery and almonds,
and imported smoked salmon, as thin as
paper, curled on crisp rye walers.

We olfer as inspiration to keepers of
the festive bar, six new holiday drinks,
Each formula serves wtwo.

GIN AND JERRY

075. zin
oz. vellow Chartreuse
075. O1aNge juice
teaspoon sugar
gy

Ground cinnamon

Pour gin, Chartreuse, orange juice and
sugar into saucepan. Heat almost to boil-
ing point. but don’t boil. Beat egg in nar-
row bowl with rotary beater until egg is
very light and foamy. Slowly, while stir-
ring constantly, pour hot liquid into
bhowl. Pour into preheated tom-and-jerry
mugs or punch cups. Sprinkle lightly
with cinnamon.

0 -l

PINEAPPLE CHAMPAGNE

1 split brut champagne

1 oz pincapple liqueur

1 oz calvados

2 pincapple cocktail spears

Chill all ingredicnts thoroughly before
assembling drinks. Prechill saucer cham-
pagne glasses cither in relrigerator or in
cracked ice. Pour liqueur and calvados
into glasses. Place a pincapple spear in
cach glass. Pour champagne into glasses.
Stir Jightly o merely biend ingredients.

MULLED SCOTCIH

4 ors. Scotch whisky

2 ors. Forbidden Fruit liqueur
1 ozs. orange juice

4 ozs. grapelruit juice

4 teaspoons honey

2 slices of orange

4 whole cloves

2 pieces cinnamon stick

In a saucepan, heat Scotch, Forbidden
Fruit liqueur, orange juice, grapelru
juice and honey up o boiling point, hut
don’t boil. Stir well to dissolve hon-
cy. Press cloves into flesh of orange
slices. Pour hot liquid into preheated
mugs. Float an orange slice on cach
drink. Place cinnamon stick in cach mug
for stirring. Drink improves alter a min
ute as aroma ol spices gradually ripens.

HOT PORT FLIP
6 ozs. port wine
2 ois. cognic
2 teaspoons sugar
14 teaspoon instant colfee
2 tablespoons heavy cream

Freshly grated nutmeg

Pour wine and cognac into saucepan.
Add sugar. Sur well. Heat well, but don’t
boil. Stir in instant coffee. In a narrow
bowl beat cgg with rotary beater until
ege s very foamy. Sur in cream. Very
slowly, while stirring constantly, pour hot
liquid into cgg mixture. Pour into pre-
heated punch cups or mugs. Sprinkle
with nutmeg.

WINTER BERRY COCKTAIL

ozs. blended whiskey
ozs. strawberry liqueur
oz7s. lemon Juice
oz. dry vermouth
teaspoon sugar
Large strawberries
teaspoons seedless strawberry jam or
raspberry and red-currant preserves

Stir jam or preserves until solt. Re-
move stems from strawberries. Roll ber-
ries in jam unul well-coated. Into
cocktail shaker with ice, pour whiskey.
strawberry  liqueur, lemon  juice, ver-
mouth and sugar. Shake very well. Stain
into prechilled outsize cockiail glasses.
Float strawberries on top.
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CARDINAL COCKTAIL
4 ozs. light dry rum
oz. orgeat (almond syrup)
oz. grenadine
oz. triple sce liguenr
ozs. lime juice, Mreshly squeezed
slices ol lime

Pour rum, orgeat, grenadine, wiple sec
and lime juice into cocktail shaker with
ice. Shake well and long. Suain inwo old
[ashioned glasses. Add ice cubes if neces
sary to bring liquid to rim. Cut cach
lime slice halfway to center and fit onto
rim ol cach glass,

Having tasted the results of rravsoy's
mistletoe-tinged  mixed  company  of
creations, you may now add personal
variations on the yule-fuel theme o
your own potables.
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we’ve got the greatest shaver in the world...

We know that the new RONSON 200 is the greatest
shaver in the world. Nobody else knows because it's so
new. But don’t take our word for it—we want you to
try it before you buy it! Your Ronson dealer has a Free
Trial Display on his counter complete with a new
RONSON 200. Stop in tomorrow and experience the
close, fast, comfortable shave the 200 gives. Sideburns,
mustache and elusive hairs in the collar-zone are
trimmed neat and clean with Ronson’s exclusive, newly
designed Super-Trim.

Let your dealer demonstrate some of the other
RONSON 200 features—results of years of experience
and research in shaver design and manufacture. Auto-
matic Power Cleaning lets you clean your shaver in
seconds without brushing or rinsing. Snap-in replace-
able Miracle Cutter and micro-thin shaving screen keep
the 200 brand new, and it stays with you, not at the

but nobody knows it!

factory for servicing. The new RONSON 200 has an
unbreakable Lexan body to withstand accidental drop-
ping on the sink or a tile floor! Only Ronson uses Lexan.
It costs us more, but it’s worth it.

o ' You owe it to yourself to try the

" ! new RONSON 200. No matter
what you’re shaving with now,
prove to yourself that this really is
the greatest shaver in the world,
and at Ronson’s lowest price ever.

by the maker of famous Ronson Lighters

ONSON

Ronsen Corp., Woodbridge, N J Also available in Canada.
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HOLIDAY ROAST

I packet instant bouillon powder

[ tablespoon arrowroot or cornstarch

Brown gravy coloring

Salt, pepper. MSG seasoning

I tablespoon butter

8-0z. jar mint jelly

I tablespoon fresh chives, minced

2 tablespoons triple see

Have butcher remove outer mem-
Lrane or “fell” from saddle. Anv fat in
excess of 15 in. should be removed. Ex-
cess flank from side should be cud off,
and saved for stew. There should be
just enough flank remaining to wrap
under loin bottom. Have the butcher tie
the flank on the bottom to hold it in
place. Remove lamb from relrigerator
an hour belore roasting, Preheat oven at
450°. Sprinkle  lamb  with  salt and
pepper. Place on a wire rack in an
uncovered roasting pan. Roast 20 min-
utes, then reduce oven temperature to
3507, Roast for approximately 2 hours.
A hall-hour before roasting is complered,
cut string holding lank ends togcther,
unn saddle upside down, and  finish
roasting. Remove lamb  [rom  roasting
pan. It should set in a warm place about
15 to 20 minutes before serving. Throw
off excess fut from pan. bue let drippings
remiain. Add chicken broth and boutillon
powder to pan. Stiv well to loosen pan
drippings. Place pan over top burner.
Bring to a boil. Dissolve artowroot in 2
tablespoons cold water. Slowly add 1o
simmering liquid in pan. Add brown
gravy coloring if necessary. Season to
taste with salt, pepper and MSG.

(continued from page 134)

5 minutes over very low flame. Stir in
butter, Combine mint jelly, chives and
tiple sec, mixing well untl blended.
To arve saddle, first cut fdets away lrom
bottom ol loin on cach side. Cut each
fdet into two long strips. From the wop
of the saddle, alongside the backbone
and parallel to it, cut the meat in long
strips about  14-in. thick. To loosen
slices, run cuving knile across rib bones.
Place filets on exposed carcass of sad-
dic. Replace saddle slices on top. Serve
pan gravy and jelly in sauceboats at
table.

ROAST PHEASANT, GRAND MARNIER

(Serves two to three)

2- 1o 214-Ih. ovencready pheasant

Sult, pepper

15 cup chicken broth, fresh or canned

I packet instant bouillon powder

2 tablespoons butter

2 wblespoons dry white wine

I oz. Grand NMarnier

[-1b., Z-0z. jar Grand Marnier peaches

Cinnamon

Sugar

When ordering pheasant, give butcher
at least a day’s notice so that he can
thaw it for roasting. Have him place
slices ol Luding pork or salt pork over
breast of bird, and tie it for roasting.
Preheat oven at 450°. Place pheasant in
a shallow roasting pan. Sprinkle with
salt and pepper. Roast 40 1o 50 minutes,
turning pheasant during roasting so that
it browns evenly. Discard slices of pork
when they are brown., Remove pheasant

i

“My God! That’s my analyst!”

from pan. Throw off fat from pan. To
the pan add the chicken broth and bouil-
lon powder. Bring to a boil. Simmer a
lew minutes. Remove from flame. Stir in
I tablespoon butter, white wine and
Grand Maruier. Belore bivd is finished
roasting, drain juice from peaches. (Save
it for a [ruit compote.) Place peaches in
ashallow pan, cutting them in halves and
discarding pits. Sprinkle lightly with cin-
namon and sugar. Dot with remaining
butter. Phice pan under broiler flame
until peaches are heated through. Ar-
range peaches around pheasant on serv-
ing platier.

CROWN ROAST OF PORK, CHESTXUT STUFFING
(Serves six)

G-h. crown roast ol pork

Salt, pepper. paprika

U cups stale bread cubes, small

I Large Delicious apple

14 cup butter

I mediumssize ouion. minced fline

2 picees ol celery, minced fine
L5 teaspoon leal thyme

Lo teaspoon leal sage

1oz cin (drained weight) chestnuts

2 eagus, well-beaten

Have butcher prepare crown roast.
Be sure he removes all backbone so
that meat can be easily carved. Have him
“French™ the ends of the chops, that is,
remove fat, and dean bones down 1o eye
of meat. Sprinkle roast generously with
sult and pepper. Place roast on shallow
roasting  pan. Fasien smadl  picces of
aluminum foil around bone ends of
cach chop so that they will not char
during roasting. Belore roasting, prepare
stulhng. Souk bread in cold water 15
minutes. Gently squeeze bread in col-
ander or strainer to remove excess liquid.
Remove skin and core from apple. Mince
finc. In a saucepan melt butter over low
flame. Add apple, onion, celery, thyme
and sage. Saut¢ slowly until onion is
yellow, ot brown. Drain chestnuts and
break into cowrse picces. In a mixing
bowl combine saut¢ed vegetables, chest-
nuts and bread cubes. Add 1 teaspoon
salt and 145 tcaspoon pepper. Add cggs.
AMix well. Pile stulhing into center of
crown  roast. Sprinkle  stulhng  lighty
with paprika. Preheat oven at 350°, lu-
sert meat  thermometer  inwo thickest
part ol a ('Ilop. Roast, allowing about
30 minutes per pound or until ther
mometer registers 185 When pork s
done, remove aluminum foil from ends
of chops. Replace with chop  frills.
Transler roast 10 a large plauer, Gar-
nish with water cress.

Alter  you've  played  gourmandial
Santa with one ol these royal roasts,
your dinner guests undoubtedly  will
display the proper Christmas spirit by
praising their host for his culinary gifts.




bGG'ZGbllb (continued from page 152)

out of the brief casc and vou started to
read, all the while conscious that vou
were just wasting your time with a show-
boat operator like this, a guy who kept
interrupting to make Mickey Mouse
suggestions for changes. a guy who didn’t
understand the values vou were aiming
for. All he knew was “story line” and
“How do vou go out. what's the curtain,
vou need a tag here,” and “Why don’t
vou change it and play this scene exte-
rior?” Typical fly-by-night producer.

And then the buzzing.

The buzzing, just when vou were try-
ing to build, wying to scll, vving to
nail him down. The buzzing, drowning
out your voice.

And you looked up and saw the fly,
perched on the stopper of the silver
carafe. It was just squatting there, rub-
bing its tiny forelegs together, cleansing
them. If vou put those forelegs under a
microscope you'd understand the need
for cleansing, because they were covered
with hlth.

Then vou looked at Joe Trebor who
was smiling and shaking his head and
saying, “Sorry, | don’t quite sce it. Yon
haven't licked the story line vet.” And
as he said it he rubbed his hands together
because they were covered with hilth,

he'd walked through filth, he left a trail
of filth wherever he went, and what right
had he to buzz at vou? And what right
did he have to keep flies in his office 1o
bug you when vou were telling your
story, your story that you'd sweated over
for weeks in that lousy one-room apart-
ment. like a furnace. with Anita slop-
ping around in her dirty housecoat and
whining why didn't vou get up the
bread?

And some of this vou thought and
some ol it vou must have said because
Joe Trebor stood up and he got that
look on his [iace and he was telling vou
something vou couldn’t quite hear be-
cause ol the damned buzzing. So vou
smiled, holding vour lips very tight, not
wanting to admit vou blew it. but vou
knew. And vou split out and made the
phone call o the doctor and there it
was — the flv. the same fly, the litle black
thing with a million eves that can sce

cvervthing,  evervwhere, right in  the
booth with vou now. buzing and

listening. It saw and it heard and it [ol-
lowed vou. through all the filth in the
world.

Howard knew Dr. Blanchard under-
stood because he was nodding quictly.
calm and relaxed, and there was nothing
wrong with his cyves. They weren't like

Anita's or the barber's or Joe Trebor's
eyes, all accusing him of putting them
on. And they weren't like the fly's eves
had been, cither, watching and waiting.
Dr. Blanchard really undersiood.

Now he was asking Howard all about
it, when the fly had first appeared, how
long ago he could remember being con-
scious of flies. He even knew that talking
about such things made Howard a liule
nervous. because he was saving, “Don’t
be alraid. There are no flies here. Just
oo right ahead and  say  whatever
comes 1o mind. You won't be inter
rupted by anv  buzzing — buzazing —
buzzzinnngge—""

The buzzing. Tt was in the room.
Howard heard it. He couldn’t hear the

doctor’s voice anvmore  because  the
buzzing was so loud. He couldn’t even
hear his own voice shouting. but  he

knew he was telling the doctor, “You're
wrong! It's here — it followed me! Can'
vou see:”

But of course Dr. Blanchard couldn’
sce. how could he see, when the fly.
the black. buzzing fly, was sitting there
and buzzing on top of his bald head?

And it Imzzed and it stared. and the
droning drilled through Howard's skull
and the eves lanced his brain. and he
had to run, had to get out of there, had
to get away, because they didn’t believe
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him. nobody believed him, not even the
doctor could help him now.

Howard didn't stop running until he
cot to the car. He was panting when he
climbed in. panting and wringing wet
with perspivation. He could feel his
heart pounding, but he forced himself
1o be calm. He had o be calm, very
Gilm now, because he knew there was
no one clse to depend on. He'd have o
do it all himsell. The first thing was to
check the car very thoroughly, incuding
the back scat. And then, when he was
quite sure nothing had gotten in, to
lock the doors, Lodk the doors and roll
up the windows. It was hot inside the
car, but he could stand the heat. He
could stnd anvthing but the buzzng

and the stare.

He started the engine, pulled oud
Calm, now. Keep calm. Drive carclully,
right up to the freeway access. And cdge
out slowly. Get into the lelt lane and
open up. Now. Drive [ast. The Faster
vou drive, the faster you get away [rom
the buzzing and the staring. Keep it at
70. A lly can’t do 70, can itz

That s, if the lly is real.

Howard wok a deep breath,

Suppose there was no Iy, except in his
nation? But it couldn’t bhe: not
gination, the one tool, the one
weapon, the one aren a writer must pro-
tect. You can’t open up your imagina-

tion to a buzzing beast. a creature that
crawls through hlth, vou can’t allow the

“You commanded this?!”’

inmvsion ol an josect that incubates in
Your own sanity, an incarnation ol
your own personal devil, an evil that
torments vou ancessantlv. Bug ol it was
that Wiy, then ol course there was no
escape. He couldn’t drive fast enough,
run L enough. to get awav. Aad there
wits no hope lor him at all.

It was there, in the car. At least. he
heard it But the sound might be coming
from inside his own shatering skull.

And now he saw it fluttering against
the windshicld belove him, just below the
rcar-view mirvor, Or did he see itz Wasn't
1t just a fragment ol imward vision? How
could there be a real fiy here in the car
with all the windows closed ught>

But he saw it and he heard it and it
buzzed and it aawled, and his swen
poured and his heave thumped and his
breath 1';|s!n'l| and he knew it was real.
it had to be veal. And il it was, then
this was his chance, his only chanee,
locked inside the car with it where nt
cowldn’t get away.

Howard shifted his [oot [rom the 2as
pedal to the brake. The car was hurtling
down an incline but he knew he had it
in control, evervthing was under control
now. All he needed o do was swat the
Iiv.

The creature had ]).'Ill\l'l‘ in its proz-
ress across the windshield so that it was
poised dircetly belore his line ol vision.
Howard could sce it very dearly now.
as his hand moved up. He almost Lghed
at himsell as he stared, Liughed at his
Silly 1o think ol
such  a

absurd  Tantasies.

demonic  possession by tny,
Iragile insect: he could see every delicat
veining and  wacery ol its fluttering
wings as he leancd lorward. For an in
stant he even stared into its eyes: s
multifaceted  eyes, mirrors ol
mysteries.

In that instant he knew.

But his hand was already SWooping
out, and all he could do was shrick as
the car lurched the

loomed——

mriud

and culvert wall

When the squad cor cone the [y was
resting very quictly on Howard's eyeball.

lis eves swiveled slowly as the red-
necked patrolman bent over the baody.
pausing just long cnough to sense the
frustration,  the suppressed anger, the
scething teusion behind the stolid Tace.
Then it rose gracclully and  buzzed
around the pawohmnan’s shoulders as he
stritightened. As the patrolman wrned
away, the Iy followed.

The patrolman sighed. “Poor devil.”
he muutered.

It was, ol course. Howavd’s cpitaph.
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(continued from page 112)

custodian, would run 10 open the gates
ol the drive: and I mysell would run to
open the front door. He would bring his
car round the curve of the drive, envelop-
ing us in the dazzling light ol his head-
lamps, then ger out and enter the house
with the deportment ol a Mussolini. His
hirst words were always the same: “Is it
ready:” Then he would go and stretch
himsell out on one of the many solas in
the drawing room; and she, like an amor-
ous cit, would nestle close up to him and.
taking his hand, begin stroking the long
black hairs on his wrist with her finger-
tips. He abandoned his hand and arm 1o
her, and meanwhile, with his other hand,
held up the newspaper, which he read
without taking any notice of her. Then 1
would button up my jacket, throw open
the double doors ol the dining room and
announce, with a slight bow: “"Dinner is
served.”

Have you ever seen. in some humble
cating place on the outskirts ol the city,
a poor laborer, all dirty and sweaty and
with his little hat made ol newspaper still
on his head, gulping down a big plateful
of beans and pork cracklings? Well, my
master behaved juste like that, for all that
he had come home in an expensive car
and had suits made of English cloth. At
one end of the very long yellow-marble
table, with its lace mats and its glassware,
silverware and porcelain that could not
have been finer, she sat, still and upright
and full of dignity: at the other end,
sprawling crookedly at the table with his
napkin tucked into his collar, sat he — in
other words, the laborer. But why do Isay
the laborer? I'm slandering Laborers. He,
like a child that hasn't vet learned to walk
and that tumbles down on all Tours every
other step. he, T say, tried to cat with a
knile and fork but often resorted 1o his
fingers, especially il it was a case of
chicken or veal cutlets. No need to men-
tion that he chewed with his mouth open
or drank with his mouth full, that he
wiped his lips with the back of his hand,
that he balanced a row of peas on his
knife and thrust them into his mouth:
with him. one vulgar gesture succeeded
another like so many pearls on a string.
Naturally his wife suffered, for, as she
often repeated, she set great stove by
good manners. I used to see her staring
at him with her big blue eyes. then look-
ing at me, and then at the flowers in the
middle of the table; or again she would
sigh and hend her head. But he ook no
notice and went on worse than hefore.
Finally she would sav 1o me: “Remigio,
change the plates, please™; but he, as
he gnawed away at some bone or other,
would protest with a growl, just like a
dog: and so 1 waited with the dean plate
in my hand till he had finished.

1 went on like this for about a month,

and, apart [rom these regrettable dinners,
I liked the place. 1 was left in peace, I
had a nice room with a bath, and I was
able, in the bargain, to devote mvsell
to gardening, for which T have a passion.
But onc evening the storm broke which,
secretdy, 1 had always forescen. He, as
usual, had thrown himsell on his plate
ol meat with his hands: [ recall dhae it
was erilled lamb cutles: she was watch-
ing him and, as wsual, the sight pained
her. He gnawed all the cutlets, one alter
the other, four of them in all, covering
himsell with grease up o the cars, and
then, when it scemed that he had hinished,
he started all over again. Firmly she said
to him. from the other end of the table:
“Valentino, couldn’t you stop eating al-
ways with your hands? Apart from any-
thing clse, vou wipe vour fingers on the
napkins and one would need a set of two
dozen of them o keep up with you.”
He was crushing a bone with his teeth,
which were strong, close-set and white,

like the teeth of & woll. He rolled his
eyes  Diereely, and  said nothing.  She
blinked her eyelids and persevered: “Val-

enling; .. ."

He put down the bone for a moment
and said, verv clearly: “Leave me alone!™
Then he picked up the bone again.

“You oughin’t to cat with vour fingers,”
she resumed, in an agitated, nervous wav;
“it's only boors who cat with their
finge

“I'm a boor, then, am I3”

“Yes, il you go on like that, you cer-
tainly are.”

“And d'vou know what you are?”

“l don't know and I don't want to
know . . . but do stop cating with your
fingers.”

“You're a
idiot.”

She flinched at these insults as thoush
someone had thrown a glass of wine in
her face. Then she said, with dignity: 1
may be a pauper. but in my home people
didn’t eat with their ingers.”

“OI course not: you didn’t have any-
thing to eat.”

“Valentine!™

“Shut up, vou idiot!”

Then she lost patience. Lem
ward on the tble. her eves narrowing
with hatred, she hissed: “I've never told
vou all that I think of you . . . but the
moment’s come to tell vou now: vou're
a boor, you're a peasant, vou're a lout . . .
vou're no good lor anvthing but making
money. If you were at least good-looking
— but you're not, you're just a dwarl.”

To be called a dwarl was obviously
the indignity that hurt him most. I drew
back only just in time; otherwise he
would have knocked me down as he
rushed from his place to the other end
of the table where his wife was sitting,
She sat quite still and watched him com-
g with a pale, wtwisted smile. As her
hushand reached her he raised his hand;

pauper, a bore and an




she stared straight at him. He struck her
in the lace. once and then again. She
rose and walked siowly out of the room:
her husband followed her, in a towering
rage: and then [ heard cries and yells
but it was e who was shouting all the
time, and there must have been blows
given, but | saw nothing. Quictly |
deared the table, just as 1 did every
cevening, and then went to my own room.
To tell the vuth, this scene had not
made any particular impression upon
me: in the hrst place 1 had. as 1 have
said, forescen it for some time: besides,
as we all know, the table is the place
where scenes happen. and during my
carcer as a manservant [ had witessed
I don't know how many scenes ol this
kind — and c¢ven more violent ones.

Next morning I got up very carly and
went o the pantry. The villa was im-
mersed in a deep silence. the silence of
the country. I took a pair of his shoes
and smarted  cleaning  them, humming
under my breath, in front ol the wide-
open, sun-filled window. At that momeit,
suddenly the door opened and she ap-
peared on the threshold.

I looked at her and at once realized
that the blows must have been many
and violent. One eye had swelled up and
was half-closed in the middle of a cir-
cular bruise — one ol those dark bruises

that go green and then yellow and take
a month to disappear. This bruise gave
her whole face a strange look, at the same
time both comic and sad. I looked at her,
and the bruise was one ol those things
which, the less vou want to look ae it
the more you do so. Then she said: “Re-
migio, I'm very sorry, but I'm forced to
give vou notice.”

This, truly. I was not expecting. I stood
there openmouthed, with the shoe in my
hand. Finally 1 stammered: “But, sig-
nora, what have [ done that you should
have to give me notice?”

She replied coldly: “You haven’t done
anything; in lact I'm very pleased with
you.

“Well, then?”

“I'm giving vou notice because ol
what happened vesterday evening.'”

“But what has that to do with me?’

“1t has nothing to do with vou, but you
heard and saw, and 1 can’t bear the idea
ol vour staving in the house after what
vou heard and saw.”

“But, signora,” 1 sud, understanding
at last, “these are things that happen . ..
all husbands and wives come to words
and blows — in the upper as well as the
lower classes. I swear to vou that, as [ar
as I am concerned, it's just as though I
hadn’t seen or heard anything.”

“That may be so, but I can’t bear to

be waited on by someone who heard and
saw these things. I'm sorry, but you must
zo.”

“But, signora, you're ruining me.”

“I'll give vou a very good reference,”
she said. And, with these words, she went
away.

You see? It was they who came to
words and blows: but I. who had nothing
whatever to do with it got the sack. 1
did not try to press this point, nor did
I wish to refer the matter to her husband,
who would certainly have admitted that
I was right: fundamentally T liked her,
and 1 understood her and was aware that
for her it would be ver another humilia-
tion. Furthermore. she would then have
hated me and 1 should have had o leave
just the same. So I did not breathe a
word: I packed up and went away that
same day. without waiting for my week's
notice. But now we come back to what I
siid Defore: with one who was wuly
mistress in her own house this would not
have happenced. A real. born mistress
does not even see her manservant: for her
he is transparent like glass. Why, she can
even take ofl all her clothes in his pres
ence, or get exasperated with her hus-
band; it’s just as though the servant were
not there. Well, well, it seems there are
no real masters and mistresses left in the

world.
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TO PARADISE

(continued from page 130}

“Well, 1 don't suspect we'll be able
o stay for more than a year or two.”
announced the Hlustrated News. "My
husband, vou sce.”

I looked away. He walked away,
vagucly.

The Hlusirated News descended into
the bag and was immediately replaced
by two eves, a nose and a mouth. The
eyes were laughing. The mouth was
busy saying, “But il the people are all
so  wonderful  and  {riendly, who
kniows:: .«2%

The port of Levant consists of a dock
and a dirt road. A hand-letiered sign
tacked 1o the sawed-off trunk of a vee
said, “neviorons, 5 Ka” A brochure
I'd picked up in Lavandou explained
that Heliopolis was the leading city on
Levant. A careful examination of the
enclosed map revealed that it also hap-
pened 1o be the only cty on Levant.

The Scandimavian couple quickly dis-
appeared  into the woods. The boat
slowly disappeared [rom shore. There
was no one clse in sight. We decided to
walk 1o the city.

It did not take long to realize that
the wvisual auractions of the island
would never be topographical. It was a
dismal place. The hills were overgrown
bumps in the ground and were covered
with a monochromuitically green collee-
tion of weeds, bushes and stubby trees.
For llowers one would have o hope for
a llorist’s shop in town, though an oc-
casional poppy did disturb the uniform
serenity of the countryside.

The voad itsclf consisted ol rocks,
boulders, dirt, broken glass, tin cans,
newspapers and Large red ants. We de-
aded that the Garden of Eden lay
ahead and continued on our way. A
thread of weeds served as a highway
divider. The few birds that we chanced
to pass were not simging. They sat,
stone-winged, on the branches of lealless
trees.

An old yellowing billboard blossomed
on one of the verdant hills. [t suggested
that, when in Heliopolis, one buy Sul-
tana sun oil.

The English girl made me promise to
buy her some.

A handlewered sign announced that
we were entering the city limits.

We stoppad short in lear that we
might pass right through. The cy, it
seems, consists of a “Grand Hotel,” a
restaurant (which sold Sultana sun oil
according o a sign on the door), and a
church. It wasn’t much, but it certainly
was the beginning.

She said she wanted coflee so we went
into the resturant. A waitress promptly
appeared. Naturally, she wore an apron.




We ordered. She left. The view
interesting.

“Well, at least we know we're on the
vight island,” T said, forcing a non-
chalant Laugh.

The English givl eved me skeptically.

The waitress returned with our col-
[ee, placed it on the table and lelt, once
again.

Once again, I watched her as she left.

“Is this a particularly fine American
magazine that you're writing for:” she
asked.

I saad 1t was.

She sipped her coffee in silence.

I paied the il and we walked out of
the restaurant, picking up a botle of
Sultana on the way.

“Well Mr. John Gunther,” she asked,
“what do we do now?”

I suggesied we Ieave the hooming
metropolis ol Heliopolis and strike out
for a beach.

She thought it an exceptionally out-
standing idea.

We lound a beach.

Actually, it wasn't much of a beach. Tt
was more ol a rock gully with water
on onc side than it was anything clsc.
But as the island of Levant has no sand
beaches  (neither does Nice for that
matter, but the pebbles are smaller) we
decided 1o make the best of the situa-
Lo,

Now 1o get onto this beach one must
first  descend a 60-foor  ladder  that
reaches rom the floor of this charming
seaside cove up 1o the surrounding hill-
side. We  paused at the 1op of the
Ladder and rellected on the view below.
The shore was dotted with uniformly
vinned,  well-umned,  Sultana-covered
bodies stretched in supine worship of
the sun-god above. They sparkled like
plucked chickens. There was not a bath-
ing suit in sight.

One group was lying around a head ol
lettuce, picking at its leaves and munch-
ing them. An occasional carrot gleamed
its orange way toward a mouth. A
group of girl children (frst guess, ages
12 o 15, obwiously healthy, a aedit 1o
any community) was passing around a
bottle  of goat’s milk. A couple of
leather-skinned men, casily in their 70s,
were doing push-ups. A volleyball game
was in progress (and a more painful
spectacle to watch one could not hope
to find). A medicine ball flew Driskly
about the beach. Children amused them-
selves by chasing after sea gulls. Parents
amused  themselves by chasing  after
children. Everyone was smiling. I saw no
one staring wistfully out at the sea.

“Behold. Our Garden of Eden,” she
said; music on her lips.

A rainbow crowned the horizon like
a hilo. The sun shone warmly, white in
the chalk-blue sky. We made ready to
descend imo Paradise.

A moment ol doubt crossed my mind.

was

An mmage Hashed. A pride of lions is
frisking about in its primeval play den.
A white hunter armed only with camera
is making ready to crawl near. On his
bick 15 2 sign: LIFE VISITS A LION PARTY.
Immediately a second image fashes. A
large, Tullmaned lion is standing on
a rock in the middle of a group of cubs.
The cubs are nuzzling each other play-
fully. The large. fullmaned lion is
smiling proudly, a voll of high-speed,
Tri-X hilm  dangling from his jovial
mouth.

I dismissed the image and we de-
scended. Hallway down the ladder all
sound stopped. T had the strange sensa-
tion that we were being watched.

I looked down.

The medicine ball sat quietly on the
beach. The vollevball waited n a wom-
an’s hands, A leal of lettuce hesitaed
in front of a hall-opcned mouth. A car-
rot, on its way up, made its way back
down 1o a plate where it rested among
its own, its time not up vet. The borle
of milk paused on its journey. The sun-
god watched. Our fect hit the ladder,
loudly.

“Mavbe we shouldn’t go down there,”
she said.

It was a suggestion not to be met

without some scrious consideration. 1
looked back up.

A man and a woman were at the top
ol the ladder making veady 1o descend.
It was a curious view.

“I guess there's not much choice in
the mauer.” T said, soltly.

We dlimbed the rest of the way down,

In the most distant corner ol the
beach under the shade ol a steam shovel
we set our blanket. No one moved.

“Do you have any beads:” 1 asked.

“What for:”

“Trading,” 1 said.
language doesn’t work.”

“T think we'd better take our clothes
oft,” she said. “Were 100 conspicuous
this way.”

My head nodded. 1 began to work on
my socks.

“How're vou doing:” | asked.

“What's the matter, can’t vou see for
yoursellz”

I told her T thought it advisable that
at the moment I not cven wry.

She laughed and dangled her blouse
and skirt in [ront of my face. “Hunry
up.” she said. “"T'he natives are getting
restless.””

1 ook off my other sock.

She tossed her panties over my big toe.

In case sign

“I don’t suppose you'd cave to hear the
rest of my inaugural address?”
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I smiled 1o the people.

Two little children walked over and
stared at me curtously. They walked
away. 1 thought I could detect the
sound of whispering,

“You're only atracting attention,”
she said. “Take olf vour pants.”

My head nodded again. 1 stood up. 1
dropped my pants. I dropped back on
my stomach. Quickly. Too quickly.

The English girl laughed. “Lots of
rocks, hul?”

I muttered a few-hundred words of
appropriate  wisdom and began  con-
templating the undignified state of man
in the modern world.

“Rather unlike the Carlton beach,
isn't it?"”

I chose not to answer.

“Sull, it is a rather charming place,”
she said, staring appreciatively at the
steam shovel and surrounding boulders,
bricks and scooped-out dust-red clay. A
few beer boudes caught her glince. 1
do believe were bathing out of an
excavation pit. How terribly exotic. 1
wonder what they're proposing to build
here?”!

I said it was obviously not a beach.

She said she thought she was rather
indined to agree.

Aund then I looked at her for the very
frst time, Tt was a lighming-quick peek
taken [from out of the corner of my
mvopic left eye.

She was not like the others. For that
matter, neither was 1.

“I think they can tell we're tourists,”
I said.

“That's all right,” she said. “They're
not paving attention anymore.”

Which was wue. The medicine ball
had resumed s (light, and above the
gentle lapping of the sea the noise of
wellmunched  carrots could be  heard
once again.

“Like to play some volleyball?” she
asked.

I winced.

“All right then, Joseph Pulitzer, what
do you propose we do:”

I proposed we do nothing for the
moment but maintain our position.

She asked me to rub Sultana on her
back.

I told her I thought it best that she
do 1t herself.

She sighed, turned over on her back
and began to apply the sun-tan oil to
her more easily accessible side. 1 looked
away. I saw the best women of my
gencration, naked. T decided that most
ol them would have looked beuer with
clothes on. 1 also decided they would
have looked more provocative.

I' decided to think about something
clse.

She asked me if T wanted her to rub
some sun-tan oil on my back. I thanked
her profusely anyway.

She sighed, closed her eyes and

prompily went to sleep.

I looked around again, and I looked
longer. I observed (and not without
some strong feelings of regret) that the
place was a bore. I glanced at my watch.
Two o'clock. The next ferry lelt at
four. 1 yawned and took out my
camera.

Now there was, in this action itself,
nothing intrinsically wrong. It's simply
that 1 happened to dick the shutier
along the way.,

The English girl woke up.

“What was that?” she asked sharply.

*Just my shuuer.™

“Just your what?”

“My shutter. To my camera.”

“To vour camera!? What are you, a
blooming idiot?”

“What do vou mean, ‘what am I, a
blooming wdiot’s"”

“I mcan what are you, a blooming
idiot? You can’t take pictures of them.”

“And why-the-hell norz”

“Because vou just bloody-well can’t.”

“1 didn’t sce any sign.”

“You didn’t see any sicn. You Ameri-
cans all need signs. Well I'm telling you
you can’t.”

“What
nudistz”

“1 happen to be British, and I happen
to know the difference between right
and wrong.”

“And I happen to take pictures on
the beach at Cannes all the time.”

“Well this isn’'t Cannes. These people
don't have any clothes on.”

“Well 1 don’t have any dothes on
cither!”

“Then why don't you take pictures of
yourself!z”

I growled at her.

She sneered back.

I'd begun to focus again when I sud-
denly  realized  that  all noise  had
stopped. So, i [act, had all mouon. The
beach had become Tull of browned
bodics standing stiffly in a long line,
[acing the blanket.

I put on my wide-angle lens.

“Don’t tell me you're actually going
to take another?”

“OI cowrse. Old American maxim:
‘Never rerreat in the face of danger.””

She asked me if 1I'd ever been in the
Army.

I said no.

She said she'd thought so.

I smiled at them and took a quick
check of mv light meter. T dicked the
shutter. They began to move toward the
blanket, slowly.

“And mav I ask vou just why in the
bloody hell you've got to take pictures?”

“For the article,” T said. “Tt will be
more interesting if there are illustra-
tions.”

“It will be more interesting il you're
around to write it.”

I looked at them. They were moving

are  you, a professional

steadily, slowly closer. It was interesting

to note that they were no longer
smiling.

“They don’t look particularly friendly,
do they:”

“You are pereeptive, aren’t vou:”

She wrned over on her stomach and
buried her head beneath her skirt and
blouse. She muttered, “You can handle
this one voursell, Columbus. The beads
are in the wallet. As ol this moment
I've never seen you before in my life.”

They gathered about the blanket and
stared down at me. | looked up and
smiled (warm eves, open hands, signs ol
friendship all). They continued 1o stare.
The sun-god hid his eve behind a cloud.

“Bonjour,” 1 said. “Comment ¢a va?”

A woman stepped forward. She was
big-boned and red. Her legs were like
tree trunks. She had small, [atwide
hands which she was waving in my lace.
She was screaming,.

I told her T didn’t speak German.

She went undeterred by
enormity of our language barrier.

1 asked her if she spoke English.

I assumed she didn’t.

Now my French, at its best, is in-
credibly poor but at least it's something.
1 asked her if she spoke French,

She continued screaming.

“Esperanto:” 1 asked, politely.

She screamed louder.

I detected the word “camera™ as a
recunring motil.

I decided to use my French, speaking
it as quickly and indistinctly as possible,
thereby conlusing them all:

I said 1 was sorry and would not take
any more picturcs.

She pointed a pudgy finger at my
cameri. The native chorus picked up its
cue and began to chant, “Cameral
Camera!”

I told them I had only taken two pic-
tures bue that if they would give me a
mailing address and if the pictures hap-
pened o come out 1 would gladly send
them some copies.

The chant grew stronger.

I leaned over o the English givl. “I
can't quite understand what they're say-
ing,” 1 whispered, “but I think they're
upset.”

She kicked me.

The German woman reached for my
camera. “Camera,” she said.

“You want see camera?” I asked,

The chant stopped.

1 picked up the camera and held it
forth. 1 stood up. unashamed ol my
nakedness, warmed by the sun-drenched
air, clean, brown.

“Camera  Leica,” 1 said.  “Camera
German. Camera Deutsch. Bought in
Deutschland. Camera good. Leica good.,
Me good. Mcan no harm. Like Leica.
Like Deuischland. Wunderbar?'

I smiled a banana smile. Obvious sign
of [riendship.

oI, the
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“Is that why you built this, Professor
Grinbaum —so you could spit on them?”

Her hand shot out, pudgy palm open,
\\'.‘llllillg.

1 showed it o her. She grabbed i,
turned to the sea and cocked her arm to
throw. 1 grabbed it back. 1 clutched 1t
1o my chest.

“Nem!” 1 shouted. “Camera Deutsch!
Deutsehland good! Camera good! Good!
Expensive!™

The  chorus
Camera!™

I picked up a rock, a small rock, just
a pebble, symbol of resistance.

A voice from  the chorus
“Camera go in sea”

I decided to give them the film and
hope for the best.

“I give you film,” T said, slowly, em-
phatically. “You give me money for
film.”

They moved in doser. T decided to
give them the ilm free.

Unloading the camera in record ume,
I handed the film o the German
woman. She threw it into the sea. The

chanted,  “Camera!

said,

212 natives moved back, smiling slighily. It

scemed to me  their teeth  looked
strangely sharp.
The German  woman  staved.  She

pointed an accusing hnger at me; then
at the Faoglish givl Iving headless on the
beach beside me. She nmttered some-
thing.

An old. white-haived man  stepped
forward — the wise man of the clan. He
said, in perlect English, “Fran Ueber-
mensch savs you are not wrue naturistes.
She sights vour white bands of skin as
evidence. T think it advisable that vou
leave at once.”

I stared at him in amazement. “Where
the hell were you while all this was
going on:”

He walked away.

The English girl pecked out from her
hiding place. “Well Columbus, what's
your next plan?”

I looked up at the sky. A small cloud
was visible near the horizon. 1 said it
looked like a storm was brewing and
that there seemed litde point in just
hanging around.

We climbed the Iadder, two rungs at

a time, dressing as we went.
- - -

The ferry was waiting at the dock.
Except for the captain it was cmpty.
He scemed surprised to see us. We took
a seat in a corner and, folding our
hands in our laps, waited paticnty for
the boat to leave.

The English girl pointed toward the
dirt road.

The German woman  was  standing
there, stutuclike, warching.

“IC T put on my telephoto I think 1
can get a good picture of her [rom here.
I've got another roll lef”

The English givl hit me a hard right
o the shoulder just as the ferry pulled
away from the dock.

We walked up on deck and gazed
back at the slowly receding shore. For
a long time ncither of us spoke but only
stood there, lost, cach in his own private
thoughts. My mind traveled back along
the painful path of memory to the
Scandinavian couple we'd met on the
boat wrip over. 1WWhen would 1 cver see
them again? 1 remembered the wuly
excellent cup of coffee I'd had and
savored its distanmt aroma in the wste
buds of my imagination. 1 thought back
fondly to the sun-tan oil we'd acquired:
our only souvemir. And I swod there,
silent, never wanting to speak again.
And then, as our little green hump ol
Paradise Lided slowly in the distance |
heard, in my mind’s ear, the wonderful
sound ol lettuce leaves and  carrots
cilling to me from across the azure
waters, singing 1o me from the distant.
rock-bound, rock-strewn shore. And |1
saw, in my minds delivious eve, the
natives —standing  in a  line, thei
healthy branzed feet touching the edge
of the very water I now sailed away
upon, and they were waving., And then,
as the sun sink slowly 1 the west, |
dried the last trace of mv tears and
tnrned 1o the English gnl.

She was standing at the railing mum-
bling something about American maga-
rines. T stood behind her, silently, and
watched as the soflt white lolds of he
bBlouse rippled in the sea-dampened
wind and her skirt teased at her knees.
And I observed (and not without a
modicum  of interest) thar there, lor
some reason, on the bridge, in the wind.,
in the gathering shadows ol dusk, she
seemed suddenly and strangely provoca-
tive.

- - -

We took the shorter route back 1o
Cannes, arriving in time for a good
civilized dinner, a liule dancing with
clothes sull on, a linde swimming with
less on. And a nighteap, as they sav.
Three davs Tater, when she lelt for home,
we were much closer [riends.



CORKING EVENING

those who had not overspent on their
frais had cried snap, among them Polk-
Mowbray. He, was at that time, going
through a diflicult period. He had become
much cnamored of young Sabina Bri-
eanzi, daughter of an Tulian colleague:
mind vou, all this in a perlecdy proper
and avuncular way, When she announced
her engagement, he was so pleased that
he decided to throw a party [or the event
which would both celebrate her beauty
and allow him to show ofl his champagne.
Though often misguided. he was a good
nan at heart. But he had offended Dove-
basket. And  Dovebasket  harbored a
Grave Grudee. He decided o “touch up,”
or as he put it. “to excite” Polk-Mow-
brav's cherished cases ol Pommery. With
a blowtorch in hand. and dad in a swecl-
worker's mask, he prowled the cellins
like a figure [rom Greek wragedy, warm-
ing the swff up and loosening the wires.
The result was unloreseen, but satisfying
from his point of view. The banqueting
room was shaken by dull explosions;
some of the botles went ofl like AMlls
bombs, others threw out parabolas of
foam. I saw Drage holding one ol these
spouting bottles up with the astonished
look of a man whose umbrella has blown
inside out. Waorst ol all, the Briganza
child received a black eve from a cork.
The [ailure ol ths party and the fury

(continued from page 147)

of the parents all but unhinged Polk-
Mowbray; he took to locking himself up,
talking to himsell, and even o starving
a bit. It got to such a pitch that he even
started sleepwalking. One morning Drage
saw him in the hight of a dim dawn, walk-
ing out of the Embassy and into the road
clad m the blue nightshire he always
wore (with the Roval Arms embroidered
on it). It was horrilyi There was our
Head of Mission crossing the main road
in  his wsseled  bedeap, hands  out-
stretched, lips moving. Drage sped alter
him. Bible hand. He tried o wake
him by talking to him. but in vain. He
dared not actually shake him for the per-
son of a Plenipotentiary Extraordinary
is sacred and can be touched. pulled or
pushed ouly by someone ol cqual rank.
Drage was at his wit's end: he even read
hits ol the Gospel loudly 1o his chicl.
but to no purpose. All he heard was the
muttered whisper: I have come 1o apolo-
egize.” They were nearlv run down by an
carlv-morning tram {ull ol workmen who
cheered  them. Then, with increasing
horror, Drage saw Polk-Mowbray turn
into the gate of the Talian Mission and
start climbing the vy toward the second
lloor where the unfortunate Briganza
girl slept. Now the situation was saved
onlyv by an extraordinary coincidence.
grabbed one ankle and velled

Drage

for help. And De Mandeville, who had
been on a diet that week and had been
limiting himsell to a glass of carly-morn-
ing dew which he gathered himself from
the Embassy grass, heard him, and glass
in hand, bounded 10 the rescue across the
road. Less intimidated by Polk-Mowbray's
rank than the butler, he sacrificed the
dew he had gathered by pouring it down

his  Ambassador’s back. Polk-Mowbray
awoke with a start and fell. bringing

down most ol the wellis with him. There
was a moment of agonizing reappraisal
as the three of them sprawled among the
flower beds. Then Polk-Mowbray realized
where he was. though he knew not quite
how. Thev rushed. they ran. they gal-
loped back o the safety of the Mission.
Thin morning. Drage served them an
carly breakfast in the buttery and Polk-
AMowbhray swore De Mandeville to seereey:
he also wold him that he was putting him
up tor the lifesaving medal — a cherished
decoration normally given only 1o people
who rescue dogs from wells. “Further-
more,” he added, Tor he knew how to do
the handsome thing, 1 want to apologize
for making vou waste vour dew. [ know
it is jollv hard work gathering it.” De
Mandeville was deeply touched, and re-
plicd: “Not av all, sir. There is plenty
more where it came from.” Upon which
amiable exchange. the mademt
closcd.

was
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PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

as a whole, but it also produces casual-
tics. Not everyone can wind up on top.
It is just and proper that society concern
itsell with those who might otherwise
suffer unnecessarily [rom the competition.
Each of us deserves some part ol the
knowledge, and the scientific and tech-
nological advances produced by the gen-
erations that preceded us. I society
and its government, as the established
administrator of sociewy, can be forever
reminded of their true purpose — which
is o serve the individual and not to
hamper, impede or control him — then
we can all share in our common cultural,
cducational, philosophical. sctentific and
technological heritage — and it can serve
as a springboard to greater accomplish-
ment and a motivaton to new achieve-
ment, rather than being a source of
initiative-stifling sccurity and conlormiry.
The distribution of the benchits ol
past progress to the many both improves
and strengthens sociery for each member
in it — for no social order is any more
well off. more healthy, more prosperous,
more educated and more culwrally
aware than the sum ol all of its parts.
A country’s most valuable natural re-
sotrce is not its mincral deposits, its
oil, its timber, or its agricultural pro-
duce — it is its people. And no nation,
big or small. rich or poor. can reasonably
afford — in this increasingly competitive
world — to waste any part ol this most
viluable of its natural resouvces, by
permitting  the perpetuation ol ignor-
ance, disease, hunger or poverty.
Furthermore, our view ol society — of
the community of man — is worldwide, It
has no regional or national boundaries.
The individual and his rights remain
supreme — the world over — without re-
ward to race, religion or cthnic origins.
Man's scientific skills have given him
the ability to literally destroy the earth
and everything on it; it remains lor man
to learn how to live on it as well. And
just as man’s problems no longer know
any boundaries. so his decisions, his
hopes, dreams and aspirations must be
free of all limiting boundaries also.
Man’s destiny encompasses all the earth,
and more — it now reaches o the strs.

A UNITED WORLD

Science and technology have shrunk
the earth to the size of a community.
As a result, we must now deal with one
another on an international basis to an
extent that was never necessary belore.
It seems obvious that this must eventu-
ally lead uws 10 some form of world
government — that even as we now have
a Umited States of America, we must
eventually establish a United Nations

214 ol the World.

(continued from page 82)

This is not inimical o the interests
of idividuals or nations, but is consis-
tent with them, for it is to be hoped
that when world government becomes a
reality, it will be based upon the same
concepts of Mreedom and the importance
ol the individual as our founding [athers
established for America through the
Declaration of Independence and the
Bill of Rights.

We are presently trying to solve vitl
international  problems  without  the
world organization necessary 1o make
them a reality. The United Nations is
a beginning, but untl it possesses the
power to establish laws — by democratic
process —and  enforce them, we can
never achieve international freedom for
cach individual mim. Unul the Uniwed
Nations, or some similar world-governing
body, has the power o enforee its
decisions, it can never be more than a
debating society of nationalistic interests.

The greatest single problem  facing
mankind today is the possibility of its
extinction through atomic conilict. But
the only possible solution to the problem
— true world government — is given rel-
atively livle attention. By placing na-
uonal interests ahead of the interests
ol the individual, we run the risk of
world annihilation.

It 1s as though the Umted States were
to attempl to solve its national prob-
lems without any national government.
Imagine, il you will, the impossibility
ol ever achieving the individual rights,
the [reedom and the prosperity  we
presently enjoy, if each of the 50 states
had its own powerlul army and was
cngaged in an arms race with every other
state, and the guarantees ol the Con-
stitution and the resulung Federal laws
were limited by each sovercign state’s
willingness to accept or reject them.

No rational human being would want
o live i a community in which there
was no police force, in which cach fam-
ily was armed. and where disputes were
settled by the use of these arms rather
than on the basis ol justice and reason.
And yet that is exactly how we have
wraditionally settled our differences as
nations. In the past, men have thus
decimated whole gencrations, destroyed
the cultral advances ol cenuaries, and
subjugated the populations of entire
countries, in scttling their disagreements.

Now, however, man's scientific ad-
have so  exceeded  his  social
progress, that he is in immediate danger
of destroying his entire world and
cverything in it

We can never escape this danger
until the ability o wage such warfare
has been eliminated, but international
disarmament alone is obviously not the

vances

answer — anv more than the answer for
a community is simply the disarming
of each houschold. Without a police
force. Tamilies would still seutle a great
many disputes through the use of what-
ever force remained m their command.
and so would nations. The only logical
solution to the problem is the same,
on an internattional basis, as it is lor a
single community: the establishment of
a world government, conceived in lib-
crey, with justice for all, with an all-
powerlul international police force to
implement its laws.

Belore  the  tmvention ol atomic
weapons, such an ideal would  have
been  considerably more  difheult o

achieve, Now, however, it is relatively
simple. 1T all atomic arms were in the
possession, not of individual nations,
but of a truly international army, c¢s-
tablished w0 enforce the laws ol a
democratically  conceived  international
government, war would cease 1o exist
Disputes between nations would  then
be settled. as they should be, not by
power or coercion, but by law, justice
and reason.

Nor is this ideal an impractical
concept, unrelated to the realities ol
the world as it exists today. Ideally
all of the nations of the world, and
especially  the most  powerlul  ones,
should be dedicated to such a plan. but
this is not essential 1o its success. Il the
United States and a majority of the free
nations of the world were to insutute
such a plan, no single nation or group
of nations, incduding Russia and  the
Communist bloc, would be powerlul
enough 1o stand against it. Morcover,
il the world government were estab-
lished on a wvuly just and equal basis,
rational men of every nation would
recognize that it offered the only alter-
nauve to world annihilation. Most cer-
tainly the great majority of the presently
uncommitied  nations  of  the world
would commit themselves to such a
plan, which Gvored international  jus-
tice rather than any national or power-
bloc interest.

The need for such international con-
trol ol atomic weapons is also immedi-
ate, belore more nations achieve the
power to plunge us into oblivion. Most
ol us recognize that the greatest danger
of atomic warfare exists, not 1oday —
between the United States and  Russia
—but in the immediate future, when
Communist China, which rejects  the
concept ol peacelul coexistence, becomes
an atomic power. A world government,
which outlawed the development or
possession of atomic weapons by any
one nation, would put an end to the
ever-present possibility ol towal destruc
tion of the human race.

It would also produce a new pros-



perity throughout the world by clim-
inating the current arms race and the
need lor countrics to expend, and thus
waste, o staggering part ol their wealth
and productivity in the building and
sustaining of the ever more powerlul,
more expensive weaponry for a war they
dare not wage.

AN IRRATIONAL SOCIETY

This. then, is the foundaton of our
philosophy —an - emphasis on the im-
portince of the individual and las free-
dom: the view that man's personal
sell-interest is matwral and  good, and
that it can be channeled,  through
reason, to the benelit ol the individual
and his society: the belief that morality
should be based upon yeason: the con-
viction that society should exist as man’s
servant, not as his master; the idea that
the purpose in man's life should be
tound in the Tull living of life itsell and
the individual pursuit of happiness.

This concept of min i society may
seem so clementy that the reader will
take for granted that most men ol in-
telligence concur. But witness the so-
ciety in which we live. Our morality is
based. in large part. on mystical dognu.
not reason. Our lives are governed by
superstition and  prejudice vather thin
knowledge. Sellsacrifice is prized above
sell-interest and  scll-esteem. Socicty s
placed above the individual. And the
goul of happiness is lost in a Libyrinthine
maze ol emotional responses. sell-doubts,
scll-denials, inhibitions, prejudices. un-
thinking value judgments. superstitions
and hypocrisies. Our society is predicated
Lirgely on the inrational rather than the
ratiowal.

Nowhere is this more
the realm ol sex. We
considered the historical orviging of our
mational sexual neuroses. Next month
we will contrast our contemporiary sex
Liws and supposcd beliels with acuual
behavior, and consider the effects of such
inconsisteney on the psychological and
maoral labric of socicty. Tollowing that
we will suggest a more rational sexual
code, consistent  with  the  philosophy
thus Lar expressed, and more apt o
produce  a happier,  healthicr  social
order in the Tuture.

rue i in
have  already

See “The Playboy Forum™ in this
issue for readers’ comments — pro and
com —on subjects vaised  in previous
installments of the “Philosophy.”

Two booklet veprints —the first in-
cluding installmenis one through seven
of “The Playboy Philosoply,” and the
second,  istallments  ectght through
tiwelve — are available at 81 per boollel.
Send eheck or money order 1o PLAVBOY,
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long before maturation produces the
good judgment to go with it. Any parent
raising children can confirm this for you.
Your sociopsychological lactors resulting
from what you call repression have noth-
ing to do, it scems to me, with intelhi-
gent sell-control. Until judgment and
maturity develop in an individual (they
never develop in some) to a point ca-
pable of coping with the emotional, reli-
gious and economic realities ol the con-
summation ol the biological urge, some
direction — internal or external — must
be applied. Without it, I believe our
Chrisuan and free society would crumble.
Charles H. Carrick
Parkview, Ohio

Hefner has not suggested that chil-
dren be vaised without restrictions, as
vegards sex, or anything else; clildren
obviously vequive supervision and suid-
ance, by home, school and church, as
well as the protections supplied by soci-
ety at large. When Hefner discusses free-
dom for the individual, he is veferring
to the indwidual adult; when he speaks
of a free sociely, he is referving to an
adult soctety.

We fjavor intelligent self-contvol, in
sex and all things, and agree that this is
not — by definition — the same as sexual
repression; a social ethic based upon rea-
son would also requive maximum matu-
rity from every citizen and would tend to

(continued from page 64)

increase, vather than decrease, individual
responstbility.

Ineidentally, it is important for all of
us who believe in a free America to ve-
member that it is no more right to refer
to this country as a “Christian and free
soctety” than it would be to refer to it
as a “free, Protestant socicly,” a “[ree,
Anglo-Saxon society” or a “free, white
sociely.”

SEX AND RELIGION

With regard to The Playboy Philoso-
ply Tor August, I cannot conceive of the
Roman Church, of which I im i mem-
ber, being so strict about sex and marital
relations. ‘The men of earlier centuries
were created the same as we, and when
they got married they expected 10 go 1o
bed with their wives without being sub-
jeated to the prescriptions you mention
in vour article,

I wonder if someone was at [ault in
the carly days of the Roman Church, or
il the authors that vou quote have mis-
interpreted the rules and regulations of
the times. According to whan I learned
in school, marriage is a sacrament which
permits a man and woman to be united
in body and mind. Consequently, the
married couple has almost complete free-
dom in sex.

Jean J. Houle
Beauharnois, Quchcc
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Complete freedom? More than was
permitted during the extreme antisex-
ualism of the Middle Ages, certainly.
But isn’t marital sex supposed to be per-
formed for the purpose of procreation
vather than pleasure, with any mechan-
ical means of controlling conceplion
considered a mortal sin? Isn’t just one
prescribed position for sexual intercourse
deemed proper and “natural”? And sn't
maost sexual activity other than coitus,
even between married couples, consid-
ered perversion? (In the United Stales
noncotlal sexual activity is termed “a
crime against natuve” and is prohibited
by lmw in almost all of the 50 slates.)
dnd what of the unmarvied adult? He
(or she) has no sexual freedom at all.

The belicl is widespread in our soci-
ety that Christianity is the greatest moti-
vating force for “good moral conduct”
in existence, but the term “moral” is
only relative. There are non-Christian
cultures the world over that are per-
fectly content with their own morals,
their own gods, or with no gods at all.
(1t 15 also obvious that Christians have
not been content with their own reli-
gion, for they have split into numerous
different denominations —each with
its own moral beliels.)

Many of the world's non-Christian cul-
tures are more humanitarian than Chris-
tianity has proven itsell to be. Christians
have suffered, down through the ages,
from more inhibitions, sexual or other-
wise, more anxicties and more distrust
ol their fellow man than have many
non-Christian societies.

The Government of the United States,
as the protector ol our Iree democracy,
has a great responsibility on its hands,
and that responsibility is 1o the people.
I agree with pLavsoy's philosophy that
the Government's responsibility is not 1w
part of the people, but to all of the
people. It should protect the Christian
religion and the rest ol American socicty
equally.

Paul E. Taylor
Park Forest, Illinois

It secems to me that many of the state-
ments mmcluded in the eighth part of
The Playboy Philosophy (July 1963) un-
dermine the principal Christiin tenets
we have based our society upon. Why
should we lower our values 1o meet our
actions? It scems 1o me that it would be
much more desivable to atempt w0 base
our actions on an clevated set of values.
Premarital sex, as advocated. and exura-
marital sex, as condoned, cannot lail 1o
do ultimate harm.

Besides destroving the moral fiber ol
an essentially Christian nation and lead-
g to total moral bankruptey, these ex-
pressions of sex would. inevitably, lead
to wrial marriages, wile wading and even



tually to the institution of free love. To
allow this o happen, merely o satisly
the whims and desires of the mceestuous
and the bestial, would be disastrous.
We must vealize that the mind can and
must triumph over the body. 11 it does
not. man mity become irrational — fulfill-
ing cvery sensual desive at his pleasure.
John Tumbur
Modesto, California
It is the triwmph of man's vational
mind over himself and his society that
we favor. Christian, Jew, existentialist
and atheist should all be [ree to Jollow
the dictates of their own beliefs, but not
be allowed to foree their beliefs ov codes
of conduct on others: all men should be
held  vesponsible and  accountable  for
thewr actions and their actions should
not be alloweed (o infringe upon others
vights. Sociely should base its universal
laws on reason, vathey than an the dic-
tates of any religion or creed, with a
respect for the individual and the pur-
pose of promoting his rvight to life,
liberty and the pursuil of hﬂpp;'rrr',n.\'_

The remendous response o The Play-
boy Philoso phy demonstraces the demand
for a modern populn philosophy appro-
priate 1o our scientihc view ol the world.
reaveoy has, uniquely, kad the founda-
tion for such a philosophy. It is 10 be
hoped that this philosophy will continue
to grow, both in acceptance and in con-
cept. To that end, T believe that the [ol-
lowing opinions may be ol some value,

Man continues to broaden his under-
stancling ol the physical laws of the
universe. He should be doing the same
m the arca ol moral “law.” Yer, while
the investigation of the physical laws en-
jovs society’s ull support, attempts to
cxamine moral laws meet with cries of
owtrage — just as dud science’s st ex-
plorations into the physical reabm. We
are led o believe that morality is a sa-
acd constumt of the universe, divinely
revealed thousands of years ago, and de-
ficient only to the extent that man lails
o heed its demands. Thae this is not
the case is apdy demonsorated in the
August chapter of The Playboy Philoso-
Plv. Our present moral codes are direo
descendiuns of the morality that sanc
toned the burning ol witches, which
practice has very lew advocates today.
From our 20th Century vantage point,
it hecomes appareut that even il divine
revelation formed the original basis for
morality, it has sulfered ludicrous distor
tion as it passed through the minds of
men. We have good reason to helieve
that much distortion or ecrvor still re
niins in our professed sexual morality.

The man hindrance o the hee ex-
amination ol questions of morality s
man’s myopic view ol God, from Whom
our moral codes supposedly  dervived,
from which fact they gain their in-
vulnerability. Just as the moral coneepts

Brubeck
plays
Bogen

The message is clear. BOGEN
satisfies the critical require-
ments of Dave Brubeck,
giant in contemporary music, with the
RP60 FM/AM and FM-Stereo Receiver
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have suflered now-obvious distortion, it
is reasonable w assume that the popular
concepts ol God Himsell are inaccurate.
(A [ew people dismiss all religious works
as mere collections of lolklore, nven-
tions of men’s minds: devout Christians
must so vegard the religious belicls of
the world's two billion non-Christians.)
As science provides us with an increas-
ingly better view of the universe, the
popular notions of God pale in com-
parison. The deeper our knowledge
l)l'll(‘[l':ll("i, IIIC maonre i"lpl't‘ﬁ.’ii\'(‘.‘ lh(.'
cosmos becomes: its space is measured
by the billions of lisht years: its pre-
cision by the billionths of an inch. The
entive pageant is controlled by immu-
table Taw, Considerations such as these
lead the believer to ask. “Can there be
any doubt as to the existence of God?”
1o which should be answered. “But do
the popular concepts of God do justice
1o the aeator of such a universe as we
now observes” It would secem that the
better way to know God would be to
study His works, as science is doing,
ither than o pore over ancient manu-
scripts. These, after all, are sull only
the words of men, and are limited by
the extent of man’s comprehension at
the time they were written. In any
cvent, our bhasic concepts, derived from
the Bible or otherwise, should be con-
tinually subjected to the test of reason,
in the light of our increasing knowledge.
In this manner we can hope to climinate
at the carliest time the errors which the
futare always reveals to have been pres
ent in the past.

A case in point is the matter ol sexual
morality, Certain taboos regarding sex
cannot be justified 10 terms of the good
of humanity. Alter valid reasons for re-
straint have been removed. there sull
renitin the negative attitudes that sexual
pleasure should be only a by-product of
procreation, or, at least. that sex should
not he enjoved Tor itsell, but only as an
cxpression of something “"more noble.”

Although procreation is the [unda-
mental purpose ol sex, mankind’s per-
sistent sex drive can aflord  pleasure
throughout the four scasons. On the
other hand, it is amply demonstrated in
nature that merely firing up a spring
drive is suflicient to ensure the perpetua-
tion of the species. The religious taboos
attempting to restrain men from enjoy-
ing his surplus sexual cnergies can be
explained only in terms of rules, not
related to human welfare, hut quite arbi-
uarily set forth by God — possibly as
a test for hupumity. A god who would
act in such lashion would be too perty
10 be consistent with the magnihcence of
this universe. Individuals have dilficulty
cnough in merely living according to
the rules they deem necessary for their
own temporal good. Notwithstnding
plush times and places, such as 1963
America, the trials ol hiving [aced by

the average human  being, down  the
ages, would try any soul. That an omnip-
otent creator would, for good measure,
throw in unnccessary sexual desire and
then arbitrarily legislate against its satis-
Laction is inconceivable. It should be
emphasized that we do not presume to
question the will or ways of God. The
question is, rather, do these facts at
tributed 1o God seem consistent with the
imcelligence  that  created  this  awe-in-
spiring universe, or do they secem more
appropriate to the imaginations of men?

From a purcely humanist point ol
view, the times when one should restrain
his sex drive — or resist the demands of
any desire. for that matter — can be
summarized under two general head-
ings: First, one individual's satislaction
should not be obtained at the expense
ol another individual. Sccond. the even-
tual consequences of one’s satislaction of
the immediate desire should not be such
as to subtract from his total pleasure or
satislaction, integrated over his entire
lifetime.

There are a great many qualifications
and corollaries to these two statements.
but none of them contains the theorems
that pleasure is inhervently sinful or that
sex is base. These latter concepts have
been contrnived by men and used in an
attempt to fight fire with fire: 10 control
human emotions — drives — with another
powerful cmotion, fear. This may or
may not have ever been justified: it no
longer seems to be effective.

Reason must be the foundation of our
modern moral codes. From our present
knowledge of man’s  hall-mullion-year
history, we may deduce his true nature,
under its veneer of civilization. We mav
Turther infer the requirements necessary
to satisly that nawre, and build codes
ol cthics and morals aimed at maximiz-
ing that satistacuon for all individuals.

With this humanist approach, we will
have a better chance of arriving at even-
tual harmony with the will of the Crea-
tor than with our present approach,
which olten grants to human error the
immutability of divine sanction. An im.
portant characteristic of the new codes
would be owr willingness to change or
rchine them in the light of increasing
knowledge and understanding,

H. R. Ahrens
San Diego. California

Amen.

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues vaised in ouy con-
tinuing editorial sevies, “The Playboy
Philosophy.” Address all correspondence
on cither the “Philosophy” or the
“Forum” to: The Playboy Forum,
rLaYsoy, 232 I Ohio Strcet, Clicago,

Hiinois 60611,



everybody ShINNY couined pom pase 123)

run in onstage like a star and came olf
like a performing seal. It wasn’t that he
booted his act, it was that that honest
man was playing in the wrong league.
PPocts are not adjuncts of political lead-
OIS au, Very au, contraire.,

Jackic had been going about her busi-
ness with what seemed to me exemplary
decorum. being highly decorative, speak-
ing the languages her husband did not
speak, being, | feel sure, a perfect host-
ess. and whatever she was doing as a
wile and mother is cearlv between
hersell, her husband and her kids, al-
though I could wish that she would ex-
plain in the near [uwre that 21-gun
salutes on the White House lawn are
not some darling new kind of fireworks
plaved to the balcony of the young.

She had been busy, 1 feel sure, with
sctting those horrible curtains the hell
out and rearranging the furniture, and
who's got a better right* She lives there.

Then, some time ago, she was trapped
into being a conférenciére-guide-shill tor
a television program, and all that needs
to be said ol that evening is what may be
saidd of any amateur in the performing
arts: she vor an E for effort. The show
also produced some lines of dialog that
have got to go ringing down the corridors
ol tme. Ringing, well, more tinkling.
down the corridors of the White Housce
wias her line, “And this is the Green
Room.” “Oh,” said Charles, the quick
wited Rover Boy, as they entered the
roont, "'l can see why it's called the Green
Room.”

(Look, look, the wall is green. Sec.
Charles, see, the drapes are green. The
lurniture is green. The carpet is green.
The ceiling is green. The windows are
green. The pre-dom-i-nant color is green,
It is called the Green Room.)

But this is all interior decoration and
of no more moment than showing up at
the ballet opening.

What is of more moment is that at the
opening of the National Cultaral Center
in Washington, Mr. Kennedy made a
speech in which he said roughly that
owr particular huuk of American his-
tory would be remembered years from
now, not for its political or economic
accomplishments, but for its culture.
One must suppose that by colure he
meant what would go on in this culture
Lactory — a sort of super Lincoln Center.
(A young min ol my acquaintance re-
lated to me what is wrong with Lincoln
Center, apart from its debatable acous-
tics. “You don't make something called
a cultaral center,” he said. “you build
some buildings and hope that it will
turn into a cultural center.™)

Now look, Jack, you are President of
the United States, and a damn good

one. You can write the books you wish
to, and read the ones you wish to, and
make statements about them il vou so
choose. Your wile mav hang whatever
pictures she wants in the White House,
and what she dogs about the [urniture
is OK with me. But it is no part ol
vour or her lunction to be the culwural
leader ol the Uunited States. It is, as vet,
no [unction ol anv ofhcial of the United
States to put his hooks. grubby or other-
wise, on those ol us who write, paint,
sculpt, compose, sing. dance or take a
chance. In fact. aside from allowing us
a break on the income tax in the gen-
cral neighborhood of a hrst-class citizen,
the less these United States have ofh-
cially o do with the artist. the better
things will be lor the artist and the re-
public.

The artist is the enemy ol the status
qua, il he’'s an anv-good artist. and
from Plate w Khrushchev, any attempt
to make him an appendage of govern-
ment, no matter how  Kindly inten-
tioned, produces damn bad art and
WOrse artists.

I do wot think it is the provinee of
this or any other President of any state
to lool around with judgments on the
place of wit. or the quality of culwre, or
its historic role. The next step, and it
is not a very long once. is Khrushchev's
shooting oft his biz bazoo about the
evils of any paintings which do not show
the noble Soviet worker building a new
world, in a style which we now use only
lor doughnut stores,

Go, I sav. Mr. President, open ballets
and art exhibits, make dinners for Nobel
Prize winners, and dress up for open-
ing nights, say kind words to artists.
spiclers. troupers, and il you really like
it, throw open one of those big play-
rooms in that biz house to suolling
plavers of quality. As a privatwe citizen,
do what vou will about art.

But as President — Ul make
deal, Jack. If you won't make statements
about are. 1 won't buck lor Commuander
in Chiel.

You see, ncither ol us knows what
part. il any, of our culture, il any, will
be part ol history. That comes under
the Department of Posterity.

vou a

o R et 0 AR T SR e R g A S R T S AT S 8 e

“Don’t worry aboul a thing, kid — the old fixeroo is in.”
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LISTEN, AL, HOURE
A FRIEND OF MINE,
RGHT? TM A
FRIEND OF YOURS,
RIGHT 7 =

WELL,IM IN TROUBLE  AL.
I NEcp A FAVOR. IF 1
NEEC A FAVOR WHo DO
160 107 001 60
T EODIE [WHO%
A VERY GooD
FRIEND BUT
IOHO, (ET5
AOMIT 1T,
19 BpSICALLY W
SELFISH? W
60

EODIE.

01 60 70 WNTER OR PHILLIE
OR MARVIN - My PEST FRIENDS
EVERU ONE? No,I DONT
&0 10 THEM, ALl THEY

CANT 2E TRUSTECY |

IF 40U WERe IN TROUBLE [0 HELP
Uou,RIGHT 7 IOHATS A FRIEND
FOR IF NOT 70 HELP ANOTHER
FRIEND (HEN HES
IN TROVBLE. ™
Hou FoLLOW
ME 50 FAR,
A7

D0 160 10 FRANKIE WHO'S A
VERY GOOD FRIEND BUT (UKo -
AND WE BOTH KNOW -THIS, AL -
15 TOTALLY SELE-INVOLVED 7
No, I DONT 600 \

FRANKEE .

50 WHO 00 1 60 To7 WHOS
THE ONWY RELIABLE, TRUSTIORTHY
UNSELF-INVOLVED FRIEND THAT
TRUE? YoU, AL. T 4o

o you!  ~




TLL
AT WRITE
NEED Hoo A
FIVE CHECK.
HoWoRED

WHAT DO Hov YOURE A
MEAN FORGET , FRIEND,
IT? 500 15 waLa'E,
ALL I NEED! L%

] DONT ~

NEED

750 !

COME ON, AL - T DONT NEED (15
TWO HUNDRED FIFTY poL|ARS 750
MoRe GUILT! GIVE ME
A CHECK FOR 5001\

OR
NOTHING,

HOURE A PRINCE, AL.

A ROYAL PRINCE - FoRGET
HEY- WAIT A MITE! (T.

THS CHECK 15 FOR /
SEVEN HUNDRED FIFTY

poLLARS I

WHAT ARE YoU [ 750! WHAT:
TRAING T0 PULL,ALT ?ﬁ?'ﬂrﬁmﬁg
you KNow THE Kivp WERE FRIENDS
OF 601 I AM. qou » RIGHT 7
K”Ow H'OUP ~ B

NEVER GET

BACK THE

so0 !

SOME FRIEND
LLL Go ELsewmEre !
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as a bell, loud as you want it. Dynamic
microphone. Capstan drive and constant-
speed motor. Rugged, handsome, sur-
prisingly low-priced.

At camera shops, hi-fi dealers, leading
stores. Write for brochure G-12. North
Amecrican Philips Company, Inc., High
Fidelity Products Division, 100 East
42nd Street, New York, N. Y. 10017.
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(continued from page 174)
of sccrer churchgoing. No such signs ol
troubled conscience were to be spotted
among the city's officials Lattening on the
underworld’s pavrolls. There were no sui-
cides among these high-class characters,

As a historian of a major upheaval
that took place under my nose. | admit
bias, but I also can boast of perception
and participation. In the Twenties hun-
dreds of bright young Americans spurncd
their natve land and went looking [or
saner heaths across the Atlantic. John
Gunther, T. 5. Eliot. Ernest Hemingway,
Sherwood Anderson, Lzra Pound were
some ol the successiul fmigrés. But Pans,
London and Rome were overrun with
scores of talented relugees from the UL S.
who wound up as castawavs instead of
celebritics,

I also Lelt the lure of superior lorcign
chimes. A [lellow, finelyv arraved., came
into the Chicago Daily News local room
after hours. Jimmy Buuts and 1 were at
our dog-watch posts, bowed over our
typewriters, composing our hrst novels.
The well-dressed visitor announced that
he was looking for two reporters to hill
out his stall of the Shanehat Sun. He was
leaving Tor China the next dav and need-
ed a yes or no before nightlall.

The three of us went o Mangler's
sauloon o wtlk the matter over. I came
to around three acv. alone. Jimmy Buts
had wtken off for China. Despite my
vouthful fancy for lar-off Cathav, 1 was
still & Chicagoan. 1 learned later that
the well-dressed  recruiting fellow  had
deemed me unfit for service in China
heeause I was unable o hold my liquor.,
I improved during the Prohibition Lra
as did most ol my [ellow Americans.

This brings me to my first histovical
statement. The gun-toting crooks of Pro-
hibition and their political buddies were
a minor phase of the Era. The main
show was the public — the hundred-mil
lion Americans without previous police
records who joined happily in the vast
lawbreaking.

In Chicago, the specticle of an entive
city switching its allegiance from law 10
Liwlessness was a [ascinating performance
to watch. Press and radio reported simi-
lar mass delections throughout the na-
tion.

I'he thirse for forbidden alcohiol was
only part of this secessionr. This is no ex
post lacto theory. We used 1o walk about
i an our favorite saloons that were no
more bothered by Prohibition than were
Santa Claus and his remdeer. We used
to sneer at the amateur drinkers who
were invading our once orderly liquor-
ing places. It was obvious that most ol
the citizens who started hiting the bot-
tde had been nondrinkers belore Pro-
hibition, or wine tipplers at best,

-

There was no mistaking the meaning
of this booze rush. It was the minutemen
ol Lexington and  Concord  all over
again. The thing that wrned  Ameri-
cans into liguor lovers in the very first
weeks  of  Prohibition was  the  fine
Americin instinet for freedom.  Yes. we
used o have it when freedom was o
much simpler word than it is now. It
had w do with living more than voting.
It didn't mean saving the world, but
cnjoving the pursuit of happiness, as
suggested in the Constitution,

Ull declare mysell in on the national
psychology of that time, despite the Tact
that 1 and my mentors felt as derached
Irom the ideologies around us as il they
were the sputterings ol the hairy Ninus
of Japan. | mean, we looked on Presi-
dent Warren G, Harding, both Houses
of Congress and all the pontihciors of
the Republic as rogues and liars or vie
ums of dementia  praccox — the  first
psvchiatric phrase o arrive from Vienna.

The thing that startled us ar first
was that we were no anarchic elite. We
were part of a lawbreaking muluitude.
Fyervbody  had  become  iconoclasts.
Evervbody expliimed o the speak-casy
bartender that we had just won a war
to make the world safe for democriacy,
not bluenoses. In [act, you could not
find a soul to conwradict anvthing vou
said against the Government and against
morality unless vou cornered o rabbi.
priest or chaivlady of the altar guild.

In the fist months of Prohibition
evervbody became aware that breaking
is law was no more dangervous than
getting a haircut. The shooting started.
But it was gangster versus gangster. The
bootleguers hattding it out for tervitorial
rights would no more have plugged a
bystander than rival automobile sales-
men would have shot down o new-car
Yeurner.

As Tor our opinions of crooked police,
crooked  judges. mayors. state’s  atior-
nevs. cte., they were Tavorable. Our at-
titude towmrd the unprecedented spread
of corruption resembled a mood  de-
saribed by Bret Havte in one ol s
Wostarn wales. He wrote of a boom
town newspaper’s account of a flood tha
had Hoaied away most ol its readers -
“the editor observed with pensive pride
that, “an arca greater than the State of
Rhode Island is now under water.” ™

There is this o say Tor owr political
grabenheimers. Usuallv ¢crooked govern-
ment shares iis plums with the few. It
will smooth the way for a financier
to filch a few more millions, and clobber
a shoplilter who wries o make ofl with
an embroidered petticoat.

Our  Prohibition  crooks, from the
White House down, were as greedy as
any other, but they were not stooges lor
big business, onlv, Thev served also the
multitude. They were on freedom’s side,
lor mervcenary veasons, o be sure; hut




who cared?

As a reporter I was aware that the
cops turned their backs on the under-
world killings. but my respect Tor the
bluccoats was not lessened. They pro-
vided enough copy lor the city desk by
arresting amateur killers — relatives who
kept knifing each other at breakfast, and
decimating family reunions.

We were amused by the knowledge
that the lawmen couldn't run down a
professional Killer il he was stulted and
put on display in Marshall Field's win-
dow. Dut it was no sour amusement.
Indeed it was a less eritical attitude than
I feel today toward the police for not
arresting the characters responsible for
making my living room hideous with
TV commercials. I can state firmly that
the Americans ol the Twenties would
never have stood Tor them. There would
have been an uprising in that reedom-
loving time as there was against the blue-
noses of the Land.

- - -

I have stll a historical
seneralities Put belore
counting remembered  details and  in
cdems of the dry spell. First, and
enderest. 1s this: 1 doubt if Americans
will ever have as much fun as they found
in the Twenues.

There were many reasons. We were
still o practically untaxed people. And
we had no Tuture wars 1o worry about.
We had just won the war that ended all
wirs. SKipping the Arabian Nights econ-
omy of the period —land booms. oil.
coal, factory, building, automobile and
cham-store booms — there was the added
attraction of a crime boom. Our lives
became [ull of theatrical diversion. The
Untouchables. The Roaring
(their authentic versions in which the
bBad  guy  alwavs won) playing
Lang-bang in front of us. We were, in a
manner, members ol their casts, but
never thetr casualty lists. There were
only two “civilian™ deaths in our Chi-

few more

o down re

Twenlies

wore

CIgo  gang  wars — a assistant - state’s
avtorney and a not-quite-kosher news-

]lil])l'l I'('p():'lt'l'.

My report ol the Twenties as a hap
piness peak is without bias. T have heard
and read lamentations from many who
that ume, but these can be
cnemy  propaganda. The
complainants would have had only dis-
consolate tdings 1o oftier had they spent
Mohaimmed's  third
heaven., There are always people who
consider happiness a mysterious sin.

True, there were bewailers, groancrs,
and oratorical bores ululating about hell
the American multitude em
braced the Prohibinon Era as if it were
a permanent New Year's Eve. And so it
was, in nmany ways. Not only drinking,
but kissing was stepped up. Inhibitions
petered out. Sex came into high favor.

Indeed, the LEra altered the American

lived in
disnussed  as

the Twenties  in

e, bt
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character drastically, and chiefly for the
better. It altered also the American
scene but definitely for the worse. |
meian it created  a secondary  US.AL
known as organized crime. Corrupt pub-
lic officials, since Prohibition, have
handed over at least a fourth of the
nation to criminals. We are a democracy
and a caookdom: God bless our won-
drous lawyers. Years ago [ wrote a
parody of America, as sung by the Devil:

My country 'tis of thee

Sweet land of larceny

Iam thy God —

Land where the erooks preside,
And freedom, voped and tied
Shricks from each mountainside —
Who pinched my wad?

About the American character change,
I have a pleasanter picture to submit,
First, one of the greatest historical events
in human annals — the 1otal emancipa-
tion, for better or for worse, of Ameri-
can womanhood.

Prohibition not only doubled the
nation’s hooze consumption, but bronght
a new ser ol consumer throats to the
alcohol market — the ladies. Before Pro-
hibition, [eminine drinking had been
limited mainly to ladies in high socicty
or in bawdy houses. The saloons were
male compounds into which no female
could step. The lower-class  saloons
sometimes  broke with  tradition  and
served a lady beer il she came 1o the
back door and brought her own pail.

Even male drinking, before the dry
era, was almost as privately practiced as
sex. Men got stewed bevond the critical
ken of home folks. Prohibition not only
opened the nation’s barmooms 1o the
ladies, but elevated, generally, the
social side of liquor drinking. Family
groups started passing out highhalls in
therr respectable parlors, and rarely did
a neighborly visit wind up without a
participant or two blotto.

I remember pious hostesses, all Cae-
sar's wives, plying me with drink in
their homes, and as arch about it as
nice ladies in a fun house with their
skirts blowing around their heads.

There was a genial thrill 10 home
lawbreaking. 1t was like going slumming
in your own parlor. You could c¢njoy
a litle glow of aime without losing
your moral standing, since the best
people were all criminals.

I recall also the rush-hour jam of
respectable folk in the speak-casics. You
didn’t have to go to them for a drink.,
You could get one in nearly every
hotel and restaurant in the oy, Bt
these lawbreaking locales lacked glam-
or. In the speak-casies vou could rub
shoulders with widely publicized gang-
sters and killers. A “hello™ or o hand-
shake from one of these underworld
celebrities was something 1o brag about.

And there was never any sk to



speak-casy  patrons. The tough-looking
waiters treated them with a delerence
never belore, or since, encountered in
any cfés. You drank and broke the law
with 2 sense ol swagger, and no worry.
A police or Federal raid was as unlikely
a prospect as an invasion by brownies.
In some ol the speak-casics, bhooze was
served in thick colfee cups, but that was
only a bit of showmanship to add a
reminder of lawlessness o the sale go-
ngs-on.

The only people who were hesitant
about visiting the speak-casies were the
top gangsters and  killers who owned
them. These were, as a rule, socially
shy [ellows. Customers embarrassed them
with their loud cries of admiration and
hiccuping requests lor autographs. There
wis also the possibility that when a
dirunk threw his arms around a gang-
ster's neck, not love bue homicide might
be behind the gesture.

One ol the most startling by-products
ol Prohibition was the nation’s sexual
renaissance. Our “dry spell”™ inflamed the
national libido as il the entire Republic
had been given an injection ol Span-
ish {ly.

As a young student of this phenom-
cnon, I understood it not 100 well at
the time. There is a motto about gilt
horses. However, 1 did some pondering
in later years about the collapse of
female morality  during  Prohibition.
(Collapse is, perhaps, wo dour a noun.)
Obviously, the girls of the Twenties
followed a basic psvchological pattern —
people who break one law are ready to
try their hands at other taboos.

It is likely also that American Puri-
tanism had run s course, and would
have sidled ol without  Prohibition;
although I doubt this. Whatever the
cause, sexual morality underwent a revo-
lutionary change. A myriad of virgins
under the inlluence ol bathtuby gin
vielded their virginity in the back scats
ol automobiles. In the ume belore the
inventon of the motel, the antomobile
llourished as the most popular courting
place Tor the boss and his scoretary, and
other amorous duos. It was said then
ol the automobile that “no good girl
would ride in one.”

As the Lra gained steam, a wave of
adultery and wile swappiug broke over
the land. In the Far West, city planners
took advantage of the nation’s flicker-
ing home fires by setting up pioneer
divorce mills. One Reno litigant (male)
awaiting his freedom, olfered Americns
a new diagnosis of marriage — “The
[———ing you get, ain’t worth the f-——ing
you get.”

The Republic instantly understood
this mystic utterance.

The fact that a new sexual [rontier
had been opened up in the U.S. was
signaled by the disappearance from the

store counters of corsets, bloomers, step-
ins and other survivals of the chastity
belt. Instead of such glum trappings the
store windows displaved diaphanous
negligees, black-chiffon nightgowns and
similar hints of female cooperation.
. e e

We had fun buying gallons of sacra-
mental wine from  synagogue janitors
and  cathedral carctakers. Door-to-door
salesmen came into our homes and of-
fered us a kit containing 12 diflerent
glass tubes ol cordial (lavoring. You
added the flavoring to the gallon of al-
cohol that was part of the purchase, and
vour sidebhoard bloomed with bottles of
créme  de  menthe, Grand Marnier,
Benedictine, créme de cacao, elc.

There was a touch of glamor in buying
whiskey botdes over which men had
fought and died all the way Irom Can-
ada o our own [ront doors. We enjoved
also chipping in lor cases of Napoleon
brandy, and becoming thus epicurcan
lawbreakers. | knew then, as I know
now, that this imported upple had never
been nearer France than Gary, Indiana;
that it wsted like our Chicago-made
Martel brandy, and that the double-
negative salesman was cheating us. But
we low-mncome characters were tasting
not only brandy but bounderism. We
were happy to pay a bit exura for the

status of boore bounders. Although the
Napolcon-brandy label did not fool us,
it tooled our less-knowing dinner guests.

It was fun, also, carrving a ilask in
your back pants pocket like a bindle
sull, and swiking a blow for [reedom
every hour by taking a swig ol it. As a
result, we were as often drunk during
the day as in the night. I can remem-
ber  having to  dictate  home-edition
storics at noon to sober collcagues, and
returning  their  wypewriting  Tavor on
other deudlines.

There was also an intellectual type
ol fun on tap. This was listening to
what H. L. Mencken called “the wowsers
in action.” Prohibition’s apostles and
white knights filled the land with a
joyous spouting. We used to read their
speeches aloud an the speak-casies and
set dranks to rolling on the lloor with
Laughter. During the Era that recorded
an annual 8000 to 12,000 murders in
the U. 5. —an all-time high in national
homicide: that witnessed the  collapse
of honest government: that set a new
world’s record oy a per-capita consump-
tion ol liquor — during tius ume of
flowering corvupuon and chronic bac-
chanalia, the lollowing wowser state-
ments were headlined in the press:

William  Jennings Bryan spoke out,
“"God has given America Prohibition

“I've never had the heart to touch Bob's room.
IUs just as he left i1.”
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and he has thus saved our counury from
the  poorhouse and  the  drunkard's
grave.”

Ray A. Haines, U. S. Prohibition Com-
nussioner, stated, “Prohibition has cut
arrests in hall, cut deaths, cut the popu-
lation ol prisons and almshouses, cut
juvenile  delinquency  and  offenses
against chastiry.”

Dr. Louis Herman Smith, president
ol Washington and  Lee  University.
called the Prohibition Linw, “The longest
and most elfective step forward in the
uplift of the human race ever taken by
any civilized nation.”

The Auorney General of the United
States  proclaimed,  “Prohibition  will
baul down the black flag of crime.”

President Warren Gamaliel Harding,
who was being successfully blackmailed
at the time by a leading Federal dry en-
forcer named Gaston B. Means, proph
esicd, “"Prohibition will put in end 10
the terrible evils that feed on alcohol.”

Addressing a conclave ol fellow solons
in Washington, Senator Volstead, lather
of the dry amendment, announced, “We
can now be proud as @ nation that has
restored  sobricty  and  its  atendant
virtues to its grateful citizens.”

Evangelist Billy Sundav preached the
of John Barleycorn in Norfolk,
Virginia. It was an impressive interment.
A span of horses drew a hearse to the
Jam-packed graveyard. A 20-foot papicr-
michd bottle was lifted from the hense
and caried to dts burial plot. A Devil in
red  tights  followed the bottle and
moanced  grievously  as Billy  Sunday
shouted, “Goodbye, John Barleveorn.
vou were God's worst enemy. You were
hell’'s hest Iriend. I hate you with a
perlect hatred.”

There are thousands of similar quotes
moldering in the newspaper files of the
Twenties. You would have 1o rummage
in the Dark Ages of Ewrope o find
uteerances as clownish and pigheaded as
came pouring out ol our statesmen.

Remembering such  pronouncements,
I grin as T did when I first encountered
them in all their pristine ninmyism, But
the grin fades. 1 have grown up. 1 fall 1o
wondering how many of today’s states-
men will sound as ridiculous 10 years
from now as did their predecessors ol
the Twenties. My guess is, most of them,

- - -

The American masses enjoved Pro-
hibition, but the criminals married it
loved and honored it until death did
they part. Crooks all over the world,
hearing the great news of the 18th
Amendment, headed with or without
passport for the U. S, AL, which had be-
come again the Promised Land. Some
ol them got sidetracked in New York.
Deroit and Clevelund, but the cream ol
the crop reached Chicago in triumph.
We were the big time. Our town was the




Maypole around which the nation’s law-
breakers capered.

Johnny Torrio. Al Capone, Dion
O'Banion, Frank Niuwi, Hyvmie Weiss,
Greasy Thumb Guzik (his right thumb
lad been permanently soiled by money
counting).  Spike  O'Donncll,  Bugs
Moran, Neddie Herbert, Machine Gun
Jack McGurn, Schemer Drucc, Dago
Lawrence, Three Gun Louis Alterie,
Frankic Lake, Polack Joe Saltis, Terry
Drugean, the Terrible Genna Brothers;
these are some of the names of Chicago's
leading  antiprohibitionists. They  still
keep their stellar standing.

Ol these, my [avorite was Deanie
O'Banion. He was Al Capone’s great-
est rival, but not in character. O'Banion
was the gay boy of the underworld, its
most romantic igure; a combination of
Robin Hood and Dead LEye Dick. He
did his own killing. He was involved in
25 murders, but never arrested, due not
only to his purchase ol police immunity
but also to his personal charms.

Deanie’s victims were all gangster op-
ponents employed by Capone and the
Terrible Genna Brothers to knock him
oll. Deanie would no more take a pot-
shot at a nonunderworld citizen than a
lootball halfback would leap imo the
stands 1o tackle a  bleacherite. The
police were able 1o soothe whatever con-
science they had with the thought that
cvery time an O'Banion opponent was
beaten to the draw, another enemy of
society entered the morgue.

Deanie was voung, handsome, well-
mannered, a persistent churchgoer since
his carly choirboy days, and a loving
hushand. He was also full of compassion
for his fcllow man. His charities were
almost as great as his bribes. He toured
the slums of his bovhood, handing out
S100 bills to the needy. and beating up
their  heartless landlords. He had a
S14,000 organ in his home on which he
accompanied himself in hows of song.

He was full of pranks. He used 1o
appear at dawn in the doorway ol our
all-night saloon, Quincy No. 9, a news-
paper reporters’ rendezvous.

“Who wants to go for a ride with
me:" he would ask.

The journalists took wurns joining
him. | went twice. O Banion owned a
souped-up flivver. We headed for the
lake Iront in normal siyle. Arriving at
AMichigan  Avenue, O'Banion  spurned
the swreet and used the sidewalk for
[urther touring.

The wide sidewalk was almost  de-
serted at this carly hour, But there were
some wtalhc cops to play with. Sighting
one ol these, Deanie pretended  his
flivver was a bull in a Sevillian bull ring.
He sent it charging at each olheer, snort-
ing and whecling around him in toro
fashion,

The cops played along as matadors.
I'hey were usually fellow Ivishmen, with
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a soft spot for a man of high spirit; par-
ticularly if they were on his pavroll.

As part of his business program,
O’Banion undertook the elimination ol
his rivals — the Terrible Genna Brothers.
During this campaign, a couple of
Capone employees entered O'Banion’s
llower shop on the Near North Side,
across the swreet from Holy Name Cathe-
dral in which he had sung and wor
shiped since  childhood. O’Banion’s
llower shop was no fake front for his
bootlegging operations. It was an honest
cmporium. He delighted in wrimming
its show window, and was proud of his
flower fancving clientele.

“Am't scen vou for a long tme,”
said one of the two arrivals, and held
out his paw for a handshake. Always
the gentleman, O'Banion put his trig-
ger finger outr of play by dasping the
hand of grceting. The other visitor
pumped five bullets imo Deanie, who
was thirty-two years old ar the time,

aapone  sent an attractive  floral
wreath to O'Banion’s funeral, inscribed
m white carnations: “From a Friend.”

The funcral was one ol the most
moving spectacles ever seen in Chicago.
O'Banion’s body lay in state for three
davs in s $10,000 bronze casket with
solid-gold handies. Forty-thousand men,
women  and  children filed imo  the
Sharbaro Funcral Home o view the re-
mains 1 s Pharaoh’s casket.

The hearse, heading lor the gravevard
was followed by 30 open automobiles
all hidden from the eve by pyramids of
llowers. There was not a blossom 1o be
bought that day in Chicago’s [llorist
shops.

Following the slowly moving gardens
were some 100 automobiles hlled with
silk-hatted dignitaries of cy and state.
An estimated 30,000 pedestrian mourn-
ers completed the cortege. A 50-picce
band played Deanie to his resting place.

Despite: much  pressure, the Church
refused Deanie  Catholic burial rites.
The Reverend Patrick Malloy, however,
came out to Mount Carmel Cemetery,
minus his priestly vestments. Stnding in
multt over the grave, Father Malloy said

three  Hail Marys and  the Lord's
Prayer,
O'Banion’s wife, Viola, a beautiful

and loyal helpmate during his crivmphs
in Chicago had a tall shalt erecied over
his grave. Two words were chiseled on
I UMY SWEETHEART.™

The day after the Tuneral Deanice's
chum, Three Gun Louis Alterie, chal-
Ienged O'Banion’s assassins to a public
duel. He said he would meet the mur-
derers at State and Madison Strects, and
shoot it out with them single-handedly,
i wrue O'Banion tradition.

The gallant offer strtled Chicago's
reform Mavor, William Dever. He had,
temporarily, ousted Big Bill the Builder
from his City Hall perch.



“I'm staggered,” said Mavor Dever,
“are we living by the code of the Dark
Ages, or 1s Chicago part of the American
Commonwealth?”

Mayor Dever's unromantic attitude
ruined  the  proposed duel. Hymie
Weiss, another  O'Banion  pal  and

avenger, hived a vacant office overlook-
ing the entrance of the Sherman Hotel.
He had information that Al Capone
wis going to visit the hotel in the near
future. With his machine gun in place
on the window ledge, Hymie waited for
three days and nights. He ate up several
lengths of salami and downed 2 case
ol lemon pop.

On the fourth day, Hymie Weiss was
rewarded. The street in front of the
hotel filled up. A band plaved. Citizens
cheered and Al Capone stepped out of
the hotel enwance, right into Hymie's
sun  sights.  But  O'Banion’s  avenger
didn’t open fire. Beside Capone stood
the sour-faced President of the United
States, Calvin Coolidge. The Chiel Exec
utive had Tearlessly come to Chicago o
repair Republican Tences.

The military-band music, the flutter-
ing American flags, and the face ol a
U. S. President misted Hymice's eyes with
patriotism. A true-blue American, like
his idol, O'Banion, avenger Hvmic's
trigger finger stiffened. What iof by some
accident he hit the wrong guy — knocked
ofl a President of the United States! My
God, he would never forgive himself.
And Hymie allowed the hated Capone to
walk out of range under the guard ol
the Chiel Executive.

In the underworld, the event
long applauded as President Coolidge’s
greatest achievement while in ofhice.

wis

Of the boore monarchs produced by
Prohibition, the  least  colorful  was
Alphonse Capone. He was a humorless
man, and as obsessed with arithmetic
as a bank president.

His annual bootleg gross wis  esti-
mated between 5150,000,000 and S300,-
000,000, Whatever the correct higure, 25
percent of it went into the pockets of
city, county and state public olficials.
Capone also kept an emergency fund
handy for Federal pay-offs.

In the pile of print and drama in-
spired by Al Capone there is usually
missing the outstanding lact ol his crim-
inal career — his popularity. During his
heyday, Al was the most popular and
beloved figure in Chicago. In the rest
ol the nation his name had the ghitter
of a great folk hero. Of all the public
figures who succeeded Al Capone, only
Charles Lindbergh stirred the populace
to as wild an apprecation.

I remember going o the opening day
of a Chicago race track with Capone
and a dozen ol his business associates,
There were some 30,000 men  and
women at the track. Spotting Al Capone

“The chair recognizes My. Frazer.”

in his box, thev loosed an ovation that
almost matched 19185 Armistice Day.

“The people love me.” said Capone
m an interview my cditor Henry Justin
Smith refrained from putting into our
paper, the Chicago Daily News. "The
reason 15 I'm their benelactor. T give
them what they want, beer, and booze,
at reasonable prices. If there was a law,
for instance, st people  enjoving
sex which 1 wouldn’t be surprised il it
came, a smart fella who owned a string
ol whorchouses could get elected Presi-
dent of the U.S. AL il he cared for the
posttion.”

At the time of his prophecy, Capone
owned 50 Large brothels in Chicago and
its environs. They were a heritage from
Big Jim Colostimo, who hid imported
Johnny Torrio and Al Capone [rom
Brooklyn o be his hodveuards.

Shortly alter engaging his new pro-
tectors, Colosimo was mysteriously shot
to death one dawn while in a telephone
booth. Capone and Torrio inherited his
30 whorchouses, among other assets.

Big Jim must hive chuckled in his
fiery hell when his whorchouses avenged
him. Capone died in 1M7, gibbering
with a brain destroyed by syphilis.

Capone was as near a practical re-
lormer as ever reigned in Chicago, He
cut the city's burglaries, holdups and
jack rollings to a new low. He achieved
the cleanup by emploving [rom 300 10
600 criminals at a good wage and thus
lessening the incentive for porch climb-
ing and jack rolling. The weekly pay

ol a Capone killer ranged from S100 10
S600 a week.

Capone also drove all the gamblers
out of the city’s Loop. He was especially
stern with crooked gamesters. Tough,
young Mickey Cohen who was running
a "bust out store” in Randolph Street —
a dice game at which no outside plaver
could hope to win —was ushered out
ol town by Capone. Dozens of other

confulence men  and  sharpers  were
similarly  bum's-tushed  out  of  the
metropolis.

“TI'he City of Chicago is my customer,”
Capone explained to the startled crooks.
Mickey Cohen told me the conversation
years later. “And I'm protecting my
customer’s interests,” said Capone. |
don’t want any citizens ol Chicago
getting rooked or beat up by any crooks.
I want my customers 1o realize they
ain’t going to get hurt breaking the
Prohibition law. I anybody gets hurt
itll be only me and a few ol my asso-
crates. My 2,000,000 customers ain’t even
going to get their hair mussed.”

“He was a smart man,” Mickey Cohen
reminisced, “and also very impressive.”
Mickey was, at the time of his reminis-
cence, the bookie king of Calilornia. 1
have tried all T could to follow his
policy by keeping Los Angeles free from
crime and safe lor ns citizens.”

I collided with Capone’s business side
once. A young Southerner arvived in
Chicago and confided to me in a saloon
that he had taken over the 14 Midwest-
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ern states in behalfl of another Southern-
er named Lupton Wilkenson, who was
annexing the Lastern Seaboard.

“The Far West, suly, 1s not worth our
time or energy,” said my informant.

His name was Grady Rutledge. He
was direct from Georgia and his great-
arcat-grandlather —a cony ol Ogle-
thorpe — had signed the Declaration of
I||(|tpr:1|([cllcc Grady's  commander-in-
chief. Lupton, was another (.cmgnn 2]
vears of age. “But, sul, he is going to
hold all the publicity campaigns of this
cnormous country in the hollow of his
hand.”

I agreed o join Grady, alter news-
paper hours, as a vice-president. T added
Richard Henry Little to our organiza-
ton which, in no ume. occupied an
entire lHloor of the Frances Willind
Building in La Salle Swreet.

Our  hrst enterprise was 1o raise
510,000,000 Tor the Northern Baptists,
which we did with a single publicity
wrinkle. We organized. through press
and  pulpit, a “kissless cra” for the
Baptist Faith. Every Baptist girl in every
parish pledged hersell not 1o allow any
male 10 Kiss her until the S10,000.000
wis in Bapust coffers,

This Lysistrata gambit raised the mul
lions needed for holy work in jig time.

“We have our finger on the public
pulse, suly,” Grady addressed me and
o other  vice-president. Dick  Linle.
Dick, one ol the huest ol foreign cor-
respondents — he had scooped the world
on the fall of Port Arthur — was at the
ume conducting the Chicago Tribune's
“Line o Type” column,

“Our next task.” said Grady,
overthrow of Prohibiuon.”

Alter some discussions we decided o
Launch an orsanization called *The Cam-
cls.” Grady, too full ol gin to stand up,
uttered his battle cry from his presiden-
tial chair, " A million members, a dollar
a member — a million dollars!™”

We staged a grand joiners rally in the
La Salle Theater. A dozen girls in orna-
mental  breechdoths and  transparent
brassicres passed among the prospective
Camels in the theater, distributing our
literature and their own phone numbers.

We landed a host of happy joincrs,
who in return for a dollar bill received

l-cent Camel button o wear on their
Lipels. Bur The Camels was a short-lived
nization. A few davs alter our La
Salle Theater triumph a pair of Capone
messengers visited our headquarters in
the Willard Building which, o Grady's
horror, also housed the Woman's Chris-
tian Temperance Union. The messen-
sers represented Capone’s business side.
They were lean, glitering-eved natives
of Sicily and their coats bulged with
fircarms.

“Al says o lay ofl,”
“he don’t want no Camels.

Grady, descendant of the Declaration

“Is the

they informed us,

of Independence signer, sputtered a bit,
but Dick Little and I swung him around
to Capone’s side as a corier place for
Chicagoans. The underworld wanted no-
body menacing the Prohibition goose
that was laving the golden cogs. And
what the underworld wanted was the law
in Chicago.

The picture ol lawmaker Capone
would be incomplete without at least
one account of his private life. As a
Capone socicty item I offer the birthday
party he gave one of his intimates called
Curly. Pal Curly was a [at, bald-headed
liaison man between Capone and his
surviving rivals,

But pal though he was, Curly had a
shortcoming. He had not been entirely
honest in his negotiations with his hoss’
competitors. In rewarn for large fees he
had permitted them to remain alive and
functioning.

Curly's birthday was celebrated in Cic-
cro, Hlinois. Some 50 ladies and gente-
men in evening rig arvived in motor cars.
Curly was toasted as the guest of honor,
A candlelit birthday cake appeared. Crics
ol “Speech, speech™ brought a dewy-
eved Curly o his feet

As Curly started his thank-vou speech,
six. Capone men joined him and heat
him o a pulp with baseball bats. Dur-
g the pulpifving of Curly, the rest of
the guests, led by Capone, sang, “Happy

birthday to you, happy birthday, dear
Curly 2
The Republic teemed with Tamous

crooks and Killers. We heard of them in
Chicago during the Twenties but, being
chauvinists all, we considered them a sort
of road-company troupe of malelactors.
Many of them became criminals of power
and prestige, particalily in New York
City: Larry Fay, Owney Madden. Longy
Zwillman, Waxey Gordon, Lepke, Gur-
rah, Meyer, Dutch Schultz, Frankie Yale,
Lucky Luciano, Legs Diamond. Joc
Adonis, Willic Moretti, Vito Genovese,
Augie Pisano, Abe Reles, Vincent Coll,
cic. I omit a few ol the top ones who are
still alive and guarded by expensive law-
yOrs ay ¢ libelous references.

New York's eriminal talent made Tile
impression on Chicago.  Its bootlegger
vendettas,  Killings,  hijackings  scldom
merited more than a few sticks on an
inside page ol our press. Chicagoans pre-
ferred o read about their own gsun-
blasting  brivos.  Besides, the  Eastern
bootlegger didos were small-time dramas
alongside such events as our St Valen-
tine’s Day Massacre and the destruction
ol the Terrible Genma brothers: and the
return of seven Capone negotiators from
a conference with the Purple Gang in
Dewroit.

Capoue had been lavorably attracted
by the business tilents of Detroit’s un-
derworld.  Its heootlegging  sales  were
mounting into the millions. Capone de-

cided it was time for a big business
merger. For a 23-percent cut of the
Purple Gang's prohts, Al was willing to
add his prestige to its operation.

After a dav ol conference, the seven
Capone negotiators returned to Chicago
in an ambulance. on the floor of which
they Iay full of bullet holes and dead.
The ambulance was abandoned by its
drivers in the heart of the Loop.

Caponce gave his negotiators a lavish
funceral, and demanded in a graveyard
interview that the U.S. Army take over
the City of Dewroit, and straighten it out.
President Handing vefused  bravely to
bow to this Capone dictate, and the Pur-
ple Gang coutinued 1o flourish in De-
troit.

A few out-ol-town cpisodes, however,
made our Chicago front pages. One was
the demise of Dutch Schultz.

Alter a period of warfare with Legs
Diamond. Mad Dog Coll and Owney
Madden — Dutch Schultz, nee  Arthur
Flegenheimer, was assassinated in  the
Palice Bar in Newark, New Jersey. Chi-
cago editors were attracted chiefly by
Dutch Schuliz deathbed utterances. As
he gave up the ghost, the once puissant
Dutch Schultz spoke, “Mother is the best
bet. A bov has never wept or dashed a
thousand kim.”

George Briges, New York correspond-
ent for our Daily News, rvelused 1o be
budged on this deathbed quote.

“I know it sounds idiotic.” said Briggs,
“but please bear in mind most New
Yorkers sound idiotic. You can’t expect
their underworld  characters to make
more sense than the rest of the popula-
tion,”

Onc of the most curious things I noted
in the Twenties was the activity of our
professional censors. in Chicago no less
than in all the cities ol the nation. As
the divorce rate doubled and adultery
became as commonplace as  theatergo-
ing, as less than 30 percent ol brides
reached the altar as \|I'..,|ns. and hall of
our public servants were in cahoots with
crooks and Killers — the censors arose
everywhere wo bring the Devil o his
knees. Not political censors, or censors of
crime and corruption. There were a few
such voices erving, “Woll! Woll!” They
made a bit of noise but they were as
powerless as a set ol gophers.

The censors ol power were the literary
and entertainment arbiters. During our
bawdy, lawbreaking Twenties, these vine-
vard workers had the situation in hand.
No book. mag newspaper, movic
screen or theater stage was parmitted o
print or exhibit any improperly dressed
female. A citizen caught carrying a pho-
tograph ol & nude Iady was certain to bhe
locked up in prison for three months. No
publisher or producer was allowed to
offer the public any literature or drama
that concerned itsell with sexual rela-
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tions, by murried or unmarried par-
ucipants; that  offered  instances  of
unpunished infidelity, or that presented
a heroine who was not a virgin.

During this time when Americans were
illegally pouring a billion dollars worth
of booze annually down their throats,
the movic-censorship  code  forbade  a
movic showing any male or female taking
a drvink of liquor. And while our gang-
sters were blowing cach other to hell
and gone at the rate ol 800D to 12,000
a vear, our movie code forbade the show-
ing ol any movie character shooting
another movie character. Any movie pro-
ducer who tried 10 omtwit the code by
depicting a crooked policeman or poli-
ucian on the screen would have been run
out of Hollywood as a subversive on
Russia’s payroll.

OI the many stories T covered as a re-
porter in the Twenties that celebrated
the wiumph of virtue, T offer one. A
young lady passenger on a North Avenue
strectear was accused by a fellow passen-
ger, a high-school principal, of showing
her leg to way above her knee while
traveling beside him.

The East Chicago Avenue police-court
judge who absorbed the evidence wis on
gangsier  O'Banion’s  pavroll.  Deanie
had told me he had bought His Honor
cheap, 5200 a week for liberating any
O'Banion  assoctate brought belore his
bench.

The judge fined the lady knee exhibit-
er 510 and promised to send her to jail
il she indecentdy displayed her person
again. From this episode T deduced that
an ounce ol morality was @ cover-up for
a ton of guilt

I remember wondering in those fla-
pgrant days 1f Americans would ever re-
cover enough respect for their politicians
to tike an hour off o vote for any of
them again. Apparcndy, they did,

Prohibiton did not knock out democ-
ricy, it only corrupred it It did this by
producing a crop of crooks as smart as
any hankers or railroad presidents. Our
underworld, alter Prohibition, became a
coterie of lethal fimanciers, bullered by
the best legal brains of the land. As of
tociy the chances ol convicting a top-
echelon crook are as remote as sending
an archbishop 1o the electric chair.

Another Prohibition legacy is the high
regard for criminals that hills the Ameri-
can heart of today. Our good citizens
crush on gangsters has pur billions of
dollars into the movie and TV cashboxes,

Alter Prohibition dozens ol actors be-
came national idols by shooting blank
cartridges at other actors in a lood of
screen dramas. Among  these  catchup-
shedding desperadoes were Edward G,
Robinson, Paul Muni, James Cagney,
Humphrey Bogart. Alan Ladd, George
Bancrolt, Clark Gable, George Ralt,
Jack Palance, Victor Mature, Richard
Widmark, Dick Powell, Peter Lorre,

John Garfield. Sydney Greenstreet, Rod
Steiger, ete.

An eye-opener on what had happened
to Americans during  Prohibiton was
provided by John Herbert Dillinger,
who led a Kill-arazy gang in the Mid-
west in 1933 and 1934, Dillinger's scove
included ten men  murdered, seven
wounded, four banks robbed, three po-
lice arsenals plundered. and three jail-
breaks in which he released all his fellow
prisoners.

During his murder-and-plunder spree
Dillinger wrote Ins sister, “Don’'t worry
about me. I'm having a lot of fun.”

An all out manhunt for  Public
Enemy Number One kept Dillinger's
name in the navon’s headlines. A Gary,
Indiana, whorchouse madam  named
Anna Campanas gave the FBI a help-
ing hand in locating the murderer. On
July 22, 1934, Dillinger walked out of a
movie theater in Chicago, and was shot

to death by FBI agent Samuel P,
Cowley.
It was the FBI's blackest hour. A

large part of the public acted as il an
American idol had been destroved. Let-
ters denouncing the killing of Dillinger,
and editorials calling it a cowardly deed
filled the press of the land.

Four months alter killing the coun-
uy's leading murderer, agent Cowley
came unexpectedly on one ol Dillinger's
old gang, a murderer and bank robber
known as Buby Face Nelson. In the
ensuing gun battle FBI agent Cowley
was killed and Baby Face was [atally
wounded.

Again most ol the nation’s sympathy
went to the slain murderer vather than
1o the heroie Cowley who had died in
battle.

With the repeal of the dry amend-
ment, the hangover bhecame sharply ap-
parent.  The  Prohibition  Era  had
produced a nation of aime bulls. Not
just hootlegger fans but a coast-to-coast
audicnce with a yearning to see any-
body shooting anvbody clse. Husbands
shooting wives, psychos wiping out nests
of relatives, cowboys plugging Indians,
barkeeps or sherifls. And. of course. the
Jad Guvs of organized crime [alling in
a hail of bullets Irom the Good Guys of
law and order in the Prohibition Era.

Lawlessness today is our chiel spec
tator sport. It even tops our interest in
the Communist menace. From 50,000,000
to 90,000,000 Americans st pop-cved
before a nightly roar of gun batdes and
corpses piling up.

The armchair mlatuation with orime
is the lesser hall of the story. The Prohi-
bition Era helped vitally populate the
U.S. with the largest cast of real mur-
derers,  thieves,  swindlers,  muggers,
rapists and crooked politicians ever as-
sembled in one land. Our annual mur-
der rate tops that ol the entire rest of
the world, with Chinese and Russian

figures unavailable. Our criminals owt
number  the combined felons of all
Western civilization.

J. Edgar Hoover's blackboard lists an
annwal 6500 murders, 15000000 armed
robberies, 1,500,000 rapes, muggings and
skull fractures, and 1,250,000 automobile
thehis and dope peddlings.

In all, the U.S. is the homeland of
more  than 3,000,000 active criminals
who manage to steal and swindle an
annual take of 520,000,000,000 out ol
their honest countrymen.

Almost none of this criminal loot is
recovered.  However, the Burcau ol
Internal Revenue reveals that last year
it collected tax penalties totaling 51,684,
000,465.

Very few ol our important racketeers.
extortionists, dope. prostitution  and
murder impresarios landed in jail tha
year or any other year. However, all is
not darkness. The Internal Revenue
Bureau reveals that the prison sentences
meted out to income-tax jugglers totaled
2538 years.

The Prohibition Era is not solely 1o
blame for owr moral bust up ol 1oday.
Other forces have been ar work. Racial
inwolerance, lear of the atom bomb, and
the umidity of the vote-hungry poliu-
ciam have all taken bites out ol the
American soul.

It is generally said of the Twentics
(by other historians) that they echoed
the decline and fall ol the Roman L
pive: that they turned the U.S. inwo a
Land of Godless libertines, cynics, sadists,
and Napolconic crooks.

But give the Devil his due. He made
some pleasant contributions in the Eva.
Jazz music brought the Negro his first
taste ol equality. The [emale figure came
out ol its sartorial cocoon. Its anatomy
on full display, except lor a lew square
inches, put an end to the peckaboo
game that was called modesty. Hypoc-
risy changed Irom a social into a politi-
citl force. Governments and not human
beings ook to walking through their
hats. And religion, far [rom being scut-
tled by the Eva, was actually improved
by the cynicism ol the Twentics. The
gingerbread  dogmas  that made it al-
most  impossible  for  an  intelligent
human to submit himsell o a church
service have been considerably chipped
away.

Summing up my report of the Proli-
bition Era, 1 don't know il it was a
ume ol feasting that ended a civiliza-
tion, or a new look at human values
that launched an improved existence.
But this I know: the U.S, was a sweet
land when it was having fun in the
Twenties.

Biased or not, if T had the choice of
a decade in which o live, from Pericles
to kennedy, I would ask for residence
in the Prohibition Lra,
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(continued from page 1411)

sleep, 1 think — that’s not living.  It's
plaving. How long can vou keep that up?
You're probably going crazy already.”

“Where are you going?

“I'm zoing to work. I'm going home.
I'm going where 'mosupposed 10 g0 —
where I've got 10 go.”

I gave him o skeptical look. 1 was afraid
to say too much. It was one thing to mock
my lile, because it was so random, and it
onlv mine. It was like saving
“Where'd vou get that tie?” I could al-
wivs change 1t —but with him it wis
flesh and blood. T could hardly sk
“What's that big hump on vour back:”

The waiter brought our order and laid
it out on the table. Milton picked up his
glass to pour the beer. It was scratched
from scouring and he held it up w the
light and looked at it sardonically. “Lis-
ten, Pancho,” he said, “this is how it
goes: Your life is there and vou Dive it
You don’t read it in a book or take a walk
through 1t or dream it and vou don’t
think it up cither — it's there. Look it me
— I got married. When 1 went overseas
in 1945 1 lefe a lively nincteen-vear-old
girl, two-months pregnant. Twenty-six
months later I come back — twenty-six
mouths I've been waiting 1o live hike a
human being. 1 don’teell her 'm coming
— 1 want 1o surprise her, I'm going 1o
drop in like @ bomb. So what happens?
I ring the bell, 1 hear a lot of hollering
inside. My mother-in-law opens the door
— she's arving. She looks ar me and she
starts up cven louder. "Ic's not him! 1t's
not him!" I'm standing there, my hat on
my head, my dullel bag on the doorsiep.
‘Who's not himz" I sav. and | take oll the
hat. My wile comes up. “Where is he?
Where is he?” She's arving oo, “What am
I —invisiblez” [ sayv. "What's going on
here? 50 between boo-hoos and voo-hoos
they tell me the dog is lost. thevire arving
for the dog. Thev thought T was bringing
back the dog. Svivie goes back i and
drags something out. | though it was the
dog. but it's the kid. "Here's vour father!”
she's hollering. Fmosull standing on the
doorstep. | look at the kid. He's scream-
me — I'm the bogevman. His face s all
screwed up. | see that he's skinny and his
eyes are close together. He's screaming
like an air-raid siven. 1 look at Svlvie —
her eyes arc red. she has wrinkles in her
neck, and T osee tha the hule bastard has
dragged her tiis down, She's suiring at
e as b to sav "Nu. vou're home?” It's not
that she isu't glad 10 see me, vou under-
stand, it's just that the dog is lost — her
mother is cazy about the dog. ad the
kid too — and she's a bit slow, she didn't
know | was coming. She'll catch up in a
minute — wart awhile, But 1 don’t feel
like waiting. 1 sce my lather-in-Liw bring-
ing up the ran. He's go the dog on his
brain 100 — he cven ollered a veward.

WIS

LH A

Nobody offered a rvewand Tor me. 1 have-
n’t put my foot in the door yer. T'm
thinking I could turn around and walk
awav. I'm going 1o find the dog, 1 could
say.and belore they woke up 'd be gone.
P'd zrow a beard, wake a French name —
thevid never ind me! But what did 1 do?
I went across that doorsiep. 1 picked up
the kid. screaming and all, put my hand
sround Svivie. coughed up a smile for he
old Lulv. clapped her old man on the back
— 1 had three hands—and sid “Here
Iam!

A few davs Tater 1 report o the old
man’s hat [actory and start 10 work like
a slave six davs a week. Sundayvs when
I'm wving 1o read the sports page he's
alwiys alter me — “Why don’t yvou ake a
hammer in vour hand? —s0 I move 1o
KRew Gardens. Another expense! Furmn
ture. debis, divots — they got me a whole
lile wholesale!

“But yvou see what T mean, Pablo — all
this has nothing 10 do with it. The point
is: This is a hfe, for better or worse. 'eo
ple know what I mean when 1 alk o
them about ™

This was such a stagzering non sequitur
that I put down mv knife smd Tork and
stared at him. “So vou're happy — vou're
satished?”

“Satished! 1s a Lile, T'mowelling vou.
I'm not a philosopher 1o 4o 1o the librany
or tike a course o find our if 'm sans-
fied.”

Even though 1 still loved him. T could-
n't let all that pass. “You like living in
Kew Gardens on wop ol your brotherin-
Law?"

“He's a dentist. Suppose T wake up in
the middle of the night with i oothache
— 1 zot a bargain. Besides, where do you
want me o live — on top ol a mountiin?”

“What about the hat factory? You
enjoy making hats:”

“I don’t make hats — I make money.
You think making hats is more monoto-
nous than making gnls? You don’t go
through the same motions, sav the same
things every ume? Hello — goodbye!”

I looked down av mv pline and wicd 10
remember lim as he was hve or six vears
belore: the hne wugh tght grin he had,
the quickness yvou conld see in his clown-
ing. He was wiry then, with a vestless
ferocity in his face that sucked in his lean
cheeks, We used o wear cach other’s
clothes, but now he omweighed me by 20
pounds. he didn’t have that hungry-for-
life look anvmore, Now he would call
that look “from hunger.”

“You never leel trapped?” 1 said, com-
mg back to Kew Gandens.

“Sure | Teel trapped! But Pd orather
be trapped by something than by noth-
ing.”

“Monaotonous or not. vou don’t wish
vou could graby a snmay picce now and
then:”

“Sure I wish! But suppose I did grab
one — I'd still wish, because you can't



erab them alll Right now in the shop
there’s a PPuerto Rican kid with a belly
full of mambo who's hot for me. I once
made o deal with her and borrowed some
v 's place. She meets me around the cor
ner alter work and 'm whisthing for 2 cab
when all of o sudden T sav 1o mysell Ab,
what forz and 1 pue her in the cab and
send her awav, Then T 2o home and tell
Svhvie o wear a pair of black stockings
and hizgh heels 1o bed.”

“Bluk stockings and hish heels! Are
vou serious:”

“Sure I'm serious — where's your imagi-
nation:"

I looked at him. T thouzht he was
putting me on. I know,” he said, “vou
recite them poetrv. OK, cach man o his
taste, It all depends on what vou want.
Now vou take vour kind of girl — vour
skinny shiksas — they've got no s, Fine!
vou sav — there’s nothing to go wrong.
They can’t fall, vou can Irame her and
hang her on the wall, or Ivom the chande-
lier. Svlvie, now. she's no work ol art
her s hang down o her belly button
already. But thevire tits! When she lavs
down vou can’t tell the ditference. She
puts on a bra and they bounce. You and
vour chiums over herve, you've got to grab
vour girls by the ass. Thev've got nothing
but asses — vour whole world is ass-back
ward!”

scfore 1 could stop Tanghing he was oll
on a dilferent tack. “Listen, Polo. vou
witnt a job? You neced something to exer-
cise vour tadents on. Ul give vou a place
on the truck — plenty of fresh air, con-
trcts, vou'll see the world. Ul even fix it
5o vou don’t have to count the boxes.”

“Then T can move o kew Gardens.”

“Naturallv! il buy vou some divots,
vou'll have a lawn. You'll get an apart
ment with a wilet and Pl teach vou 1o
bet baschall.”

His baseball bets — hockey, baskethall.
foothall and hights as well — alwavs baflled
me with their point spread, who's hot,
who's pitching, what the smart money
siys, and so on, and I had the flecting
thought. as il this was a prevequisite o
Iiving his lile, that 1 could never get the
hang ol 1 all. It suddenly struck me oo
that I was much more ol a babe in the
woods in his world than he was in mine,
and strange as it seems, there were more
nnaginations running amuck in his. He
liad wold me, Tor example, about a Iriend
ol his wamed Herbie who was a state
highway patrolman. One dav Herbie had
stopped i guy for specding, Te turned ow
that the guy was an appliance dealer, and
he talked his way out of the ticket by ol-
feving Herbie a A0-percent discount on
anything he wanted. A fair exchange was
no robbery. Herbie said. then he squecred
the guv lor the same discount for all his
friends and relatives, so that in his and
Milton's house now nothing is done by
hand il it could possibly he managed
clectrically. It was the same with the
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friends and relatives. Then one dav the
dealer, who by now is like an in-law,
confesses: He purposely did it. in Herbie's
words — he  deliberately  got  himself
stopped for speeding so he could make a
pitch and start the wholesale ball rolling.
And if this isn't plot ¢nough to dum-
found Dostoicvsky, here’s the pav-oll:
They weren’t even surprised, Herbie and
Milon. Yes, he was a hustler, they con-
ceded, but they saw nothing unusual in
him.

I must have had a [araway look in my
eye, because Milton tapped his knile
against his glass. “Stop thinking, Pas-
quale! You think too much. Look what
happened 1o Hamlet. You're surprised |
know what happened to Hamletz 1 saw
it on television, I'll explain to vou what
Shakespeare was saving: He was sayi
that happy is busy, vou've got 1o be busy,
then vou've got no time to think vou're
unhappy. Here, I'll tell vou a story — you

only understand  stories, even  though
vou're always thinking. A few weeks ago
I'm nding in the subway and I meet a
guy [ knew in basic waining, Zeller.
‘Hello, Miltele,” he savs and starts pump-
ing my hand. ‘How are vou. what are vou
doing, how's the family? and so on. ‘Fine,
fine,” I say, and I remember that he's
crazy about his wile, he was always raving
about her and writing letters, so I ask him
‘How's vour wile, Zeller?” He puts on a
long lace. “Ah, not so good,” he says. ‘not
so wood.” “"Why, what's the matter?’ I say.
‘Nothing serious?” ‘You'd never guess in
a million years,” he tells me, and he pulls
out a pencil and a picce of paper. “You
see,” he says, ‘'most people’s intestines,
they go like this" — he draws a couple of
loops — "but my wile. her intestines, they
wo like this,” and he draws the same thing
but with a knot in it. I look at the paper.
The man next to him looks at it. too.
People are listening. “Nothing can get

“Gives the men no end of confidence.”

st here,” he says, pointing ro the knot.
Nawrally she's very uncomfortable.” 1
don’t know what to say. Pcople are
watching us. He looks at me very seri-
ously. ‘I1's costing me a fortune,” he savs.
I'm wving to think of something to
answer — ‘So the doctor's giving her treat-
ments?” Naturally,” he says. "He's
an operation, so he's giving her solvents
and she's on a fluid dier.” Well. 1 wished
him luck with his solvents, and when 1
wot off the wain I thought about him aud
his wife with the knot in her intestines
and I lelt sorry Tor him. I thought maybe
he was a little eracked — but then 1 real-
ized that he was happy. He could ke
out s lile or his wife and draw vou a
diagram. He had o fisst-rate problem,
like one of those doctor series on televi-
sion. Plenty of human interest — and
suspense, what suspense!™

The waiter was clearing the table and
I knew Milton would soon be leaving. |
felt very sad, as if those scraps on my plate
were the sweet-and-sour remains of our
friendship. A faint hope — maybe he was
only cdowning? — rose and fell. But no,
if it was a joke, it was on him. The dead
pPan was no longer a mask.

My feelings slipped out in a needle:
“By the way, did you get your new two-
tone load yetz” He had told me the last
time I saw him that he was going 1o nade
in his car.

“Not ver,” he said. T had to get Sylvie
a cocktul diamond.”

“A cocktail diamond?®”

“That’s right — a cockail diamond.”

“What the hell is a cockiail dimond?”

“It’s like an engagement ring. only she
wears it on the other hand.”

"Doesn’t she have an
ring:"

“Sure she has an engagement ring.”

“She can’t put it on the other hand?”

“She wants one on hoth hands. She
wants to leel well-balanced.”

“Listen, Milton, let me ask vou: Can
you tell a diamond from a picce of glass?
Can Svlvie?”

“What are you bugging me for? She
wanted it — her lviends have them.”

“Her Iriends have them —so she has
to have one, too. and you have 1o pay
through the nose for i”

"I don’t pay through the nose — 1 pay
by check. Anyway, what do vou wiunt
from me? You want me to change the
world?"”

I 1 had sloppt'(l to think, I wouldn’t
have done i, but he was my best friend,
my brother, so 1 said “Yes. Yes, 1 want
you to change the world. I want 1w
change it mysell.”

He gave me a long scarching look
until the waiter came and laid the bill
between us. 1 reached for it. but he
pushed my hand away. “All I want o
change,” he said, “is a twenty.”

engagement



W N

Christa Speck

PLAY MAT E
CALENDAR

Wall Cal. 814° x 12" Siza

12 DATES WORTH REMEMBERING

R e ARIOR R Wl &+ I8 s

P A s annssnravubonruursbbannabbhbibbsabotontastinnsysnne

| ' . L

i - . b

.' 'a -

[ '- F {
"

Heic'i Becker

FEBAUARY 1984
Stn | Mo | Tow | Wed | Thu | Fri | Sat

2| 2] 4| 5| 6] 7
LY EUARTR R REY BT
16017 (18 |19 | 20|21 | 22
Zil24| 25|26 | 27| 28

Connie Mason

Judi Monterey Ellen Stratton Laura Young Toni Ann Thomas

From January 'til December, here are twelve dates to flip
over-the most popular Playmates everto appearin the pages
of PLAYBOY—in twelve new captivating full-color poses.

These completely new Playmate Calendars are certain to
brighten any man's home or office—make the perfect gift

for friends who, like yourself, are quick to appreciate the PLAYBOY
changing beauty of the seasons. DESK-TOP model fits any !
office decor, WALL CALENDAR is a must for den or rec room. &

“R¢ ON SALE AT YOUR 75 { ;
s NEWSDEALER'S Now: /)b




THE PLAYBOY GOURMET

Whether entertaining a deux or en masse, THE PLAYBOY GOURMET
will earn for you a glowing reputation as a chef supreme and a host un-
paralleled. Not the homemaker’s all-purpose encyclopedia of ho-hum
cookery, THE PLAYBOY GOURMET is tastefully attuned to the educated
palate of the urban male. Its 22 chapters, 320 pages, run the gastro-
nomic gamut from canapé to glacé, apéritif to cordial, picnic capers to
holiday cheer. Over 75 colorillustrations season this sumptuously bound
symposium of PLAYBOY'S epicurean essays—written with wit and wisdom
by Food and Drink Editor Thomas Mario. Served up with an introduc-
tion by Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner, the book is laced with tidbits
of gastronomic lore and common-sense culinary tips. THE PLAYBOY
GOURMET is dedicated to the pleasure of eating and drinking well.

THEPLAYBOYGOURMET

—

BY THOMAS MARIO FOOD AND ORINK EDITOR OF PLAYBOY MAGAZINE ©

W T = = —— e 4

the
complete
food & drink
handbook
for the

host

at home

TEMPTHN@ .JI.ISt attach your gift Iist" @e'll énclose card in your name and mail for you,

@HRESTMAS @HFT Regular Price: $12.50 per copy.

IDEA

g ive you r favo rite $ s enclosed in check or money order addre
host—or hostess—

THE PLAYBOY GOURMET

copics ofl THE PLAYROY GOURMET name.

ORDER NOW AT THE SPECIAL CHRISTMAS PRICE OF $10

at speeial Christmas price of $10 per
copy

(please |_J'rint.)

— Charge to my Playboy Club key num-
ber, which is

city.

ZONE. slate.

PLAYBOY BOOKS 232 East Ohio Street Chnicago 11, Illinois



FROM PLAYEBO0Y,
(fifts For All Occasions

PLAYBOY KEY CHAIN
Ebeny enamel on rhodium.

JY-105 $3.50.

GOLD

PLAYMATE
EARRINGS
Florentine gold finish,
with jeweled Rabbit
on sunburst disc.
JY-256 510.

PLAYBOY CUFF LINKS
& TIE BAR

1Y-104 (Tie Bar) $3.50.
1Y-102 (Cuff Links) $5.
JY-103 (The Set) 58.

PLAYMATE NECKLACE
Black enamel on rhodium.

Jy-205 53.50.
i
<, g,
-, Q'Cc-,'
%‘b Q’-{.Q,_.

PLAYMATE

ANKLE

BRACELET

Black enamel on rhodium.
JY-200 53.50.

PLAYMATE PIN

Gold finished, complete
with jeweled Rabbit,

in two dazzling styles.
J¥-253 (plain) 36.
1Y-254 (Pin on disc) $8.

PLAYBOY CUFF LINKS

PLAYMATE PLAYMATE PEﬂFdeE-I & TIE TACK

NIGHTSHIRT AND CAP Half-ounce of - Black enamel on rhodium.
Red and white flannel PLAYBOY's own JY-100 (Cuff Links/
shortie nightshirt and cap. Boells ) ] Tie Tack Set) 7.
One size fits all. 1-200 $15, JY-101 (Tie Tack) $2.50.

tax included. JY-102 (Culf Links) 5.

MM-201 35,

7S

e PLAYBOY
o

e

| —_—

THE PLAYBOY VALET PLAYBOY BINDER

: PLAYBOY CLUB

Complete with matching flan '“a;:f;:t:& E’:;ﬂj; NECKLACE
clothes brush-shoehorn. of PLAYBOY JY-225 (silver) $7.50,

WA-199 350, Seline J¥-275 (18K gold) 520.

THE GOLD

PLAYBOY PIN

PLAYMATE KEY CHAIN Of mellow Florentine
Florentine gold finish. gold finish.
Complete with jeweled Perfect for playboys
Rabbit. and playmates.

1¥-252 $10. JY-150 55,

We pay postage on all PLAYBOY gifts,
Please send the following item(s):

{use code letters and specify

quanlity when ordering more than cme;_spe ci:li}_colur and size where choice is indicaled.)

(total)
T0: Y
my name
address
cily g one slate
Please enclose gift card.

[J 1 have enclosed § -in check or money order for total order.
[] Charge to my Playboy Club key number, which is

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 232 East Ohio Streel, Chicago 11, Ilinois



“Just go up on the roof and mind the reindeer until I

2

tell you— and the whole sack is yours, sonny.




]l("‘v fo mlk l]il't.\' (continued from page 181)

Mrs. McKenery was a banister polisher.

She entered, a woman in her 60s, with
slightly oily skin, satiny as the furniwre.
She probably used some expensive mon-
keyvgland  preparation for the purpose
ol preservation, and it certainly served
its function: all of her wrinkles were
well-preserved.

Within half-an-hour, all T was able to
contribute to the conversation was, “I
am [rom the Brother Mathias Founda-
tion, and we are in this arca receiving
contributions for the unfortunate lepers
in British Guiana. And 1 had to
fhight to get that in. She had tiken a deep
breath when she sat down and didn't
stop for another one as she wreated me
to the most inumate revelations ol her
life. First she relawed the dewails ol all
the Good Work she had ever done — the
organizations to which she gave unstint-
ingly ol her services. Then she concen-
watedd on  her real  sacrilices — being
marricd to an insensitive, cruel man and
remaining with him only lor the sake of
their danghter so that she could have a
normal upbringing.

Of course I had to agree that she, Mus.
Mckenery, had wasted her Life so that her
Dolly could have a mother and father
and not sufter the indignity of “a broken
home.” I inquired where Dolly was. and
I was not overly surprised o find that
she was at the analyst.

Aler Mrs, Mckenery cataloged all the
sacrifices she had made since her min-
rage. she described how she had been
vaped “hy a nigger farmhand Daddy had
fired.” She was only seven years old when
it happened. but she related the Sabine
scene o me in intricate detail: detail
that is acquired only by constant retell-
ing. It was in the Poc Classicist manner.
“We lived on a two-hundred-acre estaie
— do vou know where that big new store

downtown is? Daddy wsed to play aro-
quet with me there — it was our front
vard "

She went on aed on and on, into the
ghastly description ol the lynching of
her attacker who. inadentally, had never
actually “touched™ her, but had been
drunk and was merely boasting to others
ol his intentions.

“What il he had gotten to me? 1 still
shudder when 1 othink abour ™

After the confession of her carly trau-
nutic sexual experiences, she discussed
frankly her husband’s lack of manliness.
“He was never an allectionate man.”
She sighed deeply, but belore I could
tuke advantage ol this opportunity to
make my pitch, the maid interrupted:
“Excuse me, madam, but Mr, Madison
is here.”

I was introduced o Geollrey Madi-
son, “a brilliant young poet”™ who was
acquainting  Mis. McKenery with the

Greck classics and weaching her to appre-
ciate wragedy. He was taking her to the
opening of the first espresso house in
AMliami Beach.

She explained to this sensitive fellow
the purpose of my visit — the wonderful
work | was doing lor the unfortunate
lepers in — "Where was that place?”

Madison smiled askance at me. One
hustler to another.

He reminded me thar they had only
15 minutes to get to the art exhibit, and
she hurriedly wrote me a check, putting
in the amount and signing it, telling me
to hll in the name ol my organization.
She kissed my hand and lelt me alone
with the maid. who had been raped, too.
When she was 14,

I don't know af I have an exuasen-
sory gilt lor divining violated virgins,
but ol all ol the women [ imterviewed,
nearly 80 percent had been raped. The
other 20 percent had either been hurt
on a bicvde or horseback riding, or
Lallen accidentally on a fence. Their big
problem was that their husbands never
believed them.

The maid gave me an envelope, and
I couldn’t wait till I got out of the house
to the car so that I could open it and
peck at the amount on Mys. McKenery's
chedk: I was too discreet o conduct such
an investigation on the premises. The
cnvelope contained a poem Mrs. McKen-
ery had written about Saint Agnes,
also a clipping rom the Seventh-day
Adventist paper about the wa cozy she
had made for the Korean Orphan Drive,
and the check. When 1 looked at the
amount on it, I thoughe there must have
been a mistake. I saw the number 750
in the upperright-hand corner and fig-
ured she had  lorgotten the decimal
point; but there it was spelled out:
“Seven hundred and Gty and no/100
dollars.”

I knew then that [ was on my way to
being the highest-paid analyst on Miami
Beach.

In two days I made only nine calls.
The sessions got longer and longer. 1
zot only one rejection and  collected
55300 in cash and checks. Al from the
purest, most seli-sacrificing women who
were unfortunarely married o insensi-
tive, unaflectionate husbands, and who
would all be virgins o this day if it
weren't for what seemed to be the same
lustful rape artist or a fence whose
height had been just a little underesti-
mated.

I was mildly annoved because T never
got a chance to discuss religion, which
was my oflicial sphere ol interest. 1 had
done a lot of reading in preparation,
and it was all being wasted.

The only wtrouble 1 had was lvom

Honev. When T came home that hirst
night, she wouldn’t believe that T had
gotten ““all thit money just for nothi
ted. "No woman's going o give
you S750 just for talking.™

She would go through all my dothes
for lipstick traces; she would snill me
all over for the scent ol powder or per-
fume.

I never did anything but shake hands
with any ol these women., but there were
times  during  owr marriage when |
kissed other girls, and I lad lound it
much safer to leave the hipstick on and
explain it away with, “I couldn’t help
it, this tipsy old lady just grabbed me
and kissed me, she said I looked like her
son who was Kkilled in the war, she
must’ve been about seventy . ..

Il vou've ever wricd o rub hipstick oll,
you know that even il you remove it
all. your mouth is twice as red as it was
when you left it alone.

When Honey and I had hrst started
zoing together, she had told me: 1
know how men ave. like butterflics going
[rom flower to flower. T understand that
from time to time you may kiss another
sirl, and I don't mind, as long as vou
tell me. T just never want 1o hear it from
anyone else”

And I believed her.

And I did tell her.

Just once.

“I'm glad you old me,” she said, and
began a slow burn. Within hall-an-hour.
she had broken every record 1 had —
including my Gramercy Five 78s — and
ripped up all the pictures I had ol any-
body I knew belore we were married,
and demanded that 1 owell her the gil's
name and that we go wgether o her
right then ac four asm. and “have it
out.” She ended with: “OK, il vou can
have a good time, I can have a good
time, too!”

For weeks alter, every time I came
home from, say. the drugstore, she would
say, “How's your girllviend?” When-
ever 1 talked 1o anyone on the phone,
or on the street, or in a store — even
salesgirl — Honey would charge over or,
following me in the car, pull up o the
curb and challenge: “Is that her?”

Three davs alter my confession she
saw me talking to the scactary ol an
agent who was trving to get me a book-
ing. This, imadentally, wis a woman so
ugly 1 wouldn't have kissed her il she
were the last woman in the world. Somie-
how Honey got her name, waced her
number and called up her husband.
She introduced hevsell and told him
“It's not my husband’s fault, he's very
weak-minded.” Therclore, his wile wis
o blame, and he probiably knew she
was a tramp, but il he wanted her “in
one picce” lTor himsell when his wrn
came, she'd better keep her hands off
me!

"
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The funny thing was that the secre-
tary had been giving her hushand all
kinds ol hell for cheating until then.
It really areated a lot of conlusion. He
was very sympathetic o Honey and in-
vited her over to hear the whole story.
When she went over there, he was hall-
looped and made some pretty strong ad-
vitnees, hguring that they would console
ciach other, and she was struggling with
him when his wile walked in.

Honey came home with her blouse
ripped and her lipstick smeared, and 1
really gave her hell.

The next day T “made” the stores on
Lincoln Road. Honey happened 1o be
in one of the shoe stores and heard me
give the manager my pitch. Aler tha,
she believed me. He gave me a chedk
for S100, which was considerably less
than the average, but, alter all, he had
never been raped.

- - -

One afternoon as 1 left a big house
on Palm Island with 8250 in cash warm-
ing my pocket, I beheld a sight thae
made my heart stop just as it did that
day so many vears ago when my father
walked in on me while I was stroking it
A cop on a motoreycle pulled up to the
curb, Kicked the prop suck in place,

and said: “Can I wlk to you for a
moment, Father?”

“Yes, my son, what 1s it?”

He was & nice voung man  with

a polite but suaightforward approach.
“Weve had complaims from rvesidents
in this area concerning soliciting. 1t's
Just a matter of form, but I have to
ask to see your permit.”

“Permiz”

“Yes, your permic.”

“Oh, yes, my permit ... oh, yes . ..
himmmm.”

He just stred and repeated: “Yes,
your permit.”

“Gracious, let's see, did Brother Leon
take care of that mater? 1 know 1 spoke
to the Cardinal about it alter Mass. . .."

I kept mumbling until my voice was
choked oft by the sight of a squad car
cruising down the block. It stopped
about 20 vards from us, and the police
msicdle the car motioned 10 the motor-

ovde cop in a grandiose manner. He
walked over and exchanged a few words
with them. while 1 stood there not

knowing what 1o do.

“Hey, you! Cmere! You! Hey! Get
the hell over here!”

I looked all avound me as il 1 could
not believe that anvone could possibly
address me in that wone ol voice.

The ofhcer in the car got out. | don't
think I have ever scen such a huge man,
before or since. He was about 60 years
old, must have weighed about 250
pounds, and was casily six feet, eight
inches wall, White hair, crew-cut. Not



one ounce of fat.

Just then another ¢ came wheeling
around the corner and skammed up right
in lront of us. It was a stripped-down
1951 Ford. Obviously two plain-clothes
men.

Lal Bunvim walked over to them and
conlerred with them as low mo-
toreveles bhlsted up. their sirens scream-
.

By this time. all the people were pour-
ing out of their homes. Within 10 min-
utes  there were lour police s, six
moloreve les, and  dhoee Kids “'"illg
“Bang! Bang!” while volling in the dirt.

No one had said a word 1o me since
“Hey, you!™

They just stood off a few paces and
cved me with g sore ol tike-hime-dead-or-
alive look.

The giant spoke his line again: “Hey,
vou!”

I atcmpted 1o preserve my dignity
in (ront ol my parishioners. who were
anxiously.

e

i
“You heard me, Jack, wke the shit
out ol vour cars!”
Those past few days. sipping tea from

bone china with Jadies and  nibbling
Ry-Krisp  and watereress, had - made

me leel quite pious. 1 actually shocked
mvsell when T heard my voice come out
with: I sce no reason to use vulgarity,
my son.”

Two clderly Tadies came o my aid,
shaking their fists at the giant’s lup
pockets. He actually apologized o them
lor his outburst. but when T looked at
him with benevolent Torgiveness, he cot
hot all over again.

I cdged over behind the old ladies.

“Geet in the car.” he commanded. One
old lady got so fvantic she had her praver
beads skipping around as il she were
doing a hula.

“"Were not going o let them ke
vou, Father”” said one  benelactress.
“They belong o Satan’s army.”

An olhcer tried to grab myv arm but
onc ol the plucky old dolls came up with
her purse which must have had nothing
than a brick in it because it
knocked him squarely on his bute. As
a veflex, the sergeant came up and
kicked the old woman in the ass, not
hard. but havd enough to bring a Do-
berman  pinscher  bounding  scemingly
out ol nowhere. In retaltation, he ook
a good picee out ol the sergeant’s hip.

It wasn’t long before | heard more
sirens, and soon enough we were dirawn
up in batdle Imes. On one side were about
50 policemen. paddy wagons, tear-gas
auns, riot-quelling equipment, and the
hire department, whose men were begin-
to screw  the e hose onto the
hvdrau

Oun the other side of No Man's Land [
licld my ground with my army of clderly
ladics and our K9 Corps, Brutus the

less

Dobermar.

Althouzh we were no more than 25
feet apart. the captain in charge picked
up one of those clectric speakers vou
sce in prison pictures, where the war-
den alwavs savs, “Give up, Duarch, we
have vou surrounded!™

My ladics had lormed 2 Red Cross
unit and were passing out hot collee Lo
the ranks.

The mechanical voice bhoomed over
the megaphone, “This is Captain Gold-
man! Give up now and no one will be
hurt! You will be given fair treatment,
whether you are a pricst or not! We just
witnt to tuke vou down lor questioning!
I you have any Christian [eclings. you
will surrender voursell and spare this
mob the tear gas and hire hose which
we will use if they do not disperse!™

I looked at my lorces and my heart
swelled, There were nearly 50 women,
the youngest about 80 years old. They
stood at atteution. awaiting the decision
ol their leader,

Everything was orderly and disciplined
except the Kids. There were dozens of
them yelling “Bang! Baug!™ “I'm Hop-

along Cassidy!™ “I'm Bishop Sheen!™ as
they rolled over in the divt. creating the
mmpression of o genuine skirmish.

But my Ludies stood Last. T like women
in that age bracket, because thevire the
only ones who still wear rouge. 1 looked
sadly at my woops and said, I had
better go.”

A cracked cracker voice in back of
me spoke up determinedly. I you
don’t wiant o, we're behind IFa-
ther!” And I heard the dick ol what
sounded like - L. and o my amazement,
it was indeed ... she had cocked the
breech ol a4 moustrous-looking clephant
g,

“We're behind vou™ another cried.
And she started o hum, then all joined

VOuL

in singing, “I'm brave when He walks
with me. . . .7

The police stood across the way and
gapud. dumblounded.

For onc crazy moment. I thought,
“How nice. Honey and 1 will move into

this neighborhood and | will be their
pastor.”
“You have wn seconds!™ The voice

boomed over the loud-speaker. The la-

“We can’t meet like this anymore, darling —
Billy s asking questions!”

243



PLAYRBOY

“What's a girl like you doing in
a nice place like this...?”

dics pressed together around me in a
solid phadanx. Brutus pricked up his
cars. “One . . . two , . .” Lsaw the fire-
men ready the hose.

“Beat vour swords into plowshares.”
I said gendy, raising my hand in peace,
and walked away Irom my blue-haired
battalion toward the enemy.

The captain whispered in my  ear:
“Don’t make any dramate geswures o
those biddies or I'll crease vour head
with this club.”

“Incitement o not the
path ol righteousness, my son,” 1 as-

violence s

sured him.

They ook me in the squad car. In-
stead ol going direatly 10 the police
station, we pulled up at a Catholic
church.  The  captam anended 1o
assure himsell that 1 was a haud before
they booked me. The Mounsignor came
out. We spoke lor half-an-hour,

The arrest report describes the result
of that meeting: 1 was booked on a
charze ol vagrancy.

They searched my hotel yoom, found
the charter ol the DBrother  Mathias
Foundation, and realized thau evervthing
wits in order. They wired New York to
find out if 1 was wanted there. When 1
ne up clean, they released me.

In court the next morning I was [ound

C

244 not guilty.

The law had taken a close look at me
and recognized my occupation as legiti-
mate. It was LEasy Streer [rom now on.
I went home and counted my receipts.
I had collected about SS5000 in three
davs.

I mide out a check for S2500 o the
lepers and kept the vest for operating
expenses: it would take a lot of sas o
get us o Piusburgh,

My wvision mathematically calculated
the numbers on the highway signs. s,
o, PENN, 42 (1 plus 12 05 143)
Peripherally 1 read the impersonal di-
rections: TRUCK ROUTED DETOUR: GO SLOW;
scnoor. zoxe. Did the guys who had
painted those signs wonder where they
would e placed?

How wragically ironic that most ol
these signs are made and  painted
prisous, perhaps by lile wermers who
would never have the opportunity to see
their handiwork in “action.”

How sweet and  wuly Christian it
would be il every priest. minister and
rabbi would be responsible for a liter
and take him out for just one day so
he could sce his artwork on a sign or
perhaps on a license plate and be able
to say to himsell: “I made that” Just
one day out of his cage.

Goddamn the priests and the rabbis.

Goddamn the popes and all their hy-
pocrisy. Goddamn Isracl and its bond
drives. What influence did they exert to
save the lives of the Rosenbergs—guilty
or not? Again, the Ten Commandments
doesn’t say “Thou Shalt Not Kill Some-
ey, . 5

So the pope has his secretary issue a
statement Gtbout not executing  Chess-
man. What is thant? With the wemen-
dous power of the Church 1 don't believe
they could not have exerwed pressure
cnough to get him ofl if they had really
wanted to. But they didn't. He was an
agnostic, He did not ask Tor forsiveness.
He mighe have had a chance il he hadn't
been so stupid as to continue claiming
he was innocent.

Why don't religions institutions use
thetr influence to relieve human sulfer-
ing instead of sponsoring such things
as the Legion ol Decency, which dares
to say that it's indecent that men should
watch some heavy-tivted Taalian starlet
because to them breasts are dirty?

Beautiful,  sweet,  tender, womanly
breasts that 1 love o kiss: pink nipples
that 1 love to leel against my clean-
shaven face. Theyre dean!

Why doesn’t the Legion of Decency
say: “I's imdecent that men should stand
by and watch c¢vanide gas  adminis-
tered o human lungs in a death cham-
ber!” The answer is because in their
philosophy life is not as important as
death, If death and the imminence of
death serves the purpose of bringing a
person 1o his knees before the Church,
then it s worth using as a positive 1n-
strument of propagating the faith. The
Church therefore condones capital pun-
ishment.

They went a long way toward relining
its methods themselves during the Cru-
sades and  the Inquisition.

Of couwrse | disagree with them and
ol course they have a right o believe
whatever they do; all T want is for them
to come out and wdmit it and stop issu-
ing sanctimonious bulls which say one
thing while they pursue the opposite.

The Burma-Shave signs whizzed past
and suddenly Pisburgh sprang up and
velled “Boo!™ as the dark broke. Tt
looked so dramatic, the city in the dawn,
thae I {ele a wtwinge in the pit of my
stomach. 1 dont know exactly whae it
15, but any city ar that tme ol day
gives me the fecling I used 1o get when
I swallowed the contents of o Benze-
drine mhaler and chased it with Coke.
It really was “The Pause that Refreshes.”

I guess 1 feel funny about the city
because it's so big and alone. Christ, 1
hate being alone. T was always alone

when I owas a Kid.
Pitisburgh was all alone, too. Like a



All men want just one thing...

unsingwear

pajamas and robes

for Christmas!

Nylon tricot coat-style pajamas with contrasting piping. $12.95
Matching nylon tricot shawl collar robe, piping trim.  $10.95
At fine stores only.

Minneapolis, Minnesora

Nearly every man and boy wears something by Munsingwear, Inc.,
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tough Polish kid with a homemade
haivcut, cap, knickers, and a broken
tooth.

. = »

Honey and I checked into the Milner
Hotel.

Those Milner Hotel rooms were beau-
tiful, with high ceilings and lake five-
places and the mirrored  pictures with
the flamingo bird. “A Dollar a Day and
Scervicemen Welcome.”

We abways got a special rate for a
double. There was no woilet in the room
— it wis at the end ol the hall — hut
there was a sink in the room. Needless
to say, I never washed my face in it

The thing 1 especially liked about
Milner Hotels is that they always had
real pillows with chicken feathers in
them. I hate those loam-rubber pil-
lows. You can’'t bend them over. They
keep bounding up. Nothing is more ob-
scene to me than a foam-rubber pillow
covered with a clear plastic polyethylene
zipper bag, even more so when It starts
to trn brown: it looks like the burnt
isinglass in a potbellied stove.

I'm probably the only one who ever
really looks at the mattress in hotels.
There always scems to be a brown stain
around one button. I've never stained
any of these matresses, and I've asked
a lot of people who are very truthful
and have no inhibitions, and they’ve told
me they never stained any either. There
must hbe some guy who stains these mat-
tresses helore they leave the factory.

I finished examining the matvess and
then 1 doublelocked the door. Honey
had the dopiest thing about always mak-
ing surc the door was locked. [ used to
tell her, “What the hell, I'm in the
room, nobody is going to bother you.”
But she would go through the whole
ritual ol going outside the door, having
me lock it [rom the inside and making
sure no one could get in.

I used to really put her on. When
she was locked out I'd start screaming
and yelling to her as she tried the door.
“Get away! Leave me alone, you horny
broad! You're a nymphomaniac! I'm
all sore, I can’t do it anymore!”

Honey gets embarrassed i she coughs
in an clevator. She hates anything loud,
and although she is a sensitive and deli-
cate lady, she gets me hotter than any
woman [ have ever known. When [
fially let her back in the room, she
Was illll'.._"'l')', S0 we l'll:ldl‘. ll]JA

Later we dedided to ger the rest of
owr stufl out of the car. To my con-
sternation, the wits gone. Stolen?
The audacity! T had a sign on the wind-
shicld which clearly read: crercy. What
a sin—stealing a0 holy  automobile!
Should 1 call the police? No. 1 would
call Iu:;ulqu;lrlcr& “Hello, operator, give
me Rome — IVNILV.”

Honey, being more earth-bound than

<ar

I, hustled me oft in a cab in the direc
tion ol the Car Pound. She noticed that
we had been parked the wrong way on
a onc-way street on the No Parking
side during a rush hour in front of a
fireplug,.

As we rode along, the wind blew her
long nawural-red hair across me so that
it caressed my neck and  shoulders. 1
took her in my arms: it was so luxurious,
riding in the back seat as if 1 were Mr.,
First Nighter with his own chauileur. T
held Honey tight. Every part of her was
wirm and sensual. She alwivs dressed
crisply and smelled clean. 1 don’t know
how long we had been parked in front
of the Car Pound when the driver
finally  summoned up  “Ahem™ and
pointed to the meter, which was still
running.

The officer in charge treated us to a
brief lesson in morality, “What's the
matter with you people — don't vou be-
lieve in si

I never understood what that was sup-
posed to mean. “Don’t you believe in
signs?” Suppose you say, “No, 1 don't
believe m signs.” Will they let you go
because in this country we're guaran-
teed freedom of belicl? No man is o be
forced 10 believe in something that goes
against the grain of his conscicnce.
“That's right, officer, I don’t believe in
signs.” “Very well, brother, go in peace.”

Anyway, we paid the fine and got
the car out.

It was the black 1951 Chevy convert-
ible that we hiad bought on ume. That's
such a cute way to put it, the implica-
uon being that you don’t really have wo
pay money, you just sort ol adopt it for
a little while, keep it around, and it’s
yours.

I recently found my financial records
and looked up the hgures. There was
no record on the Chevy, but the Cadil-
lac T bought right alter it orviginally cost
only 5161 a month. T took a loan on it
and had it rehnanced 1o payments of
563 a weck. It was new when T bought
it i 1951, and when 1 sold 1t in 1957 —
still making pavments of 5251 a month
— I sull owed SI1200 on 1t. I gou only
S900 for it and had o scrounge around
to make up the difference ol 5500 in
order o stay out of debtors” prison for
the right to ride the bus.

Honey and | were on a tight budget
in 1951 —S17 for groceries, S6 for in-
surance, S lor the Laundvomat. rough-
dried and folded. Laundry was alwiys a
big problem. Honey figured out that
when the baby came, our Lwndry bill
would be doubled and we could save a
Jot ol money by gewing a washer-dryer
combination which was advertised by
the appliance store lor only a dollar
down “ou time.” That's all she could
sce: “It's only costing us a dollar, the

Laundromat is paving the rest.” Instead
ol 520 a4 month 1w the Laundromat, we
paid S21.06 to the appliance store. We
wore going to save what would other-
wise have been “doubled™ when  the
baby came.

I knew intuitively that it was a mis-
take, But Honev always had a wav ol
explaining things 10 me so that it looked
as il the store was aking a big screw-
ing. We took advantage of more stores
—it's a wonder theyre still in business.

JUST $1 DOWN . . . ONLY $21.06 A MONTII
NO IDDEN CHARGES . . . NO GINMICKS

And they were elling the vruth. Your
only investment was a dollar — that is,
if you were willing to use your washing
machine m their store. They wanted 536
for vrucking charges to deliver.

“Are you Ekidding — 8362 I'll get a
couple ol the guys, we'll have it out of
heve in a minute. . .7

The frst step in exploiting  vour
friecnds inw doi manual labor is 10
get them 1o admit they're not doing anv-
thing frst.

“Hi, Manny, what's happening?”

“Nothin' —we're just hanging around
the pad here.”

“Listen, you want to have some kicks?
I got & new Kenny Drew album and Joe
Maini is on it and he really sounds
zood. When will vou be over? In about
ten minutes? Oh, wait a minute, [ got a
wild idea. Listen. 've got to talk soft.
Honey is in the kitchen. T saw a nuaty-
looking chick i this downtown store
who's a real balling freak. And 1 hit on
her and she's a nut for bass plavers, so
I wld her thae I'd bring vou over. Il
be perfect: 1 can sneak out on Honey
because I've got to go over there anyway
to pick up something.”

This operation is quite successful with
the average satyr who is always “ready.”
The girl-in-question has  alwiavs  con-
veniently taken the day ofl when vou get
there, and after vour lriend recovers
from the disappoinument of the vanish-
g phantom Lady, vou march him to
Appliances.
edd his sccond shock. It was a
big white monster that was designed 10
“wash 0" dry” in one cyde. It yeally
wias (uite a wondertul machine, It conld
do everything but get through the god.
damned door.

“A hude this way.” “Up on this end.”
“Easy now, casy now, casy now, sod-
damnit!” “Oh-oh, one sure thing, we
cm’t take it back now.” “Well, we're
lucky it's just scratched in the back.”

Of course, there are always hallway
supevintendents that hit vou just when
vou are in the worst position, when
you're going down the stairs with it One
guy’s lingers are slipping. and it has
vour shoulder pinned the fure
extinguisher, and you have to go o the
bathroom in the worst way —and he

Lanst



“*Deck the halls with boughs of Lolly, tra-la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la ... 7
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hits yvon with e¢ncouraging words like
“Are vou guvs kidding? You'll never
gct that thing out ol here!”

And there is still one guy who asks,
“You got a match?” And would vou be-
lieve it 1 oinvarably reach lor onec.

With the help of a voung. willing
kid we got the machine into the street.
Young boys are sincerely godlike in at-
titude. A voung kid will always help. 1
think the motivation is for adult accept-
ance, and the sweet part about it is that
vou know it's never ]n’olil. motivation,
hecause when you go to give them some
moncy, they always say in a shy, awk-
ward manner, “No, that’s all right, Mis-
wr.,” And when vou force it on them,
they're quite embarrassed.

What huppcus to sweet, willing young

boys? What happens o all of us? We
never stop anymore and say, “Can 1
help you. Mister?™

My musician Irviend had a 1940 Poun-
tiac convertible. and the washer-drver
just fit in the back sear. The edge of the
machine pushed the driver's scat close
into the wheel, leaving my fricod pushad
tightly against the wheel. As we drove
along. he looked very intense because of
his position. as racing drivers look, hug-

ging the wheel,

We were talking and Lwughing about
the dirty trick 1 had pulled on him, but
the conversation stopped at every bump
and I would just hear whoosh, as the
machine inadvertently served as an arti-
ficial respirator.

We got 1o the house, and the car

“As your hostesses, Miss Cratzmyer and I would like to
welcome you aboard Trans-America’s new supercolossal
extraspecial luxury flight number 347.7

couldn’t make the steep driveway. so
we had o lift the machine out ol the
cury it 60 leet. As we
carrving it, 1 thought this would be a
arciat tortwre device to give to the Secret
Service.

The Lindlord looked on apologeti-
cally, and then said. “1 would like to
help vou™ — he was one of those guys —
“but, you know, I'm not supposcd to lilt
anything.”

The nal coup de gidce which T had
anticipated with Tear now became a re-
ality: the kitchen door was too small.
But vou still keep thinking that no one
would design a product that couldn’t it
through an average door.

We finally got it through the living
room door. By this time, my thumbnail
and my index hnger were Mediterra-
nean blue. My friend’s back would never
be the same.

We set the machine down with a
thump on the living-room floor, taking
a breather belore we autempted to lug
it into the kitchen, It was such a cute
little kitchen. The house was reallv a
cute linle house. A cute livle ginger-
bread kitchen with a cute hittle door,
six feet high by two-and-a-half Teet wide.
Now I don’t care who vou are — ¢ven if
you're the mover who did William Ran-
dolph Hearst’s San Simcon job — you're
not going o get a washer-drver, four lect
high by flour fcet wide, through that
door.

Well, what the hell, a lot of people
have washer-dryers in their living rooms.

They also have pigs and chickens, but
they're Indians, and they live in Mexi-
co. That's i, goddamuit, the majority
rules. If T were a Mexican or an In-
diam, and all our neighbors were Mexi-
cans or Indians, we'd think nothing of
having the washer-drver in our living
room.

As 1 sat with a glum look on my lLice,
wondering whether we ought to move
to Mexico with the washer-dryer, Honey
started in with, “What the hell are vou
so grouchy about? Boy, you take the
lun out ol cvervthing. I have to sit here

car wore

all day by mysell, and you've been gone
three hours.”

Yeah, that's it. 'm just selfish. Manny
and I, we're just having all that [un,
smashing our hngers and  putting our
backs out ol whack. But 1 never even
would go into these things with Houey.
I just thanked her, gratelul for the
Liughs she gave me.

w
=

We couldn’t decide where to put the
washer-dryer: perhaps next to the sola,
or better vet in a corner. since the living
room wis a litle overcrowded anyway.
Houey considered making a collee table
out of 1, but then we would have 10
build up all the couches and chairs. Of



course, we could have made a “collee
counter” out of it

But what the hell, we were saving
money. Luckily, we hadn’t sent  the
weekly car payment in ver, because it
cost that much plus S10 o have the
plumber come in and connect the ma-
chine.

It veally Jooked wild . . . those two
big. long black hoses going out ol the
living-room window into the vard . . .
like the laboraory where Frankenstein's
monster wis born.,

Evervthing  worked  fine, unul  the
neighbors started watering the lawn. It
had something 1o do with the pressure.
When Honey was washing cothes, the
owner would stand there holding a wa-
tering hose in lis hand with just a
trickle coming out.

We got the plumber back to do some
more hxing and pipe changing. Now
Honev could do the washing, and the
Lmdlord could water the lawn—but sud-
denly his wife sereamed out the win-
dow: "The wilet won't flush!”

Whenever anyone flushed the toiler,
you couldn’t wash clothes or water the
lawn. Which worked prety good. ex-
cept tor those ol us who had problems
because of carly toilet aining and sul-
lered Trom anal repressions, since it was
necessary to vell at the top of vour lungs,
“I'm going to the bathroom! Stop wash-
g and watering!” Then vou could flush
the toilet.

For those ol us who found this an-
nouncement oo traumatic. there were
proxy anunouncers. I learned, also, that
the landlord, who was quite a timid
soul, was using the facilities next door,

The dopey dryer part ol the machine
wias gasoperated, and it had a pilot
light that kept going out. The pilot was
right on the bottom, ene inch Irom the
floor, so you couldn’t see it. vou had to
feel it. You had to reach in with vour
fingers, press down a button and light
a match: then vou had 1o hold it for
at least 30 seconds ull it wok. 1 don't
know what kind of matches the inventor
ol the machine used, but in 30 seconds,
the matches 7 used always burned my
fingers —or clse, because of the lact
that most floors cory a bit ol a dralt,
the matches burned out in 15 seconds.

But the machine had a “guarantee.”
OF course. like all guarantees. it only
covered parts. The particular part that
was giving me trouble cost 38 cents, but
the son-ol-a-bitch who had o come in to
replace it cost S26. Tt wasn't bad enough
that I had been exploited by the de-
partment store, but now a mechauic, too.

That's something which has always
bugzed me. Radios, automobiles, what-
ever — you're really ar the merey of the
repiirman, becse when they look in
“there” and throw a lot of mechanical
terms at you, you rveally feel like an

$355* lets this cat out of the store. Then its stored-up spirit is out in the
open for all to see. You'll see that the Yamaha YG-1T 80cc engine is not
just window dressing. Or the +-speed gearbox. You'll feel good about not
fecling backroad ruts and bumps (it’s a smooth operator on a hunting or
hshmg trip). Right now this tiger is a rare breed. If you see one, don’t just
window-shop. Buy it. You'll be getting the jump on others who may have

to wait a month or so.
YAMAHA €3 -

INTEANATIONAL CORFORATION

*POE, LA, ($365 cast coast). Fully equipped as iHust $15 i or stiesl model 'lr lerate sel-up and deslination charge.
Wrile for literature and dealer locations. 1224 So, San Pedlo 5L, Los AanIFs 15, Calil.

“THE Shirt is $5.95”
“which shirt?”

“THE Shirt!
It’s miracle fibre

DURALENE®

100% POLYESTER
TRICOT?
“what is?”

“THE Shirt! (gasp) by
BARDON”

“Who?"

“It's absolutely drip dry.
Never needs ironing”’

‘i&)?“
“So, it's about % the price
of the other one!”

BARDON
1133 8. Los Angeles St.« Los Angeles 15, Calif.

THE Shirt comes in long
sleeves @ $5.95 and short
sleeves @ $4.95. Write for the
name of your nearest store.
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WHICH DRIVER HAS CAR-STEREO?

Music hath charm to soothe the savage breast. However, it's pretty hard to hear the
music you like on radio these days. Commercials (yes, Virginia even on FM) run
rampant during rush hours. Cars run rampant, too, and that causes problems, traffic
jams, crinkled fenders, frayed nerves, etc. Put it all together and it doesn't spell
Mother — it spelis bugged driver. m So ... we've prepared a special bugged drivers
kit for you. It's guaranteed to help you relax when traffic is rotten. It contains six
proven nostrums to ease your day. It's free, write. ®m We'd also like to tell you about
our product — The Wayfarer Car-Stereo. The Wayfarer is a cartridge stereo tape
player that fits easily in every make of car. It plays self-wind stereo tape albums
and produces fantastic sounds in traffic — or anywhere! You'll want car-stereo! = To
get your free “Bugged Drivers Kit"' direct your cards to Curtis Howard. He's our Prez.
and keeps us unsnarled. Don't write to D. J. Reiner. He's only a V.P. and thinks we
should charge more for our four track, four speaker car-stereo. By the way, the guy
on the left doesn’t have a Wayfarer Car-Stereo. But that's kind of obvious.

WAYFARER CAR-STEREO
6505 Wilshire Blvd., Suite 302, L. A. 48, Calif.

nawsernerime . PLAYBOY PORTFOLIOS

For collectors, connoisseurs or anyone
interested in adding a unigue touch to home
or office decor. Featuring . . .

... THE LEROY NEIMAN PORTFOL!O.

Six of Neiman's most representative works
including the famous “Matador”” and “‘Chantille,”
brilliantly reproduced in handsome 6-color,

20 x 30 in. chromo-lithographs. Plus biography
of the artist and insightful descriptions

of the paintings. $25.

... THE VARGAS PORTFOLIO.

Six of this most popular
illustrator's lighthearted, classic
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idiot. Tt’s the same with a broken watch.
When the guy tells you that you need
a new  blah-blah-blah, can vou say,
“Why, that blah-blah-blah is in pevfect
condition.”

Maybe some day I'll write a Manual
of Stingmanship. It will contain one
completely esoteric reference 1o apply
to cach mechanical device the average
guy owns, so that the repairman will as-
sume that you're a genius and that you
know twice as much as he does.

For example: You take vour radio in
to be repaired. Belore the guy un-
screws the back, vou sav: I don’t know
what the hell v is— those new  low-
impedence osculators haven't had quite
the hiluation powers that the old X72103
set had. I'd cheek it out myself, but I've
got o rip down that damned radar in-
stallation 1 put up Jast month in the
Radon Valley.”

After vou give the repairman vour
name and address, leave immediately,
belore he has a chance to ask you il
this radio is A.C. or D.C, which, if
you're like T am, vou wouldn’t know. All
the Manual would contain would bhe
one or two good sentences for cvery
apphance.

I wonder where that washer-dryer is
today.

Fve always wondered about things like
that. When 1 ook at a relrigerator which
I hgure must be 30 vars old, 1 know
that the couple who fust bought it loved
it dearly and shared many personal ex-
periences with it Probably it was al-
ready there in the house at the anvival
ol theiv first-horn. 1t probably held the
formula for all their children.

And then what? Sold. Perhaps o some
guy who had o Boat, Dock and Fishing
Eguipment Shack: and the buuer, milk,
cgus, Jello and leftover spaghetti was
replaced by hrozen bait and cans of
beer.

Then mavbe, in between homes and
prople. it stands in a Used Appliances
store. You've seen them: big, bare stores
with mavbe 50 or 60 relvigerators, old
and new, with descriptions sorawled on
them in black crayon: “As 15, “Porl.
Mechanical Comd.,” “Beauty, Clean,”
“Repossessed.™

Are they happy there, all the refriger-
ators together? Do they wlk 1o the gas
stoves? Are clectric stoves snobs?

There they ave. an army of refriger-
iors, expensive ones and budget jobs,
rich and poor. If one of them were
socialistically minded, he might indeed
say, "Some of us are old and some are
quite. modern with roll-out tavs and
automatic cube dispensers, but while we
are here, we are all the same . . . because
were all defrosted.”

- - -

Living [rom one crazy disaster to an-

other, Honey and 1 were always Jaugh-
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ing, kidding, teasing, loving cach other.
Nothing could really hurt either ol us
because we were always together, and
when one of us was down the other
would pick the both of us up.

I had never enjoyed sleeping as much
as when I slept with Honey. She just
scemed to it so nice, and 1 would really
sleep soundly. It was [unny, because
when we first got married. 1 had never
slept: with a woman before. 1 had
made plenty ol women, but I had
never slept with one. I was lairly pro-
miscuous, but 1 always went home
“alter,” so it took me awhile to get
used to sleeping with someone. T re-
member, about the second week of our
marriage, Honey was hearthroken  be-
cause I asked for a room with twin
beds. But linde by litde, 1 got used
to sleeping with her, and after a while
1 couldn’t sleep without her.

I was like that kid in Peanuis with his
dopey blanket.

Honey was the most ticklish person
in the world. All T had o do was look
at her and say, “I'm going 1o tickle
you now. I'm going to give you the
worst tickling you've ever had,” and
she would really get giggly. T would just
have to touch her side, and she'd Taugh
so hard the tears would come to her
l_'}"(_‘s-

She really made me laugh and did
all kinds of bits for me. As I've said
before, she had the most beautiful hair
I'd ever seen. It was naturally red, and
she could sit on it. When she wenrs it
down, some women are so catty that
they come up to her —in a hotel lobby,

a shopping market, a movie theater —
and say, “Oh. what lovely hair vou
have!” —and then they always touch it
and give it a litde yank; Honev wised
me up as to their motivation — some
women wear things called  “switches,”
long picces ol store-bought hair that fit
in their own hair and match it in color,
by which device they can make their
hair look about a [oot longer than it
reallv is. T had never seen anvone with
hair as long as Honey's: 1o hear others
talk, though, 80 percent ol the
women in the world had hair thac
long. but they just cut it last week. “Oh,
when I see your hair that long, 1 could
just shoot mysell. My hair was just as
long as that, and T cut it, like a damn
fool.”

H T were depressed, Honey would
even use her hair to try to cheer me up
— tickling me with it, or making a
mustache out of it,

We were driving happily along the
streets of Pittsburgh, as silly as a couple
of Kids, sitting squeczed up tight to one
another, deliciously in love, and laugh-
ing about my plans lor the Brother Ma-
thias Foundaton.

We approached an intersection and
came to a stop. It was dusk. There was
a large wuck a block-and-a-hall away,
coming along at about 40 miles an
howr. I saw that we had plenty of time
and nosed out to make it across. But
as 1 pulled out an old Packard touring
car whipped around the truck, passing
it at breakneck speed. It was a conver-
tible —as it came on us 1 could sce
the sudden tervor in the driver’s eyes.

“Forget it, man — I don’t want to sing along with you!”

He involuntarily screamed, “Ma!”

I felt a rough substance coarse against
my lips. It was cement. 1 had been
thrown out of the car, and my mouth
bit into the pavement, the curb con-
necting with my head widh the thud of
a coconut cracking. T found out later
that my skull had been hactured, but
[ stood up immediately with that super-
human strength  which people alwavs
have when “My life was saved by
Evercady flashlight batteries.”

To my horror 1 saw the Packard ram-
ming my car down the street, The seats
were empty and both doors flapped like
mechanical wings of death, I saw the
back wheels go over Honey's solt voung
body. I heard her hips crack like the
sound ol a Chinese fortune cookie. The
next moment the truck, coming behind
the Packard, also ran over her.

I raced to her and threw mysell upon
her. 1 felt something warm and wet, and
looked down. It was her intestines. Oh,
my sweet wonderful baby, my wife,
every combination of evervthing, my
mistress, my high priestess, 1 love her
so much, please God let this only be a
nightmare.

Her face was gray and there were
puddles of blood around her. 1 yelled,
“Oh God, why are you punishing her for
my sins, why:”

I kissed her cold [ace and shouted into
her cars, “1 love vou, take me with
you!" 1 praved and cried and wished
lor death, and all at once I realized
we were in the center of a huge circle of
people. I looked up into the laces of
the crowd that had gathered and I knew
I had been punished.

I sat on the curb and wept as the
sircn ol the ambulance became louder.

“Oh, dear God, how ashamed I am,
not ashamed of sinning, but ashamed
that I have fallen into the mold which
1 despise. I am the image of the men I
hate, the debauched degenerate that all
men are who only in last resort find
religion. How shallow vou must think
me. God. lor surely if T were your God,
I would say “To hell with him. When he
needs me, then he pravs. But when he
doesn’t need me 1 never hear from him.”
I camnot say 1 am sorry that [ posed
as a priest. but 1 can tell you this,
il vou let Honey live T'll rip up the
charter and never do it again.”

Four months later, Honey took her
first step. The doctor said that with
proper care, exercise and rest, she would
regain her normal posture and health
within a year.

I thanked God silently,

Thus ended the career that might
have dwarled those of Billy Graham
and Oral Roberts and all the other
cvangelists  who  save.  Save  every
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penny they can lay their hands on.

The only hang-up now is, I wonder if
God is a man or woman, or what color
He is. Since the Bible could not be read
il it weren't for printing, and the Chi-
nese people were smart enough to invent
printing, God must be yellow. What
would His son’s name be? Jesus Wong?
O Wing Fat Chyist? "Yea, | say 10 thee
vellilee,” T know that God s not Japa-
nese because they killed nuns at Pearl
Harbor.

"Well,” the theologians say, ™I don’t
believe that God is a person. God s
within me.” Then He's a cancer, and all
those scientists who want to cut Him
out must hate God.

Or perhaps God is a trnsvestite who
practices voodoo — the Father, the Son.
the Holy Ghost. And I'm confused about
the divection of Heaven. IU's not up
there, because the carth revelves. and
sometimes you go to Hell at 8:30, and
Heaven at 12:00.

The Romans' God had naught to do
with religion, except for Tuesday Night
Wrestling & Christian-Eating. And the
Egyptians belore them didn't velate 1o
Christianmity; Rameses was the son ol
God. and he balled evervbody in the
kingdom including Moses” mother.

And Jehovab's Witnesses came to At
Lantic City during the busy scason and
couldn’t get any rooms. What is the
answer? There is no God. Dominus non
sequiiur,

Certainly on an intellectual Tevel 1
cannot buy the mysucasm attached o
any man-made religions object, whether
it be the mezuzah natled to the door
sill —at least it they'd make it fune
tonal and put a chain on it. vou could
use it for a lock and Kiss it at the same
time —or the white plastic statues that
Father Gregory Irom  Louisiana has
manubactared, the proceeds ol which go
to bmlding scgregated Catholic schools
—they cm make those white plastic
statues Tunctonal, too, by tying them in
clecuonically with the bumper and the
windshicld wiper, so that when vou do
someonce in, vou can give lim the last
rites and baptize him at the same time.

With the money that Honey and 1
oot lrom the accident. we bought a new
Cadillac — a bhlack fowr-door, really ohic
job that cost S1017. We drove 1o Ar-
cudia, Calilornia, to sce my lLather, who
had remarried. We were soing 10 20 w0
Hollvwood — “where mv  dather  is7 -
and then Honey would really get inio
the movies. My Lather wasn't veally -
volvaed with the motion-picture indusiry:
in dact what he was really involved with
wis o chicken Farm,

We worked on the Limm lor two
months. It was like being back with the



Denglers. T oreally put the place inlo
shape. Honey did the canning,

Then my [ather and T had o beef, and
we left, We couldn’t get jobs. California
iv a4 weird place —vou've got 1o ger
booked rom New York.

L - -

Until Honey and I started “winging™
— that is, zewing ito a higher-income
bracker — we alwavs hought secondhand
stoves and relrigerators. You could get
a stove Tor about 535 and a relvigerator
for about S75. When we were living on
the Coast, | knew she wanted o new re-
[rigerator. but I couldu’t alford 1.

At that ume, T was working o bur
lesque club, and there was & TV pro-
ducer Irom the show, Your Mystery My,
who was a vegular customer. Like most
voveurs, he needed a vationalization for
watching the swippers. “The girls — are
vou Kidding? Those old bags! [ go 1o see
the comedians!™

This was m part rrue. Somehow these
guys have the misconception that the
cmeees cin fix them ap with the girls.
But the request — “Will you fix me up
with so-and-soz” — s preposterous, un-
less o wirl s an out-and-out hooker. which
strippers are not: otherwise they would
be hookers, not »[!'i])[)(-l.\_

OF course. there ave some people who
scll themselves for money. That “some”
constities 90 percent ol the people 've
known in my life. including mvsell. We
all sell out some part of us.

Any [9year-old giv]l who is married 10
a wealthy, elderly guy o . o well. never
mind that — just anvene who is married
for sccurity is a hooker. Two dolls lor
a short time, as opposed 1o a marriage
heense and a lot of two dollars for a
fonger time.

The point s that women. unlike men,
cimot be “hixed up.” Widhe the excep-
tion ol a hooker. you can’t go up 1o any
witl and sayv. “How about domge it with
my Iriend=" For women to make it, there
las 1o be a love motivation, or at least
a chemistry that passes as love.

On the other hand, men are animals.
Agan, guvs will make it with mud, dogs,
cats. goats — ask any guy who has heen
unfortunate cnough 1o spend time in an
mstitution, or a place where men are
deprived of women. Many ol these men
will practice homosexuality, never 1o re-
i o that pattern upon release,

lronmically, the way homosexuals are
punished in this country is by throwing
them into jail with other men.

[ remember one ol the lunnicst news-
paper shticks 've ever read was abowt
this case in Miami. Judge Albert Saper
stein zave two guys 30 days in the county
jril —are you ready for the charee? —
lor Kissing cach other and dancing in
one saloon or another on Alton Roud.
He wold them in court, I realize thin
this is a medical problem, but I have to
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sct a precedent at the beginning of the
seison,”

You can do it all vou want in March,
but don’t do it in February.

Before T go any lurther, I had better
explain what Kind ol show Your Mystery
Mrs. was. ...

anxxouncer: In 1931, today's Mystery
Mrs. lost her Family in a mine explosion.
Bravely she went on alone and through
vears ol scll-tcaching and  discipline,
she was able to support herself. Where
other women, used o the support of a
husband, would live off the charity ol
relatives, your Mystery Mus. studied day
and night, came to New York City, anel
now has a wonderful job. She is an ush-
crette at the Roxy Theater.

One night last month, in the line of

duty, showing two people to their seats,
she ripped and fell and has been in-
capacitated ever since. She has been too
proud to accept any help. Our show
heard about this plucky widow and de-
cided to do something. There aren’t
many plucky widows, folks. How many
ol vou out there can say vou know a
plucky widow? How manv widows can
say in all honesty, “F'm plucky!™

(Al the widows in the audience stand
up and say “Um plucky!’)

ANNOUNCER: Our Mystery Mrs. has al-
wiays dreamed ol having her own set of
matched luggage. We're going to make
that dream come true. And our Mystery
Mrs. is . . . (Ovgan fanfave . . .
pans to Mystery Mrs., sealed in audi-
encel) ... You, Mrs. Ralph Whoozs [rom
Alberta, Kansas!

camera

P e 5, e e ————

Mrs. Whoozis does her “surprise™ ke
— somectimes relerred o in the business
take. There
are several accepted methods ol areating,

as the “Does he mean me?”

expressions for the surprise. One is 1o
clench the hist of the left hand. simul-
tancously drop the lower jaw, and in
a split sccond bring up the left side
of the other cenched hst so that the in-
dex finger lands between the weeth. Tadi
viduals who have seen a lew neorealistic
Ttabian  films, where  the
bites the index finger in anger, usually
do well with this tike.

The announcer both  wrists
limply but spcedily to encourage ap-
plause. Mrs. Whoons takes her luggage
alter shedding a few tears on the un
breakable, unscuflable, uniashionable
crap they give her — and housewives at

“wronged”

wWaves



home sigh and identify.

Now, when the producer of this show
was drooling at his favorite stripper,
I never dreamed that a time would come
when T would be involved with a Mys-
tery Mrs. “You know. Lenny. vou're a
pretty creative guy,” he said one night,
having corralled me backstage, “because
cvery time I come in here you've got
some new material. You know, I'm pretety
creative, too. 1 don’t like to blow my
own horn, but I'm a brilliant writer.
The shame ol it is, nobody knows.”

“How's that:” I asked. looking at him
as onc looks at a desperate man standing
on a ledge.

“Lenny. did you see Your Mystery Mos.
vesterday?”

“Hardly. It goes on at nine o'clock in
the morning.”

“1 had on a widow that not only lost
three sons in the War, but two husbands.
And she's a blood donor. We got more
telephone calls on this show than on any
one we've had in two weeks. People Irom
all over. Some lurrier from the Bronx is
going to send her a [ull-length sheared-
beaver coat 10 keep her warm, The pitch
was, she has given so much blood that
now, by some strange quirk. she has low
blood pressure.”

“Amazing.” T said. [ always sav that
when T don’t know what the hell else
to say. When I don't say “amazing,” 1
switch ofl with “Boy, some¢ people.” or
sometimes an *T don't believe vou.” An-
other good phrase is “Can vou believe
that?” If the talker is bitching about he-
ing exploited, the best one for that is,
“It seems some people, the beter you
treat them, the worse they are to you.”
Or. "It just doesn’t pay to be nice to
people.”

Alter I gave out with two “Hmms"
and a “That's one for the book,” the
producer laid it on me: “They eat it
up, Lenny, vou wouldn't believe it, but
they cat it up. The cornier it is, the
more they eat it up. And now are you
ready Lenny? Are you ready for the bit?
It's all bullshit, va hear me? Bullshit
with a capital K. I write it. Me — poor
litde, stupid me — is the one that makes
‘em laugh and makes ‘em cry. I make it
all up!™

“You know who that plucky little
widow is? She's a waitress 1 met when 1
was in the Air Force. 1 bumped ino her
in a dancehall last week — now, mind
you, I haven't seen her in over, let’s see,
the War was over in 1945, I came back
to L.A., why, it’s an easy fourteen years
— and I savs to mysell, ‘Now [ know that
broad Irom somewhere.” Then it hits
me. She's 'Go Down Gussie.” This road
was the greatest French job on the West
Coast. Loved it. Couldn’t get enough of
it. I said. "Hey, remember that place
where you used to wait on me? She

looked at me for a minute and couldn't
place me. T didn’t have the toupee then
and I guess I look different without it.”

His toupee was the Kind which had
lace in the front that looks like a screen
door cut out. and he always had it on a
little crooked. T don’t know who it could
have fooled — maybe passed-out dirunks
or little babies. When he sweated, it used
to curl up in the front

Anvway, he continued: “We shot the
shit for a while and then T told her what
I was doing and asked her il she would
like to be a plucky widow next week,
‘What's in it lor me? she says. ‘Nine
inches.” I says. "Always hraggin'. ain't va#’
she says. I says, ‘Let’s go up to your
apartment  and  hx  some grub, I'm
starved.” She says. 1 don’t think I got
anything in the icebox.”™

Of all this degenerate flack he was
throwing at my cars, the one thing that
hit me was her icebox. How sad — the
icebox again. I wondered where she got
her icebox. Mavbe it was one ol those
built-in iceboxes that Pullman kitchens
have. Hookers' iceboxes always look the
same: a jar ol mustard, a Coke. mavbe
a lemon, and an onion that is blooming
with those long sprouts.

The producer went on and on. de-
scribing in lewd detail how she had
Frenched him. The poor French. There's
an example of how one minority group
has given a whole nation an erotic repu-
tition. It could easily have been another
country, and he could just as well have
said “She Polacked me.”

He  explained  that  the “widows”
or “grandmas” or “have-a-year-to-livers”
were all people who could be trusted —
friends ol his or the other writer lor the
show. or people those [riends sent. They
could have their choice of two deals:
One, take a straight 550 and he would
keep the prizes: or, two, il it was the
“Basket Case” (the act which had the
most dvamatic impact), you would get
S50 and split the prizes. The big prizes
were a color-TV set, a washing machine,
a set ol silver, and an air conditioning
unit —all of which thev got [ree lrom
the distributors in exchange for plugs.

“You need anything, Lenny? Any ap-
pliances?”

“Well, I conld use a new relrigera-
5]} = R

“You got i.”

“I dow’t think T'd make a very con-
vincing plucky widow.”

“Look, Lenny, il you can get me an
old lady about 60 vears old that you can
trust for next Wednesday, the machine
is yours. And, let’s see er — il vou
can get me — yeah, that's it, get me a
Gl-ycar-old lady and her wedding pic-
ture, get the wedding picture as soon as
you can so I can get it o the lab and
have it blown up, and I'll give you a

script Monday.

“She doesn’t have to remember much.
I never give them more than a lew lines:
‘I only wish the Mister was alive to see
this!” Or, "My boy is coming home {rom
the Vewerans Hospital, and this TV set
will make all the difference in the world
to him!" I goua go. Len. I'll see vou
Wednesday at the office. Here's my card.
Bring the wedding pic. I'd like 10 stay
and see Princess Talja, but T gota go.
You know what they say, when ya gotta
g0, va gotta go.”

I've never known who the hell “they”
are, but I'll bet they belong o the Amer-
an Legion. have very white skin with
real white legs, and wear Jockey shorts,
and black shiny dress shoes with black
stockings on the beach.

A 60-vear-old lady?

Mema had a relative that she was
pretvy [riendly with, and she called her
on the phone and explained in Yiddish
what she was to do. She said “Nix,” but
she had a friend who was a veal vilda chi
(wild onc). She said this woman was per-
fect, she spoke very good English, ctc.

I went over and met AMrs, Stillman.
The woman was about 70 but looked
about 53, had bleached-blonde hair, full
make-up, and platform shoes — the high-
est I'd ever seen, about 10 inches. With
the platforms, she was about lour [eet
tall. Some Jewish ladies look like little
birdies to me.

I flipped when she showed me the
shect music she brought over. She was
going to be on TV, so she was going to
sing. She had all of the Sholom Secunda
hits (he is the Yip Harburg of Sccond
Avenue).

She said she also knew a lew stories,
but maybe they were a littde shmutsik lor
TV. When T told her that the program
wasn’t exactly that tvpe of format. she
was visibly shakew. 1 was alvaid | was
going to lose her. so I started to pad —
“But then, after you tell them about
your fsooris maybe vou'll sing vour
song.” That made her happy. 1 figured
alter she told the story | would shufile
hier oft into a room and give her a quick
con about overtime. The song she was
planning to sing was Bells Mine Schitate-
tala Bells.

She gave me her wedding picture, and
I got it over 1o the office. It was perfect.
A real old tintype. The story was going
to be a real basket case:

“Miss Whoozis was a spinster who
scarched her whole life for the per-
fect man. She has always been Tonely
and unhappy. Two months ago, on a
boat lrom Greece, came a man who was
her ideal type. They met at Horn & Har-
dart’s Caleteria, by the silverware sec-
tion. He was conlused by some of the
lood. the chow mein in particular. They

met every day and fell in love, but sad- 257
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...the gift set for HOME and
TRAVEL: ALL-PURFOSE LOTION
in large crystal bottle paired with

refillable travel flask.
$5.00 plus tax
ALL-PURPOSE LOTION, individually,

$2.00 $3.50 $6.50 pius tax

MEM COMPANY, INC.
347 Fifth Avenue, New York

Are you the
~ 2,1 man in 10
=% “< BORN TO
SMOKE
A PIPE?

Millions of men envy the deep sense
of peaceful satisfaction and personal
distinction of the man who is a real
pipe smoker . . . but only 1 man out of
1D ever learns how to smoke a pipe
right. If you have a hankering to smoke
a pipe, I'd like to show you how to get
the most enjoyment out of pipe smok-
ing.

In my big new Pipe Smokers An-
nual, I've included a wealth of Pipe
Lore that tells you everything you
want to know about pipes and tobac-
cos, whether you're a pipe smoker
from way back or just starting.

It shows you, in hundreds of illus-
trations, all the various types, shapes
and styles of pipes from all over the
world. It's a virtual Encyclopedia of
Pipedom and it's yours FREE for the
asking. Just fill in the coupon below

1/'1“"

and mail today.
| WALLY FRANK Ltd."
| 132 Church St, New York 7, NY., Dept. 2107 |

| Send me absolutely free your big PIPE SMO= |
} KER'S ANNUAL. Print name & address below 1

—— o]

ness struck our happy couple.

“George Polous was unemployed and
the Tmmigration Deparmment was going
to send him back, But he has a lot of
moncy coming o him, il only he can
find his Uncle Nicholas who has $7000
of his inheritance. This is a wedding
picture of Uncle Nicholas and his wife.
Your Mystery My, did a great deal of ve-
scarch and was siddened 1o discover that
George's Uncle Nicholas had  passed
away. Bur his wife was alive, and his
wile had the money put away for
George.”

And suess who the aunt was going 10
be, bovs and girls — that little Jewish
bird lady, my aunt’s Iriend. Her wedding
picture would be shown on a TV screen.
There was My and Myrs. Nicholas Polous
in their wedding picture — alias My, and
Myrs. Sullman.

It was two days away from the show
when Mys, Stillman cadled me and asked
me to come over immediately, It was
about the show. On the way over, 1 hy-
ured the worst. Maybe she wanted a wrio
in back ol her when she was singing.

She looked pleasant as she sat me
down on the polyethvlene-covered [urni-
ture. “Mr. Bruce. 1 want vou should feel
very relaxed wid me: efter all, you and
I boat know things about life.”

I thought o myscll, Christ, who is go-
ing 10 believe this Hebrew Nauonal is
a Greeks Well, maybe they would intro
duce her as a symbol of brotherhood.
A Greek woman who lives in an old Jew-
ish neighborhood and has assimilated.

“What I'm geuin’ et, is, you are dis-
honest cheating me.”

“Oh?" 1 said. Alter all, her prize was
supposed  to be a  relrigerator-lreezer
combination, a washing machine and a
TV set. 1 was going to get the velrigera-
tor, she would get 550, and the producer
would get the rest ol the prizes.

“Don’ et micky wid me, Sonny.”

“Tricky? What the hell are you getting

~

at?
“One wousend dollars, that's what I'm
setting at. .. 1 talked 10 my son in West

Chester dis mornin’, end 1 told him 1o
watch me on the relewision. He sed to
me, ‘I'm so heppy for you, Momma, how
much are you gewting? 1 1old him S50,
Vell, he's lelhing so hard, 1 said, "Oh, I'm
a comedian,” He savs, "Momma. you are
de biggest sucker in de world. people are
always teking edventage of you.” Well,
that is the vut, Mr. Bruce, people hev
always made a good-time Benny out of
me.

“He 1old me that Shirley Beck, who
lived downstairs from us when we lived
in Laguna Beach last vear — was it last
vear now. let me see, Vera was 32 yvears
old, and Helen was pregnant in June,
ves, it was Last vear — Shirley was on the
Groucho Marx show and got S1004), and

GODDESS OF
FERTILITY &

**She who is smiled upon by Zulububu
will soon be blessed wilh many,
many, many children,”” So goes the
bit of tongue in-cheek primitive 1olk-
lore printed in ils entirely on a lag
around her neck. This charming prim
itive sculpture, reproduced in a style
unspoiled by cwvilization, stands
812 inches tall, 1s made of composi
tion and fimished in ebony black, A
devilishly clever gt for newlyweds
.. . they'll never forgive you for it
g 5Eos!pa|d for U.S. and Canada.

.50 for other countries. No C.0.D.'s.

CATALOG —Send for our lat-
est calalog of fine art repreductions.
Sculplures and paintings especially
selected for bachelor apariments.
Price: $1.

COLLECTORS’

GALLERIES

Department D - P.O. Box 182 ™
SYLVANIA, OHIO e
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THE FLYING JODHPUR

Nothing like it! Designed to keep ""‘"’j
your feet happy. Every pair shows

the care of the shoemaker's hand.
Comfortable, long-weanng, glove
soft, and fully hined. Black,
Brown, Tan. Sizes 4 to 13,
narrow, medium, wide.
$3 more for sizes 13Y;
to 15. §2 C.0.D.
Deposit.

199, §

Fully guaranteed
Sold only by mail
Write for free catalog

“THE VERY LATEST FAD"

Hond mode of beoutiful mohogeny ond steel,
this desk size crecture will foscinate your friends
when he FLASHES his colored eyes on ond off.

$12.©
(P.PD. Excl.
Batteries?

Send check or money order to:

FERNDOC PRODUCTS
BOX 868
Poughkeepsie, N. Y.

1 0 2 00 000088 666 8¢

GallenKamp Wants You!

{BUY GALLENKAMP'S SHOES)
L 2 a a2 AR A R R RS

A NEW FASHION IN WATCH BADS

CONTINENTAL DESIGNED
FOR MEN . ..
Handsome, Durable,

A LR B o on
Designer - - An $ 495
Ideal Gift PPD

CONTINENTAL WATCH BAND CO.
2709 Santa Monica Blvd., Santa Monica, Calif.




This
Christmas
Make Tt

A Gift
From PLAYBOY

A. Playboy Card Case (in black only), 56

B. Playboy Money Fold (in black or brown), 3§

C. Playboy Valet (with matching clothesbrush), $50
D. Playboy Hand Puppet, $6

E. Playmate Nightshirt and Cap. $5

F. Key Club Necklace, 14-kt. gold, 520

Fs. Key Club Necklace, sterling silver, $7.50

G. Playmate Perfume (% oz. bottle), 515

H. Playboy Liquor Caddy (sans bottle), $7.50

I. Playboy Jumbo Lighter, $20

J. Gold Playmate Charm, 38

K. Gold Playmate Charm Bracelet and Charm, $12.50
L. Gold Playmate Pendant, $10

M. Playboy ID Bracelet, $12.50

N. Playmate iD Bracelet, $10

D. Gold Playboy Money Clip, $7.50

P. Gold Playboy Tie Bar, %5

Q. Gold Playboy Cuff Links, $10

R. Playboy Cocktails for Two Set, 55

Rd. Playboy Cocktails for Two Set (deluxe, with
tray, tile and knife, as pictured), 515

Items J., K., L., 0., P. and Q. are of
lustrous Florentine gold finish,

All items are delivered postpaid.
F.E.T.included.

Please specify code letter and quantity when ordening.
Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS Dept. D.

232 East Ohio Street  Chicago, Illinois 60611

Playboy Club Keyholders may charge by enclosing key number with order.
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“There’s nothing quite so heartwarming to see as
the merger of three giant corporations.”

Mr. Bruce, S1000 is not S50.”

“Is that right, Muys. Stillman — S1000
is not S50? Do you realize that il this
information gets into the wrong hands,
our country could be in preat danger?
Now, look, 1 don’t know what you're
trying to prove, but gonsa geschikia” —
which means “the whole thing™; it's al-
ways good to throw in a couple of Yid-
dish words when you're debating with
a member of the older generation — “is
for our refrigerator, which I need, and
that's the reason I'm getting you on the
show. And for doing this for me, 1 want
to give you 550 from my own pocket.
The rest of the prizes are a washing ma-
chine and a TV set that the producer
wants for letting me get you on the show
in the fust place. Now, 1 don’t know
where any thousand dollars is going to
come from.”

“Vell, dat’s your headache already.
I'm not doing it for a penny less than
SH00.”

I left her house a beaten man. I'm
such an impulsive nut that as soon as 1
had heard about getting the relvigerator,
I had promised ours to a couple who
had just been married, and they were
s0 happy about it. . . . I told Honey the
bad news. She said, “That's all righe,
Daddy, the old onc is plenty good.”

“Yes, but I promised 1o give it away,
and I can’t disappoint these people.”

“Why do you have to use Mrs. Sull-
man? Get another woman.”

Of course! It sull wasn't too Tate. I
was supposed o bring Mrs. Stillman
down to the studio for her o sign her

260 release the nexe day. Honey knew a

woman of about 60 who made most of
the strip wardrobe lor the girls. She was
very good-natured. We called her on the
phone and she was perfect.

The only slight problem was that they
already had the wedding picture of
Mys, Stillman blown up ten feet high by
four feet wide: and Mrs, McNamara, the
scamstress, was about five [eet, nine
inches tall and weighed 160 pounds.

I briefed her, and then we met the
producer. *“This is Mrs. Stillman,” I said,
“our basket case.”

“Well, she doesn't look too much like
her wedding picture. How the hell tall
1s her husbhand?”

“Oh, he was a big man,” she said with-
out missing a beat.

The show was 36 hours away.

And then I got a call from one of my
best friends, a saxophone player. He was
broke, and he had a chance to make
some bread in a recording session, but
Ie needed S50 to get his alto out of hock.

It cime to me in a flash.

“Joe,” I said, “your mother’s going to
give you that 850."

“Arce you kidding, Lenny? She hasn't
got 50 cents. And if she has, she's already
spent it on wine.,” Joe's mother was the
sweetest, best-natured woman I've ever
met, but she did like her Napa Valley.

I explained the TV deal o Joe, and
he called his mother and then called me
back, saving that it would be a perfect
deal. Joe's mother would be Mis. Mc
Namara, posing next to Mys. Stilliman’s
picture, who was supposed to be Mrs,
Polous, who was going to give to her
Greek nephew, who was going to be

deported, $7000 that she had been saving
for him ever since his Uncle Nicholas
had died. Then George and his Horn &
Hardart sweetheart could be married,
and 1 would get my refrigerator, and
Joc's mother could have S5 for wine
(which T gave 1o her as an advance), Joe
could have his $50 1o get his alto out of
hock, and the producer could go straight
to jail if anything went wrong.

At B:30 on the morning of the show,
Joc's mother and 1 met the usher as
we had been divected to do, and he sat
her in a special seat, with me next 1o
her. The people who were going to be
“surprised” always had to be scated in
the rvight seats so that the cameraman
knew where to pick them out.

Luckily, the producer of Your Mystery
Mrs. came late, and when he saw Joc's
mother sitting next to me, clutching
her brown paper bag twisted into the
definite shape of a wine bottle (and
she really was boxed — I had never seen
her so drunk — and just think, she'd be
on television in 10 minutes), he kept
staring at her with a what-the-hell-am-1-
losing-my-mind-is-that-the-same-woman-
who-was-up-in-my-office? look.

Before the program started, a warm-
un mast-r ol ceremonies told some dis-
gusting water-closet-humor jokes. Then
he explained about the applause. And
then the show was on:

“Somewhere in this  ruitful  land,
there is a soul that nceds a helping
hand . . . and we present, with love
and kisses (Organ fanfare.) ... Your Mys-
tery Mis!™

The first act was a light, what they
call humorous, bit. Four men were on-
stage in back of a rig with their pants
volled up to their knees, so that you
could see only their legs. If this woman
could pick her husband’s legs, she and
her hushand could win a round wip to
Holland to autend her Lather's funeral.

I heard a strange sound and my heart
stopped.  Joe's mother was snoring. 1
gave her a good pinch and brought her
out of it. When the announcer said,
“And it’s lucky vou. Mrs. Nicholas
Polous!™ the camera panned to her just
in time to sce her Kissing the brown
paper bag. 1 whispered. *Go ahead on
up there, please. Don’t forget, you're
not doing this for Joc’s alto but for
my icchox.”

It ok her two years to get up to the
stage.

The emcee observed very quickly that
his next guest was drunk. “Mrs. Polous
is certainly a brave woman, lolks. She
was just discharged from the hospital
this morning, and against doctor’s orders
she’s here. I'm going down to help her.”
This got the audience’s sympathy, and
his quick thinking wrned round one
o a winner.



They flashed the wedding picture on
the sercen, and you would have had 1o
be blind not to have seen that this was
not Mrs. Polous. There was a weight
dilference ol about 80 pounds —
which diilerence vou might buy: people
do lose and gain weight. But they don’t
arow seven inches. Mrs. Sullman was a
little tiny womin. Joe's mother was even
bigger than Mrs. McNamara.

Sut when they flashed the picture on.
all the women in the audience gave one
of those “Oh, isn't that sweet?” sivhs,
The anmouncer reminisced about the
wonderful Tife that My and Mrs, Polous
had shared, and how brave she was, and
how lie knew that she was comforted by
the memories of her Tate hushand.

And all Joe's mother kept saving was,
“Yeah, he was a hell of a man!”

The emeee didnt quite believe what he
had hearvd the hrst tme, and he sort of
Liughed o cover up. but she kept saying
it: “Yeah, he was a hell of a man!” He
sensed she was going 1o go into a stream
ol profanity, and when | looked up in-
side the glass bootl, 1 saw the producer
staring down at me. nodding his head
slowly and meclanically.

All ol & sudden T saw a cue card that
the audicnce saw. 1002 “GET TO THE PRIZES
AND GET TIER THE BeLe ofe!™” This cer-
tiinly confused the studio audience. A
brave woman like that, who had just
gotten out of the hospital? Is that the
way you talk about her? Get 1o the prizes
and gee her the hell oll?

Aund o beautitul refrigerator
with it double-decp freezer compariment
will be sent 0 vour home. . . .7

The show was over, and 1 hustled
Joc's mother into a cab, alter she insisted
I zo back and get her the wine she had
left under her seat.

I come home with a bottle ol cham-
pagne and two hollow-stemmed  elasses.
Honey loved that kind of glass, and she
loved champagne. She was stnding in
the doorway with an I've-got-bad-news
look on her lace.

“What's the matter, sweetheart?”

“1 just got a call from gucess who —
Mus. Sullman, Her New York
wiatched the show and saw her piclure
being used. He catled his lawyer and
they're suing Tor invasion of privacy.”

And sue they did. But everything
trned ot OK. I got the relriserator,
Joe got his alto, his mother got her wine,
and Mrs. Stillman seuled out of court.

Naturally, though. the producer lost
his joh. T el sore of bad about that, but
soon cnough he was producing a show
twice as big as the Your Mystery Mis,
package. And this one is still running:
still successlul,

All of which goes to prove the old
adage. “You Can’t Keep a Good Crook
Down . . ."

SO in

H. D. Lee Company, Inc., Kansas City 41, Mo

DO $5 95 SLACKS GO WITH A $35 WESKIT‘?

Yes...when they have the authority of Lee Barasheens

Make no mistake. The price tag on those
slacks is no big secret. Anyone who
knows anything about the young Amer-
ican look will recognize those slacks a
mile away. They're Leesures. Nearly ev-
erybody wears them, They're the great

young classic. And the price 1s almost as
famous as the look. Leesures are the
look. Period. The look here: Lee Trims,
with slim ivy tailoring (cuffs, belt loops)
in a lustrous fabric called Barasheen.
Haze Green, Bone, Black Olive. $5.95.

Leesures'by Lee
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SIZES 44-88

EN

SHIRTS Now, you can

choose the shirt style you really
want from our tremendous selec-
tion! Dress shirts, sport shirts,

a’-2" 1o 8'-10" knit shirts, flannel shirts, work
shirts . . . each in a variety of styles. Tab collars, buiten-down
Ivys, regular collar styles. Neck sizes to 22, sieeves to 38",
Also suits, topcoats, sport coats . ., slacks, sweaters, jackets,
work clothes, underwear. .. shoes to size 16. Finest
quality, perfect fit at amazingly low prices. Satisfaction
guaranteed or money refunded. Write for FREE CATALOG!

JERRY LEONARD - oter. pa.

1419 Farnam Omaha, Nebr.

THE
CLEOPATRA FASHION

*“At Home Hostess Gown™

- —

Draped in ripples of nylon
satin tricot. Black or white
with gold cord sash. Sizes:
Petite. small and medium.
Specify tvpe of gift wrap-
ping {Christmas. birthday,
anniversary. bridal).
$26.65 PPD. No C.O.Ds.
Available in black velvet
for $51.50 PPD.

BOUTIQUE ALLEE
8818 Sunset Bhvd.
Los Angeles 69, Calif.

VALUE

® SPORT SHIRTS
® DRESS SHIRTS
® PAJAMAS
AT GOOD STORES EVERYWHERE

Range the
Wondrous World . ..

Eavesdrop on Action-Packed
Events . . . from the comforl
of vour own home with the
greatest name in precision
communication:

hallicraffers '

model WR-3000 5199.50

Handsome, go-anywhere
shorl wave
receiver

. 20 Echo Communicotions, Inc.
clip and return to; Box 223, Cedarburg, Wisc.
Echo Communications, Inc.
Box 223, Cedarburg, Wisc,
please send more information:
7 ) hawve encicsed my check for 5199 50. Send model
WR-3000 to:

name

address

cily state Iip code

-
e - -

It was starting 10 get desperate for
us fhnancially, and Honev said, “OK,
I've got a chance o swrip.”

“Oh, Christ, no. I don't want you to
#o back to stripping!”

“Well, I'll just go swripping for wo
weeks, and that’ll be it. I'll play Las
Vegas."”

The thing was just to get enough
morney to make payments on the car —
S120 a month. T had it all hgured out.
I sot a room [or seven dollars a week.
I ran an ad in the paper: LEXNY THE GAR-
DENER — LET ME EDGIE,
YOUR LAWN FOR 56.00.

And I lived, just for the hell of it, on
15 cents a day. I cooked for myself.
I was making 590 in a burlesque joing,
plus the money I got from gardening.
I had Honey's picture up and llowers in
the window of my room, just like a
shrine.

CLEAN AND MOW

I had never been separated from her
before, and 1 just couldn’t wait for the
two weeks of stripping in Vegas o end.
But the night she was supposed 10
come home, she called up and said she
had a chance o stay over for two extra
weeks.

“Are vou kidding? Come home.”

I begged and begued :
she stayved there anywav. That was a tell-
tale sign of where T stood in the mar-
riage. I started cating more crap and
more crap. I was a complete slave, 1 was

1l begged, but

really hung up on her.

Eventually, Honey and T were o get
divorced.

I hnally had some guts and got rid of
her. She lelt me.

We kept breaking up and going back
together at my insistence. She was alwavs
better at holding out.

Alwer break so back
1in cnough times. you get hip to one

you up  and

thing: the time of day vou break up is
very important. If you run away in the
middle of the night, there’s no place
to go. You can’t wake your friends up,
and ina small town really
screwed. Its best o break up on your
day off, in the alwernoon. You get out
andd you go to the movies. (iherwise,

like a schmuck, you're standing on the

vou're

Liwn at three o'dock in the morning
with a pillowcase [ull ol clothing and
the door locked behind  you.

That's when vou're not proud that
vou've “lived next door to someone lor
15 years and didn’t even know their
name.”

When I gor divorced, a couple of
nuajor magazines, like Time, asked me,
five vears later. that dumb  guestion:
“What happened o your murriage:s™ |

ficured 1 would throw a real stock line
and they would know I was putting
them on and they would cool it

“What happened 1o my marriage? It
was broken up by my mother-in-law.”

And the reporter Laughed — “Mother-
in-law, ha ha, what happened:”

“My wile came home carly from work
one day and she found us in bed 1o-
gether”

“In bed — that’s perverse.”

“Why? It was her mother, not mine.”

One thing about getting divorced, it
gave me about an hour’s worth ol ma-
terial. That's not bad for an aght-vear
Invesument.

But I didn’t know how screwed up |
was over Honev unul one mnight she
cime into the cub where 1 was working
and sat ringside with some guy. 1 com-
pletely fell apart, and was able to do
only a ninc-minute show.

Guess wha @ saie toduy, my dear ...

Four years of working in clubs — that’s
what really made it Tor me — every
night: doing it. doing it. doing it. doing
it, getting bored and doing i diflerent
s, no pressure on vou, and all the
other comedians are drunken bums who
don’t show up, so I could try anything.

The jaze musicians liked me. 1T was
the only hippy around. Because T was
voung, other people started w work the
sime clubs for nothing, just 0 hang out
the way vou do when
Hedy Lamary would come to see me
work, and Ernie Kovacs. LEvery joint 1
worked, I'd start 1o get a lollowing.

“You should get out of this place,”
I would be wld. “vou're wo good lor
I knew | owasn't
ready vet. I was still thinking in terms
ol “bits” — vou know, “I've got my so-
and-so bit, and 1've got this other biw
I've got two complete shows.™

you're voung.

these shithouses.”™ But

Then, alter a while, instead of just
getting material wogether, litde by Linle
it started happening. I'd just o out
with no bits.

“Hey, how come vou didn’t do any
bits that show:"

“Well, anything is a bic il 1 do it
twice.”

And 1 really started o become a arlis-
man, where T ocould just about struc-
wire anvthing into humor,

Up until 1957, T had never gotten any
writc-ups. T hid worked all these buar-
lesque clubs. where they just had the
ads for the club — the names ol the girls
in the show, and then on the bottom

they had:

Lenny Bruce, Master of Ceremonies
Three Showes Nightly 9230, 11:30, 1:530
Ladies Invited, Plenty of Free Pavking
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With laughs
it’s loaded.

Boaters ® Campers ® Picnickers ® Flyers!

The Most Compact
SCOOTER

ONLY 65 Ibs.

] _. /-" =

Bargx

Cast aluminum frame
36" long, 32" high
Collapsing handle bars
Automotive type brokes
2 cycle, 22 H.P. engine £
Over 100 miles per gallon

. :
Decler ond 9 <“‘
DISA"‘IbliIIOfihlps ar
O le <
i F.O.B. Daylon

prnjects unllmlted, inc.

P.0. Box 1426, Northridge Station, Dayton 14, Ohio

THE MOTOR CAR

AN ILLUSTRATED HISTORY
By Gianni Marin and Andrea Mattei
In words and pictures, the history of the
automobile from 1770 steam wagons to
the "E" Jaguar, 34 full color illustrations,
technical data and explanatory text. A
must for your den library.

256 pages, 245 illustrations $14.95
Send payment with order to Dept. PB
LONDON HOUSE & MAXWELL
122 E. 55 st. New York 22, N.Y.

pipe tobacco

a unllue blend with no artificial ﬂm'ol.‘lng
— with a delicious flavor which is both un-

usual and distinctive — cured in pure honey
and rum.

Postpoid — B ox. 16 oz,

check quantity  $3.25 $6.00 ]

Send Chech or Mensy Order = Conn. Revidenis add 3% rales tax
blended, cured
bendedsied.  THE OWL SHOP
26B COLLEGE ST, NEW HAVEN, CONN.
SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG!
ey

Now, when I went to San Francisco
I stopped working these burlesque clubs
anel T worked the so-called suraieht clubs,
such as Ann's 410, where 1 would be
the only act.

I hadn't realized ill then how much
material T had. because here was a place
where T wasn't just emcecing between
15 swippers. I could just wheel and
deal Tor hours and howrs. And the same
people started coming every night, and
there was alwavs something  dillerent,
and it would really drive them nuts. 1
had a whole baglul of wtricks, which I'd
developed in the burlesque clubs,

There was alveady this “in” kind of
thing with all these musicians who had
heard of me, but the controversy that
actually did, let's say, “make” was
the bit 1 did called “Religions, Inc.”

me

I had gotten a job as a writer at 20th
Century-Fox. They were working on a
picture called The Rocket Man, and
Buddy Hacketr told them, “Lenny’s
very good, he's Tunny and he can create
and everything. Why don’t you let him
have a orack at "

So they told me to read the script over
the weckend.

The average writer knocks out 15-20
pages a day. I went and did about 150
pages over the weekend and 1 came
back and really impressed the hell out
of them. They changed the whole theme
of the picture.

The story about these kids in
an orphan asvlum. It was just a cute
little picture. Nothing unusual. T added
o it — there was a Captain Talray who
had a space show for Kids. He goes to
the orphan asylum and he gives the
kids all these And Georgic Wins-
low is the Last Kid he sees, and he doesn't
have a toy left for him, and so the
kid is really sad. Buat then a space gun
appears — Pchewwwww! —a magic gun.

Wis

LOVS.

Georgic Winslow  starts  using  this
sun — like when a car's going o run

over him — Pelicwwwww! — he stops the
car. And that was the whole dillerent
twist 1 gave the picture: the magic
space gun.

They gave me a contract and [ was so
proud. _\I} God. a writer at 20th Century-
My own secretary! Man, I just
couldn’t believe it It was one of the
most thrilling things in my life, because
all the other things that have happened
to me have happened gradually.

Anyway. I wanted 1o produce my own
picture. At the time I was sort ol swept
up with the story of Christ — this big,
beautiful man —and the picture 1 had
in mind was about a handicapped bum
who wore a hearing aid. His whole am
bition in life was to save enough money
to buy a black leather motorevele jacket.
Some day the motorcycle, but hrst he

Fox!

new FALCON

G CLASSIC
““"ag o

Q,.-

2

DRIEST
PIPE

A NOW IN 32 NEW STYLES!

Never smokes hot—always hone dry. 4 new
Classic stems, 8 new Classic bowls—32 com-
binations. See them at your favorite store:
Bowls $2.20, Stems $2.75. Complete Falcon
Classic Pipe $4.95.

FREE—Pipe Smokers Handbook with helpful
tips on pipe care. Write today.

FALCON INTERNATIONAL, INC. « Chicago, 1ll. 60641
MADE ON

AMERICAN
» I.ASTS

FOR MEN WHO KNOW STYLE

The new — the different —
imported footwear, in a hand-
some variety for street, dress,
casual wear. Sizes 5 to 13; A
to EEE. From $12.95 to $19.95.

Fleganzc

#2007 Jaunty

semi-boot in
smooth calf
with hand
stitching.

1343 Freight St.

MPORTS Brockton, Mass.

WRITE FOR FREE C LOG TODA

OQUTFOX
YOUR RIVALS.
GIVE A
GENUINE
FOXY
CATCH-ALL
FOR
CHRISTMAS

It's a waste-basket, a wine-cooler, a catch-all,
a conversation piece. 11" x 9% heavy duty,
leakproof polyethylene container wrapped in
a genuine fox skin, complete with head. Love
it or money back. Send $25 check or M.O.:
R & G Imports, Box #9191, St. Louis 17, Mo.

NEW IMPROVED

®
Better than ever taste!

Better than ever relief!
Nothing works like TUMS!

T —— R S e

Pamper your playmate with this elegant goid-plated
safety pin, so ideal to decorate her blouse or sweater.
We expertly_engrave her 2 or 3 letter monogram,
2 in, fong. Full price 51.00 each. Money back if not
delighted. We ship in 2 days. I'ul orﬁer direct to:
ELGIN ENGRAVIN
GI14 SGUTH ST.. DUNDEE I? ILI.TNCIIS



just wanted to get enough money to-
gether to buy the jacket.

There was to be a scene in the pic
ture where he was really disappointed,
and his hand was caught in the doo
and had to be all wrapped up in a band-
age, and he was struggling with his suit-
case . . . and he passes this statue ol
Christ. It's a beautiful statue, [e doesn’t
show Christ being arucified: it shows him
very stately, on top ol the world, stand-
ing there, and he's King ol Kings.

The shot was o be this: 1 walk up
to the statue, pass it look back. gaze
at it lor a while. There are some flow
crs on the ground at the foot of this
ball which is the carth. I pick up the
flowers. T ean just about reach His tocs,
and I put the flowers ar His feet. and
then I just sort ol fall on the globe,
embriacing it. When we go back to
long shot. showing my arms outstretched
while I'm falling there, it looks like a
Cross.

Now I had searched and searched [or
a statue ol Christ. It ook me two divs
to hind the right one. 1 lound it outside
in this big churchyard, on Mehose and
Vine Swrects in Hollywood.

I still had a concept of priests which
stemmed from all the Pat O'Brien mov-
ics. You know: vou're in trouble, they
just come and comfort you.

Well, T couldn’t get to talk to one
of them.

So I went directly to the headquar-
ters, on Alvarade Strect. the center
where all these diffevent priests go.

At the rectory, T got this kind of an-
swer: UIt's not my parish.”

Thev'd all dose their windows, and
they wouldn't even talk to me. True, |
was dressed as a bum. because 1T was do
ing the picture, but still. © . . They just
wouldn't talk o me.

Fiually — and this pare dido’t actually
happen, but I made a joke out of it on
the stage that night — I said: I wied 10
find a statue of Christ wday, and 1 wried
to talk to priests, and no one would
tdk to me, but 1 hnally got a chance
to talk o one, and he sold me a chance
on a Plvimouth.”

That was the hrst joke 1 ever did on
religion. It was only a joke, but it really
related o the rejection and disappoint
ment I had lelt that alernoon,

Then came the extension on that. Thy
abstraction was: “The Dodge-Plymouth
dealers had a convention, and they ral-
fled oll a 1958 Catholic Church.”

And  that was the  beginning ol
Religions, Inc.:

And now we go to the headquar-
ters of Religions, Inc., where the
Dodge-Plymouth dealevs have  just
had their annual raffle, and they
have just given away a 1938 Catho-
lic Church. And seated around the

Casanova used it after

4711is 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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desk on Madison Avenue sit the ve-
lizious leaders ol our country.

We hear one of them. He's ad-
drvessing  the tighe linde group in
Littletown, Connecticut  (Madison
Avenue s getting a litde write).

“Well, as vou know, this vear
we've got a tic-in with Oldsmobile.
Now, gentlemen, | don’t expect any
of you boys to get out there in the
pulpit and hard-sell an automobile.
That is ridiculous. But I was ihink-
ing now. What do vou sav to this?
Il just every once in a while, il we'd
throw in a few licde terms, just hit-
tle things like. uh, "Drive the car
that He'd drive!—and you know,
vou don’t have o lay it on. just zing
it in there once in a while and then
jump mavbe o the Philistines,

“Gentlemen, as Lar as merchandis-
ing possibilities are concerned  this
vear, the rabbi. herve. has come up
with a winner. For 519 0 aross, the
cenuine Jewish star, lucky cross and
cigarctte lighter combined, wrn it
over e the snow and see Roschud.
And for the kids, the Kiss Me In

“My God, il's

The Dark Mezuzah —really a win-
ner.

“Now, here we go with our first
speaker tonight, one ol the great
Holy Rollers in America today.
a great man, gentlemen, and a greae
Holy Roller.™

“Well, thank vou verrmry much.
Gentlemen, tonighe is thrill night
Is it thrill night lor the eenagers,
the Elvis Preslevs? No, gentlemen,
it's thrill night lor me, beaase 1o
mght. lor the first time in oseven
years, I'm wlking to men ol the in
dusory. For the st time in seven
years, gentlemen, I'm not going to
look into one sweaty face. not one
thick red nedk, gentlemen 07

Ordinarily. an opening ata siall club
—and Ane's 10 was a damned small
club — would get no attention av all,
But when I opened there, the press got
wid of 1t, and I oreally blew the town
apart.

Hugh Helner heard abour me. and
he came o San Francisco to hear me.
He arvanged Tor me to come to Chicago
and work at The Cloister. They olfered

our hushand!”’

me S600, but 1 had been working Ann's
410 on & percentage and getting 5750
a week (not bad alwer coming rom a
room where | was making SO0y, so |
asked for S500 ar The Cloister, and il
they held me over, 1 would ger S1250
H] ‘\-{'('k.

Recently — five vears later — 1 was ar-
rested at The Gate ol Horn in Chicago
lor “obscenuy.,” But. according o -
riety, the prosccutor is at least
cqually concerned with Bruce's indict-
ments ol organized rehigion as he s
with the more obvious sexual content
ol the comics act. I's possible  tha
Bruce’s  comments on the  Catholic
Church have hit sensitive nerves in Chi-
cizo’s Catholicoriented  administration
and police department.

And acwally I had praised the Catho-
lic Church.

Remember the Ireak shows — the alli-
eator lady and the guy who could type-
write with his wes? The irony is that
the generion now  that is really ol-
fended Dy sick humor™ — walking about
people that are deformed — they're the
cencration that bought fickets 1o see the
[veaks: Zip & Pip. the onion-head hoy,
Lollv & Lulu, all these werrible, bizarre-
looking [veaks.

Now. dig the dillerence between the
generation today and my father’s genera-
tion. These young people today. the
oucs who are “going to hell in a bas
ker” they're veally beter Christians and
more spivituad than thae Tast. perverse
generation, because this new generation
not only rejected but doesn’t support
freak atractions — that’s not their en-
terviinment shtick —they like rock "o’
roll as opposcd to the Ireak shows. But,
thank God for the Catholic Church.
therc'll seill be freaks — the thalidomide
babics — thev'll grow up and get a good
tic-in with Barnum & Bailey.

L] = L]

“Are vou a sick comic?”

“Why do they call vou a sick comic?”

"Do vou mimd heing called a0 sick
comic:”

1 is impossible 1o label me. T develop.
on the average, lour minutes of new
nuiterial a night. constantly growing amd
changingmy poiut ol view: Lun heinously
cuilty ol the paradoxes 1 oassail in our
SO0ty

I'he reason for the Label “sick comic™ is
the Lack ol creativity among journalists
aned cvities, There is o comedy actor Trom
Englind wah o definie Chaplinesque
quality. "My, Guinness, do you mind
being called a0 Chaplinesque  comics”
There is a new comedian by the name of
Peter Sellers who has a delmite Guinness-
esque quality. “Mr Sellers, why do they
sav vou have a Guinnessesque quality:”

The motivation ol the interviewer is not
Lo 2L o werse, acowrate answer, bu rather



o write an anteresung. slanted article
within the houndaries of the editorial
outlook of his particalar publication, so
that he will he given the wherewithal 1o
make the pavment on his MG. Therelore
this writer prostitutes his integrity by
asking questions. the answers to which he
alveady has, much like a cook who fol-
lows a recipe and mixes the ingredients
properly.

The way [ speak, the words with which
I relate are more correct in effect than
those of a previous pedantic generation.

I I walk about a chick onstage and say,
“She was o hooker,” an uncontemporary
person would say, “Lenny Bruce, you are
coarse and orude.”

“What should 1 have sad?”

“1I you must be specific as 1o her ocen-
pation. you should sav “prostitute.””

“But wait a minute: shouldn’t the
purpose ol a word be to get dose w ihe
object the user s deseribing?”

“Yes, and correct English can do this:
‘hooker” is mcorrect.””

“And 1 sav “prosutute’ is incorrect.”

The word has become oo general. He
prostituted s art. He prostituted the
very thing he loved. Can he write any-
more? Not like he used 1o — he has frrosi-
tuted his work.

So the word “prostitute” doesn’t mean
anymore what the word “hooker™ docs.
Il a4 man were to send out for a STO0
prostitute, a writer with a beard might
show up.

Concomitant with the "sick comic”
Label is the carbon cry, “What happened
to the healthy comedian who just got up
there and showed evervbody a good time
and didn’t preach, didu't have 1o vesort
to knocking religion, mocking physical
handicaps and telling wilet jokes:™

Yes, what died happen to the wholesome
trauma of the Thirties and Forties — the
honeymoon  jokes. concerned not only
with what they did but also with how
muny times they did i the distoried wed
ding-night tales. supported visuallv by
the wite vacation-land  post cards  of
an clephane with his vunk searching
through the opening ol a pup tent. and
a wonuan’s head straining ont the other
cndd, hysterically sereaming, “George!™
— whatever happened o all this whole-
SOMCNCSs?

What happened o the healthy come-

dian who a least had good wste? | . Ask
the comedians who used 1o do the hare
lip jokes, or the moron jokes — " The

moron who went to the orphans’ picnic.”
cte. — the healthy comedians who wold
good-natured religious jokes thar found
Pat and Abie and Rastus outside of Saim
Peter's gate all listening o those angels
harping in siercotvpe.

Whatever happened to Joe E. Lewis?
His contribution to comedy consisted ol

e LT KING
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Where the FUN goes. ..
there goes a

TOHATSU

A Tohatsu cycle is fun in itself! Light
in weight with plenty of go. You’ll
see them sail along sandy beaches.
Motor up mountainous trails. Steal
along quiet neighborhood streets.
Just having fun. A Tohatsu is prac-
tical fun too. It will take you most
anywhere: to school, to work, to the
store. And it's all fun...at a fraction
of the cost of driving your car. The
peppy 50cc models start as low as
$249. There is also a trail model for
those who like to ride into the back
country. You can see and ride either
one at your local dealer.

TOHATSU

2 Clinton Park
San Francisco 3,
California

returning Bacchus to his godlike pose
with an implicit social message: 1 vou're
going o be a swinger and [un o be with,
always have a glass of booze in vour hand:
even if vou don’t become part swinger,
voure sure 1o end up with part liver.”

What ever happened o Henny Young-
nminz He involved himsell with o nightly
psychodrama named Sally, or sometimes
Laura. She possessed features not sexually
but cconomically stimulating. Mr. Young-
nun's Uglivae cross-liled  and  classificd
dizbolic delormities  delinitively. “Her
nose wias so big that every tume she
sneezed. L She was so howlegged that
every time. .7 One leg was shorter than
the other, and Mr. Youngman's mutant
reaped Tinancial harvest lor hime Other
comedians followed suit with Cockeyed
Jennies, er al, wntil the Ugly  Girl
routines became classics. I assume this
londuess for atophy gave the night
club patron a sense ol well-being.

And whatever  happened 1w Jerry
Lewis? His neorealistic impression ol the
Jiapanese male captured all the subtletics
of the Japanese physiognomy. The buck-
teeth: malocclusion was  caricatred 10
surrealistic proportions until the weeth
matched the blades that extended [rom
Ben Hur's chariot. Highlighting the ab-
sence ol the iris with Coke-bottle-thick
lenses, this satire has added 1o the Lanati-
cal devotion which  Japanese studens
line for the United States. Just ask
Liscnhower.

Whatever happened to Milton Berle?
He brought wransvestitism 1o champion-
ship bowling and upset a hard-core cul-
ture ol dykes that control the held. From
Charlie’s Aunt and Some Like It Hot and
Milton Berle, the pervert has been taken
out ol Kralle-Ebing and made into a
someumes-fun fag. Berle never lost his
scuse of duty o the public, though.
Although he gave homosexuals a peck
out of the damp ccllar of unfavorable
public opinion, he didn't go all the way;
he Tefe a stigma ol menace on his [ag —
“I sweah 'w kiw vou.™

I was Labeled a sicknik™ by Time mag
azine, whose cditorial policy sull finds
humor in a person’s physical  short
comings: “Shelley Berman has a Lace like
a hastily sculptured  hamburger.” The
healthy comic would never offend . . .
unless you happen to be Lag, bald, skinny,
deal or blind. The proxy vote from pur
catory has not ver been counted.

Let's say I'm working at the Crescen-
do on the coust. There’ll be Arlene
Dalil with some New \Wive writer from
Algiers and on the whole its a cooking
kind of audience. But I'll finish a show,
and some guy will come up to me and
say, "I —1'm a dub owner, and I'd like
vou to work lor me. It's o heanitul
club. You ever work in Milwaukee? Lots
ol people like you there, and you'll
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though sometimes | do forget
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really do great. You'll Kill “em. You'll
have a lot of fun. Do vou howl:"

The only thing is. | know that in
those clubs. between Los Angeles and
New Yok, the people in the audience
are a linde older than me. The most 1
can say 1o people over 50 or 535 s
“Thank vou, I've T cnough 1o ca”

I zet to Milwaukee, i the st
thing that Irightens me to death is thin
they've got a 6:30 dinner show
6:30 in the alternoon and people so
1o o night club! 1s not even dark oul
ver. I don’t wanna go in the house, it's
not dark yet. mane I the dinner show
is held up, s only because the Jello's
not hand,

The people look Lamitiar, bhut 've
never been 1o Milwaukee before. 'Then
I realive—these ave the Graviime Sight-
seeing Bus Tours helove they leave—tlis
is where they e Thevire ke d0vear-
old chicks with prom gowns on.

They don't Laugh. they don’t hedkle,
they just stare at me in disheliel. Xl
there  are walkows,  walkouts,  every
night. walkouts. The owner savs 1o me.
“Well, T never saw vou do that religious
bit . . . and those words vou use!”™ The
chel s conlused — the  desserts aren’t
noving,

I 2o to the men's yoom. aud [ osee
Lrdy in there, Kids lour vears old. six
yoars old. These kids arve inawe ol this
men’s oo It's the fist time thevive
ever been in g place their mother isn't
allowed in. Not even for a minuie. Not
even to get something, is she allowed in
there, And the kids siay in there lor
hours.

“Come out of there!™

“No. Uh-uh.”

“I'm going 10 come in and ger you”

“No, vourec not allowed in here,
‘cause evervbody's doing, making wet i
here”

In berween shows T'meoa walker. and
P zetting nudegy and nervous. The
owner dedides 1o cushion me with s
introduction: “Ladies and - gentlemen.
the st ol our show, Lenny Brouce, who.,
incidentallyv. as anex Gl ound, ub, o hell
of a good performer, Tolks, and a grea
kKidder. know what I mican® Its all a
bunch ol silliness up here and he doesn’y
mean what he savs, He kids abowt the
pope and abour the Jewish religion, oo,
and the colorved people and the white
people —it's all o silly. make-believe
workl, And he's o hell of a nice guy,
folks. He was ot the Veterans Hospital
today doing o show Tor the bhovs. And
herve he is — his mom’s out here tonight.
too. she hasie seen him in a couple ol
years — she Tives here in town. . .. Now.,
a joke s a joke. vight. folks® Wha the
hell. T wish i you'd wry 10 cooperate.
And whoever has been sticking ice pitks

(concluded on puge 277)
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GEE, MR, BATTBARTON, 1
KNOW THE TYPICAL OFFICE
PARTY 1S SUPPOSED TO BE

CAREFREE AND UNINHIBITED, BUT
_ISN'T THIS CARRYING THINGS
\. A BIT TOO FAR?

MR . BUXTON! SPEAK
OF THE DEVIL!

*“NO SLEEP TILL--
TILL —" GAH-PRUNES!
M NOT GOING 1O READ

ANY MORE POETRY!

DA ARLEY WAS DEAD!- NOT THAT THAT CONCERNS OUR
ADVENTURE, BUT IT'S A GREAT OPENING LINE FOR ANY
CHRISTMAS STORY. ACTUALLY, EVERYONE IS VERY MUCH
ALIVE AT THE BEGINNING OF OUR OWN YULETIDE TALE,
FOR OUR LITTLE ANNIE 1S A GUEST AT A TRADITIONAL
HOLIDAY OFFICE PARTY, WHEREIN SHE EXPERIENCES THE
WARMTH AND CHEER OF FRIENDSHIP, KINSHIP, GOOD-
PELLOWSHIP AND ONE-UPMANSHIP.

ISN'T IT FANTASTIC, BABY? — MOTHER-HENNED
THE IDEA MYSELF!— TOOK THE BALL AWAY FROM
HUCK BUXTON OF “SALES"— WHICH PUTS ME ONE-UP

ON BUXTON! BUT TO QUOTE BYRON: “ON WITH
'THE DANCE! LET JOY BE UNCONFINED, NO SLEEP

” BATTBARTON !

“—AND ALL THAT'S BEST OF DARK AND BRIGHT
MEET IN HER ASPECT AND HER EYES!".. I'M
ONE -UF, BATTBARTON, OLD SPORT!

GAH-PRUNES! I'M NOT GOING TO
READ ANY MORE POETRY'

OH, GO ON, BENTON, YOU SILLY
THING, YOU. IN A& MINUTE, I'LL THINK
YOU'RE JEALOUS!




THAT PUTS YOU ONE-UP CN ME, BUXTON! COME, ANNIE ! TIME TO

LEAVE ! REMEMBER, YOU PROMISED TO PLAY HOSTESS AT MY

HOLIDAY OPEN HOUSE TONIGHT. I'VE INVITED SOME OF YOUR

FRIENDS TO DROP IN FOR DRINKY- POOS, YOU KNOW, IN ADDITION
1O THE YERY BIGGEST AGENCY PECPLE.

ME-OH-mMy ! WHY | DO

LCOKIT' ADVERTISING'S ALL BELIEVE IT'S

THERE . RIGHT, BUT AFTER ALL, THERE Y HUCK BUXTON'S
~SMOKE ARE MORE IMPORTANT THINGS ! ACCOUNT
BILLOWING ~LIKE LIVING '~ HAVING FUN ! FILES!
ouT OF ~APPRECIATING ONE'S LE| -

SOMEBODY'S - = h
CFHCE' SURE-TIME ACTIVITY !

BENTON'S A DECENT
SORT, BUT SUCH & BORE .
HIS WHOLE LIFE IS AD-
VERTISING! ADVERTISING !

THE ONLY THING HE
APPRECIATES IS A GOOD

PIECE OF AD COPY!

HE'S SO SILLY
TO BE JEALOUS .

MY ACCOUNT FILES?! YIPE ! LET GO OF ME, YOU SILLY

~CUT THIS SIOE EXIT, SWEETHEART! NO NEED TO BUT, MR,
CHILD! DON'T YOU HEAR WHAT THEY'RE SAYI MY FILES PANIC. HA, HA! IT'S ONLY ASMOULDERING BUNDLE | BATTBARTON -
= OF PLASTIC SWIZZLE STICKS DEFTLY DROPPED INTO SOMEBODY
AN EMPTY WASTEBASKET, THAT PUTS ME ONE-UP MIGHT GET
e TRAMPLED!

ON HUCK BUXTON !

IT'S ALL PART OF THE GAME OF ONE - UPMANSHIP,
ANNIE . BUT NOW IT'S OFF TO SCARSDALE IN MY NEwW
BAZUZA X-9. 1SN'T SHE A BEAUTY 2 LOOK HOW LOW

SHE RIDES. MAKES YOU FEEL YOU'RE
RIGHT ON THE GROUND |

HOW DIVINE! BUT WE
ARE ON THE GROUND!
THE TIRES ARE Hml
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ONE-UPMANSHIP, OLD SPORT! - I'VE GOT
A CAPITAL IDEA, ANNIE! SINCE | LIVE NEAR
BENTON, WHY DON’T | DRIVE YOU OUT IN MY

BUT ANNIE, YOU CAN WAIT HERE IN COMPLETE COMFORT
WHILE | FIX THE FLATS. MY BAZUZA'S FIRST FEATURE IS
THE TWO EXCLUSIVE BUCKET SEATS,

NEW GAZIAIA SPECIAL .

AHA! BUT MY GAZZAZA'S FARST FEATURE
IS THE ONE EXCLUSIVE BUCKET SEAT!

BENTON, YOU SILLY,
SILLY THING --IN A
SECOND P'LL THINK
YOU'RE JEALOUS-

" WE'RE OFF! NOTE THE WAy

SHE ACCELERATES! THIS
BABY WILL TAKE US WHERE

CRIMINY ! THAT Wias
THE LONGEST waY TO
SCARSDALE, EVER - LOOK'

BENTON'S ALREADY HEREwAND,

NOTE HOW SHE CORNERS NOTE HOW SHE CLIMBS

COMING OFF THE DRIVE . BACK ONTO THE DRIVE .

SHE'LL TAKE US WHERE WE ~~SHE'LL TAKE US WHERE
waNT TO go! ST WE WANT TO GO, ALL RIGHT/!

— DECIDED TO CAB OUT.—DID A LITTLE
WORK WHILE WAITING FOR YOU, ANNIE.— CAN'T
HAVE THE PLACE LOOKING DRAB, CHRISTMAS -

WISE -+ LIKE BUXTON'S.

Hal
CHALK ONE
UP FOR OLD
BATTEARTON!




DON'T COMPARE v IF YOU'LL JUST MOVE

=C e ‘ »] T TAELEAU THIS YEAR— KEEP SiNG-
TrEi qlc)srt?ogﬁw ;guvgigﬁglgfw WREATHS WITH SINGLE, HOUSES, OLD BOy,  YOUR KNEE OVER T'HE ING, YOU
LIGHTED CANDLES FLICKERING IN THE DUSK — REAL LIGHTED WHEN | HAVEN'T BRAKE, SWEETS, SO'S ¥ | 111 E raca-
CANDLES, OF COURSE -+ AND OUT IN THE MOONLIGHT ARE HAD A CHANCE TO | CAN SHIFT THE MUFFINS,
SEEN TWO COLD LITTLE WAIFS, SWEETLY SINGING CHRISTMAS PUT UP MY GEAR LEVER OFF OF OR YOU DON'T

CAROLS -~ REAL LITTLE WAIFS, OF COURSE . DECORATIONS — MY LEG AND GET OUT, GET A CENT!

BENTON, | AM ALL —JUST LET
CHOKED UP. YOU ARE ME GET OUT
THE CLEVEREST MaN— JA OF THIS CAR!

IF YOU RELEASE THE HOOD
LEVER, | CAN FREE MY ANKLE AND
GET MY FOOT PAST THE CLUTCH—

ﬁUST wall, \f SHALL WE REPAIR TO THE . c‘w, THERE WE ARE --HORS

YOU BLASTED W DEN FOR DRINKY- POOS ONE- DOEUVRES READY FOR THE
SHOW-OFF-JUST \ | WHILE HE GETS OUT OF LERACTE, GUESTS - A RDARING FIRE ~-

AS SOON AS | HIS EXCLUSIVE BUCKET Sear 3 CLD SPORT! MUMSY TUCKEO IN BED
UNHOOK THE | \ DRINKY- POOS IN HAND - ARMS
THROTTLE Bar LOCKED IN A TRADITIONAL TOAST,

HOLDING MY - SHALL | TAKE UP BYRON

SHOELACE, WHERE | LEFT OFF WHEN THAT

SO'S | AN CLOD INTERFERED?

SWIVEL THE . ?

SHIFT OUT OF ey BATTBARTON,
OVERDRIVE A OLD SPORT!
AND RELEASE : ANNIE! . cOME
MY RUDDY LEG, YOU'RE SO OUT AND SEE

PLL SHOwW You!

SAVOIR- MY HOUSE!

OHH,

MR. BUXTON

1S SO MUCH
FUNT LET'S
GO SEE!

' QOH! OoH! i
“THE MIND, QOH! UP ON THE ROOF! [EEEEEES
THE MugIC | TA CLAUS - AND
BREATHING i T REINDI
FROM HER
FACE-"
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DID YOU EVER SEE ANYTHING ““THE HEART WHOSE SOFTNESS
SO CLEVER? |  HARMONIZED THE WHOLE-"

A LUTTLE
ELECTROMIC SURPRISE - , .
I'VE BEEN SAVING TO S THIS, MY SWEET, IS
JOLT OLD BATTBARTON . WHAT'S KNOWN AS THE
WITH - OBSERVE — = 4 GIMMICK- SELL .
: ’ —OBSERVE!

GET BACK
THERE,
URCHIN!

LEAPIN' LIZARDS, HUCK! WHAT’ : % [ GAH- PRUNES! ‘ B \0U SILLY, SILLY
e ]

HE THROWING NOW? B RN MISTLETOE W BENTON, YOU! 1'M
- B\ My SWEET! N NoT e 10 I coinG TO REALLY
MOR B THINK YOU'RE JEALOUS.




—AND YOU'RE GOING TO EE A

PART OF MY HARD- SELL, BABY!

HERE' TAKE OFF YOUR CLOTHES |
~ AND PUT THIS ON!

WELL- | DON'T
KNOW THAT |
APPRECIATE YOUR
ATTITUDE, MR,
BATTBARTON.

TOUCHE FOR HIM! I'M ONE-UPMANSHIPPED! BY THE GIMMICK - SELL! AND NOwW

I'M c"é‘]mc, To_“s"bnsa.u HIM MY ANSWER TO THE GIMMICK-SELL! I'M GOING

waNTS A
FAVOR FROM
A LADY, ONE
MUST SPEAK
WITH
GENTLENESS
AND RESPECT, B
RUDENESS
WILL GET
YOU NO-
WHERE !
— NO.
WHERE
INDEED/

PLL
TEACH Him
ONE -UP-
MansHipP!
GET QVER

HERE'

0o YOLJ
WF\NT ME TO
WEﬂR IT?
HOW? HOW?

THIS IS SiLLy!

WHATEVER YOU DO,

HE'LL JUST DO YOU
ONE BETTER.

PUT-
THIS-ON-

BEFORE -

1~ BELT-

YU —=

AHA BUT 1
Hp"—\\."F THf‘ FINAL,
THE EMD, THE

ULTIMF\TF

ONE - UPMANSHID
Pl LOY -~ AND

THAT PLOY IS
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TO ALL M

-

nﬁd—*""'“’.

+

" MERRY
CHRISTMAS,

SUGARDADDY
BIGBUCKS BROUGHT
THE WHOLE GANG OUT /

IN LIMOUSINES!

OH, MERRY MERR
CHRISTMAS, RUTHIE! = YS’
MERRY CHRISTMAS, DADDY, CHRISTMAS |
RALPHIE, SOLLY —
RRY CHRISTMAS
[ EVERYBODY

ONE AND ALL




how to talk ‘lil’t}’ (continued from page 269)

in the tres outside, he's not funny.

Now Lenny may kid about narcotics,

homosexuality, and things like that. .. ."”
And fie gets walkouts.

I get ol the floor, and a waitress says
to me, “Listen, there’s a couple, they
want to mect you.” It’s a nice couple,
about 50 years old. The guy asks me,
“You [rom New York?”

“Yes.”

“I recognized that accent.” And he's
looking at me, with a sort of scarching
hope in his ey s, and then he says, “Are
you Jewish?”

“Yes.”

“What are you doing in a place like
this®”

“I'm passing.”

He says, “Listen, I know you show
people eat all that crap on the road.
... (OF course, What did you cat to-
night? Crap on the road.) And they in-
vite me to have a nice dinner at their
house the next day. He writes out the
address, you know, with the hall-point
pen on the wet cocktail napkin.

That night T go to my hotel — I'm
staving at the local show-business hotel;
the other show people consist of two peo-
ple, the guy who runs the movie projec-
tor and another guy who sells Capezio
shoes — and 1 read a litle, write a liule.
I finally get to sleep about seven o'clock
in the morning.

The phone rings at nine o'clock.

“Hello, hello, hello, this 1s
Sheckners.”

“Who?”

“The people Trom last night. We
didn’t wake you up, did wer”

“No, I always get up at nine in the
morning. I like to get up about ten
hours belore work so I can brush my
teeth and get some coffee. Its good you
got me up. I probably would have over-
slept otherwise.”

“Listen, why we called you, we want
to find out what you want to eat.”

“Oh, anything. I'm not a fussy cater,
really.”

I went over there that nighe, and 1
do cat anything — anything but  what
they had. Liver. And Brussels sprouts.
That’s really a double threat.

And the conversation was on the level
of, “Is it wuc about Liberace?” That's
all I have to hear, then I really lay it on:

“Oh, yeah, they're all queer out there
in Hollywood. All of them. Rin Tin
Tin's a junky.”

Then they take you on a tour around
the liouse. They bring you into the hed-
room with the dumb dolls on the bed.
And what the hell can you tell people
when they walk you around in their
house? “Yes. that's a very lovely closct;

the

that’s nice the way the towels are
folded.” They have a piano, with the big
lace doily on top. and the bowl of wax
fruit. The main [unction of these pianos
is to hold an cight-hy-ten picture of the
son in the Army. saluting. “That's
Morty, he lost a lot of weight.”

The trouble is, in these towns — Mil-
wiaukee; Lima, Ohio — there’s nothing
clse o do, except look at stars. In the
daytime, you go to the park to see the
cannon. and you've had it

Once other thing — you can hang out
at the Socony Gas Station between shows
and get gravel in your shoes. Those
night atendants really swing,.

“Lemme sce the grease rack go up
again,” 1 say. “Can I uy itz”

“No, you'll break ic.”

“Can I uy on your
bow tie?”

“No. Hey, Lenny, you wanna see a
clean toilet? You been in a lot of service
stations, right? Did you ever sce one this
immaculate:”

“IUs beautilul.”

“Now don't lie to me.”

“Would I lie to you about something
like thac”

“I thought yow'd like it, because 1
know vyou've seen everything in your
travels —"

“It's gorgeous. In [act, il anyone ever
says to me, ‘Where is there a clean toi-
let, I've been searching forever,” 'l say,
“Take 101 into 17 up through 50," and
I'll just send “em right here.”

“You could eat ofl the floor, right,
Lenny?”

“You certainly could.”

“Want a sandwich?”

“No, thanks.”

Then 1 start fooling around with his
condom-vending machine.

“You sell many of these here?”

“l don’t know.”

“You hll up the thing here?”

“No, a guy comes around.”

“You wear condoms ever?”

“Yeah”

“Do you wear them all the time?”

“No.”

“Do you have onc on now?”

“No.”

“Well, what do you do if you have
to tell some chick, ‘I'm going to put a
condom on now'—it's going to kill
everything.”

I ask the gas-station attendant il 1 can
put one on.

“Arc you aazy or something?”

“No, I figure it’s something to do.
We'll both put condoms on. We'll take
a picture.”

“Now, get the hell out of here, you
nut, you.”

I can’t help it, though. Condoms are

black leather

so dumb. They're sold for the preven-
tion ol love.

As far as chicks are concerned, these
small towns are dead. The cab drivers
ask you where o et laid. It's really a
hangup. Every chick [ meet. the first
thing they hit me with is, “Look, 1 don't
know what Kind of a girl you think 1
am, but I know you show people, you've
got all those broads down in the dress-
ing room, and they're all ready for you,
amd I'm not gonna ., "

“That's a lic, there's nobody down
there!™

“Never mind, 1 know you get all you
want.”

“I don't!”

That's what everybody thinks, but
there’s nobody in the dressing room.
That's why Frank Sinatra never gets any.
It’s hip not to ball him. “Listen, now,
they all ball him, I'm not gonna ball
him.” And the poor schmuck really sings
Only the Lonely. . . .

its a real hang-up, being divorced
when you're on the road. Suppose it's
three o'dlock in the morning, I've just
done the last show, I meet a girl, and
I like her, and suppose 1 have a record
I'd like her to hear, or 1 just want to
talk to her — there's no lust, no carnal
image there — but because where 1 live
15 a dirty word, 1 can’t say to her,
“Would you come to my hotel:”

And cvery healthy comedian has given
“motel” such a dirty connotation that |
couldn’t ask my grandmother 10 go 10 a
motel, say 1 want 1o give her a Guten
berg Bible at three in the morning.

The next day at two in the alter-
noon, when the Kiwanis Club mects
there, then “hotel” is clean. But at three
o'clock in the morning, Jim. . . . Christ,
where the hell can you live that’s clean?
You can’t say hotel to a chick, so you
try to think, what won't offend? What
is a clean word to society? What is a
clean word that won't offend any
chick? . | .

Trailer. That's it, trailer.

“Will you come to my wailer?”

“All right, there’s nothing dirty about
trailers. Trailers are hunting and fishing
and Salem cigareues. Yes, of course, Il
come to your trailer. Where is it?”

“Inside my hotel room.”

Why can’t you just say, “I want to
be with you, and hug and kiss you.” No,
it's “Come up while I change my shire.”
Or collce. “Let’s have a cup of colfec.”

In 50 years, collee will be another
dirty word.

This is the third installment of “How
to Talk Divty and Influence People,” the
awtobiography of Lenny Bruce. Part
IV will appear next month,
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READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the
answers 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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Miss Pilgrim will be happy to
answer any of your other
questions on fashion, travel, food
and drink, hi-fi, etc. If your
question involves items you saw
in PLAYBOY, please specify

page number and issue of the
magazine as well as a brief
escription of the items

when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Ill. 60611

Use these lines Tor information about cther featured oer

USE CONVENIENT GIFT SUBSCRIPTION
ENVELOPE PAGES 135 & 247

SEND PLAYEOY
PLAYBQY
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0 3 yrs. for 517  (Save 13.00)

1 yr. lor 57 (Save 53.00)

O payment enclosed O bill later
TO:

name

address

city state  zip code

Mail 1o PLAYBOY

232 E. Ohio Street, Chicapo. Hlinogs 60611,
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SPECIAL ISSUE $1.25

NEXT MONTH:

IAN FLEMING—RED SPIES, RARE JEWELS AND BEAUTIFUL WOMEN MIX
IN A NEW JAMES BOND ADVENTURE—“PROPERTY OF A LADY"”

JAMES BALDWIN—THE NEGRO'S MOST ARTICULATE SPOKESMAN RE-
LATES A PECULIARLY AMERICAN ART FORM TO HIS RACE'S FIGHT FOR
ITS RIGHTFUL PLACE IN THE U.S. SUN—*“THE USES OF THE BLUES"”

VLADIMIR NABOKOV—A GIANT OF CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE
SPEAKS OF HIS LIFE AND WORK IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

ERNEST HEMINGWAY —PREVIOUSLY UNPUBLISHED OBSERVATIONS ON
SOME OF THE GROUND RULES OF LIFE—-*ADVICE TO A YOUNG MAN"

PHILIP ROTH-—-ONE OF AMERICA'S MOST CELEBRATED WRITERS POR-
TRAYS THE TORMENT OF MARITAL DOUBT—*‘AN ACTOR'S LIFE FOR ME"'

BERTRAND RUSSELL—ONE OF THE CENTURY'S GREAT PHILOSOPHERS
DISCUSSES “‘CONFLICTING IDEOLOGIES OF EAST AND WEST"”

PABLO PICASSO—THE WORLD'S FOREMOST LIVING ARTIST PUTS FORTH
A CREDO FOR CREATIVITY—“THE WISDOM OF PAELO PICASSO”

P. G. WODEHOUSE—-THE FAMOUS HUMORIST HILARIOUSLY HOUNDS A
HALLOWED BRITISH INSTITUTION—*“FOX HUNTING—WHO NEEDS IT?"”

HUGH M. HEFNER—THE EDITOR-PUBLISHER CONTINUES TO SPEAK HIS
MIND ON HYPOCRISY IN SOCIETY—*“THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY"

RAY BRADBURY-—-OEDIPUS, ARRESTED DEVELOPMENT, AND THE MA-
LEVOLENT AFTERMATH OF A HALLOWEEN PARTY—“HEAVY-SET"

BUDD SCHULBERG—A CANNY RINGSIDER OFFERS AN UNSENTIMENTAL
EULOGY TO A MORIBUND SPORT—**THE DEATH OF BOXING”

VANCE PACKARD—-THE AUTHOR OF "THE PYRAMID CLIMBERS" EXPLAINS
WHY HE WOULDN'T QUALIFY AS A CORPORATE EXECUTIVE—*'ON BEING
A MANAGERIAL MISFIT"

FREDERIC MORTON—-ABOUT A CHILDLIKE WOOD CARVER'S BETRAYAL
BY A WORLD HE NEVER MADE—*THE HOMECOMING"

WILLIAM IVERSEN—_TRACING THE ART OF RAISING THE GLASS ON HIGH
—*A SHORT HISTORY OF TOASTS AND TOASTING"

WOLF MANKOWITZ—-A CAUTIONARY TALE ABOUT DESTRUCTIVE
MASCULINE SUBMISSION—*“THE VERY ACME OF ROMANTIC LOVE"”

LENNY BRUCE—CONTINUING HIS CONTENTIOUS AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL
CATHARSIS—*HOW TO TALK DIRTY AND INFLUENCE PEOPLE"

LARRY SIEGEL—A SATIRIC ROMP THROUGH WORLD WAR | WITH THE
AUTHOR'S FAVORITE FICTIONAL WUNDERKINDER—*“THE BOY ALLIES"”

“THE MAGNIFICENT MARILYN—A PICTORIAL TRIBUTE TO
MARILYN MONROE, “PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE REVIEW’’—A PORT-
FOLIO OF THE PAST DELIGHTFUL DOZEN, “SHEL SILVERSTEIN'S
CARTOON HISTORY OF PLAYBOY,” “THE FESTIVE FONDUE”
AND *“HERE'S HOW,' A COLLECTION OF TOASTS AND TOASTING DRINKS
—BY THOMAS MARIO, ‘“VARGAS GIRLS OF THE TWENTIES,”
“PLAYBOY'S RETROACTIVE NEW YEAR'S RESOLUTIONS,” “PARTY
GAMES," “WORD PLAY" BY ROBERT CAROLA AND A CACHE OF LAST-
MINUTE CHRISTMAS GIFT SUGGESTIONS.

“YOU ONLY LIVE TWICE"”—A BRAND-NEW JAMES BOND NOVEL—BY
IAN FLEMING. “GREAT POSSESSIONS'—A FRESH, OUTRAGEQUSLY
FUNNY NOVEL—BY P. G. WODEHOUSE. *“THE HISTORY OF SEX AND
CENSORSHIP IN CINEMA™ —AN IN-DEPTH ANALYSIS OF THE EROTIC CON-
TENT OF MOVIES OVER THE LAST HALF-CENTURY, BY THE NOTED FILM
CRITIC OF THE “SATURDAY REVIEW"—ARTHUR KNIGHT. “THE PIOUS
PORNOGRAPHERS REVISITED"”—-THE AUTHOR OF THE CLASSIC DIS-
SECTION OF THE JANUS-LIKE WOMEN'S MAGAZINES TAKES A NEW LOOK
AT THE LADIES’ JOURNALS—BY WILLIAM IVERSEN. ‘““UNCLE SHEL-
BY'S GAME BOOK"-OUR BETE NOIRE OF THE ALPHABET BOOKS
TURNS HIS ATTENTIONS TO FREE PLAY NOT QUITE ACCORDING TO
HOYLE—BY SHEL SILVERSTEIN. A RIBALD PICTORIAL PARODY STARRING
PETER SELLERS AND PLAYBOY PHOTO FEATURES ON MAMIE VAN
DOREN, STELLA STEVENS AND URSULA ANDRESS. PLUS THE LATEST
AND BEST WORKS OF THE MOST PRESTIGIOUS GROUP OF WRITERS, ART:
ISTS AND AUTHORITIES TO APPEAR IN THE PAGES OF ANY MAGAZINE IN
AMERICA TODAY, INCLUDING SOMERSET MAUGHAM, HENRY MILLER,
INGMAR BERGMAN, RAYMOND CHANDLER, ARTHUR C. CLARKE,
PAT FRANK, HERBERT GOLD, JOHN KEATS, FREDERIC MOR-
TON, KEN W. PURDY, FREDERIK POHL, RAY RUSSELL, VANCE
BOURJAILY, J. PAUL GETTY, THEODORE STURGEON, RAY
BERADBURY, BUDD SCHULBERG, IRWIN SHAW AND MANY MORE.

THE PLAYBOY PARODY-THE MOST FUN-FILLED ISSUE
WE'VE EVER PRODUCED.
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On your trifp to England, look in on the Cheshive Cheese. There you'll find Canadian Club,* The Best In The House"™ in 87 lands.

“The Cheshire Cheese,’in London, welcomes you
with history, beefsteak pie and Canadian Club

Nestled in Fleet Street, this 296-year-old
inn, erstwhile haunt of Dickens, Johnson
and Boswell, attracts the literati of today’s

“There is nothing which has yet been con-
trived by man by which so much happi-
ness is produced as by a good tavern or
imnn,” wirote Dr. _‘{JII]IM m o Boswell. Those
who know the Cheshive Cheese agree.

To this very day, the aumosphere is rev-
crently English, the conversation literate,

and the Canadian Club at the ready.

Why this whisky’s universal popularity?
It has the lightness of Scoteh and the
smooth satstaction of Bourbon. No other
whisky tastes quite like it. You can stay
with it all evenimg —in short ones helore
dinner, in all ones after. Ty Canadian
Club—the world's lightest whasky.

IWherever you go. . theve it 1y!

world. Here you will find pie in summer,
pudding in winter, and, to your added
delight, Canadian Club all the year round.




INTRODUCING THE DEPENDABLES FOR '64

So will you

Some cars simply have it from the start. This one did. The 64 Dodge.  too. With engines that are a little larger than usual in the low-price
One look tells you our stylists fashioned it with loving care. Inside as  field. So you get an extra helping of action without paying extra for it.

well as outside. The interiors, for example, show an unusual concern Then we priced it all with good old cars “F'"" and “C".
for your good taste. They're colorful and durable. The seats show the As you can see, we've had a lot of fun with this one. But we're quite
same concern for your comfort. They're chair-high. serious in our desire to please you. So is your Dodge Dealer. See him

And that’s only a start. Our engineers had a strong hand in thisone,  and get in on your fair share of the fun. In a new 1964 Dodge.

64 Dodge

— f‘ CHRYSLER

A MOTORS CORPORATION
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