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Vodka 80 Proof. Dist. from 100 % Grain. Gilbey's Dist. London Dry Gin. 90 Proof. 100% Grain Neutral Spirits. W& A. Gilbey, Ltd., Cin.. 0. Distr.by Nat'l Dist. Prod. Co.

The people who made vodka smart have now made Gilbey’s
the smart vodka. They have found it imparts delightful

spirit while it brings delicious smoothness to every vodka drink.
This real difference is why Gilbey's Vodka is being asked

for more and more. You'll find i€'s sensibly priced, too.

VODK A COLLINS — fresh lemon juice. 1'e ozs.
Gilhey's Vodka. teaspoon of powdered sugar if
desired sweet. Shake vigorously with cracked
ice. Strain into tall. chilled glass. Fill with club
soda. Garnish with lemon slice and cherry.

by the makers of Gilbey’s Gin




P I- AY B I I- l- OFFERING PORTENTS of midsummer pleasure, along

with a handsome AC Cobra and matching charmer
on this issue's cover, is our symbolic Rabbit, firmly in the driver's seat.
And so, symbolically, is Stirling Moss, as revealed by Ken W. Purdy in
his prescient, probing study of England’s Favorite Son. It is only now,
with his announced retivement from racing, that the entire career of Moss
may be measured against those ageless British standards of courage, dog-
gedness and esprit that make an Englishman a national hero. It was
this assessment for rLAYBOY, says Purdy, that gave risc to his forthcoming
biography of Moss, All but My Life, to be published by E. P. Dutton
this fall.

Another racing-car driver, although he's not best-known for that
skill, is J. Paul Geuwy, our Consulting Editor on Business and Finance,
who last year roared his Lotus around England’s Goodwood course to
cclebrate his entrance into the British motor-oil market. This month, in
The Imp of the Impossible, Getty discusses why the ability to discriminate
between lolty goals and those that are unatainable is an essential exceu-
tive attribute.,

When an automobile and the impossible collide, the result is Car on
the Mountain, a short story by rraveoy regular T. K. Brown III. The
car is a 1948 Cadillac which its new owner, a Mexican peasant, can’t
possibly drive. His solution to the problem, as you'll see, provides a fitting
climax — both for the story and its hero.

In Naked Nude, this month’s lead fiction by Bernard Malamud, an
artist imprisoned in a Roman bagnio struggles 1o resolve the conflict be-
tween his love for a masterpiece and his emotional involvement with his
own work — a quandary that could cost him his life, An associate professor
of English at Bennington, Malamud is the author of four novels, includ-
ing The Magic Barrel, winner of the 1959 National Book Award for
fiction. Like the hero of Nude, he too spent a year in Rome, but not, he
asserts, in the same sort of involuntary lodgings. His latest work, a collec-
tion of short stories entitled Idiots First, will be published by Farrar, Straus
and Cudahy in October.

The mual psychological captivity of the victims and perpetrators of
totalitarianism underlies the satire of Poland’s Slawomir Mrozek's Four
Fateful Fables for Today, whimsically inventive parables to be included in
his book, The Elephani, coming from Grove Press this fall. Acceptance of
Mrozek's wryly grim fairy tales in his native Poland (he has been awarded
the Polish State Cultwral Review's annual literary prize) is heartening
proof that art may be areated and achieve recognition even in the most
restrictive surroundings,

Completing our August harvest of fiction, Herbert Gold is at his ironic
best portraying an unhappy housewife who evolves her own devious ways
1o get letters from the man of her dveams in The Only Pure Love. Gold's
Latest novel, Salt (which crvstallized Irom a series of short stories that first
appeared in rLavBOY), has gone into a sweer third printing. First Person
Singular, his collection ol essays by leading novelists, will be published by
Dial later this summer.

Shel Silverstein, our wandering pen pal, wrns up this month with
graphic mementos of his sojourn in a nudist camp. OIF the drawing board,
he recently channeled his ofibeat originality into some very Inside Folk
Songs (sample title: “Never Bite a Marvied Woman on the Thigh™) on a
new Atdantic LP. After wailing a few ol his creations on Johnny Carson's
popular Tonight show. the totally-tanned Silverstein suddenly discovered
that strangers were beginning to recognize him on the strect—even with
his clothes on.

While soaking up the summer sun, you'll find much more to absorh
in this month’s rravsoy: To add to the warm-weather pleasures of modern
urban living, we present Playboy’s Patio-Tervace, designed by Chicazo archi-
tectural illustrator Humen "Fan, who also did the renderings for The Playboy
Town House (May 1962). In Part Nine of The Playboy Philosophy, Editor-
Publisher Hugh M. Hefner examines the causal interconnection of relisious
suppression ol sex, the antisexual aspects of medieval “romantic” love, and
the wave of witch hunts that swept all Europe. As in July, Philosophy is
preceded by The Playboy Forum, a continuing dialog between pLavsoy and
its readers concerning issues raised by our editorial series. The conclusion
of The Playboy Panel: 1981 and Beyond presents a penetrating explovation
ol the future by it dozen of the world’s leading science-fiction suthors, each of
whom has already proven his genius for prophecy through past predictions
which have since become realities. One of them, Arthur C. Clarke, calculates
that he lost a helty picce of loot by failing to register patents on a communi-
cations satellite which he detailed in print 13 years before the launching of
Telstar. Stellar in a more terrestrial sense is our African Queen. Gillian
Tanner, most popular of The Girls of Africa (rLAYBOY, April 1963), fea-
tured in a five-page photographic encore herein in response to reader raves.
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THE ROOT OF X
Regarding your feawure: Playboy Imier-
view: Malcolm X, 1 certainly agree with
you that “knowledge and awareness” are
necessary clements of a democratic so-
ciety. Further, your interview is the first
that 1 have seen with a leading Black
Muslim. Since 1 feel that freedom of
expression is basic to understanding the
racial problem, I think that every affected
and concerned group should be given the
opportunity to express its point ol view.
James Meredith
University of Mississippi
Oxford, Mississippi

I read vour interview of Malcolm X
with only the passive interest one tenders
a nut. Since reading the article, however,
I have had the memorable experience of
hearing Malcolm X speak. And speak he
does. Fanatic or not, this man is very
impressive, and T am afraid that perhaps
those who have never seen him cannot
fully appreciate his dyniumic magnetism.

Many of his claims are exaggerated and
even ridiculous, but at the same time,
much ol what he says is painfully true.
The American Negro is dissatished, and
rightfully so. I fear that he might be an
all-too-willing recipient of what the Black
Muslims are offering,.

Malcolm X is deadly serious, and his
plan is not without precedent. National-
ism is a very strong emotion. Coupled
with a mystical religion and guided by
such a strong personality, it is a move-
ment of staggering potential.

The Muslims are evidence that, in
spite of his “concern,” the average Ameri-
can is not making noticeable progress
toward racial equality. He must shake off
his complacency, his condescension. The
present generation scems incapable of
revising its concepts, but I hope its blun-
dering has struck sense into the younger
generation. It is up to us. I hope we
won't be too late.

Jon Hammersherg
University of North Carolina
Chapel Hill, North Carolina

The Playboy Inferview with Malcolm
X (May 1963) reasserts the high quality
ol your magazine. I am doubly happy that
rravsoy did not attempt to slug it out

with Malcolm X. The very nature of the
Black Muslim's point of view shatters
and undermines his position. To relate
café aw lait and white bread to the
Caucasian race is actually funny. No
oftense intended, but how would Mal
approach the dark spots on the human
tongue caused by the bubonic plaguc?
Enough. In my anger, 1 find mysell sink-
ing to his level.

James C. Levie
Kings PPoint, New York

Your annual $1000 award for the best
fiction to appear in PLAYROY can now be
presented for 1963. No one could pos-
sibly top Malcolm X.

Lanny R. Middings
Beverly Hills, California

After reading the interview with Mal-
colm X, it is clear to me that he is
certainly not a man to be ignored. There
is an ever-burgeoning possibility that
there may be a full-scale war between the
white and black races.

1 went to school for three years in the
South and have a fairly good idea of how
popular Malcolm X' philosophy would
be, once publicized down there. There is
a large number of rightly discontented
colored people in this country who would
follow him. To most, the possibility of
gaining their freedom would be all the in-
ducement necessary. So watch it — Arma-
geddon s just around the corner.

Jeftrey B. Barr
New York, New York

Malcolm X has cloquently stated the
case for the Black Muslims and also for
many “sympathetic” Negroes who do not
hold formal membership in the move-
ment. As a college student and social type
(the New Negro), 1 think I speak for a
large segment of my dark-hued brethren
when I state that we are “sympathetic”
with many of the basic tenets expounded
by Mr. Elijah Muhammad, while avoid-
ing some of the distastelul extremes, i.e.,
obtaining several states.

Charles N. Storey
Chicago, Illinois

T was among reporters who interviewed
Malcolm X in Los Angeles last year just
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GOOD READING THIS

584. CARAVANS
by JAMES A. MICH-
ENER. (Publisher’s
retall price $5.95)

547.

THE REIVERS by
WILLIAM FAULKNER. (Pub-
s retail price $4.95)

523. THE GUNS OF
AUGUST by BARBARA W.
TUCHMAN, Illustrared

STEINBECK
b Trawds
with
(‘ fl{ll'h'i

553. TRAVELS
WITH CHARLEY by
JOHN STEINBECK
{Publisher’s retail
price $4.95)

567, THE SAND
PEBBLES by RICH-
ARD MCKENNA
{Publisher's retail
price $3.95)

431. THE RISE AND
FALL OF THETHIRD
REICH /y wiLLlAM
L. SHIRER. (Publ.
retail price 510)
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582. THE ORDEAL
OF POWER &y EM-
MET JOMN HUGHES
(Publisher's retail
price $5.95)

IN A SHORT TRIAL MEMBERSHIP YOU MAY HAVE

ANY THREE

FOR $] EACH

IF YOU AGREE TO BUY THREE AODITIONAL BOOKS FROM THE CLUB DURING THE NEXT YEAR
«++« AT THE MEMBERS’ PRICES, WHICH AVERAGE 209, BELOW THE PUBLISHERS' RETAIL PRICES

585. THE GREAT
HUNGER iy CrCIL
WOODHAM-S5MITH
Hlustrated.  (Publ.
retail  price  $6.95)

(Publ. retail price $6.95)

570.INTHE CLEAR-
ING by RORFRT
mrost. (Publisher's
retatl price $4)

o
; -

L Bruce Catton

502. THE COMING
FURY 3 BRUCE
CATTON. Maps
(Publisher’s retail
price $7.50)

| LIFE OF

|DENIS# |
OVICH

571. THE THIN RED
LINE /iy JAMES JONES
(Publisher's retail
price $5.95)

559. YOUNG-
BLOOD HAWKE Fy
HERMAN WOUK
(Publisher's rerail
pricc £7.95)

574. ONE DAY IN
THE LIFE OF IVAN
DENISOVICH by
ALEXANDER SOL-
ZHENITSYN. (Publ.
retail price $3.95)

493. SINCLAIR 4B6. THE WINTER
LEWIS /)y MARK
sCHORER. Illus,
(Publisher's retail

price 510)

TENT 5y JOMN STEIN-
BECK. (Publisher’s
retail price $4.50)

194. THE LONGEST
DAY /y CORNELIUS
RYAN. Tlustrated
(Publisher’s retail
price $1.93)

189. THE NEW OX-
FORD BOOK OF
ENGLISH VERSE
(Publisher’s retail
price $7.30)

494. GILT-EDGED
BONDS by 1AM
FLEMING.
retail  price .Sl‘)SJ

OF OUR DISCON-

448. ABRAHAM
LINCOLN: The
Prairie Years AND

The Wor Years by

CARL SANDBUKRG. 1-
vol. ed. Hlus. (Publ.
retl price $7.50)

540. THE ROTH-
S5CHILDS by FRED-
ERIC MoORTON. Il
lustrated.  (Publ.
retail price $5.95)

443. THE DECLINE
AND FALL OF THE
ROMAN EMPIRE /iy
EDWARD GIBBON. 1-
vol. abridgment by
D. M. Low. (Publ
retail price $8)

Pﬂli[ﬂl

SHIP
OF FOOLS

539. SHIP OF
FOOLS /¥ KATHER-
INE AMNNE FORTER
(Publisher's retail
price $6.50;

467. THE MAKING
OF THE PRESIDENT
—1960 by THEO-
DORE H. WHITE
(Publisher's retail
price $6.95)

ELEANOR
IROOSH’HI

541. THE AUTO-
BIOGRAFHY OF
ELEANOR ROOSE-
VELT Huserated
(Publisher's retail
price $6.95)

463. THE EDGE OF
SADNESS iy EDWIN
O'CONNOR.  (Publ.
retail price $5)

500. THE AGE OF
REASON BEGINS /-y
WILL aned ARIEL DU-
Rant. Ilus, (Publ
retail price $10)

TRVING
STONE

455, THE AGONY
AND THE ECSTASY
by IRVING STONE
(Publisher's retail
price $5.93)

190. THE OXFORD
BOOK OF AMERI-
CAN VERSE (Publ.
retail price $7)

483. PETER FREU-
CHEN'S BOOK OF
THE ESKIMOS II-
lustrated. (Publ.
el price $7.50)

484. TWELVE
SHORT MNOVELS
Selected by THOMAS
B. COSTAIN. (Publ.
retail  price $7.50)

420. THE POLITICS
OF UPHEAVAL by
ARTHUR M. SCHLES-

INGER, JR. (Pub-
Iisher's retall price
3,

472. THE MOST OF
P. G. WODEHOUSE

bj- P. G. WODEHOUSE
(Publisher's retail
prce $6.50)



recommended by the BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB

Your coming vacation is a good time to CATCH UP on your
the short trial subscription offered below will

reading

demonstrate how Club membership will insure you against
continually missing the books you promise yourself to read

563. FAIL-SAFE by
EUGENE BURDICK
and HARVEY WHEEL-
ER. (Publisher’s re-
tail price £4.95)

552. SILENT SPNNG
RACHEL CARSOMN

Iflu\trated (Publ.

retail price $5)

537. THE LAST
PLANTAGENETS Ly
THOMAS B. COSTAIN
Maps. (Publisher's
retal price $5.73)

575.THE TIN DRUM
by GUENTER GRASS
(Publisher's retail
price $6.95)
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572. THE FALL OF
THE DYNASTIES /y
EDMOND TAYLOR
Maps. (Publisher's
reta] price  $6.50)

576. THE WHITE
HOUSE AND ITS
THIRTY-THREE
FAMILIES Iy AMY LA
FOLLETTE JENSEMN
IMustrared.  (Publ.
retail price $12.50)

{Publisher's retail
price 8G)

521. MY LUFE IN
COURT [y Louis
NizeR. (Publisher's
retall price $5.93)

WIERES
ERVBISG

ey

573. WHERE'S
ANNIE? by FILEEN
BAsSING.  (Publish-
er's retail price
$5.935)

435. TO KILL A
MOCKINGBIRD by
HARPER LEE. {Pub-
lishet's retad price
$3.95)

150. STUDIES N
THE PSYCHOLOGY
OF SEX by HAVE-
Ltock ELLIS. 2 vols.
{Publ. retail price
$15) Each vol. $1

550. UHURU by
ROBERT RUARK
{Publisher’s retail
price $5.95)

447 VANITY FAIR:
A Covalcade of the
19208 and 1930s
Tlustrated.  (Publ.
retail price $10)

135. THE COM-
PLETE WORKS OF
O. HENRY 2 vols.
(Fublisher’s retail
price $10)

Each vol. $1

136. THE COM-
PLETE SHERLOCK
HOLMES #y SIR
ARTHUR CONAN
DOYLE. 2 vols.
(Publ. retail price
£7.50) Eoch vel. $1

WAINBTREAMS OF
w:m ART |

424, MAIN-
STREAMS OF
MODERN ART [y
JOHN CANADAY. 1I-
Tustrated. (Publ. re-
tail price £13.50)

581. THE LIVING
SEA by JACQUES-
YVES COUSTEAU
wirlh JAMES DUGAN
lluserated.  ( Pub-
lisher's retail price
£6.50)

555. HORNBLOWER
AND THE HOTSPUR
by C. S. FORESTER
{Publisher's recail
price £4.95)

139. ULYSSES by
JamES Jovce. Un-
abridged. (Publ,
retail price $6)

134. THE COM-
PLETE SHORT

retail  price
$12.50
Each vol. $1

A TRIAL MEMBERSHIP THAT MAKES GOOD SENSE

THE purpose of this suggested trial membership is to dem-
onstrate two things by your own experience: first, that you
can really keep yourself from missing, through oversight or
overbusyness, books you fully intend to read; second, the
advantages of the Club’s unique Book-Dividend system,
through which members can regularly receive valuable and
useful volumes—at a small fraction of their price—simply
by buying books they would buy anyway.

s The three books you choose will be sent immediately
and you will be billed one dollar for each volume (plus post-
age and handling) . For the additional books you agree to buy
you will pay, on the average, 20% less than the publishers’
retail prices (plus mailing expense). For example, the mem-
bers® price for The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich (pub-
lisher’s retail price $10), is only $5.95—a saving in this case
of over 40%.

> During this trial and thereafter, if you continue,
you will receive, with cvery Club choice you buy, a Book-
Dividend Certificate. Each certificate, together with a nominal
sum—usually $1.00——can be redeemed for a valuable Book-
Dividend which you may choose from a catalog of more than
a hundred library volumes whose publishers’ retail prices
average over $7.00. This is probably the most economical
means of building a well-rounded personal library ever de-
vised. Since the inauguration of this Book-Dividend system,
over $280,000,000 worth of books (retail value) has been
earned and received by Club members through this unique
profit-sharing plan.

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. Al43-8

345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y.

Please enroll me as a member o( thp Book-of- the-‘M‘onth Club
and send me the three s I have 1
in boxes below, billing me $1. oo fﬂl’ ench volume. I mzree to
purchase at least three additional monthly Selections—or alter-
nates—during the first year I am a8 member. The price will never
be more than the publisher's price, and freguently less. I have
the right to enncel my membershin any time nfter buylng these
three books. During the trinl nnd thereafter, i I continue, I am
to receive & Book-Dividend Certificate with every Eelectlon—or
alternnte—I buy. Each certificate, tozether with a nominnl sum
—usually $1.00—can be redeemed for 8 Book-Dividend which 1
may choose from & wide varlety nlways avallable. PLEASE NOTE:
Occaslonally the Club will offer two or more ks together at o
special combined price. (Such purchnses are nted ns a single

cou
book in mlﬂlllng the mmbers ip oblization.} A small charge Is

added toall book s to cover j

and maling expenses.

INDICATE BY NUMBER IN BOXES BELOW
THE THREE BOOKS YOU WANT

T
LSS (Please print plainlyd

Address

Selectbons and allernates for members  are  wsunlly
wpriced slightly hlgher and are ~|II|1|1 d from Toronto dufy free.

The trademerks OF.THE-MONTH CLUN and BOOK-DIVIDEXD are regias
tered by Hook- w‘ the Mﬁnlk Club, Inc,, in the U.S, Potent Ofice aud in Canada,
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L eather’

...the SHOWER SOAP
on a cord, packed in a
redwood box. $2.00.
Paired with ALL-PURPOSE
LOTION, $4.00 (plus 20¢
wx). for the set.

MEM COMPANY, INC.
347 Fifth Avenue, New York

™

GlRLSI WHAT'S IT LIKE
. TOBEABUNNY?
Do Playboy Club Bunnies really
have glamorous jobs, meet celeb-
rities, and make top money?
You'll find all the answers in a
Jree booklet we'll gladly mail to
you. For your copy write: Per-
sonnel Director., Playvboy Clubs
International. Dept. 863, 232 L.
Ohio St., Chicago 11, L., or call
the Bunny Mother at ihe nearest
Plavboy Club.

Club numbers are- CHICAGO, WH 4-3010:
MIAMI, 751-7543: NEW ORLEANS, 523-5001;
NEW YORK, PL 2-3100: PHOENIX, 264-4314;
ST. LOUIS, OL 2-4700.

after the Muslim-police riot here. 1 con-
sider mysell fortunate in mecting Mr. X
because I saw first-hand the hysteria and
hatred in his eyes and heard the non
sequiturs and ugliness in his words. For
those, both black and white, who have
never met Malcolm X, your intervicw
must have been a revelation.
pPLAYBOY depicted Malcolm X exactly
as he is—a [Lanatic dressed in black
Ku Klux Klan robes. You asked exactly
the questions which lay raw Muslim
philosophy —a philosophy which contra-
dicts itsell at every turn. From your inter-
view, it is abundantly clear that this is a
philosophy rabidly anti-everything. It is
even anti-Negro because it preaches to
the Negro violence and hatred — sins for
which gods of almost all [aiths con-
demn men.
Yvonne Patten
Los Angeles, California

As peculiar as the Negro's position is in
this country, as frustrating as it has been
and continues to be in many respects, as
“practical” as seem many ol Malcolm X'
viewpoints to large numbers of both
white and black, let no one be deceived:
we accept the challenges of the present
and future in spite of and because of
the past.

We were not kidnaped [rom our native
land and forced to wear the yoke of
slavery and lynched for the amusement of
some bored and restless [ew and humil-
iated during the time ol war to be given
now “several states here on American
soil.”

We want it all — the concrete and steel
of the big cities, the warm, fertile low-
land of the Mississippi Delta, and the
snow-covered ridges of the Rockies. We
want no less, deserve no less, and will
scttle for no less than an equal share of
the privileges and responsibilities of all
Americans.

Earl B. Robinson
Chicago, Illinois

As a person actively engaged in inte-
grationist activities, [ was both deeply
moved and distressed by the interview
with Malcolm X, published in vour May
1963 issue. My distress was not resent-
ment, however, but the painful recog-
nition that Malcolm X is a man of
intelligence and  conviction, and  not
merely an opportunist rading in hate.

Malcolm X demands our admiration
because he refuses to be accepted as any-
thing but a man; no concessions to neces-
sity, no paticnce, no waiting for the
millennium — he will accept nothing less
than his full rights. And flor this idea
alone, he offers a valuable object lesson,
not only for Negroes, but for all men.

Until recently, the Negro has accepted
whatever happened, but now the Muslim
movement ollers an alternative; and this
alternative may become the most power-

ful weapon of the integrationist move-
ment. At last integrationists have a tool
with which to cope with the inertia of
the average white. We shall point out
loudly and often that, unless the situation
between whites and Negroes improves
drastically, there may be all hell w0
pay later. The Muslim movement has
changed integration from a Negro hope
to a white necessity. And for this reason
alone, may the Muslim movement live a
long and uselul lile.

Don B. Ray, Minister of Music

First Methodist Church

San Fernando, California

FLEMING SWORD
Since I began reading pLAvBoy in

March of 1961, T have found much that
has been piquant, informative and en-
tertaining. So olten has this been the
casc that it's normally my policy to read
PLAYBOY straight through — [rom Play-
bill to Next Month —and 1 enjoy it all
immensely. But this month, well, I con-
fess I osneaked a look at the James Bond
installment first — by far your most cap-
tivating fiction yet!

W. Lawrence Fellman

Dallas, Texas

I am following James Bond’s adventure
with Smirnoffian anticipation. Quite. Just
one thing, though — would vou be good
enough to ask Fleming to soft-pedal the
action? At times it does intrude upon
the list of brand names.

Dick Myers
Stillwater, Oklahoma

EXPATRIATE-ISM
There is no cause for anyone to be

perplexed after having read Amevicans
Go Home, by Leslie A Fiedler. An aver-
age person, like mysell, goes abroad in
order to hind justification for, or to verify
criticism of, the customs of his own
country. All other persons, both below
and above average, go abroad for ob-
viously trivial reasons —such as intel-
lectual snobbery, escape from failure,
and social quanta.

Erskine Caldwell

Rhcem, California

I read Fiedler's new novel after T read
his redaction of it in rravsov. 1 was
tickled pink at his failure to get mad at
me. In fact, it turns out that Fiedler and
I arc in the same boat, or rather raft. It is
true that some Americans panic quicker
in Europe than others and that there is
hepatitis in all that, but as Fiedler says.
it's only the old cultural jaundice that
attacks us writers. Right now I am strain-
ing at the leash 1o go to Europe, if only
to yell, “Come back to the ralt, Leslie,
honev!™

Karl Shapiro, Department of English

University ol Nebraska

Lincoln, Nebraska



The Honda’s a doll. Push the
button and you're in business, with
never a complaint from her willing
4-stroke 50cc OHV engine.

At 45 mph vou're riding on silk.

The biggest draw is her figure —
a trim $245 plus the customary
set-up charge. She doesn’t gulp
gas. Just sips it —225 miles to a

LUCKY DOG

gallon. She has 3-speed transmis-
sion, automatic clutch, dual cam-
type brakes on both wheels. Even
an optional electric starter.

Now you know why so many
guys like running around with a
Honda. Lots of fun for very little
money. A real swinger.

Lucky dog.

- For address of your nearest
dealer or other information, write:
American Honda Motor Co., Inc.,
Department E, 100 West Alondra,
Gardena, California.

HONDA

World’s biggest seller!

O 1963 AMERICAN HONDA MOTOR CO.. INC.
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Sole Distributors: Colonia, inc., 41 East 42nd St., New York 17, N.Y.

Beau Brummell 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 leaves no cloying after-
scent. 4711 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.

GROVE-Y

I'd like to comment on the excellent
fiction by Walt Grove in your May 1963
issue. I know that writers like to make it
on their own names, as I'm sure Mr.
Grove will, but do we have in him
another contemporary author like -
Salinger?

The reason that The Tie that Binds
impresses me so is that 1 have a very close
fricnd in a prep school in that general
vicinity of New England, and from what
he relates to me of his personal experi-
ences and those of his friends, Mr. Grove
has hit the nail on its proverbial head.
Congratulations are in order.

Jon M. Westherg
Fairleigh Dickinson University
Rutherford, New Jersey

All right. All rigcht. What's with that
s.0.b. who wrote The Tie that Binds, in
your May issue? I took his sound advice
and flatly asked five girls in a row — no
luck! However, I was promptly thrown
out of school. Obviously, something went
WIong — any suggcstions?

R. B. Cyr
Durham, New Hampshire
Try another school.

LANGUAGE BARRIER
I have delighted myself in looking
at the “juicy” cartoons ol Little Annie
Fanny. There is one thing, though, which
perplexes me: What does “Moftundzallo”
stand for?
Federico Fellini
Rome, Italy
Moffundzallo — my-funds-are-low — il's
an old gag, Signore.

MAX VS. MAXIMUM

I enjoy your magazine, but I think in
one respect you are at present having a
bad effect on the taste of the urban
young man. It is good for him to sec
full-bosomed nudes, but you are running
to nudes that are {oo full-bosomed. That
charming phrase reflects your own taste,
you know, not a universal predilection.
A young girl’s breasts should be firmly
molded, not lush and overripe. I don't
mean to lay down any dogmas about this,
but I do think you might give a thought
to the sculpture of the Greeks — the Ve-
nus of Cyrene, lor instance, which is
just about perfection in the female form.
I get a feeling from some of your recent
Playmates that I have to cultivate my
mother complex rather than my sense
of beauty and adventure.

Max Easuman
New York, New York

Author Eastman evidently prefers the

belles-lettres A and B to C and D.



“From end to end, this set is a
charmer. It will make you rejoice
and it will make moist your eyes
now and then. . . . It is all person
to person to person, heart to heart

to heart.” —JOHN M. CONLY

CONTRIBUTING EDITOR,
High Fidelity Magazine
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Joan Baez

Leon Bibb

The Deller Consort
Jimmy Driftwood

1Courtesy of NCA Victor)

Bob Gibson
Ronnie Gilbert
Cisco Houston
Ewan MacColl

Ed McCurdy
Tom Makem
Alan Mills

John Jacob Niles
Odetta

Pete Seeger

The Weavers
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oME TIME aco, The Classics

Record Library, a Division of
Book-of-the-Month Club, Inc., set
out to assemble a representative
collection of folk music—American
and British — sung by the finest
folk artists of our day. The Van-
guard Recording Society gave us
carte blanche to select the best
performances available from their
wealth of recorded music. In addi-
tion, we were permitted to draw
upon their recorded selections from
the famous Newport Folk Festivals
at which virtually every leading
Jolk singer in America had per-

66 Folk Songs & Ballads

BY AMERICA’S MOST FAMOUS FOLK SINGERS

’ - 3
Sent for ten days’ listening...
WITHOUT OBLIGATION
MONAURAL: $11.95 * STEREOPHONIC: $13.95 (Plus a small mailing charge in each case)

The usual list prices of albums of comparable quality and
content are $19.92 (monaural) and $23.92 (stereophonic)

THE SONGS AND THE SINGERS

TRADITIONAL
BALLADS AND SONGS
OF THE BRITISH ISLES

SUMER IS ICUMEN IN
—THE DELLER CONSORT
HE THAT WILL AN ALEHOUSE KEEP
—THE DELLER CONSORT
LANG-A-GROWING
—EWAN MacCOLL
THE HANGMAN, OR THE MAID
FREED FROM THE GALLOWS
—JOHNJACOE NILES
JOHMN RILEY —ODETTA
WE BE SOLDIERS THREE
—THE DFILER COMNSORT
JOHNNY, | HARDLY KNEW YE
TOM MAKEM
THE WHISTLING GYPSY
—TOM MAKEM
WHEN COCKLE SHELLS TURN
SILVER BELLS —ED McCURDY
GREENSLEEVES
—THE DELLER CONSORT
THE BOLD FISHERMAN

—ED MCCURDY  Goynee A.GON
THE COBBLER'S SONG = Hatur. “:'_uo'z,m
—TOM MAKEM
EDDYSTONE LIGHT —THE WEAVERS ALL THE PRETTY LITTLE Hgﬂﬂﬁin "
N?UlE MORE AUCTION BLOCK FOR
—ODETTA
BRITISH-AMERICAN OLD DAN TUCKER
BALLADS AND SONGS —CISCO HOUSTON
SQUIRREL —LEON BIBB
COME ALL YE FAIR AND WE'RE ALL DODGIN'
TENDER LADIES ~—LEON BIBB —THE WEAVERS
THE FOX —ODETTA  THE STATE OF ARKANSAS
GO FROM MY WINDOW —THE WEAVERS
—RONNIE GLBERT  OLD JOE CLARK
THE GOLDEN VANITY —JIMMY DRIFTWOOD
—RONNE GILBERT  THE UNFORTUNATE MAN
JOHNNY IS GONE FOR A SOLDIER —JIMMY DRIFTWOOD
—RONNIE GILLERT THE OX DRIVER ~—DDETTA
R T SR T

THE STREETS OF LAREDO
—CISCO HOUSTON
AWEIGH, SANTY ANO
THE WEAVERS
GREENLAND WHALE FISHERIES
—THE WEAVERS

THE AMERICAN
TRADITION

EAST VIRGINIA BLUES

~—PETE SEEGER
COTTON-EYED JOE  —LEON BIBB
POOR LOLETTE —LEON BIBB

SPANISH IS A LOVING TONGUE
—RONNIE GILBERT
THE ERIE CANAL —THE WEAVERS
SARO JANE —ODEITA
JOHN HENRY ~DDETTA
VIRGIN MARY HAD ONE SON
—JOAN BAEZ & BOB GIRSON
WAYFARING STRANGER
—BOB GIBSON
HE'S GOT THE WHOLE WORLD IN
HIS HANDS ODETTA

THE BUFF ALO SKINNERS
—CIS00 HOUSTON
GET ALONG, LITTLE DOGIES
~—THE WEAVERS

MODERN MINSTRELSY

ANOTHER MAN DONE GONE
ODETTA
I'M GOING BACK TO THE RED CLAY
COUNTRY —ODETTA
NO MORE CANE ON THE BRAZOS
—ODETTA
DARLIN® -LEON BIBB
I"'VE BEEN DRIVING ON BALD

MOUNTAIN —ODETTA
WATER BOY —ODETTA
JOHN HARDY  —CISCO HOUSTON

RAILROAD BILL —<CiSCO HOUSTON
HOUSE OF THE RISING SUN
—RONNIE GILBERT
EAST TEXAS RED—CISCO HOUSTON
THE CAT CAME BACK
—CISCO HOUSTON
MEET THE JOHNSON BOYS
—THE WEAVERS
TALKING GUITAR BLUES
CISCO HOUSTON
| KNOW AN OLD LADY
—ALAN MILLS
THE FOGGY DEW —ODEITA
THE WRECK OF THE OLD 97
—CISCO HOUSTON
THE SINKING OF THE REUBEN JAMES
—CISCO HOUSTON
FRANKIE AND JOHNNY
——ED MCCURDY
WILD GOOSE GRASSES
—THE WEAVERS
DANVILLE GIRL -CISCO HOUSTON
HARD TRAVELIN'—CISCO HOUSTON
BONNEVILLE DAM
-CISCO HOUSTON

DO RE MI ~—CISCO HOUSTON

— —

A PRACTICAL AND ENJOYABLE EXTRA ...With each album you will
find a handsome brochure containing all the words of the 66 folk songs and ballads.

formed. Such an album had, until
now, seemed impossible of achieve-
ment because of the problems in-
volved in bringing together first-
rank singers from all over the coun-
try. The result is a “charmer,” as
music critic John Conly remarks
above — and it is available only
through The Classics Record Li-
brary. Because the album is not
sold in record stores, the Book-of-
the-Month Club is permitting in-
terested collectors to listen to the
records at home and, if not fully
satisfied, to return them to the Club
within ten days, without charge,

IMPORTANT: This four-record album is offered only by
The Classics Record Library and is not available in sicres

THE CLASSICS RECORD LIBRARY

T43-8

¢/o Book-of-the-Month Club, Inc., 345 Hudson Street, N.Y. 14, N.Y,

Please send me an album of Foux Sornc ann MinsTRELSY in the
regnlar LP (monaural) version and bill me at the special price of
$11.95, plus postage and handling. If I wish I may return the
album within ten days and be under no further obligation.

[J Check here if instead you want the stercoplionic ver-
sion at the special price of $13.95, plus a postage and
handling charge. Same return privilege applies, of course.

MR.
MES.
MISS

Address

FLEASE PRINT

City.




4 out of 5 wear Amblers

Which makes it a practically unanimous victory for Amblers slacks. And— just because girls don’t
wear them, it doesn’t mean they don’t love them. .. on you. They're tautly tailored from a Stevens
blend of Fortrel polyester and cotton. Fortrel helps keep vou looking as fresh in the P.M. as in
the A.M. Take your pick of tapered, Ivy or continental styles; cuffed or un-cuffed, in a variety
of handsome colors. Teen man slacks about $5. Young man’s slacks about $6. At all fine stores.

| Fortrel® is a trademark of F;t:. or Industries, Inc

BIG YANK CORPORATION = 350 Fifth Avenue = N_ Y. 1+ A Subsidiary of Reliance Manufacturing Company




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

hen car cognoscenti gather for some

post-race reminiscing, the conversa-
non often wurns to such hallowed names
ol motordom as the Moon and the
Marmon, the Essex and the Auburn, the
Thomas Flyer and the Wills Sainte
Claire. But what ol the almost-3000 makes
ol American trucks
which met with resounding public ap-
athy toward their charms? The time
has come to salute the losers (and they
eed  exist, however briefly, so  help
us) and o toast some of the be-
nighted knights ol the read. We lilt our
glass, then, 1o such flvers in the face
of cuphony as the Bluffelimber, the
Schlotterback and the Luedinghaus-Es-
penschied. And we have a spot reserved
m our heart for those mishegotten
unage evokers, the Anchor, the D'Olt,
the Duck. the Havoc. the Mock, the
Sphinx and the Staticc. How could we
forget  those victims of man's
verbosity, the Hall Gasoline Trap, the
Plass Motor Sleigh, the Rigs-That-Run,
and  the  Seven-Little-Buflaloes?  And
what about the entomologically inclined
Auto Bug and Bugmobile, or the dia-
metrically opposed philosophies of the
Average  Man's  Runabout and the
Croesus Jr., or that mechanized monu-
ment o a modern-day  Damon  and
Pythias — the  Muwrray-Max  Six?  For
the Cinemascopically attuned we offer
the Ben-Hur and the Robe, and for the
Mad Ave minions, the hard-sell-titled
Fool-Proof and the commuter’s very
own transport, the Club Car. We'll Jet
others argue over the relative merits of
the Fwick and the Wick, but we get
openly maudlin and dewy-orbed when
we conjure up visions ol that splendid
cxample of nominal éclat — the Morris
and Salom Elecurobat.

automobiles  and

CVer

“Elizabeth Taylor's advisors,” reports
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columnist Earl Wilson with an inad-
vertently acid Winchellism in the James-
town, New York, Sun, “suspect some
very shrew publicity manipulations
behind all the stories about her
romances.”

We were taken a bit aback both by
the implication and the outspokenness
of a recent headline in the Anchorage,

Alaska, Daily Times — "QUEER NAMED
LODGE CHIEF” — until we read in the
story below that the newly elected

president of the local American Federa-
tion of Government Employees is a
fellow named Al Quecr.

-

The Realist, Gotham's gadfly in the
face of journalistic convention, recently
offered the following idea “as a public
service” to readers interested in making
a quick commercial killing: Sell two
kinds of lapel buttons reading “jump”
and “pon't jume” to onlookers con-
vened at the scene of would-be suicides
from lofty ledges.

It ok them a few years, but Holly-
wood's hucksters have finally come up
with their own outspoken answer to
subliminal advertising:  lacang  movie
scenarios  with  unabashed commercial
plugs —in  gratitude for which the
pluggees extol the films in question with
a saturation ad campaign.  Among
abundant recent examples: James Cag-
ney portraying the hard-sell manager of

a Coc-Cola botutling plant in Billy
Wilder's One, Two, Three; Karl
Malden beating the drum for Baby

Ruths as a waveling candy salesman
in Gypsy; and Debbie Reynolds’ pam-
pered pooch in My Six Loves holding
out for Red Heart Dog Food. The
release of Danny Kaye's latest flick,
The Man from the Diners’ Club, por-

Fryresprprr
Frepnr
i

tends a blight of brand names not
merely studding scripts but emblazon-
ing the marquees themselves. If these
fears prove founded, future reissues
will undoubtedly include such box-ofhice
favorites as Mogen David and Bath-
sheba, The Chesterfield King and I
How Green Was My Valley of the Grant,
The Maltese Ford Falcon, Days of
Wine and Four Roses, A Man Called
Peter Paul Mounds, The Longest Day-
Glo, Love-Pat Is a Many Splendored
Thing, The Count of Monte Crisco.
and that epic sleeper, Long Day’s Jour-
ney nto Nylol.
.

We were pleasantly reminded of the
rewards of coeducational-college life by
the final paragraph in an otherwise
uninformative account of a local [ashion
show, in the Columbus, Ohio, Booster
“Proceeds from the event,” said the
paper, “help maintain two scholarship
houses at Ohio State University where
some 56 women swudents practice co-
opcerative loving. Tickets are available
at the door.”

Seductive offer from the For Sale col-
umn of The Houston Post: "Revere
Portable rape recorder. New cost $179.50,
sacrifice $140. HO 5-3007 alter 5 poa”

Sign of the times seen in a Manhattan
store window: “GOING OUT OF BUSINESS!
LAST DAY! MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE!"

.

We wonder if Flovd Patterson planned
to condition himself for his return
match with Sonny Liston by resorting
to the same novel training exercise he
employed in preparation for a 1961
title fight with Tom McNeeley. “Pat-
terson,” reported the Aliami Herald be-
fore that bout, “is using a broad slanted

13



PLAYROY

for the
continental touch . . .

THE PLAYBOY ASCOT

And, for other distinctive Playboy
neckwear, try the Playboy Neck Tie or
the Playboy Bow Tie. All are of the
finest silk featuring the same
eye-catching Rabbit design.

Ascot and Bow Tie are available in

olive, gray, red and navy. Regular Playboy
Tie available in red, gray, olive,

brown, navy, wine and black.

Playboy Ascot, $10
Playboy Tie, 35
Playboy Bow Tie, $3.50
All prices postpaid.

Shyll we enclose a gift card in your name?
Send check or money order to:

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS
232 East Ohio Street - Chicago 11, llinois

Playboy Club keyholders may charge
by enclosing key number with order.

For playboys and playmates
at leisure.. ..

THE NEW PLAYBOY SHIRT

The best in casual wear, an impeccably fash-

at a 45-degree angle o swengthen his
hack and leg muscles.”
-

Owr nomination for this vear’'s Meat-
ballwith-Palm-Leal Prize for promoting
international ill will zoes to the unidenti-
fied U. S. official who, as reported in the
Chlicago Sun-Trmes, uttered the following
unlorgettable words of conciliaion dur-
ing an Arab-Isracli border dispute: “The
only way we can hope to get anywhere
is for the principals in this dispute to
get wogether and wlk this thing out in
a good Christian spirit.”

THEATER

In the high-pressure world of musical
comedy, She Loves Me comes as a gentle
nudge. It has no big production num-
bers, no vizematazz. no chorus  girls,
hardly any dancing at all. There are
almost as [ew changes of scene as there
are changes ol season. (Even the latter
are modestly  beguiling. “Look,”  says
one character, as a handiul ol leaves
[alls Trom the eaves. “auwtumn!™) Al
though the book sounds sugary — it was
the creamy center of a Margaret Sulla-
vin movic called The Shop Avound the
Corner — the play is twt enough as here
presented. In a pink-satined parfumerie
in a European city much like Budapese,
Barbara Cook and Danicl Massey (a boy-
ish lookalike for father Raymond) sell
side by side. but are completely occupied
with pen pals whom they have never met
and  address only as Dear Friend. It
doesn’t take o James Bond to deduce that

MOVIES

Marilyn is about Marvilyn. 20th Century-
Fox, lor whom she made most of ha
films. has assembled clips [rom 15 ol
her pictures, beginning with A Ticker
to Towmahawk. in which she had 22nd
billing. to Something's Got to Give, her
last never-completed  starver. The  col-
lection, which runs as long as a Teate
film, shows how the MM “character”
was developed by movie experts through
the years: more importmnt, it shows how
she hersell developed considerable com-
cdic technique and the ability to bel
out a musical number. In their routines
vom Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Jane
Russell, something ol a looker hersell.
simply fades when Marilyn takes over.
The scenes [vom The Seven Year el
show a round-cyed rounded Marilyn who
nmianages to give hot-and-dirty sex a good
name. The saddest Fact is that she looks
her best in the make-up tests for her
last film. I's a pity that nothing is
included  from  The  Asphalt  Jungle.
where her hgure first started traffic. o
vom her finest Glm. Sowme Like 11 Hot
— but these two came [rom other stu
dios. Despite Rock Hudson's appearance
as arvator, Marilyn is well worth seeing
—an  almost-worthy tribute to a miss
who oo soon became a myth.

-

Mondo Cane, an Ttalian documentary.
looks at the world through gross-colored
slisses. Gualticro Jacopetti has searched
the globe Tor the weird and the wirv-out.
aed has mayhemestitched  his findings
into a film whose titde is idiomatic

ioned shirt of luxurious cotton knit. Embroidered
with the distinctive pLAYBOY rabbit.

Available in: white « black « powder blue «
green = lemon « rust » red « brown = blue » gray.
Playboy Shirt: small, medium, large, extra large

Italian lor “lousy world.” Despite an
introductory blurh that states “All the
scenes vou will see in this hilm are truc
and taken only vom lile.” Mondao Cane

Dear Friend is really the dlerk at the next
counter, but for the lovers the knowledge
is two acts in coming. While thev dream,

a fellow clerk schemes. Jack Cassidy, as a
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$6 each, ppd. . - 2 T o

i R shopworn dandv. cads al = .15 not an altogether-honest film. Several

Playmate Shirt: small, medium, large. sho ) dandy, cads about with the B il S i T A

$5 each, ppd. impressionable  Barbara  Baxley, and ©f the segments were o sly [

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? dawdles on the sly with the proprictor’s (Rossano Brazzi - getting s .‘"""“’*
Send check or money order fo: wile. Cassidy will, of course. lose Baxley  vipped ofl by adoring female fans) o
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS but win a litle shop of his own by use of i€ ked up (@ bwrp inserted into the

232 East Ohio Street sound track), but no matter. Care 1o

Chicago 11, IHlincis
Playboy Club keyholders may charge by
enclosing key number with order.

his rakish resources. Baxley will find hap-
piness with an optometrist (by wearing
elasses). And Cook and  Massey  will
finally discover that love by mail leaves
too much to the imagination. Whenever
things start to ger sticky, composers
Sheldon Harnick sud Jerry Bock  (Fio-
rello!y whisk in a lvesh wne. lee Cream
is a double-dip ditty in which the her
oine writes ol her love to her love, but
keeps thinking about the guy at the
shop. Hona is an ironic bit ol romantic
deviltry in which Cassidy is more con-
cerned with posing than proposing. A
Romantic Atmaosphere is a gypsy pacan
to the tryst. The tie song. like the
show, is a buovant burst ol innocence.
At the Eugene O'Neill Theater, 230 West
19th Street.

see New Guinea cannibals brain hun-
dreds ol pigs with clubs, then tear the
animals apart and gobble the slighth
singed meat? Care to see Gurkha soldiers
decapitate young bulls with one stoke
ol the sword? Or Calabrian peasants
lacerate  their legs and run bloodily
bareloot through the sueets on Good
Friday? And all in Techuicoloy! There's
horrific humor, wo. A sequence in o2
Pasadena pet cemetery, complete with
caskets and headstones, is lollowed by a
Formosan restaurant scene where the cus
tomer selects his live puppy and sces it
killed and broiled. Prospective brides Tor
a Polynesian chicl, being fauwened o
him in cages, are followed by hefty Jadies
excrcising at Vie Tanny’s. Also on view



is the painter Yves Klein at work in

Paris — covering nude models with paint

and then, to mood music, directing

them as they press their bodies against

a huge canvas. Thal’s action painting!
-

Director John Huston isn't flying as
high as he was in his days ol Maltese
[alconry, but his latest, The List of Adrien
Messenger, has speed, and would even be
spellbinding if it had a spell to bind. This
alleged suspense story, based on a Philip
MacDonald novel, is one long investiga-
tion by an English investigator: there's
not a real scare in a reel. Adrian’s list con-
tains the names of 11 men, all of whom
have been bumped off. The question is
what they had in common that made
them bumpworthy, and it leads George
C. Scott around London and into the fox-
hunting shires (actually photographed in
Ireland). Huston himsell is a fox-hunt fan
(there's one brief shot of him, mounted
and stufly), and the sequences of riding
to hounds are what keep this picture from
going to the dogs. Scott is respectably
restrained in his role — but why cast an
American as a retired English general
alongside such thoroughbred Britons as
Gladys Cooper, Herbert Marshall. Dana
Wynter, and even clarety old Clive Brook?
Scott simply can’t cut the English mus-
tard. Further flapdoodle involves Tony
Curtis, Kirk Douglas, Burt Lancaster.
Robert Mitchum and Frank Sinatra play-
g bit parts in rubber masks. They look
like five guys in rubber masks.

-

In Celi Me Bwanoe, Bob Hope explores
two vast continents — Afvica and Anita
Ekberg. As in most Hope pictures, the
gags are often foresceable but often fun-
ny. Hope is his customary cowardly sclf in
conditions demanding courage: this time
a fake adventure writer, who has never
left America, is sent by the U. S. to recover
a lost moon-probe missile in dangerous
tervitory. Anita is a Russian undercover
agent sent to wavlay him, which, as far as
the Production Code permits. she does.
Edie Adams has the third lead as a CIA
agent bodyguarding Bob but her come-
dic talents are herein cffectively hidden.
As the story keeps striving  stoutly
to make nonsense, a queer fecling
may soon have you queasy. For all its
space-probe  scenario, the scene is the
Africa of Victorian vaudeville: a jungle
chicl with comical speech and an ugly
daughter he wants to marry off: nonsense
language spoken to natives as il they were
feceble-minded  children:  and  assorted
other patronizings. When Bob gets off the
plane in Africa, the [POVECTS SLart to carry
his bags, and he says, “Not that way! On
the head!™ There's no malice in his meth-
od, but in the context of apartheid, Little
Rock and Birmingham, the auiwdes
underlying this film can make an intelli-

0% WINTHROP

Lira

Designed with en authentic continental fiair
and expertly crafted over an elegent
tapered toe last, the exciting, new Winthrop
LIRA is fashion coordinated with the latest
continental apparel. Exprassed in

lustrous black smooth leather to
complement the new fall

grey epperel fabrics.

Winthrop Shoes from

$10.95 to $19.95.

No wonder the English

keep so cool!
(mix Gordon’s Gin in a tall,
1ced drink-and you will, too!)

he English are not easily fazed, even by _

summer heat. This national talent was /;-A
given a cheerful accompaniment in 1769, ="
when Alexander Gordon introduced
his remarkable gin. The Gordon’s
you drink today harks back to his -
original formula, because one does

¢ %];
not tamper with gin of such dis- {* TLLED | <
- : - DONDRY
tinctive dryness and delicate flavour. <l
Try it soon in a tangy Gin & Tonic or
Tom Collins. You'll see why Gordon’s
is the biggest seller in England,

America and the world.

PRODUCT OF U.S.A. DISTILLED LDNDON DRY GIN. 100% MEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. SO PRDDF.
GORDDN'S DRY GIN CO.. LTD., LINDEN, . J.
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HENRY MANCINI

e |
414, Tricky, tuneful trek

by composer of Breakfast
at Tiffany's, Peter Gunn.

392, Modern jazz colos-
su;l Without A Song, You
llf:mg To Me

AL HIRT|
TRUMPET AND STRINGS
. M Tome Goes By

1 Cried Far Tow-
- Slety) g

427. Fools Rush In, I'll 450. Glowing northern

-ROUND
FOR YEAR-RO
LISTENING PLEASURE

Fun,

Never Smile Agaoin, How epics in breathtoking
Deep Is the Oceanf, etc. new Dynogroove sound!

453. Oscar wirmer, plus
Walk On The Wild Side,
Mutiny On The Bounty.

389. The High ond the 454. Romantic mnulqsm
Mighty, Theme from A the greot tradition, ployed
Summer Ploce, Loura, elc.  with insight and passion.

360. 19446-1950 modern

jozz milestones by combo,
big band. [Reg. L.P. only)

HEY THERE - TOO YOUNG

261. Also Secret Love,
Unchained Melody, more
by the vocal sensation.

101, 16 "takes” from the
band's greatest peripd—
1940-421 (Reg. L.P, anly)

Viadimir
Horowiiz

400. Two Hungarion
Rhopsadres, Volse Oubliee,
etc. (Reg. L.P. only)

STERED
AGTION UNLIMITED!

3 The
Casrading Voives
-t il
Hugo & Lulgi

Ch

HITS
mx'frﬁ

THE SOLRD
FOUR EYES CAN FOLLOW

363, A
showpiece—various
artists. STEREC ONLY.

AMES
BROTHERS

choral 449 IfF 1 Hul:l' You, .ﬁl

You, For You, more. l'he l:me, Side Bv Sndt

TRE BEST OF

LOVE FOR SALE-
THLL TNERE

WiS 1h0-

TNE COMTINENTAL

249. The BEST of the
Ames! Tammy, Unde-
cided, You You You, more.

434. Modern jozz greats
in All the Things You Are,
Out of Nowhere, etc.

431. Yesterdoys, Lido
Rose, Honey Do, Cotton
Condy, others.

AND LOVE
428. Also In The 54l Of 291, Rich Sponish Gypsy 417, The Lord’ sPruyer.Ame

THE LIMELITERS
FOLK MATINEE

AN INTRODUCTORY OFFER

VAV

VAIpY4

and PLAY 4

409, Melodious ballods, 457, New Dynogroove
riotous comedy, lively showpiece! gri-la,
dances from B'way smosh!  Horlem MNocturne, others.

429. Trans-Atlantic rec-
ord breaker! De luxe
presentotian package.

— Still Available: The Original Edition!

373. Hit title tune plus
Let Me Be the One, Happy
Birthdoy Ta Me, etc.

\»

i —
PERRY
CONO

MOOK BIYER

LOLLIPOPS 8ND ROSES
THE SWEETEST SOUNDS
AR

415. My Favorite Things, selections.

The Night, Granoda, Bali moods by the peerless Morig, Trees

Ho'i, 5 more. flamenco guitarist. oﬁmrs. {Rw P. only)

ARTIE SHAW
MOONGLOW
BEGIN THE
BEGUINE
STARDUST
FRENESI]

183. Alsc Tempfotion, 421. Ramantic overture,

Dancing In the Dark, etc. roguishly safirical tone
(Reg. L.P. only)

THE SEA

Debussy LA MER

Ibart PORTS OF CALI
VPHONY ORCHESTR

E“IIIL'.! MUNCH

314. The Glory of

Debussy's “Sea” sploshed

poem in sumptueus sound | in brilliont hi-fi.

| HOW AVAILABLE TO NEW MEMBERS!

957, 957 A, 9575. Now, one of the most beau-
tiful of ol operas in an unforgettable per-
formance by Metropolitan Opera stors. “The
greatest of all recorded Aidas..."—N, Y.
Herald Tribune. 3 Records, Wrile each number

304. Hi-fi spectocular uf 430. Exciting disc debut
colorful Grofé, bombas- of sensolional new inter-
tic Beethoven. natianal ster!

THE TRAPP

FAMILY SINGERS

THE ...

SOUND OF MUSIC

in “pmde space on “"d 270. Dri and Dreams 246. Trapp fomily sings
P with [ y illustrated libretto. ing, Among My Souvenirs, My Fovorite Things, Do-Re-
Serenade in Blue, etc, Mi, more show “qreats.”

951, 9514, 951B.
orchestra of our oge in 50 unforgettable
numbers released for the first lime. Reg.
L.P. only. This 3-record set counts os 3
Enter each number in
P spoce on card.

INCI.I.IDES 16-PAGE
SOUVENIR PHOBRAM

The most popular

I Remember Apnl more.

MUSIC FROM

MR T0ckY

I:DSﬂl ANn B
COMDUCTE

neremy |

220, Best-selling modern 7. Magnificent new re-
jazz olbum from the TV cording of dramatic TV
advenlure series. score by R. Radgers,

346, Lucy with original 258. Romberg's irresist
Broadway cost. Hey Look ible score magnificently
Me Over, more show hits. sung by the late tenor.

Breakfast at Tiffany's
HENRY MANCINI

chmp nd canducted by

HENRY MANCINI

2, The ariginal TV action 343. Won 2 Academy
hit album. All-star Awards—for Best Score,

madern “mood” jorz.  Best Song, (Moon River}!

P - e
Young, Alive
and in Love!

377. Young ond Foolish,
Younger Thon Spring-
ﬁmc, Ilove You, ¥ nrhers

I Beheve
PERRY COMO

358. Songs of all faiths.
Ave Maria, The lord's
Proyer, etc

327, Lilting Strauss
waltzes ond overtures in
true Viennese style,



FROM THE RCA VICTOR RECORD CLUB...

FOORD

MORE FREE for 10 days

DUANE
EDDY

TWANGY GuITAR

WIGH NOON
SECRET LOVE
BAIMAL

423. Hi-lili Hi-lo, love
Me Tender, When | Foll thrilling Prelude and
in Llove, Moon River, etc. Fugues by moster organist.

MY _
JFAVORITE 55
cHOPIN ¥

¥

"

U

382. With voices, steings. 356, First solo recording |
Your Last GohdbyE,-Hgﬂg Includes C-Sharp Minor

Gershwin

RHAPSODY

Arts

. FIEDLER/BOSTDN POPS

ARTUR
RUBINSTEIN - _
GRIEC  #

PIANO |
CONCERTO | +

ORCHESTRA ' §
| CONDUCTED BY  °-.
i AL W
i WALLENSTEIN -
i |

(2

for

370.

(a fraction of

- @ glorious best on RCA Victor Records, the greatest name in home

what it sells for)

only

47 TOUNE ANG WARN
(AND FONDERIUL Pt

426. All the Things You 102, Muskra! Romble,

Are, Don't Blame Me, Tin Roof Blves, Blve Fre=
Thou Swell, mony more. lude; 12 in cll

I]kﬂki;
REESE

SOMEOAY
ILL GET &Y

Choose Regular Hi-Fi or Living Stereo

AKE YOUR CHOICE! Here is music to delight every taste—
Como, Cliburn, Reiner, Rodgers, Atkins, Anka—all at their

entertainment for more than 50 years!

HERE'S ALL YOU DO
Use the postage-free card provided here. Write in the number of - ) p
the record you want for 10c (1o help cover postage and handling), L Srieiost 8roegmay caet | RULLILETS B3

then add the number of the 4 records you want to audition free 408, Hilorious! America’s 214, Also Blue &ies,

for 10 davs, complete the card and mail it. You will receive I¥OClK ibrin necwﬂhii‘s;-ow wn;u— F“‘P’ Gmfsyh lr"h
zer, Critics”. Tony owards. s a fromp, Eers.

NEIL SEDAKA'S
GREATEST HITS

records within a few days, and a Trial Membership in the
Victor Record Club will be reserved in your name. You may keep | GENE AUTR
the four records for just $1.00 (plus a small tage and handling YS
charge) if you accept your membership and agree to buy 5 more | GOLDEN HITS
records at regular Club prices during the coming ycar, Other-
wise, simply return the four records within ten days at our ex-
ense and your membership reservation will ge canceled.
he record you take for 10c is yours to keep in any case.
What Can a Record Club Do for You?
There has never been a better time to see for yourself! Take any
record of your choice for just 10c and 4 more, also your own o

fon s, e T - poin 433. You're The On.yl 432. Also Breoking Up Is
f)g?lz‘irgul‘::ﬁ:il—lgnor gtcﬁgf 10:ddyskChoose page. clisgics; ox Stor In My Blue Heaven, Hord To Do, You Meon

THE DIARY-
H! CAROL-

LITTLE BEVIL-
FAPPY BIRTREAY

IOI"If U '_: Woltz, Polonaise, others.
LET THE COODTINES ROLL]

TIME JAZZ BY

TURKHURPHY =)

\".:
Hia SAN FRAMCISCD JAZ] BARD|

o

Rudgers ard Wammrsicin's
CAROUSEL
Patrice Munsel
Robert Mecril
171 Loved You 490 (%
: You'll Never i ¥

muln-umnmu_‘ wmmu?.rﬁ
e W
379, Wild Mon Blues, Tin 125, June is Busting Out
' arousel

Roof Blues, Sweel Georgia  All Over, Ci Waltz,
Brown, more jozz. other grect show hits.

g Sy
b e 4

Lonely River, 10 more. ing to Me, more.
[SONS OF THE PIONEERS sing

COOL WATER FSTHRpeOE

_“.J : ".r

292, Alo Red River Vol- 416, Just Walkin' In the 383. A dozen country, 424, Hml old You 4. Younger Thon Spring=
ley, The lost Round-Up, Rain, I'm o Fool lo Core, pop, swing, blues ond Llotely Thot | love You, time, Some Enchonted
1; Western gems. I¥'s No Sin, Wild Rose. blue-grass hits. Heaven Help Me, etc. Evening, 13 more hits,

ESMOND BLUE L T

PAUL DESMOND,
Alto Sax, With Strings
MY FUNNY VALENTINE = I
BODY ANO SOUL

| SHOULD CERE }

| CHET ATKINS
| WORKSHOP

THE PICK OF THE COUNTRY
Origmal Hit Versiens
of Country Classics

TE ¢
Bﬂ%gg'%%b

SR
£ /’é e

'

ARNOLD . BRITY
JOHNHIE & JACK
SNOW - LOCHLIN M)
REEVES - WAGONER
DTHERS

AT e

378. Brubeck stor plays 280, Guitar virtuoso
Like Someone In Love, I've  plays Lulloby of Birdlond,
Got You Under My Skin, Marie, Whispering, etc.

MEMBERSHIP MEANS ALL

Right Away you get 4 brand-new RCA
Victor Records of your own choice for far
less than you'd normally pay for just one !

You Enjoy Best-Selling Records by World-
Famous Artists. Club sclections are the
cream of the fabulous RCA Victor catalog.
Exclusive Magazine for Club Members,
You receive Reader’s Digest Music Guide
free every month, filled with fascinating
articles on current sclections, latest re-
leases, and your favorite artists.

Shop at Home, unhurried, relaxed . . . you
sclect only the records vou want, when
you want them.

Expert Guidance. The editors of the Music
Guide help make sure you get the records
that satisfy your musical appetite, records
you'll play over and over again with in-
creasing pleasure.

#putomatic Credit™ is another member-

374. Other great hits by 375. Born To lose, White 413. Bouguet of Roses 950 and 950-A.His first 955 cnd 955-A. Triume
The Browns, Don Gibson, Silver Sands, Complown |{ Arnold), Four Waolls great Cornegie concer! phont encore oppeore
Skeeter Dovis, etc. Roces, The Last Letter, etc. (Reeves), many more. —ua long-time bestseller!  ance! The Click Song, etc,

2-Record set, Write 2-Record seh, Write
both numbers on card. both numbers on

THESE “EXTRAS™” FOR YOU

ship privilege. You pay for your records
after you receive them, while you're
actually enjoying them. Prices are always
shown in your monthly Music Guide—in
most cascs $3.98 per popular disc, $4.98
for classics. $1.00 more in sterco—plus
postage and handling.

Free Dividend Records. After you've
bought five records at regular Club prices,
Fou receive | record of vour choice FREEE
or every two you buy. These Dividend
records arc the same high quality, superb
performances as the records you buy—
and there is no limit 1o the number you
may acquire under this arrangement!

IT vou are like most music lovers, you
are probably buving more records yearly
than the modest number required to fulfill
your membership agreement. Get these
“extras™ and real benefits for yourself
now with the Club’s invitational ofler.

NOW—SURVEY* SHOWS PRICE AND AVAILABILITY
OF COMPARABLE RCA VICTOR RECORDS
The 81 records shown here are typical of the great RCA
Victor selections offered to C Iug members. To find out
how much you might expect to pay for such records, the
independent research firm, Audits & Surveys Company,
Inc., recently shop ten metropolitan arcas across
the United States. The rescarchers checked the prices
actually charged for 20 records offered in recent Club
advertising.
SUMMARY OF RESULTS: The Club member accepting
this offer—only %1 for any 4 rccords shown here—
would pay $10.40 (for Popular hi-fi) to $23.92 (for
Classical stereo) for comparable records covered in the
survey. And ne ether sonrce offered a wider choice than
the Club, of the RCA Victor Records surveyed.

RCA Victor Record Club
¢/ o Reader's Digest Music, Inc., Pl tville, New York
*A survey, by on independent orgonizotion, of prices paid for com-
poroble records will be sent upon request,
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GEM. U. 5. IMPORTERS: VAN MUNCHING & CO., INC., K.Y, K.Y

MPORTED

VAR WURCHING & OO
HER TORK. b .

Six of these handsome Hoineken
glasses for $4. Imported direct
from Holland. Send
check or money order
to Dept. PB, S.M.D.
Company, Box 1380,
New York 17, N_Y.

World’s Finest Lager! oo

You've got the edge . . . with Edgeworth

Watch 'em bet into his high hand! And watch him fill his
pipe with Edgeworth. Consistent winners, men who have
the edge, are apt to choose Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed. Its
winning blend of cool Burleys smokes even cooler with
Edgeworth's exclusive texture. Never a tongue bite. Try it!

THE HOUSE OF EDGEWORTH

Larus & Brother Co., Inc., Richmond, ¥a. Fine Tobacco Products-Since 1877

gent white wince — and do worse o an
intelligent Negro.

Peter Sellers raises comic hell in Heavens
Above! As the Reverend John Smallwood,
he stirs up tiny Orbiston Parva, his new
parish, by taking no vacation [rom his
vocation; he actually lives by his beliels
= which confuses not only his comfly
parishioners but also his archdeacon and
bishop. When a [amily of grifters are
evicted from their campsite by some
greedy land-grabhbers, Smallwood invites
them into the vicarage — clamorous kids
and all. When he converts the lah-de-dah
local patroness ol the church to active
Christianity, she starts giving away the
produce [rom her farms and creates crisis
among the shopkecpers. The perils of
practicing what you preach have long
been a rich mine for irony, and the most
is made here of a man of the cloth who
will not cut it to fit foibles. Sellers — with
glasses, Midlands accent, and weirdo
haircut — has a goodly field day doing
good, and Cecil Parker, George Wood-
bridge and Ian Carmichael, as other
clergymen, score with their clerical errors.
The Boulting brothers, whose Private’s
Progress and I'm Al Right, Jack shalted
the Army and trade unionism, respec-
tively, if not respectfully, are the pro-
ducer-director team who took religion for
this friendly ride.

RECORDINGS

Although the title of Duke Ellington’s
Litest album is Afro-Bossa (Reprise), be
not misled into thinking that he and his
orchestra have been caught up in the
bossa-nova milicu. The Duke and his
minions follow only their own jazz con-
cepts. With the growler, Cootie Williams,
back in the fold, Cat Anderson cloud-
busting, Hodges, Nance and Gonsalves in
fine musical fettle, and the program built
on Strayhorn-Ellington originals, much
more meets the car than Latin ofishoots.

Judy Henske (LElcktra) is at her best
(which is quite good, incidentally) when
she is wailing, be it gospel or gully-low
blues. Miss Henske's too-frequent  at-
tempts at humor, however, are olten fey
and sometimes cphemeral, wasting LP
time which could be put to much better
use if Judy —a belting singer — simply
sang.

-

Little Bird/The Pete Jolly Trio and Friends
(Ava) kicks off with Jolly's hit single and
continues on from there to provide a
fine showcase lor Pete’s crisply inventive
piano. Chuck Bergholer's bass  and
Howard Roberts’ guitar help add luster
to such varied offerings as Toot Toot
Tootsic and Falling in Love with Love.

-



Richter in haly (Angel), was recorded
“live” during a concert tour of the Boot
by Sviatoslav Richter, the Russian who
many consider the supreme piano artist
of this generation. The recording of
Schumann pieces, featuring the Sonata
No. 2 in G minor, lends credence to his
supporters’ claims. Richter is an un-
abashed romantic: his interpretation of
an earlier romantie, Schumann, is defini-
tive. It is, in toto, moving, tender and
impeccable.

Steve & Eydie at the Movies (Columbia) is
an audio orchestra ticket 1o some of our
favorite flick themes. Except for the intro-
ductory bit of special material, To the
Movies We Go, husband Lawrence and
wile Gorm¢ devote their attention to a
full bill of the sound track’s nicest sounds.
The cast includes Gigi, Days of Wine and
Roses, Love Is Herve to Stay (from The
Goldwyn Folliesy and The Second Time
Around (lrom High Time). With Steve
and Eydie in charge, movies are better
than ever.

-

Let us thank the permanence of vinyl
for having Gerry Mulligan '63/The Concert
Jozz Bond (Verve) on hand. The band,
a sometime thing, and a financial non
sequitur in this day and age, is imbued
with a creative lervor and a high polish,
two [acets which normally preclude each
other. Working ofl charts supplied by
Mulligan, Bob Brookmeyer and Gary
McFarland, the band has a fluid drive in
its ensemble efforts, and sparkling solo
stints, highlighted by the ne plus ultra
trumpet flights ol Clark Terry.

-

The Four Freshmen in Person [ Volume 2
(Capitol) is a bit too arch for our taste —
what with snappy repartee, tongue-in-
cheek vocals and whimsical instrumental
stylings peppering both sides of the
record, you can't dig the evergreens for
the corn.

-

4 to Go! (Columbia) brings together
Andr¢ Previn, Shelly Manne, Ray Brown
and Herb Ellis for a session chock-Tull
of compatibility., The boys break things
up performing a quintet of their own
compositions along with standard fare.
Manne and Previn are, ol course, old
musical partners, but Ellis and Brown
were new-lound recording friends. New
or old, everyone gets along [amously.

-

Mavis Rivers Meets Shorty Rogers (Reprisc),
and the pairing proves a salubrious one
with Mavis putting forth some of her
most unfettered efforts to date, as the
Rogers horn ranges behind her. Shorty
fronts an aggregation that shilts from a
brass tentet through two thirds of the
session to a string choir on the remaining
numbers. The set is marked by astutely
chosen material, including a trio of our
favorites, When Sunny Gets Blue; a Cy

you can try
it like his

W1 DE ROLL-ON
DEODORANT FOR MEN

Double your protection with big, wide, man-sized Brake. Brake’s
man-sized roller does twice the job, stroke for stroke, of little
girl-sized roll-ons. Brake with the BIG roller gives the big
protection a big man needs. Next time, buy Mennen BRAKE!

ALSO AVAILAELE IN CANADA
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Tanqueray

is the gin in the
Antique Green Bottle.
English of course.
Uncompromisingly dry.
Engagingly smooth.
Enticingly superior

in Martinis.

G..:""""_"L Distilled English Gin,
Yungueray | Strength: 94.6 proof.

DISTILLED, BOTTLED AND
SHIFPED FROM LDNDON FDR
J.M. McCUNN, INC., N.Y.C.
100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SFIRITS

Ueray

(TANKER-RAY)

For king-size fun seekers, PLAYBOY'S
man-size lighter that's certain to
touch off a party or spark a lively
conversation. Operates with stand-
ard size flint. Black enamel on hand-
polished chrome. pLAYBOY'S impres-
sive bunny adds a sure-fire touch.
6%" high—4%" wide—1%" thick
Handsomely gift boxed.

WHY
HIDE YOUR
LIGHT?

520 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Make check or money order payable to:
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS

232 East Ohio Street Chicago 11, Illingis
Playboy Club keyholders may

charge by enclosing

key number with order.

Coleman—Carolyn Leigh standard, The
Best Is Yet to Come; and By Myself.

Shelley Berman's New Sides (Verve) con-
tains moments of comedic eloquence that
approach anything Shelley has previously
recorded. Two routines alone are enough
to make the LP worthwhile. The first has
Berman phoning a Yellow Page of doc-
tors at 4 AL to get some advice on treat-
ment of a cut hinger; he elicits no more
than aspirins and a hard time from most,
winds up recommending that the laste
doctor he speaks to take care of a bad
cough. The second concerns itsell with a
former patient calling his psychiatrist to
tell him his mind goes blank whenever
the word porcupine is mentioned. The
word is mentioned frequently through-
out the routine, with conversational com-
plications piling one atop the other. Two
other longish monologs —a call to a
finance company about an *“casy loan”
and a call about a lost dog — also contain
a clutch of comic gems.

BOOKS

In The Techniques of Becoming Wealthy
(Prentice-Hall, S10), Richard H. Rush
assures us that “There are no shortages
ol opportunities for financial success in
this country,” but adds, “even with the
greatest opportunity . . . wealth cannot
be created without knowing how.” Rush
thereupon tries to tell us how, drawing
on his own experiences (in real estate,
insurance, and the loan business, to
name a few) and on the experiences of
his friends, the most eminent ol whom
is our own J. Paul Getty. Rush agrees
with Getty's dictum that “the only way
to make a good deal of money is in one’s
own business”— and the launching and
nurturing of such is the book’s ‘main
concern. Among other things, Rush ex-
plains when it is wise to borrow money,
how to buv a concern with little cash,
and how to play the stock minrket with-
out losing one’s shirt. (Daily wrading, he
warns, is strictly lor prolessionals) In
Rush’s ledger, real estate ranks very near
the top, and he steers the reader through
the intricacies ol the field, from depreci-
ation allowances to leasehack. Among
the more esoteric money-making means
covered are forcign investments, com-
modity-market speculation and the care
and feeding ol race horses. For the man
in scarch of millions, the choices seem
practically unlimited — and one of his
first might be this informative treatise,

.

Colin Wilson offers up two new books,
fiction and nonfliction, but it's really
sex of one and half-a-dozen of the other.
The Sex Diary of Gerard Sorme (Dial, $1.95;
is @ stqm'l to Wilson's previous novel,



WHICH CORVAIR MONZA IS THE
BUDGET RENT-A-CAR?
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How do we do it?

Here's how Budget Rent-A-Car
saves you up to 40%

o We do not operate inside airports so
}ve eliminate the costs of concession
ees.

e We do pick you up on arrival, how-
ever, and we're usually 5 minutes
close to airports for fast service,

e We do not pay commissions to travel
agencies, hotels, motels.

o These cost cutting practices mean
our costs are less . . . Therefore your
costs are less. You benefit directly
from our lower daily and lower mile-
age rates.

*EXAMPLE: On a one day rental of a
fine, new Corvair Monza, or other fine
compacts at BUDGET"'S $5 a 24 hour
day and 5¢ a mile, plus gas, driving 50
miles, your total cost (including gaso-

Our costs are less

line) is $8.50 compared to $13.50 at
usual rates...your BUDGET saving:
$5 per day.

If you rent a handsomely equipped
Chevrolet Impala or other standard
size automobiles, at $7 a 24 hour day
and 5¢ a mile, plus gas, driving 50 miles,
your BUDGET bill will be $11 (includ-
ing gasoline) compared to $15 at usual
rates. Your BUDGET savings: §4 a day.

e You are fully insured against bodily
injury, property damage, hability
and collision ($100 deductible) . . .
full collision $1 per day, (standard
with everyone in the industry).

e MAJOR CREDIT CARDS honored
or you can have a BUDGET SYS-
TEM credit card. Write us on your
letterhead.

e BUDGET rents you America's most
wanted new cars.

A FEW VALUABLE FRANCHISES AVAIABLE: For detailed information write: Jules W. Lederer, President,
Budget Rent-A-Car Corp. of America, 35 East Wacker Drive, Chicago 1, lllincis ©1963

BUDGET IN ALL THESE CITIES

COAST-TO-COAST

ﬁRIZONA

FLAGSTAFF
Phone 774-6352
PHDENIX
D'nT'n AL 3-2134
Airport 273-1336

TUCSON

Phone MA 3-9533
CALIFORNIA
LONG BEACH
Phone HE 2-2951
LOS ANGELES
D'nT'n DU 8-0425
Airport OR 1-8225
SAN DIEGO
Phone CY 7-3851
SAN FRANCISCO
D'nT'n PR 6-3588
Rirport JU 3-1191

COLORADO
ASPEN
Phone WA 5-7370

DENVER

D'nT’'n KE 4-1324
Airport 399-0444
PUEBLO

Phone 542-3750
VAIL

Phone Minturn 6111

FLORIDA
COCOA BEACH
Phone 783-7608
JACKSONVILLE
Phone 356-4247

MIAMI

Phone 633-0251
ORLANOO

Phone CH 1-5436

TAMPA
Airport 877-6051
GEORGIA

ATLANTA

D'nl'n 525-4641
Airport 766-4421
HAWAII
HONOLULU
Phone 933-161
KAUAI

Lihue Airport
23-222
ILLINOIS

CHICAGO
D'nT’n CE 6-8975
Rirport 678-0363

JOLIET
Phone 723-6374

PEORIA
Phone 637-8458

INDIANA

FT. WAYNE

Phone 743-8096
INDIANAPOLIS
Phone ME 6-3416
KANSAS
WICHITA

D'aT'n AM 5-8555
Airport AM 5-8555
KENTUCKY
LEXINGTON

Phone 254-9565

LOUISVILLE
Phone 585-5021

LOUISIANA
NEW ORLEANS
Phone 525-9417

MARYLAND
BALTIMORE
Fhone B37-6955

MASSACHUSETTS
BOSTON

D'nT'n HA 6-5893
Airport LO 9-2727
MINNESOTA
MINNEAPOLIS
Phene FE 5-5217
ST. PAUL

Phone 224-3336
MISSOURI
KANSAS CITY
Phone GR 1-5955

ST. Louis
Phone MA 1-6822

NEBRASKA

OMAHA
Phone 348-0455
NEVADA

LAS VEGAS
Phone RE 5-9311

NEW JERSEY

CAMDEN

Phone 365-7988
NEW MEXICO
ALBUQU E

Phone 243-2888
NEW YORK

BUFFALO
Phone TL 3-4906

SYRACUSE
Phone 476-2191
NORTH CAROLINA

CHARLOTTE
Phone 376-0213

OHIO
CINCINNATI
D'nT'n 241-6134
Airport 341-0490

CLEVELAND
D'nT'n 861-6151
Airport 941-6333
COLUMBUS
Phone 228-1058
DA

YTON
Phone 224-1246
OREGON

PORYLAND
D'nT'n CA 2.9123
Airport AL 4-6575

PENNSYLVANIA
ALLENTOWN
Phone 433-0155
PHILADELPHIA
Phone LO-3-9617

PITTSBURGH
Phone 261-3320

RHODE ISLAND
PROVIDENCE
Phone 861-0646

TENNESSEE
KNOXVILLE
0'nT"n 524-8416
Airport 577-8237
MEMPHIS

Phone 527-2622
NASHVILLE
Phone 256-2661
OAK RIDGE
Phone 482-1428

TEXAS

DALLAS

Phone RI 1-6843

EL PASO

D'nT'n 532.4651
Airpert 778-5287

HOUSTON

D'nT"n JA 9-3651
Airport OL 4-5705

UTAH

SALT LAKE CITY
D'nT'n DA 2-5581
Airport DA 2-5583

VIRGINIA

NORFOLK

Phone 622-1377
RICHMOND
D'nT'n 643-6683
Airport 643-6683

ROANOKE

Phone DI 5-1521
WASHINGTON
SEATTLE

Phone MA 2-1962
WASHINGTON, D.C.
Phone FE 8-5185

WEST VIRGINIA
CHARLESTON
Phone 343-4381

WISCONSIN
MILWALKEE
Phane BR 6-1633

PUERTO RICO

Phone AM 3-0505

VANCOUVER

Phone 685-0536
Mew Yorkers or Chica~
gooOns con reserve o
Cor in Budget cilies at
NEW YORK

Phone YU 6-1830

CHICAGO
Phone Fl 6-4835
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Stroke of Genius!

Florida playboys improve jim-dandy formula
-end fuss of mixing 432 Daiquiris!

DAIO — ' +
Tsp. | 6-0z. can Ozs. Sths
1 2 12
4 8 6
9 V2 Y2
18 1 1
54 3 3%
108 ] 6
216 12 13
432 24 26

Our old formula went to 216 Dai-
quiris—which seemed enough in the
old days. But Florida playboys
asked the logical question: suppose
we invite fwice as many people?
So in deference to right-thinking
we publish this enlarged version of

SHAKE OR STIR WITH ICE UNTIL VERY COLD

* Limeade, lemonade or Daiquiri Mix—if fresh fruit is
used, substitute juice of ¥: lime or lemon and 12 tsp.
sugar for each 2 tsp. of concentrate; substitute juice
of 9 limes or lemons and 3 tablespoons sugar for each
can of concentrate. Do not add sugar to concentrate.

(3) muster a Bacardi Daiquiri
Party. Incredibly simple.

Tip: the original Daiquiri was
made with Bacardi — the best still
are. Impress your friends by point-
ing this out. You know — off-
handedly.

the remarkable little formula for
mixing Daiquiris in batches! It is a
masterpiece of clarity: (1) read
down for the number of Daiquiris,
(2) read across for the ingredients,

BACARDI

LEADER FOR 10l YEARS

The pre-electric shave with “wake-up!” Mennen Prop!
Props up your beard for a clean, close shave...and wakes up
your face with a clean, refreshing tingle. Get Mennen Prop. ™

ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA

Ritual in the Dark. In that one,
Sorme had affairs with an aunt, a niece,
and a sadistic homosexual who wanted
Sorme for himself, and carved up seven
women i a fit of frustration. In Sex
Diary, Sorme carries on his carryings-on
with aunt, niece, and an armful of others.
He also gets involved with a bisexual
black magician; Sorme believes that the
secret ol increased human consciousness
lies in the sexual climax, and the neao-
mancer claims he knows how to prolong
it. Friends, he doesn't. Wilson's other
book, The Origins of the Sexuval Impulse
(Putnam, $4.95) is, like all his nonfiction,
an embroidered anthology. It's devoted
to his [avorite thesis of vision through
venery, and it claims to be a work of
existential psychology. It could as rea-
sonably be called a work of anthropo-
logical astronomy or Uncle Colin’s
Dream Book. Wilson burrows in bed-
rooms but doesn’t explain the origins
of the impulse nor provide any rationale
for his thesis. This youthful nongenius
scems to have reached the end of his
grope. It's hard to choose between the
artistic ineptness ol Diary and the May-
fly intellectualism ol Origins. For the
sake of [airness, skip both.

A Sense of Reality (Viking, $3.50), Graham
Greenc's collection of four new stories,
one long and three short, finds the old
illusionist up to some of his old tricks. His
narrators and characters still have the air
of voyagers returning from lost worlds
where not only illusions and reality, but
past and present, childhood and adult-
hood, flesh and spirit merge. The long
story, Under the Garden, is a virtuoso
picce, an claborate exploration ol the
idea that “the Child is [ather of the Man,”
an idea to which Greene has held with a
tenacity matched only by that of Sigmund
Freud. In the last story, A Discovery in
the Woods, he combines the childhood
theme with a device lamiliar to readers ol
science fiction — the present of the story
turns out to be our (uture, the past our
present. It's all done with mirrors—stories
within stories, dreams within dreams. But
ultimately. his effect is achieved by such
detail as the description, in Under the
Garden, of a mythical treasure-trove
which includes “toothpicks of gold, and
swizzle sticks, and little spoons to dig the
wax out ol your cars, ol gold, too, and
cigarette holders . . . and a portrait of a
dancing girl in gold and enamel, with
‘Haidee' inscribed in what I suppose
were rubies.” When Greene's stories don't
work, as sometimes happens, it is because
the patter has become so interesting that
the trick scems superfluous: the mecha-
nism creaks away and we find ourselves
finally confronted with, not the rabbit
emerging from the top hat, but, since
Greene is a religious magician, the god
[rom the machine.
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Each bottle of Rose's has a most savory past.
It begins in the West Indian isle of Dominica,

where limes grow full and succulent. After

they come of age, Rose’s limes are gathered,

sorted, washed and crushed. The juice is

shipped to England and left to settle in huge

oaken vats. Finally it’s blended, filtered,

Only
the Indies
can turn limes
Into Rose’s

VRN LT
< T

: o\tﬂ N
COCKTAM

JUICE 4or3 parta G

I"’-rma Sert®
Ce cov?,

[EIME JUIG
{SWEETENED]
| s

Only Rose’s
canturnginor

vodka into Gimlets

sweetened with pure cane sugar and bottled— no wonder it's famous! / There are all sorts

pure, unique Rose's Lime Juice. / And now
the Gimlet. Sensational. A change of pace

from ordinary cocktails. 4 or 5 parts of your

favorite gin or vodka. 1 part of Rose's. Stir.

Pour over ice in an old fashioned, champagne

or cocktail glass. Stir once more. There,

of other tasteful ways to liven your spirits
with Rose's. Sours, Bloody Marys, Collins,
Tonics, Lagers. For all recipes write:

L. Rose & Co., Ltd., 445 Park Avenue,

New York 22, New York. Rose’s Lime Juice—
best thing on a bar since bitters.
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Most of your comments are under-
standably directed to the cause ol pre-
serving bachelors from gaucheric and
cloying alliances, but the question of
standards affecting the young married set
scems also to need a definitive — or at
least an honest — answer. My bride and
I, now in our carly 30s, have successfully
made our way through the threadbare
postcollege years, and with the kids in
school and a comfortable income assured,
arc beginning to enjoy some leisure and
expand our horizons once again, Herein
lics the problem: one of the girls in our
crowd is a delightful creature with whom
I could enjoy a relationship more per-
sonal than that of a bridge partner, and
the feeling is clearly reciprocated. Simi-
larly, her husband and my wife are
developing an equally sympathetic rap-
port. Lately the four of us have been
talking about a weekend boating trip
together, and the tacit understanding
seems to be that the port and starboard
watches will be subject to an exchange
of personnel for the voyage, isolated
from the prying eyes of those with a
proclivity to gossip. The stumbling block,
of course, is the insistence by so-called
“experts” on marital relations that this
sort ol hanky-panky will rot the moral
fiber, cause ulcers, falling hair, and pre-
sumably, the gout. The illogic of this
position is that the alternative can only
be secret, hasty extramarital flings, with
all the guilt that such dishonesty pro-
duces. We are sophisticated, happily
marricd adults secking an intelligent
answer to what must be a widespread
problem. Don’t you think this is one
area where there is room for a fresh re-
appraisal of standards? Your magazine
scems to be the only source of healthy
thinking on the development of social
and sexual mores under today’s condi-
tions. — S. M., Galveston, Texas.

We seriously doubt that the arrange-
ment you suggest will produce a more
satisfying, healthy and happy marriage.
Wife swapping is not really an “alterna-
tive” to the dishonesty of an illicit affair
~— both are symptomatic of an inadequacy
in the marriage or in one of the mar-
riage pariners. This sort of mixed doubles
may not cause ulcers, falling hair or
the gout, but only the most unemotional
and sophisticated of couples could sail
through such rough, uncharted waters
without any effect on their relationship.
We suggest that you stow the plans for
a switcheroo and concentrate on expand-
ing your horizons — both in and oul of
bed — together, rather than with some
oulside party or pair.

ls it ever proper to wear socks that are

lighter in color than one's suit? — L. J.,
Dallas, Texas.
No.

During the two years that I've been at
Harvard I've read pravsoy [aithfully
and have become both a devotee of
and an expert on living what may be
termed the “playboy life.” Only trouble
is, I'm rapidly losing my hair and am
likely to continue doing so. The embar-
rassment  attendant to  this  situation
makes me ask for advice —or at least
wonder what your advice would be. How
about it: Can one live a rewarding college
social life while in the process of bald-
ing? Can this be accomplished through
some conversational gambit, or through
some attention-distracting or -manipulat-
ing technique? I'll be grateful for what-
ever light you can shed on this problem.
— 8. 8., Cambridge, Massachusetts.

A man’s physical appearance — his face
and stature, as separated from his groom-
ing and the way he dresses, which help
project his personality — is one of the
least-important factors in getting on well
either personally or professionally. What
counts is the inner image that a man
has of himself and how he projects that
tmage to those around him. Premature
baldness will undoubtedly make you ap-
pear older than your years, but this can
actually be turned to your advantage:
The most desirable females these days
seem  to strongly favor older, more-
mature males, so this gives you an added
edge over fellows of your same age, if
you develop the maturity lo go r-dmrg
with your appearance; sim ilarly, in busi-
ness, the opinions of the older-looking
man ave move apt to be listened to and
taken seviously. As the years pass, of
course, the lack of hair will matter less
and less, for a number of your compatri-
ots will join you in the Brynner brigade.
We have known many bald, short and
physically unattvactive men whose man-
ner, style and personality put them head
and shoulders above their contemporar-
ies, who had hair, height and good looks,
but very little else.

I have two questions: Is there a proper
way to open a champagne bottle (I be-
come all thumbs when called upon to
scparate cork from bottle); and must a
towel be wrapped around the bottle in
order to serve it correctly? — W.G., White
Plains, New York,

Opening a champagne bottle is a fairly
simple operalion. First, remove the wire
and foil; hold the cork with one hand, the
bottle with the other. Then (and here's
the gimmick) twist the bottle gently until
the cork comes out with a discreet but

a most
extraordinary

fragrance...
nowin a
new spray mist!

Travels beautifully (unbreakable, spill proof})
4.50 plus tax

CHERISHED AS ONE
OF THE WORLD'S SEVEN

GREAT FRAGRANCES

INTIMATE

BY REVLON
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discernible pop. The towel around the
bottle is parily functional, partly custom.
Years ago, when botiling was not nearly
the science il is today, there was a chance
that the bottle might explode in one’s
hands as one tried lo work the cork oul;
the towel acled as a shield. Today, the
towel’s sole f[unction is fo absorb the
moisture picked up from the ice bucket.

Any opinion on wedding bands for
men? T contend they have a henpecked
air about them; a friend maintains that I
should be proud to wear one — that is, if
I'm happily married. T am, but T still
think a ring on the finger is analogous
to a ring through the nose.—H. K,
South Bend, Indiana.

The wearing of a wedding ring is
largely a matter of personal taste for
the male half of a marriage, but we tend
to share your prejudice and feel that a
gold band on the third finger, left hand
of a man suggests less a happy marriage
than a henpecked hubby, who wears it
to keep out of trouble at, and away from,
home; or clse a guy so egocentric that he
considers himself irresistible to the oppo-
site sex and thinks he needs the wedding
band to fend off other hopeful females.

I have to take exception to your March
Aduvisor answer, re the Danish airline
stewardess who smoked a cigar. It is a
pleasure to behold a woman who is an
individual and who docsn’t give a damn
about silly female convention. She de-
serves a pat on the back. Her friend may
not know it, but he is indeed a fortunate
fellow.— M. L., Beverly Hills, Calhifornia.

We admit we were a mite hasty and
all-inclusive in our answer. We don’t dig
distaff cigar-smoking when it is merely
an affectation or attention-getler. Bul
since the female in question smoked ci-
gars as a natural part of her ethnic
background and upbringing, and since
the cigar’s size and shape weren't gro-
tesquely unfeminine, we'll have to amend
our previous appraisal and concede that
the Danish stewardess was only doing
what came naturally.

ks there really any wash-and-wear suit
fabric that can be worn alter washing
without touch-up ironing? The suits I've
had have been fairly passable, but cer-
tainly not perfect, after drving. — R. L.,
New Orleans, Louisiana.

All wash-and-wear suits require some
touch-up ivoning if they ave to be wrinkle-
free. However, the big plus of a wash-
and-wear suit is in the wearing — that is,
in ils resistance lo wrinkling and the
ability of trousers to hold a crease in hot,
humid weather. But if you want your
suil to be as smooth as your approach,

28 you'd better press on regardless.

Wi speed records in everything from
jets to footracing falling like matchsticks
these days, my curiosity has been piqued
as to who and what hold the world's
land-speed record? I wouldn't be sur-
prised if racing cars were approaching
the speed of sound by now. —S. M., New
Orleans, Louisiana.

Actually, the world’s land-speed record
has remained unbroken for over 15 years.
Back in 1947, John Cobb streaked across
Utah's Bonneville Salt Flats in the Rail-
ton Special streamliner to cover the mile
distance at a speed of 393.8 miles per
hour (average speed over a two-way run).
Mickey Thompson managed to hit 106.6
miles per hour in 1960 al the Flats, but
his Challenger I broke down before
Mickey could make his vetwrn run, so
his clocking could not be recognized
officially. They've still got a far piece to
go, however, before they reach the sound
barrier—741.8 miles per hour at sea level.

SOmc time ago you helped a reader
who asked for a list of recordings that
would come in handy on an evening
when the lights were low and he and his
date were alone. The list was a good one,
but largely in the popular vein. I am in
that same situation, only this chick digs
classical music. Would it be too much
trouble for you to make up a list of
“sexy classical selections”? Sinatra doesn't
move her, but Chopin might. — B. M.,
Brooklyn, New York.

These masters should help you strike
a responsive note with your highbrow
belle: Chopin’s “Les Sylphides,” Ravel's
“Daphnis et Chloé” (or his morve pat
“Boléro”), Respight’s “The Fountains of
Rome,” Beethoven’s “Violin Concerto,”
and Tchatkouvsky’s “Romeo and Juliet.”

The girl with whom I am currently
engaged (physically, that is) insists on
being in complete charge whenever we
become intimate. The first time we
dated, I was rewarded with an unbut-
toned blouse (not of my doing) after
only a few kisses. But on the next date,
when I went for the buttons, 1 was set
back with a stern: “If you want me un-
dressed, I'll do it myself.” Is she suffering
from some psychological disorder or is
she simply overly helpful? Any sugges-
tions? — B. W., Des Moines, lowa.

If her dominating attitude makes you
uncomfortable it might be well for you
lo zip out of the relationship. Sex, at its
best, should be spontancous —with no
“rules” inhibiting either partner. If
your girl’s desire to lake the lead shows
up in other ways as well, chances are her
psyche vequires her to undo her beaux
as well as her bullons.

A friend of mine claims that something
called “Napoleon” brandy is the best in
the world. I claim there really is no such
thing, that the term “Napoleon™ brandy
was made up by an advertising agency
and that it is not generic. Who's righe?
— R. T., Dallas, Texas.

You're partially right. The phrase
“The Brandy of Napoleon” is registered
with the United States Patent Office by
Courvoisier for its cognac. One of the
early Courvoisier clan served in the
French Army under Napoleon, and it
was through him that Bonaparte became
a Courvoisier fancier, thus giving the
firm the right to use the phrase. A re-
currenl myth to the effect that brandy
bottled in Napoleon’s time is still avail-
able is just that. There may be a bottle
or two tucked away in some forgotten
corner of a wine cellar but you wouldn’t
want to drink i, because chances are air
would have sceped past the age-shriveled
cork. And, of course, the amount of time
a brandy spends in the botile will en-
hance its flavor not onc whit; it's the
time in the cask that counts.

Past what length does a man's ciga-
rette holder become affected-looking? —
M. M., San Francisco, California.

Four inches.

Pcase forgive what I fear may be a
dreadful intrusion into the private mas-
culinity of vour magazine. But I have a
problem that (alas) no woman’s magazine
would dare answer. My problem is simply
that I was [oolish enough never to have
been anyone’s playmate until my hus-
band and T were married, and now 1
feel the lack of experience is woefully
apparent. Could you please help me? —
L. R, Albuquerque, New Mexico.

Hell no—your husband might walk
in! But he can — and should — help you
by (1) being patient, and (2) buying any
one of several good books on the subject
of sexual technique. (Among them: “The
Marriage Art” by Dr. John E. FEichen-
laub; “The Art of Love” by Dr. W. F.
Robie; “The Art and Science of Love™ by
Dr. Albert Ellis; “Sex: Methods and
Manners” by Louis Berg and Robert
Street; and Havelock Ellis™ classic, “The
Dance of Life.”’)

All reasonable questions — from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquetle
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago 11, Hlinois. The most
provocative, pertinent queries will be
presented on these pages each month.



Music to set the mood for playhoys and their playmates
on 12°@Z=p Long Play Hi-Fi Albums
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Choose any 3 Albums
Py only 97¢

when you become a trial member of the Capitol Record Club and agree
to buy only six future selections, from the several hundred available
Capitol and Angel Albums to be offered you, during the next 12 months.
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How Aboul Me, more. Over, B other speciols. able” — Down Bsal. § more gosers. ¥ more of her best. Cheatin’ Heart, § more. Billy Moy strings. Glorious Kingdom, etc.

.ucne GLEASOM " v GEORGE Nancy Wilson |
u SELL Cannonball Adderley
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ANNA

MOZART

ARIAS

12-50_ JACKIE GLEASOM.
APHRODISIA. Originols
for lovers. Seroplio, Rop-
ture, Glamour, Violet
Mist, Oronge Velvel, Pink
Chiffon, & others.

1649, mu STATOM l'l' GEORGE SHEARING,
STORYVILLE. Her Firse * Nllt'l’ WILSOM. 'I'I'IE
stoge” ulbuml Muon 3 SWINGIN'S MUTUALI His
Evil Blyes, Fosy to love, guinter bocks o greal
The Show Must Go On, ¥ voice on Blue Lou, Tragi
more graols., rahion, 10 mare,

- Alwoys,

16-65. RED WICHOLS.
DIXTELAND SUFPFPER
CLUB. Red's 5 Pennies in
13 doncers” delights: Blue,
Sentimentol
Journey, 10 more.

MOFFO * § |

17-53. THE 4 FRESHMEN.
THE SWINGERS. 12 joxx

16-57. NANCY WILSON/
DINNDNBAI.I. I.IIERIIY
Teom give you sizrlers: L) Darlin’, »
I Coﬂ t G'l Sl‘,!ﬂi Hop-  Miller, Sotin Doli, I.oﬂ::y
Unit 7 — eleven of Birdlond, lulu's Back
in all. in Town, mony more.

ANNA MOF

pry Taolk,
C Minor,

57-16. MOZART ARIAS.

FO. A thrilling

new -oiu sings 11 arios

from Giovonni,

Norre H F igaro, Moss in
others.

59-50. KARRJAN CONDUCTS
UU[RYDIES WEBER;
MENDELSSOHM: The He.
brides; WAGHER: I.dmu
prin, Flying Dutchmon.
!«Ihr Philhormonic,

Ls

15-20. PECGY L(! BASIN
STREET EAST. Cotch her

Them There Eyn-l You,
Indaed, 11 mare.

THE KINGSTON TRID [PEGAY LEE BLUES CDSS COUNTEY
et puknsaic l COLLEGE CONCERT
boibvaood burd & fir ji o
ombiiims VW
cvmduced by alimed sewass. | -
gr} iy.]:.' "iﬁ
' &
! “..Mi e ‘
85:81. GERSHWIN BY 17.40. CY COLEMAN. 16-55. KINGSTON TRID 16-68, RAY ANTHOMY. THE 16-T1. PEGCY LEE. BLUES 16-D9. STAN KENTON. 15-74. NAT KING COLE.
STARLIGHT. Lecnord Pen- BROADWAY FPIANO- COLLEGE COMCERT. Live ot TWIST. Le¥'s Twist, Bunny CROSS COUNTRY. Bosin WEST SIDE STORY. Jomx THE TOUCH OF ‘O.U.
norio, pioniar; Hollywood RAMA, Hins from &uﬂ!- U.C.LA. Lirtte lnh lo- Hop Twist, Bookend Strest Elues, 5). Louis wversion of stoge and LIPS, Dreomy musical
. Cubon weoy shows. Ofd Dawil redo?, M.T.A., 500 Miles, Twisl, Mexican Hal Twisi, Blues, Goin’ fo Chicogo, streen hit: Morio, 1 Fesl memoriss: Not Lang
Overturn, Second Rhop- Moon, lonely Town, lost Oh Miss Mory, Chilly Peter Gunn Twist, Night N.Y. City Blues, Los An- Pretly. Somsthing’s Com-  Ago, Hlusion, 1

sody, etc, in Loveliness, ¥ more.

Winds, others.

15698 & 15-698.
AT CARNEGIE HALL.
Tond ot her greatess.” Hi-
i Stersc Review. 28
axditing songs from the
satesl evening in thow-
waineis history: Men
Awoy, Trolley

Sonp, Chicogo. Son Fron-
cizco, 24 more encores,
recor. Five.

{2-Record set counts a2
two separate nlecllwﬂ

By
Gor

17:828, 17628, 1r62¢ SINATRA:
"THE GREAT YEARS®

Huge, 38-hit collection of “The King's"
cll-time BIG records —now in_one
limited-edition, souvenir clbum. Thrill
ogain to Lleon Boby, Al of Me, Heyl
Jeatous Lover, Wikcheroft, Learnin® the
Blues, One for My Boby, Ilalmy more.
(3+ucord sst counts o3

salections. )

12-21. FRANK
MO ONE CARES. Stormy
. A Cottage For
Sale. Here's Thot Roing
Doy, Where Do You Go,
7 more.

14-35. THE 4 !usunm
THE HESHMAN R Ro-

monce mvl
KEnew "a'n My Funny
Volentine, Fools Rush In,
Poper Moon; 17 in oll.

CAPITOL
RECORD CLUB
Dept. 5429, Scranton 5,
Pennsylvania

17-55.

VIVA BOSSA HOVA!
LAURINDO ALMEIDA, his
fisry guitor ond band
swing the new donce cussion orgy! Bongo B
roge. loxy River, Mr. Rocket Rocker, 7 mnf-
Lucky, 10 others. Monourel or

15.53. WILD mn,rmm
SRUMS.  Billy

Baxter, nllwu m a D!l

Troin Twist, 5 more. - geles Blues, 7 more.

1 CAPITOL RECORD GLUB- “The Record Club of the Stars” »

Rush me FIVE hit albums I have listed by
number in the boxes at left. Bill me only 97¢
($1.97 for Stereo) plus a small shipping charge.

E STERED O o e
MONO

records only on a
Stereo record player.)
Enroll me in the followmh‘dmsnon under the
terms set forth to the right. However, I may
select records from any division I wish.
] POPULAR BEST SELLERS
[] EXCITING JAZZ

] ANGEL-CAPITOL CLASSICS

MR.
MRS.
MISS {Please print)
ADDRESS,
(Please print)
CITY . ZONE STATE

NO RISK—SEND NO MONEY! If not delighted with my albums, 1
can return them within 7 days and all charges will be canceled.
CANADA: Mail to—Capitol Record Club of Canada, 41 Bertal Rd., Toronto 15

ing, Cool, 7 more.
e r v r v & ¢ 7 ° 0 [ 7 ' 0 B B B 0 .} B 0 0 0 B B Q0 0 Q]

You, Funny, 7 more.

Dept. 5429, Scranton 5, Pa.

Here's how
the Club works

1. Each month you recelve
"“KEYNOTES", the Club's col-
orful magazine, which de-
scribes new selections.

2. From the several hun-
dred Capitol and Angel Al-
bums offered in "KEYNOTES"
during the next 12 months,
you need purchase just six
at the regular Club price.
You can resign any time
after that.

3. Depending on your choice
of records, you pay only the
Club price of $3.98 or $4.98,
occasionally $5.98 (add $1
for stereo) plus a small ship-
ping charge.

4. After you buy these six,
you choose a 12 FREE BONUS
ALBUM for every two albums
you take.
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Beer cans will never be the same again

. SNAP! IT'S OPEN!

...another new development from Alcoa

A can that almost opens itself. The opener? Attached to the can top. And, the
top’s made of light, strong, friendly-to-flavor Alcoa® Aluminum. Beer in this
great new can is available now in many geographical areas. It will be available
soon to every brewer who wants to offer this new opening convenience.

This is just one of the many new packaging ideas for foods, beverages,
drugs and household products coming to you these days from Alcoa.

What next from Alcoa! ALC DA




wiin THE PLAYBOY PANEL:
1984 AND BEYOND

one of a series of provocative conversations about subjects of interest on the contemporary scene

PANELISTS
Science-fiction—lantasy writers POUL AN-
DERSON, ISAAC ASIMOV, JAMES BLISH, RAY
BRADBURY, ALGIS BUDRYS, ARTHUR C. CLARKE,
ROBERT A. HEINLEIN, FREDERIK POHL, ROCD
SERLING, THEODORE STURGEON, WILLIAM
TENN and A. E. VAN VOGT. (Capsule biog-
raphtes will be found at the beginning
of Part One in last month’s issuc.)

PLAYBOY: Last month we began our sym-
posium ol prognosucations about hfe
in 1984 and bevond with the subject of
space  exploration. Most of you pre-
dicted that the Russians will be the firse
to reach the Moon, but that lunar real
estate, as well as that of Mars, Venus
and the other planets, will ultimately
be explored and colonized under inter-
national jurisdiction. With a dissenting
view from Dr. Asimov, the rest ol vou
went on to prophesy that we are more
than likely to encounter many forms of
extraterrestrial lile in space — possibly
including beings more advanced than
man both culturally and technologically,
though perhaps totally alien not only in
appearance but in psychology, society
and intellect. Discussing the one disaster
which you felt might prevent these
prophecics Irom coming wrue, many ol
you viewed nuclear war, wiggered by
accident or miscalculation, as a grim
probability — while conceding that “civi-
lization as we know it” might possibly
survive such a Grtaclysm. Barring war,
you forcsaw a continuation of competi-
tive coexistence with Russia on the eco-
nomic and ideological [ronts, but also
the possibility of a US-U.SS.R. alliance
catalyzed both by commading  cultures
and by the mutual threat of Red Chinese
belligerence. But perhaps even  more
ominous than Chh war potential,
vou felt, is its proliferating population
—and that of the entire planct. You
predicied  the exhaustion ol available
living space and existing food supplies,
possibly within our lifetimes, if the pres-
ent annual mcrease in world population
is allowed to continue at its present
geometric rate. You foresaw the neces-
sity ol plankton larming, whale ranching
and exuvacting lood from rock in order
to feed the population; and such meas-
ures as compulsory chemical contracep-
tion, abortion, inlanticide, sterilization
and genetic control in global practice as
methods to stem the human tide. You

anticipated also that genetic selection
and manipulation will be used to breed

human beings of  exceprional intelli-
gence,  oreative  imagination,  physical

strength and resistance to disease: but
you expressed grave doubts about our
ability to deade wiselv who should be
empowered to select which individuals
will be allowed 1o breed — and for what
specific traits. In appraising the impact
ol enforced genetic control on the func-
von and status of the fumily in 1984,
opinion was divided between those who
felt that marriage will become obsoles-
cent in an cra ol test-tube babies bred
and raised by the state; and those who
were  convinced  that  the  institution
would conunue to llourish because the
family-sccurity drive is in the nature of
man and not of society. Part One of our
discussion ended as we introduced the
subject of nonmatrimonial changes in
the  relavionship  between  the  sexes.
Algis Budrys responded with the proph-
ccy that “the concept of a social or sexual
norm will become nearly meaningless”™
in an age of unprecedented social free-
dom and permissiveness. Do you agree,
gentlemen?

CLARKE: Today's social and sexual revolu-
tion is an carthquake of the first magni-
tude in terms ol its anrent and future
impact both on the foundation and su-
perstructure of human society. The arbi-
trary barriers between the sexes — along
with the swbiary bonds of marriage —
are desuned 1o dissolve.

POHL: | agree. When we're finally able o
buy nonprescription oral antibiotics and
contriceptives over every drugstore coun-
ter —which I would guess will come o
pass within the next few years — bingo,
there goes the Last surviving major threat
of venereal disease and pregnancy. Just
as the diminishing social and economic
need for the family is bound to remove
all but the moral and legal pressures 1o-
ward monogamy in coming years, so will
the vanishing fears of illegitimate preg-
nancy and venercal discase remove all
but the moral and legal pressures against
pre- and exwrmmarital intercourse. Most
ol us wouldn't steal a dollar from an un-
guarded newsstand, even il we knew we
could get away with w. But in practice,
how long could dealers aflord w leave
their stands unguarded if it weren't for
the general knowledge that there are
policemen? In practical effect, then, con-
wraception, penicilin and the emancipa-

asntov: Robots capable of performing
manual tasks more efficiently than hu-
man laborers will render the lower grades
of human being rather obsolete.

BUDRYS: Emancipation from death may
not become a realily in our generation,
but some of our children will live ac-
tively and usefully for pevhaps 200 years.

rour: We will explove the possibilities
of sex muliiplied by telepathy, so that
you experience not only your own sen-
sations bui also those of your partner.

SERLING: On TV in 1984, we'll be watch-
ing, maybe cven smelling, the same old
smallscreen slop blown up biliously on
wall-size screens in 3-D and living color.
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van voct: A class of chemicals will af-
fect specific aveas of the brain, seek out
that tiny spot which is charged with rage
or fear —and cancel out the charge.

3
I can think of no potentially
greal advance in technology or human
relations which man won’t find a way to
subverl into a historic step backward.

TENN

STURGEON: [ can’t helpr getting impatient
with this prognostication about how we
must continue lo remain as stupid as we
are. IU's just nol going to be so.

When

ANDERSON: brain stimulation be-
comes possible without puiting electrodes
through the skull, psychoelectronics will
be used not just for thervapy but for Eicks.

tion of women have abolished the sexual
police force. Hence only the social inhi-
bitions remain.

PLAYBOY: How potent will they remain?
POHL: [n my opinion, not very. For 1 sug-
gest that the pulpits and the schoolbooks
and the editorials which preach the vir
tues ol purity and monogamy arc voices
which no longer speak lor socicty. What
speaks lfor society, hrst and [oremost —
thanks to the subliminal excavations of
motivational research — is advertising. It
is an axiom that sex sells. My corollary
to that axiom is that sex also sclls sex.
When a commercial luscious
babe racing out of the surf and linging
hersell dripping wet, in an attitude of
abandon, onto the sand beside a hand-
some, virile guy who proceeds to thrust
a mentholated filtertip cigarette between
her pursed lips, it's saving that smoking
a mentholated hltertip cigarctte equals
sex equals fun. Now please don't any-
body say that nobody needs 1o be wld
that sex is Tun. Sensually speaking, ol
course, it's a truism: but in terms ol so-
cial accepuability, it's still a prewy racy
notion. Nevertheless, day in and day out,
hour alter hour on the TV screen. in our
newspapers and magazines and on bill-
boards, Madison Avenue is pounding
home the message that we should think
of sex in terms of fun and games. This
sort of evidence indicates 1o me that the
association ol sex with sin is on the way
out in precept as well as in practice.
Hence I foresee exuwracurricular sex, that
is, sex for recrcation rather than pro-
creation — continuing to become more
acceptable, more prevident, more lightly,
openly and guildessly engaged in as a
social phenomenon —and without that
unpleasant altertaste of bitter recrimina-
tions and for gravid consequences tradi-
tionally attendant wpon such ligisons
dangereuses.

CLARKE: I'll go lurther than that. In our
adverusing and in our evervday lives. 1
predict we shall be facing up — probably
within ouwr liletimes, and without the
present hysteria — to the elementary lact
ol nature that men are not merely polyg-
amous but ambisexual, at least belore
being brainwashed by society.

TENN: Man's multifarious sexual customs
have been described by a Briush zoolo-
gist as characteristic of a primate horde.
He studied the mating habits of a group
ol gibbons and orangutans and con-
cluded that man has invented no new
perversions. Il you put a bunch ol pri-
mates of the same species into any given
enclosed area, sooner or later evervbody
will do cverything 1o everybody.

POHL: True. With unmarried intercourse
becoming as casual as hand holding, we
can expect that group sex in every con-
ceivable permutation and combination
will become as commonplace as bridge
parties. [ can even imagine a profitable
new held for some [uture Arvthur Mut-

shows a

ray. Just as you now sign up to learn a
new dance siep. you might register in
1981 for personal wuition in the weceh
nique of sexual meercourse — an area
which I venture to say that 99 out of 100
Americans consider themselves just o it
under par. And I don’t think it will be
too numy vears belore we begin o ex-
plore the possibilities of sexual pleasure
multiplicd by telepathy, so that you ex-
perience not only your own sensations
but also those ol your partner, beciuse
you're able to read his or her mind.
PLAYBOY: Do you loresee any new [rontiers
in the realm of enhancing sexual pleasure
chemically — in - particular through  the
development of the elfective, nontoxic
aphrodisiac man has always dreamed ol
possessing?

BUDRYS: A technological socicty which has
completely  dissociated sexual pleasure
from procreation will inevitmbly devise,
mass-nanulacture and use with gusto
countless drugs and devices of every de-
scription for  variegating, intensifying
and prolonging one’s sex life.

ANDERSON: I don’t sce any rcason, for
example, why we couldn’t develop a sale
contraceptive-potency pill for men and
women which would absolutely protect
us from impregnation while making us all
as athletically and inexhaustibly potent
as we like to think we are. Paradoxically,
this might lead to a de-cmphasis of sex —
in our thinking, if not in our daily lives;
for boasts about virility would become
meaningless as our doubts about virlity
disappeared. Thus — with the maximum
ol ability combined with the maximum
of opportunity in a liberated socicty —
sex might begin to lose both its mystery
and its obsessive importance.

PLAYBOY: Lxpcriments with LSD, peyote
and the other hallucinatory drugs would
scem to have opened the door to many
new horizons in the dramatic expansion
of man’s scnsory capacitics. Do vou fore-
sce the use of these psychochemicals as
a means ol intensilying the pleasure ol
sexual experience?

POHL: It's a damned-good guess that il in
1984 vou feel depressed it will be because
you want to feel depressed: il vou don't,
you'll need only open your medicine cabi-
net to [eel just about any way you want —
including crotic to the nth power. I can
cnvision, for example, a slightly de-
natured variant of LSD which would
induce a strte resembling paranoia — but
without harmful or lasting effcats, and
without LSD's vather asexual propertics
—in order o perceive intcnse sensory
phenomena that the normal mind doesn’t
even notice. Add o this a lew extra in-
gredients o produce just the proper
touch of schizophrenia, which will enable
you to render yvoursell oblivious to every-
thing not directly related 1o sex itself.
Compress it all into a single pill —and
vou'll he able to experience a transcen-
dental orgasm that any Reichian would




sell his orgone box to attain. Of course,
we've had a pretty good primitive drug
for releasing sexual inhibitions on the
market lor some time; we call it liquor.
jut that's kid stull. Why should we limit
our ways ol getting bombed to those
provided by the happenstance products
ol fermented plant life? Let the chemists
cook up some new alcoholic libations:
smoother, more palatable, odor- and
hangover-free. Or let's not bother with
alcohol at all. Other selective poisons
are available, like the toxins elaborated
by discase microorganisms. 1 remember
writing a story in which the characters
ot on a jag by incubating smallpox
viruses: nice Hush, nice delivium, nice
sense of spatial and temporal disorienta-
tion; while at the same time they dosed
themselves with antibiotics so that they
wouldn’t get 1oo sick to enjoy themselves.
ANDERSON: | can think ol less heady but
equally exciting possibilities for psycho-
chemicals in the cure and prevention of
mental illness, If schizophrenia, for ex-
ample, is really a metabolic disease, as
many experts believe, then a chemical
cure for it will probably be found rather
soon. I personally believe that neurosis
and psychosis themselves will eventually
be matters for physical treatment rather
than for psychoanalysis.

VAN VOGT: | look forwird to a class of
psychochemical pills which will balance
oft the body upset created by a wide range
of emotional disturbances. LSD and the
other ewmrrent drugs of chemotherapy
aren’t the answer. I'm thinking of chemi-
cals which will affect only specific areas of
the brain, scek out that tiny spot which
is charged with rage or fear or guilt —
and neatly cancel out the chaige.

BLISH: This would eventually lead, of
course, to the extinction of all the “talk”
ind a society devoid of
Freudians, Ju ns and Adlerians strikes
me as Utopian almost by definition.
ANDERSON: Allied with cybernetics-orient-
ed neurology, psychochemisury is on the
threshold of giving us a precise physical-
science  understanding of the human
psyche which may someday enable us to
explore and exploit the ultimate poten-
tialitics of the human organism. At pres-
ent we just don’t know what they are,
But we do know that a man can be tuned
and wained o a Fantastic physical and
mental pitch. Can we find chemical ways
to endow cvery normal human being
with the physical coordination of a high-
wire performer, the intellectual power of
an LEinstein, the serenity of a Buddhist
saint? Onice we have a background of
exact and comprehensive knowledge, I
think we can and will.

STURGEON: I think it would be relevant,
at this point, to suggest another line of
pioneering rescarch in this uncharted
arca which seems to presage no less pro-
found discoveries about the human mind.
For some ycars now, using a technique

psychotherapies;

called stereotaxia, medical scientists have
been mapping brains. They damp the
head of a cat, a monkey or a human
rigidly in a frame and by manipulating
three thumbscrews, one lor cach dimen-
sion, they can position an clectrode pre-
ciscly where they want it deep in the
tissues of the brain. This woy they can
stimulate tiny arcas and chart the reac-
tions. Not only have they found out what
part of the brain controls the hand; they
can discriminate among the individual
hingers. Not only have they learned to
locate and operate the motor centers, but
they can do the same with the sensories,
and with such higher functions as speech
and memory, and such complex emotions
as pleasure and anger and fear. Experi-
ments like these, in the past two vears,
have explored more deeply into the
brain, and through it, the Tabyrinth of
the mind, than humanity has probed in
the past two millennia. You just don’t
niake breakihroughs like that and expect
life and society to amble on as before.
ANDERSON: You certainly don't. Psycho-
clectronics has already got a lot of people
terribly fearful — and terribly hopelul lor
the same reason. Rats wired up so that
they can wrn on the current in their
cephalic  pleasure  centers will  forgo
everything else day after day — sex, sleep,
nourishment — just to keep pushing that
peddle, some of them to the point of
exhaustion, others to starvation. And it
seems to have the same sort of clfect on
humans. In one case I know ol, a terminal
cancer patient was given a few minutes
of stimulation, and spent many hours
afterward happy, encrgetic and free of
pain. When brain stimulation becomes
possible without the necessity of putting
clectrodes through the skull, we can ex-
pect to see psvchoelectronics in wide-
spreid use not just for therapy but also
for kicks. There are dangers, of course,
but they don’t scem any more risky than
those of cuphoric drugs. Electronics, in
fact, may offer us the only euphoriac
with no undesirable side eftects.

BUDRYS: In the kind of moral-philosophical
climate we seem to be headed for — predi-
cated on the premise that man is a kind
of experimental organism in a laboratory
run by man —it secems to me that all
the fine pigeonhole distinctions between
good and evil, worth and worthlessness,
will be simplified down to the twin cri-
teria of pleasure and pain. We can expect
to witness and participate in, therefore,
a veritable golden age of sensuality
spawned and nurtured on ever-new re-
finements in the chemistry and electronics
which induce hallucinatory phenomena
— phenomena which in effect will move
the theater out of the TV set and into
the interior of the skull, This will be-
come particularly true when pleasure
technology advances to the point of in-
troducing plot and purpose to these
hitherto random hallucinations and raw

cLARKE: Man will devise an electronic
horn of plenty which I call the Replica-
tor; it will be able to manufacture any
object from a coded matrix.

eLIsH: IUs possible that some sort of
faster-than-light interstellar  propulsion
will be discovered before we get manned
vockets any farther out than Jupiter.

BrADBURY: The important thing is that
the race is on the move, and that we, as
writers, have long dveamt of this move-
ment and cannot hel p but be exhilavated.

y - u
HEINLEIN: What will our childven accom-
plish? Take the wildest speculation, square
it, cube the vesult, and the answer still
won't be big enough to match the truth.
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Celanese® Fortrel® is a trademark of Fiber Industries, Inc.

DO $#5.95 SLACKS GO WITH A $15 SPORT SHIRT?

H. D. Lee Co., Inc., Kansas City 41, Mo.

Yes...when they have the authority of Lee Blendrel Twills
made of Fortrel® and cotton

Nobody thinks of Leesures as $5.95
slacks. Leesures are Leesures. The look
that has become the signature of the
young generation. And Fortrel protects
thatlook.It's the modern Celanese poly-
ester that keeps the wrinkles out and the

crease in—even when you go the wash-
and-wear route. Lee’s Blendrel is a fine-
line twill of 50% cotton and 50% Fortrel
polyester..!'the fiberthat keepsits prom-
ise.""™ Classic ivy or continental style in
Loden, Sand, Black-Green, Black. $5.95.

Leesures’ny Lee

stimulations. We will soon be assaulted by
assorted Spansules which actively and
explicitly direct the course ol dreams o
your money bick, and by low-voltage
stimulae — safe for children—which weave
cmotions into soaring sonatas ol sensa-
tion. I have been drawing a close parvallel
to show husiness because I am positive
that the next generation will greet these
titillations s vet another appendage ol
the entertainment world. Some nations
will establish state pleasure monopolies
while others will reafim their faith in
the [ree-enterprise system with hreelance
pleasure  technicians, performers. pro-
ducers. directors, costumers, sct designers
and scriptwriters under contract 1o mam-
moth pleasure-drug manufacturers
Hollywood “TFeclie” studios.

PLAYBOY: You loresee, then, an explosion
ol technological developments and dis
coveries which promises o enlarge
- hoptlully — envich man’s insight, inwl
lect, emotions, sensations and sell-knowl-
vdge. Do vou anticipate similar scientihe
strides in his search for complete compre-
hension and mastery of the human body
— and ol all the ills to which flesh is heir?
SERLING: Well, this may be preuy small
potatoes in the technological world ol
1984, but I envision a highly sophisti-
cated computing machine programed to
analyze medical symptoms, conduct blind-
ingly fast chemical analyses ol sample
cultures, and then dispense  infallible
diagnoses lor every known discase.
ANDERSON: | think we can expect 1o see
cven more spectacular advances in the
ficld ol curving illnesses — such as major
breakihroughs in the transplimtation ol
whole organs. and less dramatic but more
important advances in the developmem
ol antivirus drugs, including, at long,
long lust, a cure for the common cold.
BUDRYS: Bv the turn ol the cenuy. 1
anticipate that medical research will have
progressed at a geometric rate which will
have ushered all illnesses, lrom psychosis
to heart disease, as well as all sensory
aids such as glasses and hearving aids, into
I)l'l’[llillll.'lll L’x[illllioll.

PLAYBOY: The climinmion ol dis
would seem to bode well for the prospects
ol lengthening the human lifespan dra-
matically in vears 1o come — il not of
attaming man’s immemorial dream ol
cternal lifte. What do you predict will be
the longevity ol the average American by
the year 20007

BUDRYS: [ think that the first nun o live
forever — or lor two centuries, at the very
least — mav already have been born. But
belore we can attain true immortality.
we'll have to hurdle a {ew remaining ol
stacles. Once we climinate discase as a
causative [actor in Latality, we'll have wo
apply oursclves o the task ol expunging
irrationality from the species, ICs not
such an impossible dream: conceivably
we could instill evervone hypnotically,
chemically, or clectronically with  the




same general view of life, so that people
will be deprived of their moral, econo-
mic, racial, ideological, psychological and
sociological pretexts for destroying each
other. There will then remain beyond
our control only two principal Factors:
the inhuman workines of the Universe —
which we will be able to harness to our
nceds, Tor all practical purposes, with
only a slight extension of current tech-
nology: and the ability to restore life to
those who are temporarily inconven-
icnced by accidental death; this will be
accomplished within a matter ol years.
Gross mutilative accidents are already
heing minimized with radical new surgi-
cal techniques involving both regenera-
tion and replacement ol limbs. Thus we
are close to the point where the human
hody can be treated as a machine with
plug-in and serew-on replacement capa-
bilitics. That leaves us with the simple
dererioration ol old age. Some of this
will be subsumed by the attack on de-
cencrative  diseases, by surgical organ
tansplants, and by the development of
increasingly  sophisticated  artificial or-
gans. But these stopgaps will do little or
nothing to abate the slow decay ol the
organism as a whole; and this vou won’t
solve by transplanting the brain into a
lresh body — because the brain, oo, is
not immune to aging. But I think the
day is not far off when we can decelerate
or even suspend the aging of all the in-
dividual cells of the body. We are al-
ready beginning to learn a great deal
about these processes, and their control is
the next logical step.

ANDERSON: Well, imagine a synthetic
virus, tailored to the individual's genetic
pattern, which takes over the job of
chemistry control and sell-renewal as his
own cells become too old 1o handle the
job. A man so inoculated might poten-
tially be immortal, cternally young,
POHL: Recently I bought for Galaxy a
manuscript by a biologist named R. C. W,
Lttinger, called Prospects of Immortality,
in which he explores the practical possi-
bilitics of all-but-cternal life through
“lrozen sleep™ —a process in which a
human body is frozen in liquid helium at
close 10 absolute zero so that he or she
will not decay or deteriorate in any de-
tectable way for essentially as long as the
temperature is maintained — which could
be months, years, centuries, millennia, or
even cons il you wish. It is already a [act,
Ewtinger says, that we can frecze a man’s
body to that temperature without irrep-
arable damage. All it will ke is money
~—about 58500 per person: we already
have the know-how. It's a pretty good
gamble, says LEuinger, that no matter
what you might dic of today — heart at-
tack, stroke, cancer, T.B., a bullet in the
belly, or even such tissue wasters as star-
viation or senility — at some future date
this damage will be suigically, medically

or prosthetically reparable, along with
any cellular injury that might have been
inflicted on your body in the act of being
frozen to await resurrcction in some
later age. Thus immortality of a kind
may very well be attainable for you and
me right now.

BUDRYS: It scems to me that actual eman-
cipation [from death may not become
a reality within the next generation or
two, but lifetimes greatly extended
by biomedical techniques are a strong
probability for some of the children in
today’s maternity wards. And I don’t
mean  that this will be accomplished
with such evasions as decep-freezing for
decades, metabolic arrest, or any other
technique which increases chronologicitl
age while doing nothing lor the useful
lilespan. I mean that some ol our chil-
dren will live actively and usclully for
perhaps 200 years. And alter that gener-
ation, the fgure will go up exponen-
tially. so that our grandchildren may
live to a ripe old 1000, and our great-
erandchildren essentially forever.
ANDERSON: There'd be a price to pay for
all this, of course: Very few children
could be allowed to be born, or the
planet would soon be packed solid with
human flesh: and a world with hardly
any children would be emotionally bar-
ren lor a great many people. Then, o,
a cvilization of polygenarians is in-
evitably going to become archconservi-
tive in thought and action. They would
be less likely to question or contradict
the comlortable established order: thus
the world of the very long-lived would
probably be pretty static and stagnant.
So we might at last weary ol such a life.
POHL: Il vou think thai’s bad. consider
the consequences of achieving immortal-
ity through freezing: What will happen,
for example, il you poison your rich
uncle for an inheritance, live out vour
life and die in luxury, have yoursell
[vozen — and wake up a cenwry later o
find the old bastard standing there with
the police and the doctors who found
strychnine in his stomach while reviving
him?

PLaYBOY: Well, there’s another kind of
life extension which would seem to be
free ol such perils: a period up 10 one-
third the length of an ovdinary lil't:sp;m,
which many people wish could be added
to their lile total of active waking hours
by reducing or climinating the need for
sleep. What do you gendemen [eel are
the prospects of Tulfilling that wish?
BUDRYS: Well, there’s a good deal ol re-
scarch being done on the subject, and
the data collected so far would scem to
indicate that not merely sleeping but
dreaming is necessary to the mind, that
dreams are not simply the images of an
idling brain but an actual function of
the sell-restoring process which is neces-
sary to rational thought during the

waking hours. T would guess that it will
prove possible to tike conuol of the
necessary dream process at least to the
extent of compressing its duration, and
to devise some kind of therapy or cquip-
ment which will help the body to recu-
perate fully From a day of mental and
physical exertion in far less tme than
the natural process now consumes.
POHL: I'm alraid the Russians may have
beaten us to it. The other day I heard the
first glimmerings of a most unusual tech-
nique of sleep abbreviation which they
have developed and claim to have per-
fected. By wping the brain waves ol a
sleeping subject and playing them back
to another man, they are reported to
have materially shortened the amount
of rest required by the second subject.
If my information is accurate, they've
come uncannily close to duplicating one
ol the houariest and heretofore most im-
probable gimmicks in science fiction’s
overflowing bag of tricks: Instant Sleep.
You put this shiny helmet on your head,
press a button, get up, stretch, yawn
and go back to work —completely re-
freshed.
ANDERSON: I have my doubts that either
we or the Russians will ever be able to
capsulize sleep quite so neatly, but T will
venture to predict that it should be pos-
sible inside of 20 years, with the help of
nontoxic drugs, to work or socialize for
several days at a stretch without getting
tired.
POHL: A promising line of research, 1
should think, would be the possible use
ol appropriate hormone treatments for
sleep  reduction, since thyroid  activity
scems to regulate the amount of rest we
need. But 1 don't really see why it
couldn’t be possible to eliminate the need
lor sleep entirely and permanently — con-
ceivably by surgical removal of the sleep
center from the brain: the dangers ol dis-
turbing the body’s metabolic balance
would seem 1o be negligible, for people
whose sleep centers have been accident-
ally damaged or destroyed lead what seem
to be essentially normal lives in every
way — except that they never sleep.
BUDRYS: Sull, if we can possibly produce
the same results without resorting to such
drastic measures, 1 certainly think we
ought to. And I think we probably can
and will: by short-circuiting the entive
natural process to recuperate mind and
body by artificial means involving no loss
of consciousness or mobility — using anu-
sleep dirugs which are not barsh stimu-
Jants but specilic medications developed
from detailed research into the sleeping
process. Even with such medicines, how-
ever, we may have to pay a price. Any
antisleep potion intended to increase
alertness and efliciency must inevitably
accelerate the total metabolism to the
point where it will mean an almost-cer-
(continued on page 1085)
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as long as you're up get me a Grant’s’

Would you, darling? Say, did you know Grant's 8
is still made by the original Grant family and
they still age it at the original Glenfiddich distill-

ery in Scotland for 8 years and I still think it | ;
takes that long to smooth out a Scotch. What? You |
haven’t heard a word I said? Forget it, but don’t |
forget my Grant's. -
The choice and cherished 8-year-old blended Scotch Whisky

in the triangular bottle. Eighty-six proof. Imported to the
United States from Scotland by Austin, Nichols & Co., New York

© 1963 AUSTIN, NICHOLS & CO.. INC.



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

PRISON PHILOSOPHY
I work as a group counsclor in a pris-
on, dealing with both men and women in
their respective units. T recently came
upon one ol your Philosophy editorials
and decided to use it in a group discus-
sion. It was a very gratifving experience
as nearly evervone in the group took part,
whereas ordinarily it is just on¢ or two
who hold the floor. T was so encouraged
by the men's reaction that the next day
I used your Philosophy as the theme in
the women’s discussion groups, and the
same thing happened. I've now decided
to usc other installments of The Playboy
Philosophy in future discussions with all
groups. I want to thank you and please
keep up the good work. We need some-
one like you to expound the important
ideas so necessary to our new generation.
I sce by vour letters o the editor that
vou have upset a lot of so-called “Chris-
tians.” Very good for you. It is about
time someone did. We have been living
too long in an era of “Christianity” in
which we preach, but do not practice.
People are always afraid of new ideas
and want to cling to the “old ways,”
which they Ond comforting. Your edi-
torials point out a new direction that
may help us to bring our thoughts and
our actions together, as they should be.

Miss Silvia Burich

Vancouver, British Columbia

THE UNCOMMON MAN
You have broken me down. Your state-

ments  concerning  “The Uncommon
Man" in your second installment of The
Playboy Philosophy have bolstered my
faith in journalism in the United States.
For 20 years now I have been sickened
to the point of almost hibernation by
the American press, radio and television.
I have been treated as if 1 were a sloth
with no real ability to do for myself, o
think for myself or to prepare for my
[uture. Please continue vour policy of
assuming that the individual can think.
Please continue vour policy of present-
ing beauty, whether it be the female
[orm or the written word.

Joseph W. Baker

Yuma, Arizona

CENSORSHIP
I hope that vour discussion of censor-
ship in The Playboy Philosoply, Part

Six (May 1963), will lead to incoreased
action against those who force their own
arbitrary standards upon others. The cen-
sor will have no difficulty tossing your
observations aside as the sacrilegious
rantings ol a sex magazine, And those
under the censor's control, who occa-
stonally sneak a peek at pravsoy's cen-
terfold. will undoubtedly agree with
their master. But unless someone takes
vou seriously, even greater liberties will
be taken with our hasic freedoms. The
censors have made it clear that Supreme
Court rulings will not stop them. 7984
will not be rewurned o those empry
library shelves until eensorship has bheen
climinated. Why?  Because the  alert
reader would notice at once that Big
Brother and the censor are one and the
same.

S. Richard Arber

Thomas Y. Crowell Company

New York, New York

I would like to congratulate you on
vour eflort to frecly explore and discuss
intelligently the issues concerning censor-
ship and for vour use of objective facts
and studies to support vour position. Asa
college teacher Iintend o use The Ploy-
boy Philosophy in my classes as a means
ol critically analyzing the basic assump-
tions concerning the various types of
censorship.,

Edward D’Angclo
Asst. Prolessor of Philosophy
State University of New York
Buffalo, New York

Your editorial listing some of the ab-
surditics of censorship was a fine and
cogent job. From where I sit, as hlm
critic of a London newspaper, there scem
to be signs of a slow thaw (the Lady Chat-

terley case: Miller published in the origi-

nal, av last)., but in other areas, the ice
holds fast. The X" certihicate, coined
by the British Board of Film Censors.
which restricts cinema admission to ucket-
buyers of 18 and over, has let through a
few adult expressions of sex (watch out
for This Sporting Life). But the Board’s
comments on scripts submitted to them
by film makers, anxious to avoid censor-
ship problems before shooting, still show
an odd state of mind. The other dav a
producer had his script returned with a
letter raising an cychrow at one particu-
lar scene, with the observation that “on
the whole, the Board is not in favor ol

car nibbling.” It makes one wonder
what they do for kicks.
Philip Oakes
Sunday Telegraph
London, England

Bravo! I cannot restrain my centhusi-
asm over vour Playboy Philosophy any
longer. You have clearly and brilliantly
penetrated  the bvpocrisies and  sacred
cows of our socicty with your analysis
and vour Mav cditorial alone is worth
the price of the May issue. The great
philosopher Witgenstein  defined  phi-
losophy as an “activity,” which consists
in raising questions one isn’t supposcd
to raise and generally making onesell
obnoxious by asking, “Whv2,” and not
accepting any tived but time-honored
dogmas in response — in short, throwing
stones through sacred windows. This is
precisely what rravsoy is doing, aud
very few people outside the academic
community have had the courage and
intestinal lortitude o do the same.

However, you fail (an oversight, I am
surce) 1o cliborate on several aspecis of
ficedom and individuality that deserve
attention. To wit:

(A) It is, of course, commonplace to
point to Christ as a radical, but many of
our traditionalists forget this. He had
the courage (as you do) to challenge the
social order and the accepted “truths” of
the day. (Incdentally, if more “Chris-
tians” pracuced what they, as Christians
and as citizens in a democritic socicty,
professed, the need for rravooy o
publish its Philosophy would be consid-
crably lessencd.)

(B) Concerning censorship, the cen-
sors ire not, as you claim, “usually [those]
least qualified.” They are always least
qualified, because (1) they have no back-
ground in literature or appreciation of
talent: and (2) they are obsessed and
fearridden. These True Believers are
incapable ol asserting themselves demo-
cratically and legally for, suffering Irom
a low level of scll-esteem, they ury to
“wet back” at socicty for some imagined
slight. To paraphrase: “Morality is the
Tast reluge of the scoundrel.”

(C) Concerning actual cases of censor-
ship, several recent instances are worth
noting. Salinger’s The Catcher in the
Rye was recently banned by the princi-
pal of a midwest school [ollowing the
request ol a patriotic, scll-authorized
citizens’ group;: a similar gang of good
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citizens in California tried to ger Edgar
Rice Burroughs' Tarzan books off the
children's library shelves on the grounds
that T n and Jane were never le-
gally munried”™: similar cases ol recent
banuning involve Orwell’s 198/, Huxley's
Brave New World, cte., ad nauscum.
And vou/vour readers might be inter-
estedd i the [act that in several states,
religious / political pressure groups have
objected to and wried to censor the
award-winning  television  series, The
Defenders, because ol its controversial
themes and  provocative, thought-com-
pelling points of view.

(D) You introduce the statements of
several eminent and  highly  qualified
authorities in making vour case against
censorship:  however. when offered to
society as a whole, such intelligence is
uscless, because by its very nature (i.c.,
a rational consideration of an irrational
situation), it must be considered subver-
sive. It threatens the institutions ana-
Ivzed by striking at their foundations.

(L) Finally, in vour otherwise excel-
lent catalog of evils and abuses in the
name of “Christianity” or “morality,”
you omitted three prominent and sig-
nilicant cases:

(1) As vou went to press, a Rever-
end Conran Schneider successfully (and
extralegally) banned Nikos Kazantzikis'
excellent novel, The Last Temptation of
Christ. [rom a town library in Wisconsin.
“Freedom to know,” or “[reedom to
read,” anvone?

(2) In I'M0, Bertrand Russell was
denied a lectureship in philosophy in
this country due 1o some of his views on
sex. love and marriage. Again, it was the
“patriotic” groups and the True Be-
lievers who did not want their children
“corrupted by his immoral views.”

(3) Some ol vour readers outside the
New York area may not know of the
“Playboy scandal” in that city. The
New York Plavboy Club was fivst black-
mailed and has since been besmirched
and slandered, while attempting to ob-
tiin the liquor and cabarer licenses to
which it had every legal right. It is per-
haps significant that those individuals
who seem most opposed to the New York
Playboy Cluby belong to a religious de-
nomination that has proven most hos-
tile to pravsoy magazine in the past
Rumors from New York suggest that the
opposition comes [rom high up in the
church officialdom of that area.

Howard A. Karten
Brown University
Providence, Rhode Island

We've heavd those rumors, too, How-
ard, but though religiously misdirected
pressures have been previously brought
to bear on both the Playboy Jazz Festival
and our nationally syndicated television
show, “Playboy’s Penthouse,” in other
parts of the countvy, these have always
been from individuals or groups without

any official church position or sanclion,
and we find it difficult to belicve that
any major veligious leader in this free
America would atlempt to promote or
direct a governmental attack upon a Play-
boy Club, as a means of gelling al the
less vulneralble magazine, which enjoys
the special protection guaranteed the
press by the Bill of Rights. Religious his-
tory is filled with this sort of church-state
coercion, howcver, and this month’s
“Playboy Philosophy” considers thal sub-
ject and also the origins of many of our
religious notions aboul sex, wvirginily,
marriage and vomantic love.

We mentioned several of the specific
book bannings and the Tarzan incident
in our February editovial. but welcome
the additions. The attempt 1o ban the
Tarzan books was especially ironic, since
the California citizen-censors had clearly
never read them: the Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs chavaclers aclually werve marrvied
in the books — only in the movies is the
relationship between the Ape Man and
his mate open (o question.

LIQUOR SCANDAL

What went wrong with The Playboy
Philosophy in the recent liquor scandals
in New York? Your acts scem out of step
with your views. But I'm sure the Great
White Father Helner will retort by say-
g that all should be forgiven, that
rLAYBOY is doing penance [or its “mis-
Judgment.” Could it be a pure act of a
bribe or will rravBoy say that mens rea
was lacking®

Many people will be waiting with great
anticipation lor vou to ratonalize and
justify your acts and then sicep them in
some more ol your prolound philosophy.
While you're at it, you should give us
some axioms to lollow. such as: “When
m Rome do as the Romans,” or “Do as
I say, not as I .do,” or “The end justifies
the means,”

Now don’t think I'm disappointed with
PLAYBOY or attempting to take a right-
cous position in vour affairs, I'm not
Your magazine has brought me many
hours of relaxation and veading enjov-
ment, but I have just one suggestion to
make. In your next portion ol Philoso-
phy, where vou “spell out — for [riends

€

and crities alike —our guiding princi--

ples and editorial credo,” the byline
should read, “fiction by Hugh M. Helner.”
John Colistra
Hastings College of Law
University of Californi
San Francisco, California

Suppose that the owner of an elegant
night club is denied permission o sell
alcoholic beverages in his nighe club. Sup-
pose further that in order to remedy this
situation the owner ol the night club
arranges to bribe a member ol the state
liquor authority and thereby secure his
license. Now suppose that this same

night-club owner is also something of a
philosopher — that  his  recent  writings
have established him as an authority on
social ethics. When the night-club owner-
philosopher is  asked  to  jusiily 1he
bribe within his own ethical system, his
reply may be structured as:

Bentham: “The bribe resulted in the
greatest good for the greatest number.”

Dewey: “The goodness ol the bribe
inheres in its utility.”

Nietssche:  “'Supermen
please.”

King: “There is a moral obligation 1o
rectify an immoral situation.”

The Playboy Philosophy:

do as they

Would vou please fill in the blank with
your usual candor and print at your
carliest convenience.

Douglas Shrader
New Haven, Connecticut

Answer if you can — does The Playboy
Plalosoplry include payments of bribes
to the New York State Liquor Authority?

Raymond Levites
New York University
New York, New York

The facts regarding The Playboy Club
and the New York Liquor Scandal are
not quite those reported in most of the
press, which is, sadly, no new experience
Jor cither the Club or the magazine.
None of our executives is perfect — they
are all fallible men, quite capable of
making mistakes; we'll give the details
and let our readers decide who was at
fault and whether Playboy Club manage
ment did the right and proper thing.

When rravsoy first contemplated en-
teving the club business, Editor-Publisher
Hefner laid down some ground rules:
All Playboy Clubs were to be established
and operated in accordance with local
laws in the vavious cities and states, and
the fact that they were to be private key
clubs was never to be used as a means of
improperly circumventing local regula-
ttons: no profits were to be hidden or si-
phonecd off to avoid the payment of the
often prohibitive taxes leveled at the
night-club and vesiawrant industry (a
not uncommon practice); any atlempi of
the hoodlum clement, prominent in the
night-cluly business since Prohibition, o
either buy or coerce its way into the op-
cration was 1o be firmly rejected. In
addition, Hefner emphasized that the
Playboy Chibs must be operated so fairvly
and well — from the customers’ point of
view (reasonable prices, no “hiked” bay
checks, no watered food or drink) — and
so cleanly and properly — through over-
all supervision — that they would always
complement pLAYBOY magazine and (he
good veputation already built through a
long. uphill battle against Jorces in so
cicty that oppose much of what rLAYROY
stands for. That vLavsoy had powerful
enemics could not be doubted (as does
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KEYHOI.DERS KEEP COOL AT PLAYBOY CLUB

The perfect
a-half-plus potables of the finest liquors served by a beautiful Bunny.

time refr t: Playboy's spirited ounce-and-

ALL ROADS LEAD TO gh‘s St‘-:l':lmt’l'.a;ceyholders rhi;:
THE PLAYBOY CLUB <5 caict tocation of

convenient leocation of The
Playboy Clubs, which are situated on the major crossroads of the
United States. The Clubs are welcome havens for men on business
trips or vacations in New York, Chicago, St. Louis, Phoenix, New
Orleans and Miami.

Each Club deserves exploration, since each is in some way unique.
The New York and Chicago Playboy Clubs feature the fashionable
VIP Room (for Very Important Playboys). In the VIP Room, the
royal furnishings are supplemented by fine silver, crystal and china
to provide a classical setting for the most discretionary tastes.

The lavish St. Louis Playboy Club, on famed Route 66, offers the
suspended Playpen, with seating for 12, overlooking the Playmate
Bar. The New Orleans Playboy
Club, located in the famous
French Quarter, maintains the
French tradition with its decor
of crystal chandeliers, leaded
windows, [ountains and fag-
stone floors. Located atop the
Mayer-Central Building, the
Phoenix Club gives visiting key-
holders a panoramic view of the
desert, mountains and city. It is
Playboy's first of several
planned rooftop Clubs. The
Miami Playboy Club, on U.S.
Route 1 at 7701 Biscayne Blvd,,
has its own docking facilities and is located on a palm-studded
40,000 sq. ft. estate just minutes from Miami Beach.

California residents and visitors to the West Coast are anxiously
awaiting the opening of the Playboy Club in Los Angeles and San
Francisco. The San Francisco Club should be completed by the
end of the year. The Los Angeles Club will be a combination hotel
and Club—the first of its kind in the growing key Club chain. And
world travelers will eventually find Playboy Clubs in most foreign
capitals, including Paris, Rome and Tokyo.

PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

Clubs Open— New York at 5 E.
59th St.: Chicago at 116 E. Walton
St.; St. Louls at 3914 Lindell Blvd.;
New Orleans at 727 Rue lberville;
Phoenix at 3033 N. Central; Miami
at 7701 Biscayne Blvd.

Locations Set —Los Angeles at
8580 Sunset Blvd.; San Francisco
at 736 Montgomery St.; Detroit at
1014 E. Jefferson Ave.; Ballimore
at 28 Light St.

Nextin Line— Washington,
Diallas, Boston, Pittsburgh.

One sure way to beat the summer heat is to keep cool at The
Playboy Club. And that’s just what keyholders do all year "round at
the six Playboy Clubs now in operation—in New York, Chicago,
St. Louis, New Orleans, Miami and Phoenix. {Three more Clubs
are scheduled to open this year in Detroit, Baltimore and San
Francisco,) Men-about-town who thirst for fun, glamor and excite-
ment look to the Club as their urban oasis.

One key admits keyholders to all Playboy Clubs. There, in the re-
nowned Playboy atmosphere, the Bunnies are on hand to stimulate
tired spirits. The prompt, courteous service of these lovely girls
{many of whom have been PLAYBOY Playmates) makes any visit
to the Club one that will long be remembered.

Nicely iced drinks served in the generous Playboy manner—a
more-than-full ounce and a half of liquor to the glass—f{eature the
best in brand names preferred by discriminating drinkers. For the
adventurous, a refreshing excursion in exotic beverages is featured
in two new Playboy drink sensations: Rabbit Punch (a potent Rum
potable) and the Sefior Playboy (a tequila treat).

Every two weeks there is a new talent roster in each Club's show-
rooms (except in the New York Playboy Club). Cool modern jazz
trios play every evening in each room to the delight of keyholders.
Both talent and music add up to the perfect formula for a lively way
to spend an evening.

It’s a pleasure to sample the
finest in gourmet dishes served
at The Playboy Club, including
the charcoal-broiled filet mignon
and prime roast beef from the
“eye of the rib”. The Living
Room Buffet presents a man-
sized dinner: steak-kabobs, fried
chicken, barbecued back ribs,
baked beans, petite dinner rolls
and relishes.

In June, a taste-tempting
luncheon variety of cold platters
was introduced at the Living
Room Buffet. Included on the
menu: cold prime rib of beef
with potato salad; beefsteak to-
mato heaped with chicken salad;
and king crab with mustard
sauce and matchstick potatoes.

Enjoy all of these delights and
many more—for the same price
as a drink — at The Playboy
Club. Join the coolest men in town—the Playboy keyholders. Apply
for your key privileges today by filling out the coupon below.

Jimmy Durante—one of many stars
who frequent the Playboy Club.

F-—----------__---_—q

To: Playboy Clubs International
c/o PLAYBOY Magazine, 232 E. Chio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois

Gentlemen:

Here is my application for Key Privileges to the Playboy Club. Enclosed is my
check for $_ - {(Playboy Club keys are $50 within a 75-mile radius
of Chicago and in the state ol Florida. Keys are $25 outside these areas.) | under-
stand that if my application is accepted, my key will admit me to Playboy Clubs
now in operation and others soon to go into operation in mapr cities throughout
the U.S. and abroad. Minimum age for Key Privileges 21 years.

NAME (PLEASE PRINT) AGE
OCCUPATION S

ADDRESS

iy ZONE COUNTY  STATE " DEPT. 237

about joining the Playboy Club.

[7] check here if you wish only int

L-------—_—--—------J
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any potent liberal force in our society
today); and we were also certain that
these enemics would be heard from.

The problems began as soon as the
first Playboy Club opened in Chicago in
February of 1960. Key clubs had been
popular in this city for 25 years, but the
week onr first Club opencd, the Chicago
Corporation Counsel announced o the
press that they were illegal. No law was
cited, because none existed, and no legal
action was taken against any key club for
the same veason; but this extva-legal in-
timidation was calculated to seviously
veduce intervest tn The Playboy Club and
the sale of membership keys. It had the
opposite effect, however. and the Chicago
Playboy Club quickly became the most
successful club opervation in the city. In
addition, The Playboy Club brought suit
against the Chicago Corporation Counsel
to clarify the legality of its method of
operation,  before  proceeding  further
with other Clubs in other cities. Playboy
won the suit; the Corporation Counsel
appealed the decision to the Hlinois
Court of Appeals and Playboy wan
again: aftev which, the Corporation
Counsel gave up.

By the time we commenced constrie-
ton of the 34000000 Playboy Club in
New York, we had alveady established
Clubs in Miami and New Orleans and
had been warmly received in both cities.
Shortly after purchasing the site al 5
East 59th Streel, in Manhatian. and con-
tracting for the construction, a Playboy
Club executive was approached by an
unofficial vepresentative of the New York
State Liquor Authovity, who informed
him that there would be no Playboy
Club in New York without the purchase
of influence atl the proper State level.
This attempt 1o solicit money from The
Playboy Club was ignored. but it was
followed by more of the same, ai which
potni a pair of Club executives weni to
New York (armed with the vecent Hinois
conri decision) in the naive belief that
if they could show that the Playboy
Clubs were a legal and properly run
operation, that brought glamor and
excilement to every city in which they
werve established, there would be no prob-
lem. Although the New York laws cov-
erning such matlers are substantially
the same as Hlinois’, the Playboy appeal
was rvejecled; word was senl back (hat
the Clib executives were “a pair of Boy
Scouts.” and the head of the SLA wanted
nothing more to do with them. It was
then decided that The Playboy Club
would proceed in New York exactly as it
had in Chicago and if it proved neces-
sary. the Club’s vight to a license wonld
be fought for in the courts as it had been
before.

Scveral months elapsed before The
Playboy Club was approached again, and
this time the man who indicated there
wounld be no New York Club without in-

fluence tn the proper quarter was one of
the most powerful political fignres in the
State; Playboy Club management was
further disillusioned by the discovery
that no New York nicht club or bar re-
ceived, or relained, its license withoul
similay political approval; specific exam-
ples were cited of clubs that had been
effectively put out of business, or nevey
allowed to open, because the politically
powerful had not deigned to grant them
the “privilege.” It became clear that po-
litically chosen administrators had been
vested with the power of life or death
over the clubs of that city: as Life later
reported one SLA wvictim saying, “In
New York you have to buy your vights.”

Playboy Clul management decided 1o
pay the tvibute demanded and once the
Club was in opervation, to sce what legal
remedies, if any, might be available 1o
them. Shorvtly before The Playboy Club
opened in New York last December, a
Grand Jury began investigating the Stale
Liguoy Authority and Governor Nelson
Rocke[elley made a public plea for any-
one with knowledge of SLA corruption to
come forward. The Playboy Club was
one of the fost —and one of the very few
—to do so and our coopevation was in-
strumental in building the case thal
cventually vesulted in indictments  of
several of the wrong-doers, including the
kead of the SLA, and the vepresentative
who originally approached the Playboy
Club execcutive, plus the resignation of
the powerful political figuve who had
eflectively coevced Playboy into making
the payment.

Two days before the New York Playboy
Club was scheduled 1o open, the SLA
called in the Club’s officers and forced
them to sign a specially prepaved state-
ment that would make the Club open to
the generval public instead of just to key-
holders, although it was this very point
that Plavboy had won in its Ninois court
case, and a number of other New York
clubs had long enjoyed a similay admis-
sion policy. dnother administrator re-
fused to grant the Club a cabaret license.
which would permit Playboy to offer ils
60,000 New York members and their
guests enteviainment in ils showrooms,
He objected to the generval nature of the
Club, as an extension of the pevsonality
of the magazine. and especially 1o the
Playboy Bunnies. This, in spite of the
fact that the Playboy Clubs had alveady
become  the most important  fraining
ground for new night-club talent in the
countey and that the high quality of the
Playboy Club opervation had already been
established in four cities across the U_S.
(the addition of the Si. Louis Club in
October, added 1o Chicago, Miami and
New Orleans, brought the tolal number
to four, fn'im‘ to the New York opening
in December); and givls in stmilarly ab-
breviated attive have long worked in a
number of other clubs in the City of New

York (Bunnics have also appeared, in
costume, on a great number of prime-time
network television shows that are viewed
by family audiences throughout the land.
raising additional doubts about the im-
propriety of the Bunny bunting, or lack
of same): nor has il ever been satisfac-
torily explained just how keeping per-
formers ont of work wonld successfully
remove any  prurient intevest that the
Bunnics might avouse in keyholders — to
the contrary, the lack of any other enter
tainment might be expected to produce
greater, vather than lesser, intervest in
Playboy’s cottontailed covey, but there is
no accounting for the workings of the
administrative mind in such maticrs.

Because The Playboy Club's cooper-
alion with the Grand Tury included a
pledge of silence duving the investiza-
tion, our part in it was not understood,
and rumors began civenlating that we
were the instigalors of civic corruption
rather than the victims of il. On¢ Brook
hn newspaper — that would have ovdi-
narily recetved very little atiention, but
enjoyed undeserved veadevship at the
time, because it was one of the few sources
of news available 1o New Yorkers durine
the vecent, prolonged newspaper strike —
continually veferved to Playboy as the
“Show-All Club” in headlines and edi-
tovialized against us in so biased a man-
ner that they were chareed with eviminal
libel by a New York judse who found
himself the victim of their vitviol when
he reversed the cabaret-license commis-
sioner's decision on Bunny costumes,

The fist Grand Jury indictment was
publicized as a Playboy Club “byibe” —
though bribevy was clearly not involved
in either the literal or legal sense. A bribe
is defined by Webster's as “a price, re-
ward, gift. or favor bestowed or promised
with a view to pervert the judgment or
corrupt the conduct of a person in a posi-
tion of trust.” (Emphasis added.) Legal
decisions confirm this definition of byib-
ery as being a perversion or corruplion
of officital conduct and not a payment
demanded for something to which a per-
son is legally entitled. This was a case of
criminal extortion, defined as the “act or
practice of taking anything from a per-
son by tllegal use of fear: technically.
Law, the offense committed by an officer
who unlawfully, by color of his office,
claims and takes money or other thing of
value that s not his duee” and The
Playboy Club was just one of a number
of innocent victims of this extensive cor-
ruption. It was Playboy alone, however,
that veceived the headline publicity, be-
cause we were the most prominent and
because we were one of the few who
fully cooperated with the Grand Jury in
their investization.

For this we recetved the praise of the
New York District Attorney’s office, but
the SLA promptly announced that they

(concluded on page 135)



o ; 4 3 @

R .7 = . . e 3 ARSI J - =
2o 8 Autos Sail manufacturer for America’s top winners...Company President... Ale man. Colin E. Ratsey is the | St
" 5" sixth generation of his family, since 1790, to head the famous sail-making firm of Ralsey & Lapthorn, Inc. a

A MAN WITH A THIRST FOR A MANLIER BREW

For Colin Ratsey, the end of a deep
water race brings a chance to enjoy the
deep satisfaction of an ale—-totally dif-
ferent, completely rewarding. For Ale
man Ratsey, it's always Ballantine Ale!
No one has ever equaled the superior

flavor of this original true ale formula. ggjger, H
-

Masterfully brewed for unique, change- keener;m
of-pace flavor—that's Ballantine Ale. moreto {

It’s the choice of 3 out of 4 Ale men, thgpoint...
among all national brands!

. Aullantine & Sons, Nevurk,

BALLANTINE Ale




Hungry for flavor? a
Tareyton’s got it! £

1areyion '

DUAL FILTER

Flavor you never thbught you'd get fro any filter cigarette!

Wait'll you taste a Tareyton! What a difference you'll  through the best taste of these choice tobaccos.
find in flavor! Fine, flavor-rich tobaccos go into  For flavor you never thought you'd get from any
Tareyton. Then the famous Dual Filter brings filter cigarette, try a pack of Tareytons today.

wae dareylon

FProduct of Ko Aoveris J/m-(' il o) wbells mame O




THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

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

ONE OF THE MAJOR CONLTOVETSics in con-
temporary society concerns sex. The gap
between our supposed sexual morality
and our actual behavior is extreme and
when an entire nation practices such
hypocrisy, the results can be calamitous.
Since the behavior is based upon a natu-
ral sex drvive that, when repressed, vesults
in perversion, impotence, frigidity and
unnatural feelings of guilt and shame,
society is searching lor a new morality
morc in keeping with the newly recog-
nized “facts of life.”

To better understand this Sexual Rev-
olution, it is worthwhile 1o explore the
origins of our present-day waditions and
taboos regarding sex. As we have seen,
our sexual mores are based primarily
on 1cligious teachings. But where did
our religions acquire their strong anti-
sexual  nature?  Man  hasn’t  always
equated sex with sin and his concepts of
sexual  morality  have varied greatly
through the cenwuries. Where did the
ideal of chastity come from? And the no-
tion that virginity is a virtue? Who
devised the idea ol chaste “romantic
love” to replace natural sexuality? Has
organized religion always been antisex-
ual in concept?

Historically, religion and sex always
have been intimately interwoven. Sex
played an important role in carly reli-
gious beliels and rites, and vestiges of its
celebration are apparent in many of our
contemporary religious rituals. The first
religions of primitive man deified sex and
fertility. In the quite complex, sophisti-
cated and inellectual societies of pre-
Christian Rome and Greece, the gods
were patterned after men and they were
as sexually potent as one might expect a
god to be: Roman and Grecian mythol-
ogy are filled with wales of their sexual
prowess. But the Jewish and Christian
Iaiths perceived a less human God, and
in this more ethereal state, He had no
need ol sex. The psychoanalytic might
also point out that the Christian God has
all the auribures of a father figure, with
whom sex would be considered inces-
wuous; and it is certainly true that incest
and Oedipal Fears played a major role in
the early history ol Christendom.

Though it is not generally recognized
today, the concept of virginity as a virtue

editorial By Hugh M. Hefner

in women is actually antifemale in ori-
gin, derived from a period when women
were thought of as property, owned first
by their fathers and later their husbands.
And as Dr. Roger W. Wescott wryly
observed: . .. it is far [rom flattering 1o
‘the fair sex” to treat its members as
salable commodities with only two pos-
sible labels — used’ or ‘unused.” ™

The term “virgin” did not mean to
the Classical world what 1t means o us.
The early Romans distinguished between
virgo — an unmarried woman, and virgo
imntacta — a woman who had never known
a man; the same distinction was made
by the Grecks. To them a virgin was a
woman who had retained her personal
autonomy by not submitting hersell to
the restrictions of marriage. Virginity was
more a social and psychological stitte than
a physical one. It was the married woman,
who had lost her independence through
matrimony, who was no longer consid-
ered virgin. Indeed, it was believed that
sexual relations with a god magically
restored virginity.

In carly Rome and Greece, sexual be-
havior was largely a matter of personal
taste, though there were civil laws pro-
tecting individuals from abuse, such as
rape. R. Rattray Taylor states, in his
book Sex in History: “Husbands had
property rights in their wives; a wife's
adultery was severely punished by the
hushand, partly because it made the
paternity of the children doubtful. A
husband, on the other hand, could have
what sexual experience outside of mar-
riage he liked, subject only to the fact
that he would incur the wrath of another
husband if he seduced a married woman,
and might be killed for so doing. An un-
married man was equally free, . . . There
was no admiration of virginity as a good
i itself [however] and among the popu-
lace an [unmenried] woman was [ree to
sleep with a man at her own discretion.”

SEX IN EARLY JUDAISM

The carly Jews, according to Taylor,
"“believed strongly that one should enjoy
the pleasures of lile, including those of
sex (sce Deuteronomy 21: 10-14) and
some teachers held that at the last day

one would have to account o God for
every pleasure that one had failed 10
enjoy.” Jewish law was derived from the
Babylonian code of Hammurabi and the
only sexual injunctions in the Ten Com-
mandments are  against  adultery  and
coveting of a neighbor's wife. On this,
Taylor states: "It must be understood
that in this period, just as in Rome and
Greece, adultery was a property offense
and meant inlringing the rights of an-
other man. It did not mean that a man
should restrict his attentions o his wife;
indeed, when a wife proved barren. she
would often give one of her handmaidens
to her husband that she might bear chil-
dren for him. Morcover, as the Bible
often reminds us, men were free to main-
tin  mistresses, m  additon o their
wives; on the number of wives a man
might have there was no restriction.

“Nor was there any bhan on premarital
scx; it is seldom appreciated that no-
where in the Old Testament is there any
prohibition of noncommercial, unpre-
meditated fornication — apart [rom rape,
and subject to a father’s right o claim a
cash interest in a virgin. Once a girl had
reached the age of 121} years, she was
[ree to engage in sexual activity, unless
her father specifically forbade it. Prosti-
wution, though frowned on, was com-
mon, and in Jerusalem the whores were
so numerous that they had their own
market place. Nor in pre-Exilic days was
sodomy a crime, except when committed
as part of religious worship of non-
Jewish gods.”

But in the post-Exilic period there was
a remarkable change in the Jewish atti-
tude toward sex. There developed a
fecling that all pleasure, but especially
sexual pleasure, was wicked. Reubeni
speaks of “the power of procreation and
sexual intercourse with which, through
love of pleasure, sin enters in.” In
Ecclesiastes, we find the blame for sin
being laid on women: “Women are
overcome with the spirit ol lornication
more than men and in their heart they
plot against men.”

As with carly Christianity, it is prob-
able that the persecution of the Jews
had a great deal 1o do with this increase
i sexual suppression and leelings of
guilt. Coupled also with this change in
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attitude, as seems always to be the case,
went a tightening of restrictions and a
loss of personal liberty. Whereas pre-
viously the sexes had mingled quite
freely, it now became a sin for a man to
speak to, or even look at, 2 woman un-
less it was unavoidable.

L. M. Epstein states, in Sex Laws and
Customs of Judaism: Virginity now be-
gan to be praised — “Happy is the bar-
ren that is undefiled . . . and happy is
the cunuch™ — whercas, previously, rab-
binical tradition had regarded celibacy
as a crime. Josephus reports ol the
Essenes: “They reject pleasure as an evil,
but esteem eontinence and conquest of
the passions to be a virtue. They neglect
wedlock.” This period was marked with
a new concern over alterlife and in-
tensely increased feelings of guilt, shame
and suspicion. According o one teacher,
boys should not be allowed to play with
gitls, and a mother-inlaw should not
live with her manried daughier for [ear
she might seduce the husband. Rabbi
Samuel Glasner writes, m his chapter on
Judaism and sex, in The Encyclopedia
of Sexual Behavior: . . . The Talinud
prohibits a widow’s keeping a pet dog,
lor fear ol the suspicion of sexual abuse
(Abodah Zarah 22b; Baba Netziah Tla),
and in Tater times both Maimonides and
Raro advised against unchaperoned as-
sociation between young males (Yad 1.B.
22, 2; Eben Ha-Ezer 24, 1). ldcas of
contimiation  became  widespread —
with women considered the source of in-
fection: a man was not permitted o
pass within four ells ol the house of a
prostitute for fear of discase.

The auitude toward homosexuality
changed  markedly, as  the wariing
against young men being allowed 10-
gether unchaperoned suggests, and not
only was it made a capital crime, pun-
ishable by death, but the law was ap-
plied 0 non-Jews as well. The intensity
ol these new homosexual anxicties is
perhaps best illusirated by the special
ban placed upon a father appearing
naked in [ront of his sons, although no
such specific prohibition was thought
neeessary in the case ol his daughters.
Ham, one ol Noah's sons, was con-
demned 1o slavery, and his children after
him, and his children's children — hence
the rationalization for the subjugation of
the Negro race, Tor Ham was black. His
crime was that he entered the tent ol
his father and found him lying there
dead drunk and naked. In general,
Taylor reports, exposure ol the sexual
parts of the body was regarded as a
erime, and within a family, a form of
incest. Complete nudity was considered
even more obscene and sinful. Homosex-
ual [ears scem also to be suggested by
the rule that a mother might kiss her
sons, but not her daughters, and con-
versely for a [ather.

Taboos against masturbation are cer-
tain to produce feelings ol guilt in any
socicty, since masturbation is a nearly
universal  sexual  activity, especially
among young males, and the post-Exilic
Jews laid tremendous stress on such pro-
hibitions. The Zohar called it the most
reprehensible sin of all and Rabbi Glas-
ner reports that one Talmudic authority
declared it 1o be a crime warranting
death, Clerical regulations on the subject
display an obsession with detail: for ex-
ample, a Jew was forbidden to sleep on
his back. wear tight tousers, or touch
his sexual parts while urinating, for
fear of sexual arousal. Even an involun-
tary seminal emission rendered the mndi-
vidual ritually unclean and required a
ritual bath for purthcition (Lewviticus 15:
16-17; Deuteronony 23: 10-12),

SEX IN EARLY CHRISTIANITY

In such a time, Christianity had great
appeal, as Taylor views it in his authori-
tauve and comprchensive Sex in History,
for it allirmed the sense of guilt [so
prevalent among the people of th=e
time| and authorized scll-punishment to
relieve i

The oflicially favored religion in
Rome at the end of the Second Century
A, was Mithraism, which came [rom
Asia and spread throughout much of
Europe, including poruons ol England.
It was an aggressive, outgoing religion.,
Taylor writes, “Mithraism specifically
preached that good Tay in action, in con-
quest, in grappling with the world. . . ."”
As such, it had a considerable attraction
to the Roman emperors, o soldiers, ad-
ministrators and exwroverts, but offered
no place for women. In contrast, Christi-
anity, in its early stages, was primarily a
passive religion and it thus appealed to
women, introverts, slaves and many of
the common people of lesser station. I a
psychoanalytic interpretation of Mithra-
ism reveals its sadistic natare,  carly
Christianity may similarly be character-
ized as primarily masochistic. Tavlor
notes, “Mithraism adopted as its symbol
the life-giving sun, the source of energy.
Christianity adopted as its symbol the
Cross, an instrument of torture and
death. . . . The choice of Christianity in
preference w Mithraism  therefore not
ouly represents a choice of masochism as
against sadism, and a turning in ol the
death instinet against the self, but also
a victory for death instincs as against
life instincts.”

A llood of Iranian and Semitic con-
cepts was sweeping the Mediterrancan
world, threatening to submerge the elab-
orate cultures erected by Greece and
Rome, and carly Christianity adopted
nany ol these belicls into its own reli-
gion. In Social Control of Sex Expres
sion, Geolflrey May states that Christian
asceticism comes not so much Irom the

teachings of Jesus as from the clement
of Oriental dualism, implying the anti-
thesis of the spivitual and the physical,
found in the teachings of St. Paul. More-
over, under the persecutions of the Ro-
man Empire, Christians came to desire
suffering and revolied against the sex-
ual excesses of the Romans.

As with the Jews, persecution of the
Christians  produced a masochism  that
made deprivation, suftering and pain a
virtwe. In Lowve and the Sex Emotions,
W. J. Fielding notes that adherents of the
new religion soon developed an obses-
sional horror of sex and multiple meth-
ods of scll-torture quite different from
the asceticism of earlier religions. Fanat-
ical monks retived to the burning deserts
ol North Africa to mortify their flesh:
fasting, Hagellating  themselves, going
without sleep and refusing to wash. Am-
monius tortured his body with hot irons
until he was entirely covered with burns;
Macarius went naked in a mosquito-
ridden swamp and let himsell be stung
until nearly unrecognizable; St. Simcon
ulcerated his llesh with an ivon belt;
Evagrius Ponticus spent a winter’s night
in a fountain so that his flesh froze.

The association between these maso-
chistic practices and sexual desive is in-
dicated by the conlessions of the [athers
themselves. Thus Jerome says: “How
often when I was living in the desert,
which affords to hermits a savage dwell-
ing place, parched by a burning sun, did
I fancy myself amid the pleasures of
Rome. 1 sought solitude, beeause 1 was
filled with bitterness. . . . I, who [rom
the fear of hell had consigned mysell 1o
that prison where scorpions and wild
beasts were my compinions, lancied my-
sell. among bevies of young girls. My
face was pale and my frame chilled from
fasting, yet my mind was burning with
the cravings of desire, and the fires ol
lust flaved up from my flesh that was as
a corpse. I do not blush to avow my
abject misery.”

How closely the whole psvchological
process depended upon the suppression
of sexual desire is further indicated by
the preoccupation of these early Chris-
tians with the subject of castration. Tay-
lor reports, “The tonsure of the priest is
a recognized symbol ol castration, and
his adoption of a skirted cassock perpet-
uates the adoption of female clothes, in
just the same way as the priests ol
Astarte, alter castravion, assumed [emale
attire. The Jews had adopted circum-
cision — another symbolic castration — as
part of a religious convention that
made every man a priest, and thus able
to read the sacred books. But symbolic
castrations were not enough for some
carly Christians. Thousands hastened to
castrate themselves in wuth . . and a sect
sprang up so enthusiastically addicted o
the practice that its members castrated




not only themselves, but also any guest
rash enough to stay under their roofs.”
Since the continuance of any religion de-
pends upon the fact that children usually
follow in the [aith of their parents, a sect
which fails 10 reproduce itself is in dan-
ser of dying out. The Church recognized
this simple truth and soon forbade the
practice.

MEDIEVAL SEX

The carliest Christians had sought o
ranscend sex — o be above temptation;
but that didi’t prove very suceesslul, so
the Church abandoned this technigue in
lavor ol vepression. The relative merits
of the two methods were not entirely re-
solved, however. and debate over the
alternative techniques was 1o arise nu-
merous times in the centuries that lol-
lowed.

The medieval Church was obsessed
with sex to an extreme degree, according
1o Taylor. “Sexnal issues dominated its
thinking in a manuner which we should
regard as  entirely pnlhu]ugi(:;ll." The
Christian code was based, quite simply,
“upon the conviction that the sexual act
was to be avoided like the plague, except
for the hare minimum necessary o keep
the race in existence. Even when per-
formed for this purpose, it remained a
regrettable necessity. Those who could
were exhorted o avoid it entirely, even if
marricd.  For those incapable of such
heroic sell-denial, there was a  great
spider’s web ol regulations whose over-
riding purpose was to make the sexual
act as jovless as possible and to restrict
it to the minimum.” Tavlor points out
that 1t was not the sex act wsell which
was damnable, “but any pleasure derived
from it —and this pleasure remained
damnable cven when the act was per-
formed for the purpose of procreation.
... This idea reached its crudest expres-
sion with the invention of the chemise
cagoule, a sort ol heavy nightshirt with @
suitably placed hole, through which a
husband could impregnate his wile while
avoiding any other contact with her. The
beliel that, even within mariage, the
sexuitl act should not be performed for
pleasure still persists in some Christian
seets 1o this day.

Not only was the pleasure of the sex-
ual act held 1o be sinful, but also the
mere desire for a person ol the opposite
sex, even when unconsummated. Since
the love ol a man for a woman could be
conceived ol as, at least partially, sexual
desire, this led to the concept that a man
should not love his wile too much, In
lact, Peter Lombard maintiined, in his
apologetic De excusalione coitus, that
for a man Jo love his wife oo ardently
is a sin worse than adultery.

By the Eighth Century, the Church had
begun to develop the swrict system of
laws which ruled the Middle Ages. A
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series of “penitential books™ appeared
that explored the subject of sinful sex
in minute and intimate detail: every
misdeed was described at length and
penalties  were  prescribed  for  each.
Celibacy was the ideal and for those
with priestly [unctions, it became obliga-
tory. Since chastity was a virtue, it was
virtuous for wives to deny sex to their
husbands, which many apparently did.
It is doubtlul if this actually increased
the sum total of chastity, however, since
many husbands were driven to extra-
marital relations as a consequence, to
such a degree that the Church [eht
obliged to intervene.

Shame ol the body and a near-patho-
logical modesty came with this increas-
ing emphasis on chastity and soon
extended beyond the areas ol sexual ac-
tivity, as with a virgin named Gorgonia,
who “with all her body and members
thercol . . . bruised and broken most
grievouslic” refused the attentions ol a
doctor because her modesty would not
permit her to be seen or touched by a
man: it was reported that she was re-
warded by God with a miraculous cure.

In some penitentials, fornication was
declared a worse coime than murder. Ar-
tempting to lornicate, kissing, even think-
ing ol lornication, were all lorbidden
and called for penalties: in the last case,
the penance was 40 days. Nor was inten-
tion a necessary requisite for sin, for
involuntary nocturnal  emissions  were
considered sinful: the offender had to rise
at once and sing  seven  penitential
psalms, with an additional 30 in the
morning,.

The penitentials also devoted a dispro-
portionately large amount ol space to
penalties for homosexuality and bestial-
ity, but the sin upon which the greatest
stress of all was placed was masturbation.
In Social Conivol of Sex Expression,
Geoffrey May observes that in the five
comparatively short medieval penitential
codes, there are 22 paragraphs dealing
with various degrees of sodomy and bes-
tiality, and no fewer than 25 dealing
with masturbation on the part of lay-
men, plus a number of others dealing
separately with masturbation by mem-
bers of the clergy. According to Aquinas,
it was a greater sin than fornication.
And as we have previously observed, ta-
boos surrounding masturbation are par-
ticularly significant, since this activity
15 so common, they are certain to pro-
duce feclings ol guilt. Taylor observes
that modern psychiatric insights indicate
the beliel that sexual pleasure is wicked
springs primavily from parental taboos
on infantile masturbation. Since the
child is punished when he is 100 young
to understand its significance, and when
masturbation is his primary means ol
pleasure without outside assistance, a
tear ol this specihic pleasure becomes im-
bedded in the unconscious, which later

becomes generalized until it wurns into
a [ear ol pleasure in all of its [orms. It
is easy to understand why the early
Church scized upon this willingness of
parents to frown on infantile masturba-
tion as a means of maintaining its sys-
tem of sexual repression and, therefore,
concentrated a considerable amount of
attention on the matter.

The more general discouragement ol
pleasure, of even a nonsexual nature,
was a part of earliest Christendom. In
the Third Century, Porphyry set the tone
by condemning pleasure in all its forms.
May comments, “Horse racing, the thea-
ter, dancing, marriage and mutton chops
were equally accursed: those who in-
dulged in them were servants, not of
God, but of the Devil.” Augustine called
Porphyry the most learned of all the
philosophers and established this doc-
trine on a formal basis.

Most of us have at least a vague aware-
ness of the existence of the sexual prohi-
bitions of the medieval Church, since
many ol them are still maintained, il in
diminished sirength. today. Wi is less
generally recognized is the extent to
which the Church attempted to limit
and control not only sex outside ol mar-
riage, but within it, too. The sexual act
could be performed in only one pre-
scribed position, with the male above,
and penalties were prescribed for any
variance. This concept was derived from
the notion that other positions were
more sexually enjoyable, and was con-
sistent with the idea that sex should be
kept as pleasureless as possible.

Not content with this, the Church
proceeded 10 reduce the number ol days
per year during which even man and
wile might legitimately perform the sex
act. First, sex was made illegal on Sun-
days, Wednesdays and  Fridays, which
cliectively removed the equivalent of
five months out of cvery twelve. Then
it was made illegal for 10 days belore
Easter and 40 days before Christmas, and
for three days before atending com-
munion (and there were reculations
requiring frequent attendance at com-
munion). Marital sex was also forbidden
from the time of conception to 10 days
after birth. It was, ol course, also for-
bidden during penance.

These are the principles from which
our modern Western sexual ideals have
been principally derived, Taylor points
out that the Christian attitude of anti-
sexuality, even within wedlock, was in
marked contrast to that of the Moham-
medans, who held  that  there  were
grounds lor divorce il the sexual act
s not performed at least once a week.

It would be a mistake, however, 1o
imagine that the early Christian Church
prepared these codes of sexual conduct
with the brutal single-mindeduess of the

Nazis preparing to pop another batch of

Wi

humans into the ovens. Rather, it wq
case of these dicta being promulgated in
a passion of despairing guilt by a group
of individual men like Augustine, Aqui-
nas. Damiani and Bernard, who knew
nothing of the true sexual nature of man,
and who were tormented by the virtual
certainty of eternal damnation for all
who so much as thought about sexual
pleasure. All about them, they witnessed
sensuality and in a frantic atempt o
save the people from themselves, they in-
stituted and perpetuated ever more rigid
rules ol abstinence. Never mind the
cruclty, never mind the injustice, if only
this [rightful and damning disaster could
be somchow prevented.

PIOUS FRAUDULENCE

That these ideas were pathological,
there can be no doubt. But the motives
were pure, even il the end results were
grotesque in the extreme, “Only real
desperation is enough to explain the
ruthlessness with which the Church re-
peatedly distorted and even falsified the
Biblical record in order to produce jus-
tilicition for its laws,” says Taylor. For
such exwreme antsexual sentiment is not
to be found in the Bible and certainly
not in the New Testament. As W. H.
Lecky states, in The History of the Rise
and Influence of the Spivit of Rational-
ism in Europe, *The [athers laid down a
distinct  proposition that pious [rauds
were justiiable and even laudable .
[and] immediately, all ecclesiastical liter-
ature became tainted with a spirit of the
most unblushing mendacity.”

The Church caimed that its stringent
taboos on sex had been proclaimed by
St. Paul, but in acwal fact, although
Paul had gone much [urther than any-
one before him in disallowing  sexual
activity, he had never suggested anything
as radical as the sexual code ol the
medieval Church. Paul also made it clear
he was not propounding the official teach-
ings of Christ, but was simply giving his
personal opinion in reply 10 a uumber
ol questions put 1o him by the Church at
Corinth.

Attaching, as they did, so much impor-
tance 1o preventing masturbation, the
medicval churchmen sought Biblical justi-
fication and finding none, evidenced no
great reluctance in twisting the Scriptures
to suit their purpose. Genesis 38 refers to
Onan’s seed [lalling upon the ground
and his subsequently being put to death.
The idea was established — and s still
widely believed — that this passage re-
[ers to masturbation, from which is de-
rived the word onanism as a synonyvin
for the practice. Acwally, the Biblical
passage relers w coitus interruplus and
it had a property interest as its raison
d’éire vather than a sexual one; N. E.
Himes, in A Medical History of Conira-

(continued on page 138)
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FIDELMAN LISTLESSLY DOODLED all over a sheet of
yellow paper. Odd indecipherable designs, ink-
spotted blotched words, esoteric ideographs, tor-
mented figures in a steaming sulphurous lake,
including a stylish nude rising newborn from the
water. Not bad at all, though more mannequin
than Cnidian Aphrodite. Scarpio, sharp-nosed on
the former art student’s left, looking up from his
cards, inspected her with his good eye.

“Not bad, who is she?”

“Nobody I really know.”

“You must be hard up.”

“It happens in art.”

“Quiet,” rumbled Angelo, the padrone, on
Fidelman's right, his two-chinned [ace molded in
lard. He flipped the top card.

Scarpio then turned up a deuce, making eight-
and-a-half and out. He cursed his Sainted Mother,
Angelo wheezing. Fidelman showed four and his
last hundred lire. He picked a cautious ace and
sighed. Angelo, with seven showing, chose that
passionate moment to get up and relieve himself.

“Wait for me,” he ordered. “Watch the money,
Scarpio.”

“Who's that hanging?” Scarpio pointed to a
long-coated figure loosely dangling from a gal-
lows rope amid Fidelman'’s other drawings.

Who but Susskind, surely, a figure out of the
far-off past.

“Just a riend.”

“Which one?”

“Nobody you know.”

“It better not be.”

Scarpio picked up the yellow paper for a closer
squint.

“But whose head?” he asked with interest. A
long-nosed severed head bounced down the steps
of the guillotine platform.

A man’s head or his sex? Fidelman wondered.
In either case, a terrible wound.

“Looks a little like mine,” he confessed. “At
least, the long jaw.”

Scarpio pointed to a street scene. In front
of American Express, here's this starving white
Negro pursued by a hooting mob of cowboys
on horses. Embarrassed by the recent past,
Fidelman blushed.

It was long after midnight. They sat motion-

NAKED NUDE

fuction By BERNARD MALAMUD

alone with the venus he loved, he
painted with passion, for he had
swallowed lightning and he knew
it would strike what he touched

DRAWINGS BY PHILL HENAUD
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less in Angelo’s stuffy office, a small
lit bulb hanging down over a square
wooden table on which lay a pack of
pulfy cards, Fidelman's naked hundred-
lire note, and a green bottle of Munich
beer that the padrone of the Hotel du
Ville, Milano, swilled from, between
hands or games. Scarpio, his major-domo
and secretary-lover, sipped an espresso,
and Fidelman only watched, being with-
out privileges. Each night they played
sette e mezzo, jeenrummy or baccarat and
Fidelman lost the day's earnings, the few
meager tips he had garnered from the
whores for little services rendered. Angelo
said nothing and took all.

Scarpio, snickering, understood the
street scene. Fidelman, adrift penniless in
the stony gray Milanese streets, had
picked his first pockert, of an American
tourist staring into a store window. The
Texan, fecling the wg, and missing his
wallet, had bellowed murder. A carabin-
iere looked wildly at Fidelman, who
broke into a run, another well-dressed
carabiniere on a horse clattering after
him down the street, waving his sword.
Angelo, cleaning his fingernails with his
penknife in front of his hotel, saw Fidel-
man coming and ducked him around a
corner, through a cellar door, into the
Hotel du Ville, a joint for prostitutes who
split their fees with the padrone for the
use of a room. Angelo registered the
former art student, gave him a tiny dark
room and, pointing a gun, relieved him
of his passport, recently renewed, and
the contents of the Texan's wallet. He
warned him that if he so much as peeped
to anybody, he would at once report him
to the quesiura, where his brother pre-
sided, as a dangerons alien thief. The
former art student, desperate to escape,
needed money to travel, so he sneaked
into Angelo’s voom one morning and
from the strapped suitcase under the bed,
extracted fistfuls of lire, stuffing all his
pockets. Scarpio, happening in, caught
him at it and held a pointed dagger to
Fidelman's ribs — Fidelman fruitlessly
pleaded they could both make a living
from the suitcase —until the padrone
appeared.

*“A hunchback is straight only in his
grave.” Angclo slapped Fidelman’s face
first with one fat hand, then with the
other, till it wmmed red and the tears
[reely flowed. He chained him to the bed
in his room for a week. When Fidelman
promised to behave he was released and
;lppoinh‘.-d masiro delle latrina, having to
clean 30 roilets every day with a suff
brush, for room and board. He also
assisted Teresa, the asthmatic, hairy-
legged chambermaid, and ran errands for
the whores. The [ormer art student hoped
to escape, but the portiere or his assistant
was at the door 24 hours a day. And
thanks to the card games and his impas-
sioned gambling, Fidelman was without
sufficient funds to go anywhere, if there

was anywhere to go. And without pass-
port, so he stayed put.

Scarpio secretly felt Fidelman’s thigh.

“Let go or I'll tell the padrone.”

Angelo returned and flipped up a card.
Qucen. Seven-and-a-half on the button.
He pocketed Fidelman’s last hundred
lire.

“Go to bed,” Angelo commanded. “It’s
a long day tomorrow.”

Fidelman climbed up to his room on
the fifth floor and stared out the window
into the dark street to see how far down
was death, Too far, so he undressed for
bed. He looked every night and some-
times during the day. Teresa, screaming,
had once held onto both his legs as
Fidelman dangled half out of the window
until one of the girls’ naked customers, a
barrel-chested man, rushed into the room
and dragged him back. Sometimes Fidel-
man wept in his sleep.

He awoke, cringing. Angelo and Scarpio
had entered his room but nobody hit him.

“Search anywhere,” he offered, “you
won't find anything except maybe half a
stale pastry.”

“Shut up,” said Angelo. “We came to
make a proposition.”

Fidelman slowly sat up. Scarpio pro-
duced the yellow sheet he had doodled
on. “We notice you draw.” He pointed a
dirty fingernail at the nude fgure.

“After a fashion,” Fidelman said mod-
estly. “1 doodle and see what happens.”

“Could you copy a painting?”

“What sort of painting?”

“A nude. Tiziano’s Venus of Urbino.
The one after Giorgione.”

“That one,” said Fidelman. “I doubt
that I could.”

“Any fool can.”

“Shut up, Scarpio,” Angelo said. He sat
his bulk at the foot of Fidelman's narrow
bed. Scarpio, with his good eye, moodily
inspected the cheerless view from the
window.

“On Isola Bella in Lago Maggiore,
about an hour from here,” said Angelo,
“there’s a small castello full of lousy
paintings, except for onc which is a
genuine Tiziano, authenticated by three
art experts, including a brother-in-law of
mine. It's worth half-a-million dollars but
the owner is richer than Olivetti and
won’t sell, though an American museum
is breaking its head to get it.”

“Very interesting,” Fidelman said.

“Exactly,” said Angelo. “Anyway, it’s
insured for at least $400,000. Of course if
anyone stole it it would be impossible
to sell.”

“Then why bother?”

“Bother what?”

“Whatever it is,” Fidelman said lamely.

"“You'll learn more by listening,” An-
gelo said. “Suppose it was stolen and held
for ransom. What do you think of that?”

“Ransom?” said Fidelman.

“Ransom,” said Scarpio.

“At least $300,000,” said Angelo. “It
would be a bargain for the insurance comn-
pany. They'd save a hundred thousand on
the deal.”

He outlined a plan. They had photo-
graphed the Titian on both sides, from
all angles and several distances and had
collected from art books the best color
plates. They also had the exact measure-
ments of the canvas and every figure on it.
If Fidelman could make a decent copy
they would duplicate the frame and on a
dark night sneak the reproduction into
the castello gallery and exit with the orig-
inal. The guards were stupid, and the
advantage of the plan —instead of just
slitting the canvas out of its frame — was
that nobody would recognize the substitu-
tion for days, possibly longer. In the
meantime they would row the picture
across the lake and truck it out of the
country down to the French Riviera, The
Italian police had fantastic luck in recov-
ering stolen paintings; one had a better
chance in France. Once the piciure was
securely hidden, Angelo back at the hotel,
Scarpio would get in touch with the insur-
ance company. Imagine the sensation!
Recognizing the brilliance of the execu-
tion, the company would have to kick in
with the ransom money.

“If you make a good copy, you'll get
yours,” said Angelo.

“Mine? What would that be?” Fidel-
man asked.

“Your passport,” Angelo said cagily.
“Plus two hundred dollars in cash and a
quick goodbye.”

“Five hundred dollars,” said Fidelman.

*“Scarpio,” said the padrone patiently,
“show him what you have in your pants.”

Scarpio unbuttoned his jacket and
drew a long mean-looking dagger from a
sheath under his beit. Fidelman, without
trying, could feel the cold blade slowly
sinking into his ribs.

“Three-fifty,” he said. “I'll need plane
fare.”

“Three-ffty,” said Angelo. “Payable
when you deliver the finished repro-
duction.”

“And you pay for all supplies?”

“I pay all expenses within reason. But
if you try any monkey tricks — snitch or
double cross you'll wake up with your
head gone, or something worse.”

“Tell me,” Fidelman asked after a
minute of contemplation, “what if 1
turn down the proposition? I mean in a
friendly way?”

Angelo rose sternly from the creaking
bed. “Then you'll stay here for the rest of
your life. When you leave you leave in a
cothn, very cheap wood.”

“1 see,” said Fidelman,

“*What do you say?”

“What more can 1 say?”

“Then it's settled,” said Angelo.

“Take the morning off,” said Scarpio.

(continued overleaf)






PLAYBOY

52

“Thanks,"” Fidelman said.

Angelo glared. “First finish the toilet
bowls.”

Am I worthy? Fidelman thought. Can 1
do it? Do I dare? He had these and other
doubts, felt melancholy, apd wasted time.

Angelo one morning called him into his
office. “Have a Munich beer.”

“No, than "

“Cordial?”

“Nothing now.”

*“What's the matter with you? You look
like you have just buried your mother.”

Fidelman set down his mop and pail
with a sigh and said nothing.

“Why don’t you put those things away
and get started?” the padrone asked. “T've
had the portiere move six trunks and
some broken furniture out of the store-
room where you have two big windows.
Scarpio wheeled in an easel and he's
bought you brushes, colors and whatever
else you need.”

“It's west light, not very even.”

Angelo shrugged. “It’s the best I can do.
This is our season and I can’t spare any
rooms. If you'd rather work at night we
can set up some lamps. It's a waste of
electricity, but I'll make that concession
to your temperament if you work fast and
produce the goods.”

“What's more, 1 don’t know the first
thing about forging paintings,” Fidelman
said. “All 1 might do is just about copy
the picture.”

“That’s all we ask. Leave the technical
business to us. First do a decent drawing.
When you're ready to paint I'll get you a
piece of 16th Century Belgian linen that's
been scraped clean of a former picture.
You prime it with white lead and when
it's dry you sketch. Once you finish the
nude, Scarpio and I will bake it, put in
the cracks and age them with soot. We'll
even stipple in fly spots before we varnish
and glue. We'll do what's necessary. There
are books on these subjects and Scarpio
reads like a demon. It isn’t as complicated
as you think."”

“What about the truth of the colors?”

“I'll mix them for you. I've made a life
study of Tiziano’s work.”

“Really?”

“Of course.”

But Fidelman's eyes still looked un-
happy.

“What's eating you now?” the padrone
asked.

“It's stealing another painter's ideas
and work.”

The padrone wheezed, “Tiziano will
forgive you. Didn’t he steal the figure
of the Urbino from Giorgione? Didn’t
Rubens steal the Andrian nude from
Tiziano? Art steals and so does everybody.
You stole a wallet and tried to steal my
lire. It’s the way of the world. We're
only human.”

“Isn’t it sort of a desecration?”

“Everybody desecrates. We live off the

dead and they live off us. Take, for in-
stance, religion.”

“I don’t think I can do it without see-
ing the original,” Fidelman said. “The
color plates you gave me aren't true.”

“Neither is the original anymore. You
don’t think Rembrandt painted in those
sfumato browns, do you? As for painting
the Venus, you'll have to do the job here.
1f you copied it in the castello gallery, one
of those cretin guards might remember
your face and the next thing you know
you'd have trouble. So would we, prob-
ably, and we naturally wouldn't want
that.”

“I still ought to see it,” Fidelman said
obstinately.

The padrone then, reluctantly, con-
sented to a one-day excursion to Isola
Bella, assigning Scarpio to closely accom-
pany the copyist.

On the vaporetto to the island, Scarpio,
wearing dark glasses and a light straw hat,
turned to Fidelman.

“In all confidence, what do you think
of Angelo?”

“He's all right, I guess.”

*“Do you think he’s handsome?”

“I haven’t given it a thought. Possibly
he was, once.”

“You have many fine insights,” said
Scarpio. He pointed in the distance where
the long blue lake disappeared amid
towering Alps. “Locarno, 60 kilometers.”

“You don't say.” At the thought of
Switzerland so close by, freedom swelled
in Fidelman’s heart but he did nothing
about it. Scarpio clung to him like a long-
lost brother and 60 kilometers was a long
swim with a knife in your back.

“That's the castello over there,” the
major-domo said. “It looks like a joint.”

The castello was pink on a high ter-
raced hill amid tall trees in formal gar-
dens. It was full of tourists and bad
paintings. But in the last gallery, “infinite
riches in a little room,” hung the Venus
of Urbino alone.

What a miracle, thought Fidelman.

The golden-brown-haired Venus, a
woman of the real world, lay on her couch
in serene beauty, her hand lightly touch-
ing her intimate mystery, the other hold-
ing red flowers, her nude body her truest
accomplishment.

“I would have painted somebody in
bed with her,” Scarpio said.

“Shut up,” said Fidelman.

Scarpio, hurt, left the gallery.

Fidelman, alone with Venus, wor-
shiped the painting. What magnificent
flesh tones, what extraordinary flesh that
can turn the body into spirit.

While Scarpio was out talking to the
guard, the copyist hastily sketched the
Venus, and with a Leica Angelo had bor-
rowed from a friend for the purpose, took
several new color shots.

Afterward he approached the picture
and kissed the lady’s hands, thighs and

breasts, but as he was murmuring “I love
you,” a guard struck him hard on the
head with both fists.

That night as they returned on the
rapido to Milano, Scarpio fell asleep,
snoring. He awoke in a hurry, tugging at
his dagger, but Fidelman hadn’t moved.

The copyist threw himself into his
work with passion. He had swallowed
lightning and hoped it would strike what
he touched. Yet he had nagging doubts
he could do the job right and feared he
would never escape alive from the Hotel
du Ville. He tried at once to paint the
Titian directly on canvas, but hurriedly
scraped it clean when he saw what a
garish mess he had made. The Venus was
insanely disproportionate and the maids
in the background foreshortened into
dwarfs. He then took Angelo’s advice
and made several drawings on paper to
master the composition before commit-
ting it again to canvas.

Angelo and Scarpio came up every
night and shook their heads over the
drawings.

“Not even close,” said the padrone.

“Far from it,"” said Scarpio.

“I'm wying,” Fidelman said,
guished.

“Try harder,” Angelo said grimly.

Fidelman had a sudden insight. “What
happened to the last guy who did?”

“He's still floating,” Scarpio said.

“I'll nced some practice,” the copyist
coughed. “My vision seems tight and the
arm tires easily. I'd better go back to
some exercises to loosen up.”

“What kind of exercises?”” Scarpio in-
quired.

“Nothing physical, just some warm-
up nudes to get me going.”

“Don’t overdo it,” Angelo said. “You've
got about a month, not much more.
There’s a certain advantage in making
the exchange of pictures during the tour-
ist season.”

“Only a month?”

The padrone nodded.

“Maybe you'd better trace it,” Scarpio
said.

OINO‘.’

“I'll tell you what,” said Angelo. “I
could get you an old reclining nude you
could paint over. You might get the
form of this one by altering the form of
another.”

“No-”

“Why not?”

“It's not honest. I mean to myself.”

Everyone tittered.

“Well, it's your headache,” Angelo
said.

Fidelman, unwilling to ask what hap-
pened if he failed, feverishly drew faster
after they had left.

Things went badly for the copyist.
Working all day and often into the very

(continued on page 122)
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ENGLAND'S FAVORITE SON

stirling moss epitomizes the very model of a model british hero
article By KEN W. PURDY

THE EXTRAORDINARY CONCERN and affection the British people show for Stirling Moss cannot be explained by his eminence
as a sports figure. (My London housekecper, who had never seen a motor race, and had never seen Moss excepting on
television, asked me to tell him to please shave off his beard, she didn’t like it. Then she added, “He is very dear to us.™)
The British people have known many great sportsmen, and they have usually viewed them with comparative calm and
equanimity, but during the decade 1952-1963, let us say, Stirling Moss has been one of the most prominent figures in the
United Kingdom. Other formidable accomplishers, sportsmen, athletes, film stars, scientists, politicians have stepped upon
the stage, stayed a bit, and slipped away. But still today, and this is written nearly a {ull year after Goodwood, when
Stirling Moss comes down a jet ramp at London Airport, it's news. Why?

I thought I knew, but I asked a more knowledgeable man, a Fleer Street editor who has seen page-one celcbrities
come and go for 20-odd years.

“It’s because he was a knight in armor,” the editor said, “rushing out of the castle to do battle in foreign lands, and
coming back, sometimes with the prize and sometimes without it; sometimes bloody on his shicld (continued on page 78)
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“I can type, take shorthand, file, and I'm a pushover . . .”




THE [IVIP OF
THE IMPOSSIBLE

article BY J. PAUL GETTY

SUCCESS IN THE BUSINESS WORLD
OFTEN DEPENDS UPON THE ABILITY TO
DISTINGUISH BETWEEN THE

DIFFICULT AND THE UNATTAINABLE

NOT LONG AGO, I was forced to demand the resignation of a top-level executive in
one of my companies. Although he was intelligent, hard-working and experienced,
this man had a signal weakness that proved fatal to his career — and which, in
time, might well have proved fatal to the company. He simply could not
distinguish between the possible and the impossible — and his myopia extended
to matters large and small.

Typical of his costly blunders was his tendency to undertake tasks which he
should have realized were patently impossible to fulfill. Also typical were his
ebulliently optimistic —and completely unrealistic — estimates of the time it
would take to carry out an assignment or to complete a project.

“Yes, we can do it,” he’d promise with bland assurance —even though “it”
could not be done. “I'll have everything finished for you in three days,” he'd say
confidently — even though he must have known three weeks would be required to
perform the work in question.

Perhaps he was driven by some compulsive desire to impress people with
promises. Maybe he was afflicted with some rare form of sophomania or counted
on fortuitous miracles to achieve the impossibilities he was in the habit of
promising so rashly. Whatever the reasons, he gradually dragged himself — and
his associates, subordinates and superiors — down into a morass of totally imprac-
tical projects, backlogged work, canceled orders and programs that had to be
abandoned with consequent financial loss to the company.

This executive's inability to distinguish between the possible and the impossible
created chaos within the company and alienated its customers. Brought to book
for his shortcomings, he again demonstrated his fatal myopia by failing to realize
that one cannot indefinitely hide one’s mistakes behind glib excuses or displays of
histrionics. He indulged freely in both in a futile effort to save the job he had
already proved he could not possibly handle.

I'believe it was La Rochefoucauld who first argued that “nothing is impossible.”
In my opinion, this is sheer nonsense, and I flatly reject the theory, noting that
even La Rochefoucauld felt it advisable to later amend his adage to read: “Few
things are impossible in themselves.”

I'm inclined to cock a skeptical eye at even this revised version. However,
rather than further disparage the good Duc de La Rochefoucauld's philosophies,
I'll assume that our definitions of the word “few” differ greatly and let it go at
that. In any event, he was referring to matters on a more esoteric plane — while I
am concerned with the hard-fact specifics of everyday living and particularly
of business.

It is my opinion — and it has been my experience — that there are vast numbers
of things which are impossible, and that one is very likely to encounter them
frequently in the business world. I firmly believe that one of the most valuable
assets a businessman or executive can possess is the ability to study and weigh all
the factors in a given situation and determine what is feasible and what is not —
in short, to distinguish between the possible and the impossible.

The ability is seldom innate; rather, it is acquired and developed. With it, an
individual’s chances of achieving success are greatly enhanced. Without it, he can
go only so far — or fail altogether. Many an otherwise capable — or even great —
man has failed because he lacked this capacity.

A comparison between Julius Caesar and Augustus Caesar indicates that Julius
was basically the more able and gifted of the two. But  (continued on page 82)






OF THE INDIANS 1n the town square, it was
Miguel who first became aware of the little
drama on the side of the mountain. Faraway,
where the road was a rising scar on the barren
slope, the bus was to be seen, and close be-
hind it a big American sedan.

“The bus is pulling the automobile,”
Miguel said.

‘They all looked. “Indeed, it is so,” one said.

“Why would such a car be traveling on
our road:"” asked another.

Figures were visible on the roof of the bus
and sitting on the hood of the automobile.
The two vehicles disappeared behind a spur
of the mountain; when they reappeared, the
road had begun its plunge o the village in
the valley, and they had separated. Minutes
later the bus arrived, loaded to capacity with
Indians — laughing, shouting, waving, twang-
ing on guitars — chickens, vegetables, a pig or
two, baskets, God knows what. The Indians
all piled out and joined the loafers in the
square.

A minute later the American automobile
coasted in and came to rest before the one
gas station. It was a 1948 Cadillac. From it
emerged an unusually fat and smiling Aineri-
can,

“Boy, what a ride,” he said. “Who's in
charge around here?”

None of the Indians from the bus under-
stood English, but all of them knew what he
wanted and all of them pointed at Pepe, who
stepped forward and indicated that he was the
proprietor of the gas station. The American,
whose name was Wilcox, asked hopefully,
“Usted habla inglés?” Pepe shrugged.

“El automouvil,” Mr. Wilcox said, and made
a slicing motion across his throat. “Muerte.
Kaputt. No va. Comprende?”’

“S/1" Pepe said. He went around to the
front, opened the hood, and looked in. He
reached in and tugged on a few wires. This
was a rite, and he performed it with suitable
solemnity. It was perfectly obvious that he
had not the slightest notion what might be
wrong or what to do about it. Mr. Wilcox
gave out with a hearty laugh. “Well,” he

fiction By T.K.BROWN III
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it was a game in which they all shared—
outwitting the authorities and
stealing the prize from under their noses
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said, “you take your time. When you
find out what the trouble is, I'll be over
there.” He went across the street to the
nearest bar and ordered a tequila,
though it was only 11 in the morning.

Miguel asked his friend Pepe, “What
is wrong with the Cadillac?”

“I do not know,” Pepe said, “but it
would be wrong to tell the gringo this
right away, or he would not respect me
and would not give me any money.”

“That is true,” Miguel said.

“You can speak English,” Pepe said.
“After about half-an-hour, we go over
and you tell him how difficult is the prob-
lem with the car.”

And this they did. Mr. Wilcox had
had two tequilas by then.

“Mi amigo, Miguel”
“Habla un poco inglés.”

“Si, un poquito,” Miguel said; and
then, to prove it: “I leesten more good
than I speach.”

Nevertheless, he was an unusual per-
son. A back-country Indian who can
as much as sign his name is a rarity; one
who can make himself understood in a
foreign tongue is almost unheard of.
And Miguel was not even a town Indian:
he lived with his wife and young son
three miles up the mountain, where he
grew maguey and corn.

“What is wrong with the car?” Mr.
Wilcox asked.

“Sedior,” Miguel said simply, “I not
know. Pepe not know. Een thees place
nobody know. Ees necessary Diosdado.”

“Diosdado?”

“Mecdnico. Acapulco. Day after to-
morrow we tell bus. Day next, Diosdado
come from Acapulco. Ees only theeng.”

“Day after tomorrow?” Mr. Wilcox
cried. “Why not today, or tomorrow?”

“Bus one day to Acapulco,” Miguel
said. “Day next to Taxco. Today to
Acapulco, eet pull you, now gone. To-
morrow, Taxco. Day next, Acapulco.”

“Isn’t there any telephone?”” Mr. Wil-
cox asked.

“Oh, si, seiior,” Miguel said proudly.
“Een police.” He added: “But eet no
work.”

“Boys,” Mr. Wilcox said, “sit down
with me at this table and have a drink
while we try to figure this thing out
What'll it be?”

Miguel and Pepe looked at each other,
questioning each other with their eyes.
One was not asked to sit down and
drink with the yanqui; this simply did
not happen. Cautiously they took chairs
and asked for beers. The owner of the
place served them with a face so expres-
sionless that only another Indian could
have scen in it his amazement and dis-
approval.

“Now,” Mr. Wilcox said. “Today is
Wednesday. Miércoles, right? The way
I understand it, on Saturday this fellow
Diosdado arrives and fixes the car.”

Miguel said, “Who know?”

Pepe said.

“I see what you mean,” Mr. Wilcox
said. “Maybe we need parts.” He tossed
off the rest of his third tequila and
waved for another. “OK. Diosdado takes
the bus back to Acapulco on Sunday —"

*Pardon, no bus on Sunday,” Miguel
said.

“On Monday he takes the bus back,”
Mr. Wilcox said. His good nature was
being put to a severe test. “Tuesday he
comes back with the parts. He fixes the
car and I take him back in it to Aca-
pulco.”

There was silence at the little table.
Mr. Wilcox took a sip of his drink and
a suck of lime. “It's an old car. 1 was
an idiot to make it into the mountains,
just to see whar things are like back
here. I could've taken the highway
straight from Taxco to Acapulco —no
headaches. Oh well. Is there a hotel
here? A place to stay?” He looked around
at the shabby town square: the cracked
pavement, a few dusty trees, a fountain
without water, a couple of benches; and
around the edge the usual collection of
cantinas, a grocery, a hardware store,
the inevitable beatup church with the
creaky bell in its open espadafia that
would wake him up at five A.M., and
then at six, and at seven, and at eight.

“Si, sefior,” Miguel said. “Thees res-
taurante have a room. Een back. Five
pesos.”

The price secemed to restore Mr. Wil-
cox' good spirits. “Forty cents—can’t
go wrong on that. Something tells me
I'll be spending a week here, and prob-
ably forever. Would one of you fellows
get my bag from the back seat?” To
their blank stares he said: “Bag — suit-
case — maleta,” and laughed uproari-
ously. “Boy, have I got this language
under control.”

While Miguel did so, he made his
wishes clear to the proprietor of the
establishment and was shown into a tiny,
bare room with a cot and a washstand —
nothing more — next to the men’s (and
women’s) room, from which a powerful
odor emerged.

“Well,” he said, “Triple A should
certainly be told about this bargain
paradise.” He waved goodbye to the two
Indians, who were hovering in the door-
way.

“The dog,” Pepe said as they left. “He
didn’t give me a thing.”

“You didn’t do a thing for him,” Mi-
guel replied.

Miguel, of course, was busy in his
fields all day. In the evening he came
o town, because that was what everyone
did. On the third evening, Friday eve-
ning, he came up to Mr. Wilcox and
said courteously, “We send message to-
day with bus. Diosdado here masiana.”

Mr. Wilcox was sitting at one of the
tables on the sidewalk in front of his
“hotel.” He had been drinking tequila

with Bohemia-ale chasers since noon,
having nothing better to do with his
time. As a consequence he was quite
drunk. “Sit down, buddy,” he said. “Let
me buy you a drink. Boy, do I nced
someone to talk to.”

Miguel sat down with reluctance and
allowed a shot of tequila and a segment
of lime to be set before him, but did not
partake of them at once.

“You're a smart Innian,” Mr. Wilcox
said. “You made a effort to improve
yourself. By God, I can tell a smart
Innian when I see one. An’ I'll tell you
another thing,” he said. "It's a damn
shame the way they keep you Innians
from getting a decent break in this god-
damn country. I never yet seen a Innian
have a chance, nor never heard of one
that had a chance.”

“El generalisimo,
Miguel inquired.

“That tyrannical old sonofabitch?”
Mr. Wilcox cried. “I'm talking about
the orinary guy—like you. You think
you got a chance?”

“§i, sefior,” Miguel said with dignity.

Mr. Wilcox pounded the table. “Nol
You got no chance!l You work like a dog,
you improve yourself, you learn a
foreign language. But you come to town
barefoot. You think you even got a
chance to buy a decent pair of shoes and
wear 'em into a decent restaurant and
order a orinary meal like anybody else
and pay for it and leave a tip and they
don't sneer at you for a goddamn back-
country Innian?"

Mr. Wilcox" eye caught the glint of
the single streetlight on his car across
the square. “You work every day for 20
years,” he said. “You think you ever
get 1o own a car like that — even a lousy
1948 Cadillac?”

Miguel too looked across the square
and felt a surge of emotion that caused
him to drink his tequila in one head-
back, larynx-bobbing gulp. “No, sefior,”
he said sadly, “I never own a car like
(hat"!

“That's what I mean,” Mr. Wilcox
said. “You Innians got no chance at all.”
Suddenly he seemed to lose all interest
in Miguel. He craned around toward
the interior of the restaurant and banged
on the table with the flat of his hand,
impatient for a refill. When no service
was forthcoming, he walked with great
caution into the depths of the building,
from which he did not re-emerge. Pre-
sumably he found his new tequila
within. Miguel left the table and joined
friends on the other side of the square.

Porfirio Diaz?”

The next day, Mr. Wilcox arose late
—in the afternoon, to be exact. Un-
steady of gait and bleary of eye, he
made his way to one ol the sidewalk
tables and ordered a cup of coffee. Even
as he drank it he realized that this was

(continued on page 64)



by popular demand, a return engagement with fetching gillian tanner



PLAYBOY'S READERS responded with predict-
able enthusiasm when we presented, in
text and pictures, the remarkable Girls of
Africa last April. The lion’s share of praise
was dedicated to a comely South African
miss named Gillian Tanner.

“Bravoe for enthroning this African
Queen,” wrote one admirer. “We have
never seen such a beautiful creature,” ech-
oed another. The recurring note in all the
plaudits was, “More, more, more of Gillian
Tanner,” and so with bounding step and
boundless pleasure, our man in the Dark
Continent promptly fetched us a fresh
portfolio on this Johannesburg lass.

Gill is currently working at a promising
career as a commercial artist for a chain
department store, and she regards her
modeling activities (like her oil-painting
and jewelry-collecting) as strictly a week-
end pastime. But since her first appearance
in print, there has been such a demand
for Gill that her avocation may yet out-
shine her occupation.

The greater part of her leisure time is
spent in the company of one or another
of Johannesburg’s young scions at an ele-
gant, suburban yacht club, or at home with
a Vivaldi concerto on her stereo rig and one
of her many pets at her feet. So far, she
owns four dogs, three bush babies, two
cats and one turtle.

“All my collection lacks right now,” says
Gill with a twinkle in her eye, “is a par-
tridge in a pear tree.”

Gullian Tanmer is graphic proof that lean, haunting beauty can generate an extraordinary degree of excitement
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. although not a professional model, Gill works in intimate and instinctive communion with the camera.
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Johannesburg-born Gill is unusually tall (5'70" ), but carries herself gracefully . . . and knows how to adapt




herself to her surroundings, whether in the bright vivid outdoors or controlled indoor lighting.
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not what he needed. Calling on all his
resources in the Spanish language, he
brought forth the phrase, un pclo del
perro —a hair of the dog. That was it.
He slapped the table until the owner
appeared. “Un tequila,” he said, “por
favor. God, have I got a bun on." -

When it was brought, he said,
“Thanks, buddy,” and stood up with it.
(Tequila hangovers do this to people —
make them restless.) With the glass in
his hand he strolled along his side of the
square and around the first corner; and
there, by the purest chance, he encoun-
tered Miguel, who was in town so early in
the day only by a fluke: it was the due
date for a debt of 10 pesos that he could
not pay, and he had to mollify his creditor.

“Miguel, amigo!” Mr. Wilcox ex-
claimed, and immediately covered his
eyes with the crook of his arm. “Oh
Christ, never againl” Miguel waited pa-
tiently. “Miguel,” he said, lowering his
arm, “I believe that the circumstances call
for us to sit down at a nearby table and
resume our conversation of last evening.
Will you join me in a small libation?”

Without waiting for a response he led
the way to a cantina that he saw half-a-
block off the main square. Seated with
Miguel, he drained his glass and ordered
tequilas for both.

“Buddy, I'll give it to you straight,”
he said. “I am going absolutely stir crazy
in this place. I don’t see how 1 can hold
out much lenger. Come on, drink up.
I mean, I feel like this town is dead.
Dead. Two hundred years ago it was just
like it is today — dirty, squalid, full of
people who don't give a damn. Because
they haven't got a chance anyway — you
remember what 1 was saying yesterday?”

“Yes, I remember,” Miguel said, who
was sitting politely — not drinking, not
enjoying himself, just being a decent
fellow.

“You feel it,” Mr. Wilcox said. “I'm
not usually so serious about things but
what 1 mean is, goddamnit, you feel it.
The lack of self-respect, for instance.
Come on, son, pour that drink down
so we can have another. The women go
around town, I saw it myself, they walk
around suckling their babies, right out
in the open. And every doorway you
pass, excuse me for mentioning it, but
in every doorway there's the smell of
urine.”

Most of this was going too fast for
Miguel but he nodded and said, “Yes,
eet ces true.”

“Another thing,” Mr. Wilcox said,
pointing. “Look down this street. What
docs it look like in the next block? One
block from the center of town and what
have you got? Mud houses with one
room, no plumbing, naked boys and
girls in the yard. I walked down there
yesterday and they all crowded around

(continued from page 58)

me. All of them were begging except
one, and she was trying to sell me a live
iguana. Now, that's no way to bring up
children. Why aren’t they in school?”

“Yes,” said Miguel.

Mr. Wilcox finished his drink and
ordered another. “Well,” he said with
his gusty laugh, “I believe the medicine
is taking effect. Come on, boy, drink
up.” Miguel took a sip and Mr. Wilcox
returned to his theme. “Now, you take
that ‘hotel’ of mine —"

And so it went. For 45 minutes Miguel
sat and listened civilly to Mr. Wilcox’
opinions, which were larded with many
invidious comparisons to the United
States of America and were lubricated
by several additional tequilas. Finally he
took occasion to say, “Sefior, I theenk
Diosdado ees here now and we can go
see how ees car.”

Mr. Wilcox arose at once, knocking
over the table. This brought the pro-
prietor, who was paid. Miguel noticed
that the American walked with great
care as they made their way back to the
plaza. His pace quickened when he saw
the crowd around the car. Diosdado was
waving his arms at Pepe, so that Pepe
should have a reason for waving his
arms at Diosdado. Mr. Wilcox pushed
his way through the group of Indians.
He took one look and clapped his hand
to his forehead.

“My God!” he cried. “He’s demolished
the car.” He grabbed Miguel by the
arm. “Lookl” — gesturing. “The carbu-
retorl The coill The generatorl The
spark plugsl The fuel pump! All lying
in the dirt! This man has no idea what
he is doing.”

Miguel said nothing.

*“Oh my God!” Mr. Wilcox said, point-
ing. “He's taken off the cylinder head
and destroyed the head gasket. I'll never
find that gasket this side of Detroit.”

Mr. Wilcox fell suddenly silent under
the gaze of all the Indians, including
Diosdado and Pepe. Miguel saw a deep
sadness take possession of him. “Come
with me, Miguel,” Mr. Wilcox said, and
led him to the other side of the square,
to his “hotel,” where they sat at a table.
The owner, who knew what was proper,
hastily tied on an apron, dirty beyond
belief, and approached. “Sefior quiere?”

Here, perhaps, Mr. Wilcox made the
mistake that locked the door behind
him. “Mescal,” he said. The owner-
waiter turned to go. “Una botella de
mescal.”

“Por supuesto,” the man said.

Now, tequila and mescal are both dis-
tilled from the maguey, that spiky cen-
tury plant that Miguel cultivated in the
hills, and which also provides pulque,
fber, fodder, and other fundamentals
of the Mexican economy. Tequila is

relatively harmless — it just makes you
drunk. But mescal, double-distilled in
the state of Oaxaca, reaches in deeper
and puts the whammy on the soul. It
glazes the eye and alters the personality.
And this was going to happen to Mr.
Wilcox before breakfast, on a stomach
full of tequila.

“It doesn’t matter what he does from
now on,” Mr. Wilcox said. “He might
just as well tear the whole car to pieces.”
He sat with his back to the scene and
secemed to be more involved with a tur-
moil within.

“Miguel,” he said, with honest emo-

tion, “this is the first time in my eight
years in Mexico that this has really got
home to me.” He made a sweeping ges-
ture that took in the car, the Indians
watching, the whole town and the whole
country. “This. This. Four hundred
years of civilization and you still have
this wretched village with its one street-
light and its one telephone that won't
work, and the sewage running in the
gutters, and the mud hovels, and the
poverty and the illiteracy and the dis-
ease.”
He downed his mescal and poured
another. “And the worst thing of all is
these grown men like Diosdade and
Pepe with their wispy mustaches— chil-
dren, children. Four hundred years after
the conquest and still this tragic nation
of ignorant, incompetent, destructive
children waving their arms at each other
over their folly. And nothing anyone
can do about it—mnothing, nothing,
nothing.”

At this moment the bus blew its horn
to signal its intention to depart. Mr.
Wilcox turned in his chair to see what
was going on, just in time to watch Dios-
dado as he succeeded in removing — for
no conceivable reason — the pan from
the engine, while he was under it. It
and six quarts of oil fell on him. To
Miguel it seemed, later, that this final
senseless act was what pushed the amern-
cano over the edge.

“Miguel,” be said, “stay here.”

With trancelike movements he went
back to his room and got his suitcase,
leaving behind whatever was not in it.
Back at the table he laid it on the side-
walk and opened it. From the pocket in
the lid he removed the title to the car.
He laid it face down on the table,
studied the printing on its back, took
out his pen, and made some marks on it
They included his signature.

“Miguel,” Mr. Wilcox said, “that
car was bought in this country, so it is
frec and clear as to import duty. You
just put your name on this line when
you have a spare moment. That will
make the car yours. You said you would
never own such a car — well, by God, 1
just made a liar of you, you poor help-

(continued on page 131)



“I've told you not

to do that!”
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Four Fateful
Fables
For Today

By SLAWOMIR MROZEK




A Silent Hero

onE AFTERNOON, when 1 looked out of the
window, I saw a funcral moving down
the street. A simple coffin on an austere
hearse drawn only by one horse. Behind
the hearse walked the widow, clad in
black, and three other people, probably
relatives or friends of the deceased.

The modest cortege would not have
attracted my attention were it not for
the fact that the coffin was covered with
a red banner bearing the inscription
THREE CHEERS.

Intrigued, I left my Aat and joined
the procession. Soon we reached the
cemetery. The deceased was buried in a
far corner among a group of birch trees. I
kept myself in the background during the
burial rites, but afterward I approached
the widow to offer my condolences and
to inquire about the identity of the
deceased.

I learned that he had been a civil
servant. Moved by my interest in her
late husband, the widow volunteered
some information about his last days.
She complained that her husband had
exhausted himself by undertaking un-
usual voluntary work: he spent all his
free time writing memoranda and letters
describing new methods of propaganda.
Just before his death his sole aim seemed
to be to translate propaganda slogans
into action.

My curiosity was aroused and I asked
to be allowed to see some of her hus-
band’s writings. She agreed readily and
gave me two sheets of yellowing paper,
covered with a precise, somewhat old-
fashioned handwriting. That is how I
came to read his memorandum.

“Let us consider flies, for instance,”
was the opening sentence. “After dinner
I often watch flies circling round the
lamp and this stimulates various thoughts
in my head. Would it not be wonderful,
I think, if flies could share in our social
consciousness. Then, if you caught one
of them, pulled off its wings, dipped it
in ink and let it loose on a clean sheet
of paper, it would move about, writing
SUPPORT THE AIR FORCE or another
slogan.”

The spiritual profile of the deceased
became clearer to me as I read on. He
must have been a sincere man, deeply
concerned with the idea of placing slo-
gans and banners whenever and wherever
possible. Among his most original ideas
was the sowing of special clover.

“Through the cooperation of artists
and biologists,” he wrote, “it should be
possible to breed a special kind of
clover. At present, this plant has lowers
of one color, but if the seed were suit-
ably prepared, the flowers could grow in
the likeness of one of the leaders or a
hero of labor. Just imagine a whole field
of clover at flowering time! Of course,
one would have to guard against mis-
takes. It would be most unfortunate if,

through the mixing up of seeds, a
leader’s face, which is normally devoid of
mustache and spectacles, should appear
in flower form with both. The only
remedy would be to mow the whole field
and sow again.”

The ideas of the old man were more
and more intriguing. After having read
his memorandum I came to the conclu-
sion that the slogan THREE cHEERs had
been placed on his coffin at his own
expressed wish. In this way, even during
his last journey, the selfless inventor and
fanatical propagandist wished to demon-
strate his enthusiasm.

I was curious to discover the exact
circumstances of his death and made in-
quiries. It was no surprise to be told that
he had fallen victim of his own eager-
ness. On the occasion of the National
Day he took off all his clothes and
painted his body in seven vertical stripes
of various colors. Then he went out on
his balcony, climbed on the balustrade
and tried to do what is known to some
physical-exercise enthusiasts as “the
crab”—a backbend in which the arched
body rests on the subject’s hands and
feet. In this way he wished to create a
living picture of a rainbow—the symbol
of hope. Alas, the balcony was 30 feet
above ground level.

I went to the cemetery to have another
look at his last resting place. Though 1
searched for a long time, I could not find
the group of birches among which he
had been buried. In the end. I decided to
follow a passing band returning from a
tattoo. It was playing a gay march.

A Trial

AT LONG LAST the aim has been achieved
and a tremendous amount of work and
effort has borne fruit. All the authors
have been put into uniform and awarded
suitable ranks and distinctions. In this
way chaos, lack of criteria, unhealthy
artistic tendencies and the obscurity and
ambiguity of art have been removed
once and for all.

The design of the uniforms had been
worked out centrally; the division into
districts and formations, as well as the
system of ranks to be awarded to indi-
vidual members, were the result of long
preparatory work in the Supreme Coun-
cil of the Writers' Association. From
then on, every member had to wear a uni-
form consisting of wide mauve trousers
with piping of a different color, green
jacket, belt and peaked hat. Thus the
basic uniform was simple, but it allowed
for a great variety of rank. Members of
the Supreme Council wore two-peaked
hats with gold braid, but members of
regional councils were entitled only to
silver braid. Chairmen wore swords, vice-
chairmen stlettos.

All the writers were assigned to appro-

priate formations according to their
genre. Two regiments of poets were set
up, three divisions of practitioners in
prose and one firing squad composed of
various elements. The greatest changes
took place among the literary critics;
some of them were banished to the salt
mines and the remainder incorporated
into the gendarmery.

Everybody was given a rank within a
scale ranging from private to marshal
The deciding factors were the number of
words published by each author during
his lifetime, the angle of his ideological
spine in relation to the floor, his age and
his position in local or national govern-
ment. Flashes of different colors dis-
tinguished the various ranks.

The advantages of this new order were
self-evident. First of all, it was clear to
everybody what he should think of any
author; a writer-general could not pos-
sibly write a bad novel and, obviously,
the best novels had to come from the
pen of a writer-marshal. A writer-colonel
might make mistakes but, even so, he
must be much more talented than a
writer-major.

The work of editorial offices was
greatly simplified; it was easy to calcu-
late quickly and accurately how much
more suitable for publication was the
work of a writer-brigadier than that of a
writer-liecutenant. In the same way the
question of fees was settled automatically.

It became impossible for a critic-writer-
captain to commit to paper any adverse
views on the work of anyone holding the
rank of writer-major or above and only
a critic-writer-general could find fault
with something coming from the pen of
a writer-colonel.

The advantages of the new order were
not confined to the literary profession.
Before the reform, processions and pub-
lic ceremonies were marred by the dreary
appearance of the writers who compared
unfavorably with the sportsmen. Now
the writers’ detachment presented a gay
and colorful spectacle. The glitter of
gold and silver braid, the multicolored
flashes and piping, the peaked hats, all
this appealed to the crowd and led to a
great increase in the popularity of the
writers among the people.

It must be admitted that certain diffi-
culties were encountered in connection
with the (continued on page 125)

from behind the

iron curtain comes
the new voice of a
polish fantasist whose
macabre miniatures
illuminate his world



little dipper

phyllis sherwood makes a pretty
splash as our august playmate

PETITE PLAYMATE Phyllis Sherwood is an admirably grown-
up blend of the ingredients traditional to all little girls —
one third sugar, two thirds spice — and no male will deny
that in her case the combination has definitely improved
with age. Short (51”) and shapely, with strawberry-blonde
hair and big brown eyes, plus a pert face and a glow of
health, Phyllis pleases by being her natural, more-than-
slightly mischievous self. Not in any manner a mixed-up
miss for whom everything’s coming up neuroses, she brings
to day-by-day living an infectious esprit, a quality much in
evidence as she talks about her life and the things in it that
matter most to her — including men: “Unlike a lot of girls
I know, I'm totally unimpressed by bold, brash, dynamic
types —my dream man is a quiet, rather shy, attentive guy
who would always humor me and my quirks. For example,

N

“My friends all seem to have enormous appelites. Sometimes I
[feel as though my apartment is really a one-girl restaurant.”
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‘“Every six months or so, my mother and my aunt fly in from
Niagara Falls to see how poor Phyllis is getting on. I always
lry lo snow them with my cooking, which really isn’t too bad,
as long as I stay in the spaghetti-steak-salad league.”

I have just about every silly superstition in the book, and
I hate o be laughed at when 1 refuse to walk under a
ladder or turn away at the sight of a black cat. Also, I'm
sensitive to being kidded about the big unfulfilled ambition
of my life, which has always been to become an archaeolo-
gist. I first became excited about archaeology while attend-
mg Niagara Falls High Schaol —1 was wild to travel to
Egypt 10 discover and explore ancient tombs— but my
father's death when I was 16 prevented my going on to
college to study the subject. I worked for a while in Niagara
Falls as a bookkeeper for a photo supplier before heading
out on my own to Chicago, where 1 now live alone — unless
you count onc Siamese cat and one French poodle. 1
support the three of us by working as a secretary in a textile
showroom. In my spare time, I'm a fierce reader — I average
at least two books a week, ranging from H. Allen Smith to
Margaret Mead to Frank Yerby. My other passions include
charcoal-broiled steaks, Vic Damone, emeralds, and Ingmar
Bergman movies, which usually leave me a complete
emotional wreck. My big weakness is a quick, flaring temper,
especially when I see any type of injustice — which is why
my friends have nicknamed me ‘Tiger.” As for the future,
my plans include marriage, four children — three boys and
one girl, in that order — and a home in suburbia with a
huge lawn and a huge swimming pool. But that seems a
long time from now.” For the present, Phyllis is well-content
to remain a foot-loose bachelor girl who, when she slips into
someone else’s pool in suburbia, is a singular subject for
male admiration. For buoyant proof, consider the gatefold.

PLAYMATE PHOTOGRAPH BY POMFEQ POSAR

“A swim wn a pool on a very hot
summer day does wonders for my morale.
I like to stay in until P'm thoroughly
walerlogged, then lie in the sun at the
edge of the pool and bake myself dry.
And then maybe sip a cool daiquiri—
for me, this is the way to live.”’






Mlss AUGUST PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH




“My mother likes to help me with fittings. In return, I point out
books or stories I think she’d enjoy reading. Almost every nighl, just before bedtime,
Puff and I listen to ballads and do some private dreaming.”




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Overheard at EI Morocco: “She's the kind of
girl you could fall madly in bed with,”

Friends were surprised, indeed, when Frank
and Jennifer broke their engagement, but
Frank had a ready explanation:

“Would you marry someone who was habit-
ually unfaithful, who lied at every turn, who
was selfish and lazy and sarcastic?”

“Of course not,” said a sympathetic friend.

“Well,” retorted Frank, “neither would
Jennifer.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines beer
baron as a malty millionaire.

Divorce on grounds of incompatibility usually
means either that he has lost his income or she
her patability.

Conversation at the club had turned to sex
and the techniques thereol.

“But should I talk to my wife while making
love?” asked newly wed Fred.

“Certainly,” counseled an older member,
“if you happen to be near a phone.”

Discovering too late that a watermelon spiked
with vodka had accidentally been served to a
luncheon meeting of local ministers, the
restaurant’s owner waited nervously for the
clerics’ reaction.

“Quick, man,” he whispered to his waiter,
“what did they say?”

“Nothing,” said the waiter. “They were
all too busy slipping the seeds into their
pockets.”

Our_ Unabashed Dictionary defines strapless
evening gown as a bust truster.

Many a wife thinks her husband is the world’s
greatest lover. But she can never manage to
catch him at it.

All girls are born good. Experience makes
them better.

Harry constantly irritated his [riends with his
cternal optimism. No matter how bad the
situation, he would always say, “It could have
been worse.”

To cure him of this annoying habit, his
friends decided to invent a situation so com-
pletely black, so dreadful, that even Harry
could find no hope in it. Approaching him
at the club bar one day, one of them said,
“Harry! Did you hear what happened to
George? He came home last night, found his
wile in bed with another man, shot them

both, then turned the gun on himselfl”
“Terrible.” said Harry. “But it could have
been worse.”
“How in hell,” asked his dumfounded
friend, “could it possibly have been worse?”
“Well,” said Harry, “if it had happened
the night before, I'd be dead now.”

If 1 refuse to go to bed with you,” she
whispered, “will you really commit suicide?”

“That,” he said grandly, “has been my usual
procedure.™

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines lousy
bastard as a fellow who sits in church and
scratches while his parents get married.

It was a beautiful reception, but the mother
of the bride was worried that the newlyweds
wouldn’t have time to change and pack their
clothes in time to catch their honeymoon
flight to Rio. Secing that the party was no-
where near breaking up, she finally approached
the groom and whispered: “Don’t you children
think it's time to go upstairs and get your
things together?”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard
to Parly Jokes Edilor, PLaYBOY, 232 E. Ohio
St., Chicago 11, 1lL., and carn §25 for cach joke
used. In case of duplicates, payment is made
for first card received. Jokes cannot be returned.
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and sometimes not—and always in a
hurry to go back and have another bash
at the heathen.” Exactly.

It is a cliché to say that people, in the
mass, sense sincerity, and sense true pur-
pose, but they do. 1t can be demonstrated
under rigid laboratory conditions that
mass judgment is more nearly accurate
than individual judgment; if people are
asked to estimate the weight of an ob-
ject by sight and touch, the trend
toward the correct answer will rise pre-
cisely in proportion to the size of the
group. The British people in the mass
have known that Stirling Moss has
driven to make money, and for personal
renown, but they have sensed that he
drove to show the flag as well. 1 think
that if he had been born very wealthy,
indifferent to the necessity of earning a
living, and able to build or buy any car,
he would have done the same thing with
his life that he has done. I think he has
wanted above all to show the world a
Briton winning. He has been fervently
patriotic, in big as well as in little ways:
Alf Francis has told, in his book, Racing
Mechanic, how Moss, when he first drove
a Maserati, wouldn’t even take the car
out on the circuit, in its Italian racing
red, until two Union Jack transfers had
been put on it.

So have other men in racing done this.
Dick Seaman did it in the 1930s. Like
Moss, he drove for Mercedes-Benz, and
he was the first Englishman ever to win
the German Grand Prix (he won it in a
good year, too, 1938, and put Hitler into
a fury). But Seaman'’s career, unhappily,
was short. What of Raymond Mays and
Peter Berthon and the whole B.R.M.
staff, stoically soaking up a decade and
morc of hard work and bitter disap-
pointment? And Graham Hill won the
championship of the world, and in a
British car, something that Moss never
did.

It is in no fashion disparaging of the
British drivers now dominating the
world’s Grand Prix circuits — Graham
Hill, Jimmy Clark, John Surtees — to say
that any one of them could be champion
of the world three years running and
not know the determined affection the
British people shower on Moss, who was
never champion and never will be. An
actor who is a devotee of motor racing
said to me, “When a man has that weird
and clusive star quality, whatever it is,
the thing that makes other men want
to stand him a drink, and women want to
take him in their arms, whether to
mother him or make love to him, then
his actual success-failure ratio doesn’t
matter. Did you notice Orson Welles
pointing out the other day that Greta
Garbo, the greatest film star of all time,
never had a film that made much
money? What about the way the Amer-

(continued from page 53)

icans have idolized Jack Dempsey [or
nearly four decades? After all, Gene
Tunney beat Dempsey, not once but
twice —but Dempsey will still stop
traffic in the same street where Tunney
will go unnoticed. Moss never needed
to win the championship of the world,
strangely enough.”

The Dempsey-Tunney parallel is apt.
Tunney, “Gentdeman Gene,” amateur
Shakespearean scholar, friend of George
Bernard Shaw, came to the ring with
calm and measured tread, in the pink of
condition, his battle thought out as
much as a battle can be, prepared to ex-
tend himself if he had to, but carefully,
intelligently. Tunney fought as a sensi-
ble thinking man ought to fight, won the
heavyweight championship of the world,
made millions out of it, retired unde-
feated to a gractous private life.

Dempsey came into the ring just this
side of a dead run, black-jowled, jumpy,
scowling. Watching him, one felt that if
the referee came over and said, “Jack,
the other fellow wants to fight with these
double-bitted woodsman’s axes instead
of gloves,” Dempsey would have said,
“Right. Give me one of 'em and get the
hell out of the way!”

Watching Stirling Moss “rush out of
the castle,” as the Fleet Street man put
it, the people have had the same fecling
about him. They thought of him as
going alone into France and Sweden
and Denmark and Portugal and Spain
and Germany, Italy, South Africa, Mo-
rocco, Monaco, Switzerland, the United
States, Canada, Ireland, the Argentine,
Cuba, Mexico, Australia, New Zealand,
Belgium and wherever not, for one pur-
pose: to fight. They felt that the repu-
tation of Great Britain was safe with
him, before the world. They were cer-
tain he'd win more times than he’d lose,
and that in any case, win or lose, 99
times in 100 he'd finish on his feet. 1
suspect that Moss’ fantastic comeback
after the 1960 accident at Spa excited
the pride of Britons as not many things
had since the war.

Reading over the last few hundred
words, a friend said to me, “I think
Stirling is more Tunney than Dempsey
— thinking, a planner, always in condi-
tion, always ready.”

I said no. “Dempsey was usually in
condition, too. But even if he wasn’t, he
was ready. He'd go, condition or no con-
dition. He kept nothing back, and that's
why his name is magic. You could beat
Dempsey, but you couldn’t make a loser
out of him, and you can’t make a loser
out of Moss. Tunney had Dempsey flat
on the deck, but half the people who
saw the fight refused to believe it."

Stirling Moss’ personality is compli-
cated, and he is competent at guarding
it. The man is not simple; the way to

the center of him makes Hampton Court
Maze look as open and straight as the
Mall. I don’t claim to have been there,
in the years I've known him, but I do
know that under the urbanity, under the
good humor and politesse, under the
flat, bland, masked face that [ have
watched as he walked silently away from
dry petrol tanks, flat batteries and
flawed gearboxes (“Few people can hide
their real feelings the way he can,” Alf
Francis said), he carries the one thing
that distinguishes all the great com-
petitors from the alsorans, the spear
carriers: the thing the fight people call
killer instinct. Moss wouldn’t rather be
dead than a loser, he doesn’t want to die
to win —but he’ll take the chance. A
man who is a spear carrier at heart can
be a famous competitor, husbanding
himself, watching his chances, thinking
of the future, of his career as a rounded
whole, and he can go a long, long way.
But the real competitor can only try that
line, halfheartedly and briefly, before
the thing that has made him takes over;
before, as drivers say, the power comes
in, and his foot goes down. (“One’s a
race driver, or one’s not.”) It is not a
matter of another few thousand pounds,
or another silver cup, the laurel wreath,
a kiss from a pretty girl, more starting
money next time, a better contract from
the tire company next year, none of that
nonsense, none of that mere careerist
bilge. It is nothing that can be shared
with a living soul; indeed many of the
bitter-end competitors, the killers, hold
it so secret they'll deny they have it. It
is a private thing, the dark, driving urge
man has known since he came creeping
out of the cave, the wish for identity, the
grinding need to lift one’s face out of
the sea of the faces of the mob, to mark
oneself and what one stands for, because
that is worthwhile, that is immortality,
and the price 1o be paid for it is only a
transient thing. Some prime ministers
and presidents have known this, but not
all. Some stonemasons have known it,
but not all, and some race drivers, but
not all.

Juan Manuel Fangio had so much
power, so much skill, so much intelli-
gence, so much of cverything that some
people, hearing him speak, in a tired,
whispery monotone, watching him drive,
smooth as oil on glass, wholly undra-
matic nearly all of the time, would say,
“Old Chueco is s0 good, he doesn't need
to care, he doesn’t have to fight,” forget-
ting the years when he drove home-
crafted Ford and Chevrolet specials in
the ferocious trans-Andean road races
of South America, some of them 6000
miles! Then, in 1956 at Monaco, Moss
started to run away from him, and
Fangio went berserk. Amazed crowds
saw the most skillful car conserver since
Caracciola spin  his Ferrari, knocking

(continued on page 119)
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HOW TO BUY A SUIT OFF THE PEG AND HAVE IT TAILORED FOR PERFECT FIT




attire By ROBERT L. GREEN
T T

COLUAR: The man with square
shouvlders or a shorter-thon-
average neck may find that the
unaltered collar is cut too high,
as seen at far left; it should be
recut and set lower to reveal a
band of shirt collar. On the
man with o longer, more-slender
neck, the collar is often cut too
low and too loose, as in center
photo; it should be shortened to
raise and refit the collor closer
to the neck. Adjusted to individ-
val measurements, shown at near
left, proper collar height and
fit impart custom-tailored look.

SLEEVES: For men with extra-large
fromes and average-length orms,
the sleeves of reody-made jackets
may be cut too long, as at far right;
they should be shortened to show
approximately Y2 -inch of shirt cuff.
Guys with standard-size torsos and
extra-long arms, conversely, may
find sleeves cut too short; even
in extreme coses las seen at
center), most sleeves can be let
out to the proper length. A cor-
rectly cut sleeve, shown in adjoin-
ing photo, will expose the specified
amount of shirt cuff both when arm
is bent or is hanging at one's side.

TROUSER LENGTH: Extremes
should be eschewed in de-
ciding where to draw the
line in trouser length. The
ankle-high style at far left
awkwardly exoggerates both
length of leg ond size of
foot. The overlong trouser
leg seen ot center destroys
trimly topered outline with
baggy-pants silhovette.
Correctly toilored trousers
avoid either extreme, sustain
the lean lines of the suit by
breaking cleanly ot the shoe
tops, as in nearest photo.

JACKET FIT: At far left, too-tight coat
creates overstuffed look, unsightly
creases. At center left, oversized
jacket forms tentlike folds across
back. With svitoble adjustment of
side ond center seams, jocket will
drope noturally, os seen ot neor left.

WAIST: On trousers overlarge in
the waist, excess material tends to
bunch up under belt, as shown upper
right. Taken in clong the back seam
to fit comfortably both sitting and
stonding, ftrousers will be free of
waistline folds, os ot lower right.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON BRONSTEIN



OT TOO MANY YEARS AGO, after generations
of second-class sartorial citizenship, the
ready-made suit began to come up in the world
of men's wear; at first envying, then emulating
the breeding and bearing of its custom-tailored
counterpart. Today, mingling at last as social
equals, they cannot always be distinguished
from each other either in quality or cut —as
evidenced by the elegantly attired gentleman
in the ready-made suit at left. In short, if he
masters a few of the finer points of appraisal
and alteration — explicated herein — there’s no
reason why the fashion-wise male can’t wear a
suit off the peg with complete satisfaction.

The best men’s outfitters stock ready-made
suits to cater to the most exacting tastes —
and in models and sizes to fit virtually every
frame. Since a suit made for one physique can-
not be recut satisfactorily to fit another, how-
ever, it is essential to resist any hard-sell efforts
to persuade you that the tailor can “take in” or
“let out” an incorrect size or model to fit you
properly. It is wise, therefore, to arrive fore-
armed with knowledge of your correct size in
the model best suited to your proportions—
both to apprise the salesman that you are a
man who knows precisely what he wants and
will accept nothing less, and to spare your-
sell the time-consuming rigamarole of being
measured and then “trying one on for size.”
However, a certain degree of fitting is always
necessary since some suits (particularly the
more expensive ones) are cut more generously
than others, and what might be a size 40 in
one line will be a size 39 in another.

Subject the suit you select from the rack to
close scrutiny for several keys to quality in
cloth and tailoring. First, crumple a handful
of fabric from the lapel or jacket front; if the
material and manufacture are superior, the
coat will feel soft yet springy, and will resume
its original shape without wrinkling. Natu-
rally, you’ll want to bear in mind that certain
fabrics (cashmere, for example) look great
but wear poorly. If you are buying a suit for
special occasions. then by all means consider an
elegant but fragile cloth. If, on the other hand,
you need a workaday garment, you'll be wise to
look for a rugged, hard-finish fabric. Next note
whether the suit pattern, if any, is carefully
matched along the back seam, coat pockets, col-
lar and jacket front; in the best suits the match-
ing is exact. Then examine the natural hang of
the sleeves; they should be carefully shaped
and rolled, devoid of pressed-in creases. And
finally, inspect the stitching along seams and
around the button- (concluded on page 130)
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iMP OF THE IMPOSSIBLE

Julius did not have the judgment and
sense of proportion to separate the wheat
of the possible from the chaff of the im-
possible —and this is what ulumately led
to his downfall and assassination.

Augustus Caesar, on the other hand,
recognized what were attainable goals,
aimed for them and accomplished them.
Consequently, he ruled much longer than
Julius. and his over-all accomplishments
were much more constructive and lasting.

Napoleon Bonaparte was also an able
and gifted individual —but he, too, was
eventually destroyed by the malefic imp
of the impossible. Napoleon — like Julius
Caesar — was devoid of a sense of pro-
portion, as evidenced by his disastrous
invasion of Russia. The Compleat Mega-
lomaniac, he blindly ignored the vast
distances involved, the Russian climate
and his own political weaknesses at home
— all fairly obvious factors which doomed
his campaign to failure long before his
troops began their march to the east.

Now, a businessman who fails because
he cannot distinguish between the pos-
sible and the impossible will not be
stabbed to death in the boardroom by
the company's directors —at least, not
literally. Nor will he be exiled for the rest
of his days to an island in the South
Atlantic (unless, perhaps, the company
happens to have a subsidiary plant or
branch office there). Nonetheless, the
practice of biting oft more than he can
chew properly will certainly prove calami-
tous Lo any exccutive's or businessman’s
career — and business.

But the converse is equally true, for
the imp of the impossible is a perverse
demon. The individual who is able to
perceive the glint of the possible in a
situation which outwardly appears to be
fraught with insupcrable obstacles is the
most likely to reap the richest rewards.
One does not have 1o look very far to find
prool of this.

In the 1920s, self-taught engineer
Robert G. LeTourneau’s ideas for build-
ing Gargantuan earth-moving machines
were widely considered to be impractical
pipe dreams. LeTourneau, however,
knew that he could actually produce the
equipment his detractors predicted would
be useless. He went on to build his giant
machines and the nation's biggest carth-
moving-machinery company — and to rev-
olutionize the entire heavy-construction
industry.

Reaching 65 in 1953, LeTourneau sold
his business to Westinghouse Air Brake
for a reported $31,000,000. He also agreed
not to e¢ngage in manufacturing earth-
moving machinery for the next five years.

The consensus held that it would not
be possible for him to get back into busi-
ness again — not only because of his age,

(continued from page 55)

but also because he gave most of his
money to a charitable foundation.

LeTourneau confounded the consen-
sus, however. By 1959 —at the age of
71 — he was right back in business. He
produced a revolutionary electrically
powered, mobile offshore oildrilling
platform which, incidentally, the wise-
acres had maintained “never could be
built and wouldn't work even if it was.”
At last report, Robert LeTourneau's
sales were said to be running in the
neighborhood of $10,000,000 a year.

Few people, indeed, considered the
Depression-era year of 1933 an auspi-
cious one in which to start a new
business. Among those who thought
otherwise was young J. A. Ryder, who
turned a deaf ear to the calamity howlers’
warnings that any new business was
bound to fail.

Using $125 of his $155 *“capital,”
Ryder bought a secondhand truck and
went into business for himself. With an
almost uncanny talent for perceiving
the possible in the most unpromising
times and situations, he went on to build
his business. Within 25 years, he had
created a trucking empire with an an-
nual gross revenue that is said to exceed
$85,000,000.

Shortly before V-E Day, First Lieu-
tenant Melvin J. David was given a few
days' leave from the [ront and sent to
an Army rest center in Belgium. One
afternoon, he noticed several Belgian
villagers industriously twisting and weld-
ing scraps of heavy wire into various
shapes. He saw that they were making
lamp bases, stands and other utilitarian
and decorative objects out of the wire
they'd salvaged from nearby battlefields
and the junk heaps of Allied supply
dumps and depots.

The Belgians® activity gave David an
idea. He saw the possibilities of using
wirce to mass-produce a wide range of in-
dustrial and consumer items. Discharged
from the Army a year later, he went to
Southern California and sought to trans-
late his idea into commercially practical
reality. Told that his ideas were unreal-
istic and impossible, he used his slender
capital — $1500 — to design and build his
first machine and went into business.
Today, Mel David's Melco Wire Prod-
ucts Company is a thriving enterprise.
The company produces everything from
bosom-supporters for women's bathing
suits to vital parts for jet aircraft — all
made from wire. David’s ability to recog-
nize the possible has paid off to the tune
of some $2,000,000 in yearly gross sales.

The annals of American business have
always been replete with such examples
which prove that businessmen can
achieve notable success by discerning the

possibility of things which others con-
sider impossible. The most significant in-
ventions and advancements have been
made —and the most successful businesses
and largest fortunes have been created
—in precisely this way.

Is it possible —or impossible?

I've had to resolve this question very
often in my own business career. In so
doing, I've frequently allowed seeming
opportunities to go by because, on care-
ful examination, I saw that the outward
appearances were deceiving and the ob-
jectives toward which the “opportuni-
ties” pointed were actually unattainable.
At the same time, I've achieved some of
my most noteworthy successes by recog-
nizing that what seemed to be impossible
situations and challenges on the surface
were, in fact, entirely within the realm
of possibility.

Many years ago, when I was still a
tyro in the oil business, everyone consid-
ered it impossible to find oil in the “Red
Beds” area of Oklahoma. I made a careful
study of the region and came to the con-
clusion that the universally held theory
was entirely without basis. It seemed
quite possible to me that there was oil in
the “Red Beds.” I obtained a lease on a
property in the area, drilled, struck oil —
and opened up a new producing area.

When, in the 1930s, I set out to build
an integrated oil business, I knew it
would be necessary to gain control of a
major oil company—in itself an ap-
parent impossibility. I was a compara-
tively small independent operator, a
wildcatter. For anyone of my relatively
puny business stature to tackle a “major™
was all but inconceivable. More than a
few of my friends ridiculed the idea,
freely citing the classic tale of the vain-
glorious flea ascending the elephant’s
haunch.

Nonetheless, I believed in the feasibil-
ity of my plans. The next question was:
Which major oil company? There were
several from which to choose. Such giants
as Standard or Shell I did not even con-
sider; it was clearly impossible for me to
dent them. Others were less invulnerable,
but for various reasons did not fit my
plans. I finally set my sights on the Tide
Water Associated Oil Company, which
secmed ideally suited for the program I
had in mind.

Once I'd decided on Tide Water As
sociated, it was nccessary to decide yet
another question: Would it be possible
for me to obtain control of that particu-
lar company with the resources at my
disposal? Again, on the face of it, the
answer was a resounding negative; it
was “impossible.”

In the first place, I did not have suf-
ficient money to buy a controlling
interest outright. I also knew that as

(continued on page 136)



“Well, how do you like married life so far?”’
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CERTAINLY ONE of the most strategic bases
of operations for the would-be chel at
this torrid time of the year is the spot
directly in front of a delicatessen’s cold-
food display case piled high with thurin-
ger, Genoa salami, prosciutto, smoked
cel, a dozen or so cheeses and a prodigal
assortment of salads and seatood. With a
little imagination, you can easily convert
these plain cold comestibles into cold
gourmandise. Cooked shelled shrimps re-
clining on beds of ice, for instance, are
ready not only for bottled cocktail sauce
but for subtle marinades and sumptuous
offbeat salads. Tissue-thin slices of West-
phalian ham can lead a hand-to-mouth
existence or be rolled into horns of
plenty filled with Dungeness crab meat,
Alsatian foie gras or smorgasbord salads.

In laying the groundwork for many
cold feasts, the first ingredients are oil
and vinegar. They're common denomi-
nators in French dressing, mayonnaise,
vinaigrette dressing, hors d'ocuvres, anti-
pasto and all the substantial and light
salads alike. Ever since Noah's dove re-
turned to the ark with an olive leaf,
the oil of the olive has been unchallenged
for festive cold fare. French olive oil
is lighter in body than the Italian or
Spanish. All three have positive per-
sonalities, in contrast to the relatively
tasteless corn and cottonseed oils of this
country. If you're not yet an olive-oil
addict, buy a bottle of artichoke hearts
in oil. Chill them, sample them, and your
conversion will be instantaneous. In the
vinegar department, red-wine vinegar,
white-wine vinegar and cider vinegar are
basic. For those who like to mix salads
at the table, sampler bottles of herb-
flavored vinegar are all useful for the
summer-salad man. If you're a graduate
of the sour-cream school, this element,

[HE GOOL
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refreshing comestibles to take
the ssmmer out of summer hosting

food By THOMAS MARIO

too, is used for converting plain dressings
into exhibition picces. In place of the
usual Russian dressing — four parts may-
onnaise to one part chili sauce — try four
parts sour cream to one part chili sance;
it's especially delectable with all kinds of

cold fresh seafood.
Hying to the delicatessen for sliced
cooked meats follows a long, spirited
(continued on page 128)
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"No...this is Sunny Hill Day Camp.
You want the Sunny Rest Nudist Camp.
That's about two miles up the
road and turn right at the..."

slvarein
NUDIST
CAMP

playboy’s roving cartoonist doffs his duds and
uncovers a new facet of his art

IN THE SIX YEARS that cartoonist Shel Silverstein has been
roaming the globe for pLAYBOY, drawing funny conclusions
from Madrid to Moscow to Miami Beach, no assignment
has proven more challenging —or more off the beaten
track — than his most recent: to depict the unabashed life
of a typical U. S. nudist camp. The site selected was Sunny
Rest Lodge of Palmerton, Pennsylvania, a well-regarded
buffer zone which graciously allowed Shel carte blanche
for a fortnight’s stay. When he arrived, with drawing pen
loaded for bare, embarrassment was his first reaction — but
inhibitions soon faded as our quick-change artist, now
birthday-suited, relaxed in his new environs. “These were
the most pleasant, relaxed two weeks of my life,” he
recalls. “There was a great sense of freedom, of natural-
ness in the camp. Pretensions just vamished. Nobody,
you might say, had anything to hide.” His advice to the
amateur nudist on getting past the first awkward contron-
tation scene: “Look straight ahead. Don’t look sideways,
don’t look up and don't look down.” Reflecting on what
it is like to live amidst a platoon of unclad females, he
notes, “They lose their sense of mystery. There’s no ques-
tion about that. On the other hand, relationships between
the sexes seem much more honest.” Here is the epidermal
essence of Shel’s excursion into a brave nude world.

86 MAYBOY's uncover agent Shel Silverstein pauses expectantly ot the entrance of the Sunny Rest Lodge nudist camp, then manages an uneasy
smile os he is met an the way in by camp director Zelda Suplee, a friendly sort who arrives chicly dressed in basic suntan.



"Hi, folks...What's nude?...
Ha-ha...Here I am, in the flesh!...
Ha-ha...Barely made it!...
Ha-ha...Gimme some skin!...
Ha-ha-ha ..."

"I know nobody ever gets one...
but what do you do
if you do get one?!!"

Left: pondering the shape of things to come, Shel hos some dire second thoughts about the entire project before lright} resolutely un-
girding his loins for the trek down the open road to the Sunny Rest recreotion areo ond a beckoning world of sunshine and health.



"Why don't be silly...

there's nothing to be ashamed of...
the human body is a
wonderful, natural,
_;; beautiful thing!!"

"You'll love it here...
unashamedly exposed to life...
embracing the earth...
luxuriating in the life-—
giving rays of the sun...
at peace with birds and sky
and plants and animals...
at one with nature!
And you also get

oy

of naked
girls!t®

' to see a lot

"Sometimes I don't
think this goddamn
account is worth it!"

Getting his borings in the unfomiliar informality of the Sunny Rest camping
grounds, Shel chots with the direciress and another companionable buff bufi.



"Why I'd love to go for a walk
[ in the woods! And I have the
loveliest blue—denim

jumper to wear...with a
Q& red polka-dot blouse...
U\ and a matching

bandanna and..."

"You see, it's clothing that
stimulates the imagination.
Now if I were wearing lace panties,
you'd probably be all excited,
but instead you see me completely
natural and that's the reason
you're not in the
least affected, Mr. Silverstein...
Mr. Silverstein..."

Cought up in the spirit of camp life, our barefoot boy
with cheek odmires the form of o fellow shuffleboarder.
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"T don't know how

to ask you this, Laura,
but could. I...eri ...
would you let me...
uh...could I take
a peek under
that Band—-Aid?"

"Well the next time
anyone calls me up to
come out for a part
in the filming
of a 'Naked City'...!I"

"After a while you'll get the hang of it.
You put your money inside your watch band.
You put your cigarettes behind your ear.

You put your driver's license

inside your shoe.

But that
fountain

"...And I never have to
worry about my
shoulder straps falling down..."

The opprentice au naturelist tokes time out from
an afterncon swim to chat with o comely comrade.




TN L

"Well, my goodness... ! ‘l@o_ ,

what's so bad \f\:,. “ .
about a little sunburn...?" R

Now on enthusiostic convert to the spirit of oltogetherness, Shel goes skinny-dipping in the comp pool with other disciples, oll
sons suits; then hoppily whiles owoy the late ofternoon by feeding a pretty pair of girl-type nudists an artful line—while admiring theirs.
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l
"You see, my dear,
if any other cartoonist \J
tried to draw a man
and woman completely
nude like this —
front view —
no magazine would
print it.
But I draw it —
and they print it!!"

"I think he
must be
a famous movie star..
I'm sure I've seen
him in films,

b?: I Juss "You know, nudism is such a
GENCL RRICHUED wonderful institution, it's a
his name..."

shame that it has to be confined
to summer camps! Now I have this
big apartment back in the city and..."™

"Listen, Shel, we've been out here for two weeks now—
when are you going to start drawing...?"




"Why is it you don't 1like
me, Barbara?...Is it because I don't
have as much money as
these other guys?...Is it
because I don't have
as much experience?...

Reloxed and really in the swim of things at last, Shel disports himself with cool aplomb, enjoying himself thoroughly os o clutch of girls 93
pool their talents. "Beauty moy be only skin deep,” he reports thoughtfully, "but there are times when thot seems deep enough.”



"Please, Shel...
I've already put on my shoes

and I've put on my bra...! E
Don't ask me
to put on any more...I"
s 1

"The great thing about a nudist
camp is that here, without
your clothes, everyone is equal!
For instance, you'd never know
that I am the president of
a large corporation!

You'd never know that I
am worth over $2,000,000!!
You'd never know that I own
a $100,000 home in Philadelphia,
three cars, and..."

94 Left: sportsman Silverstein plays Ping-Pong, tries manfully to keep his eye on the ball, “"Winning," he says, "never seemed less important.”
Right: at eventide, PLAYBOY's vagabond cartoonist amuses his new-found Sunny Rest friends with clad tidings from the outside world.



" _.And very few men used to ask me out, so I thought
it was because I was flat—chested, so I began
wearing falsies and a lot of men began asking me out,
but I realized they just liked me for my large chest,
so I began telling them I was wearing falsies
and then not very many of them asked me out, so I came
to this nudist camp and lost my self-consciousness
about my figure, but not very many of the men
here asked me out, so I went back to the city and told
everyone where I'd been and a lot of men began
asking me out, but I realized r"'J
it was just because
they associated nudism
with promiscuity,
so I began telling
them first that
I was definitely
o not going
to sleep with
them... and
now nobody
asks me
out...!1"

p

-

"They ask me to take off
my coat, so OK! Then they ask
me to take off my shirt and
pants, so I go along with them!
Then they ask me to take off
my shorts and shoes and socks,
so all right, I cooperate!
So then they tell me to..."

"Now here is the way I figure it...Sally leaned against the poison ivy and
got it on her leg...the dog brushed up against her leg and got it on
his back...Mrs. Hansen petted the dog and got it on her
hand...then she slapped Mr. Heinrich on the back and gave it to him...
Mr. Heinrich scratched his back and then shook hands with Bob Coogan. ..
who patted Jeanie on the behind...and then..."

| {Leay el g 18
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PLAYBOY'S PATIO-TERRACE high above the city or tucked away behind a
town house, a private shangri-la adds extra dimensions to your urban scene

NO COSMOPOLITE 1S IMMUNE to an occasional longing for some parcel of sky-domed greensward to offset the concrete,
chrome, glass and steel that may make city living elegant and convenient — but decidedly nonpastoral. For the
young man on the way up to his penthouse or about to turn into the driveway of his town house, a sky-high terrace
or ground-level patio offers the perfect on-thespot answer for hours in the sun or evenings of unconfined entertain-
ment. An urban oasis which delightfully avoids the crawl through country-bound city traffic, the patio-terrace offers
the man-about-town expanded horizons for after-office-hours hosting, and a corner for simply getting away from it
all without having to go away from it all.

While rrLavBoY’s patio-terrace has been laid out as a luxurious 40’ x 34’ adjunct to a penthouse apartment, its
basic design and principal features can be converted to grace the rear-lawn area of a town house (the main design change
would involve treating the penthouse’s cantilevered sundeck as a second-story balcony). prLavBOY herein presents an
exemplary island in the metropolitan sun; it is also replete with elements and details that can readily be adapted



design and renderings by HUMEN TAN

left: An overhead shot of the patio-terrace shows the imaginative use of limited space
to serve many purposes, with sundeck, dining-drinking island, téte-a-téte corner, pool and
intimate hideaway leading uncrowded lives of their own. Above: The sundeck Iwith dining
area below it, pool and revolving TV in the foregroundl provides secluded sunning.

Above: Dining-drinking island, as seen
from preparation side of the counter,
allows the host conversational con-
tact with his guests. Awning overhead
has slats which con be automatically
retracted to put the island in the sun.
Everything, including grill and sauce
table in foregraund, is within easy
reach of the chef. At his commond ore
infrared worming cobinet, ice moker,
two-burner hot plate, master-cantral
panel, stainless-steel sink, chapping
board, dish-glossware-ond-cutlery
starage. Left: Cast-aluminum-and-
Naugahyde bar stool, by Kogan-Drey-
fuss, $399. Right: Grill, in stainless ar
coated steel, rotates ta taoke odvan-
tage of breezes, by Eclipse, $69.95.
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Above: The romantic advantages of the patio in a nighttime setting are attractively apparent. Looking south, we see the eastern half's richly fur-
bished relaxing area in foreground bathed by a soft light reflecting off the pool's fountain. The plantings beyond the pool provide seclusion and an
air of intimacy for the southeast corner, shown below right. Below left: Sundeck’s colorful chaise, with adjustable back, by Van Keppel-Green, $311.
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Above: A late-hour barbecue sends wisps of smoke twisting skyward from the grill, while sundeck’s telescope stands at the ready for star-scanning.
Revolving-retracting TV al poolside can be turned, raised, lowered and tuned by remote conirol. Below right: Outdoor speakers trimmed in brass
and covered in cane are two-feet high, lightweight, provide 360-degree sound, can be plugged into patio’s outlets, by Leonhardt, $85 each.
to individual preferences determined by available space and finances.

In our patio-terrace, we've incorporated the latest designs for
leisurely living, using as our yardstick the same desiderata we applied
in creating Playboy’s Penthouse Apartment (September 1956),
Playboy’s Weekend Hideaway (April 1959) and The Playboy Town
House (May 1962), to wit, a warmly personalized, largely self-sustain-
ing living unit requiring a minimum of the bachelor'’s much-in-
demand attentions, and offering a maximum of contemporary
convenience and comfort.

The patio-terrace provides the perfect warm-weather setting for a
host of hosting endeavors. It is the sine qua non for such sociabilities
as an expansive cocktail party, or noc- (concluded on page 102)




“They told me the ratio of
men to women was nine-to-one
on these cruises—but what

am I supposed to do
the rest of the time?”



young lancelot and the foresters daughter

Ribald Classic

WHEN LANCELOT was very young, and
beardless, he had an adventure that
carned him both censure and envy. He
went with two knights to the castle of a
grim forester named Galagandreiz. who
was [amed for two things: a beautiful
daughter and an evil disposition. It was
the custom at the castle that guests always
fared badly il thev offended against chas-
tity to the slightest degree whatever, and
many were the good knights who had
been Toully murdered for admiring the
lovester's daughter. She was a virgin, and
it was her father's vow — though by no
means her own — that she should remain
so until his death.

Lancelot and his friends were fore-
warned, however. and resolved to avoid
the old man's wrath at all costs. They
got through the meal safely. and were
escorted to bed by the old warrior him-
scll, who exhorted them. in a ranting
speech, to be demure in all things and
to sleep chaste no matter what the prov-
ocation. And so they lay down to pre-
pare their bodies for an early arising.

No sooner had they settled comfort-
ably between the sheets, however, than
the door opened and the forester’s daugh-
ter entered, bearing a candle, and ap-
proached the hed of Orphilet the F:
the handsomest of knights in those days.

“[ have heard a great deal of love and
its sweetness,” she said to him in a whis-
per. “I have heard that these are its
weapons: much doing and little sleep-

- "
¥

“I should be much dishonored — and
worse — il vour father should find out.”
said Orphilet with some regret. I am
assured he desives you chaste as well as
me.” And resolutely he turned away and
closed his cyes.

from the 13th Century chronicles of Ulrich von Zauzikhoven

The angry lady stepped away [rom his
bed, and in so doing she stumbled

against the couch of Kuraus ol the Brave
Heart. Since love longing still pained
ar, she dis-

her more than she could |

posed hersell to woo him. “I'll tell you,
sir, said she to Kuraus, “what it is to
be a knight: never fainthearted with a
lady. but ever strong and stout in love.
I have been well-regaled with tales of
vour prowess as a lover, and I can make
known to you that il you prove your
mettle with me you will not be disap-
pointed in my responses.”

Kuraus considered the matter, and at
length he spoke to the lady at his side.
“Your father has charged me 1o behave
demurely in his castle, and 1 have heard

that he deals harshly with those who
disobey him,” said he with a sigh. “Go
to bed.”

Au this the lady jumped to her fect
with a delicate cwrse, seized her candle
and. squaring her shoulders, marched to
the door.

“Lady!” came a soft voice behind her.
so that she mrned and saw outreached
in her direction the arms ol young
Lancelot.

The fair one spoke haughtily in her
pride: “What is it. beardless bov?™

Lancelot came forward. It is true 1
am beardless,” he said. “but 1 feel so
amorous that I care nothing for your
father’s rude threats. You are the pret-
tiest thing in that nightdress that I ere
did see.”

“You have cnnamon lips, and sweet
ginger in vour tongue,” admitted the
maiden.

“I have more,” he said, and led her
jovouslv to his bed. He lay her down
beside him, oblivious to the urgent ob-
jections of his companions, who called
him a lool, lacking in demureness. With
gentle care he touched her and she gave
him touch for touch. Bodies did then
what bodies know best 1o do and old
pocts have no business to describe —
except to say that Lancelot and the lady
knew that night the best love, pcrh;lps,
that ever came to two lovers.

For his indiscretion, he was much cen-
sured in the following months by his
companions, Orphilet the Fair and Kwr-
aus of the Brave Heart. But it is surely
a sad thing when blame falls upon the
mere act ol loving, or when praise can
be purchased at the hard cost ol a
wonun's loneliness.

—Retold by James Ransom B
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PLAYBOY'S PATIO-TERRACE

turnal merrvmaking — all made more fes-
tive by virtue of being enjoved alfresco.

It provides a star-ceilinged ballroom
for dancing, a pasume you'd normally
have to forgo il wall-to-wall carpeting
covers your digs’ floors. It provides the
natural setting for the gourmandial joys
of a barbecue.

Its suriking cantilevered sundeck may
be used for secluded all-over sun wor-
shiping and permits other terrace ac
tivities of a lesssedentary nature w go
on unimpeded. The deck itself acts as a
sunshade for those beneath it who prefer
to limit their outdoorsmanship to fresh
air. But most importantly, the patio-ter-
race provides a respite, an escape hatch
from the hurly-burly of city living.

Our penthouse terrace occupies the
south end ol a luxury apartment olfering
eye-arresting vistas of the city below. It
abuts the picture-windowed, glass-doored
living room to its north and is serviced
through the kitchen [acing on its north-
west corner. Food preparation for group
galas or téte-a-téte dining is handled in
the apartment’s kitchen, with easy access
to the terrace’s food-and-drink bar.

A good place to commence our guided
tour is the dining-drinking promontory
[rom whence so many good things llow.
Its guest counter is standard bar height
and made of polished Ttalian marble,
with a footrail gleaming at its base. Around
the counter are lour sleekly comlortable
Kagan-Dreyluss Unicorn chairs. The bar
tending host can here keep in conversa-
vonal contact with his guests while
playing master mixologist or short-order
chefl. The white-Formica food-and-drink-
preparation counter is three-feet high
with cabinets at its base laced in Formica.
It is equipped with a Trak Gourmet
Range elearic two-burner hot plate, a
stainless-steel sink and a2 Whirlpool 1ce
Magic ice maker, which produces ice
cubes with a rapidity that will keep up
with the thirstsliking demands of any
balmy-weather revel. When not in use,
the counter’s work area can be completely
concealed by a spring-loaded cover. The
entire bar is suspended over the floor by
a metal post which extends through the
counter op to act as a support for the
awning [ramework overhead.

Forming an ell with the bar is a storage
counter that extends “through™ the pic-
ture windows into the kitchen and is
topped by a wood chopping board for
over half its length; beneath the board is
i hopper lor liquor and wine bottles
stored at room temperatures, and a re-
frigerated hopper below that for storing
chilled potables of all sorts. Next to the
hoppers: a rack drawer for dish storage
that pulls out into the kitchen for re-

102 stocking keeps china in steady supply.

(continued from page 99)

An upper cabinet against the kitchen
wall boasts a stepsaving master-control
pancl, from which the host can operate a
varied assortment ol electronic gear — the
TV set at the other end of the cabinet, all
ol the terrace’s lighting, the hi-h, whose
portable cylindrical speakers may be
placed in any area of the terrace where
stereo is desired, utilizing the concealed
outlets. The control panel also regu-
lates the terrace pool's fountain and the
varicolored lights which plav on it in
riinhowlike profusion. It operates the
counter’s awning, which, covering the
entire island, is made up ol interlock-
ing porcelain-enameled aluminum slats
equipped on each end with sieel plates.
To extend or withdraw the awning, two
magnets, one on each side, vavel along
the tapering framework, picking up or
depositing each st in the desired place.
The [ramework is of anodized aluminum;
its support holds a bar lamp. The panel
also holds phone and intercom unit.

Next to the master-control panel is a
Rangemaster Hot Serve mfrared warm-
ing cabinet, which has an upper shelf for
keeping hot [ood piping and a lower shelf
for warming. Its glass doors open onto
both the terrace and the kitchen. Beneath
the warming cabinet is a shelf for stowing
additional glassware for festivities of
major proportions. Nearby, just a turn-
around [rom the host, is the Eclipse
charcoal grill, which swivels 360 degrees
to keep the smoke away from the grill
tender; equipped with eleatric rotisserie,
it can turn out burgers or a rare roast
ol beel with ease. Its companion picee
is a basting-sauce-and-condiment  table;
both fit into the terrace’s floor sockets
and are removable [or storage.

The floor around the bar area is of
poured concrete. Farther out on the ter-
rice, the Hooring is terrazzo ground
smooth for dancing. Other areas are
surfaced with white cement, or gravel
and paving stones with moss and grass
growing between. The perimeter of our
penthouse terrace has a four-foot-high
brick parapet, which provides safety
without obscuring the panoramic view.

On the living-room side ol the terrace,
opposite the food-and-drink bar, is an
intmately appointed corner, formed by
a pair of chairs and a couch from Van
Keppel-Green, a corner table containing
another master-control  panel, and a
round coffee table. South of this, a
concrete basin houses a two-foot-deep
decorative pool, dramatized by a coolly
splashing fountain and varicolored light-
ing (worked musically through the hi-fi by
a Colorsound 3500 Translator) which can
be put to evocative use in the evening.
The basin is formed by a sloping, eccen-
trically shaped ring of dark volcanic-rock

segments which have porous surfaces to
hold air matresses and pillows, and to
absorb moisture from the feet of wading
terrace-ites. At the outer edge of the ring
is a recessed lighting strip which illumi-
nittes the ground around the perimeter.
The ring is broken on one side by a
large planting b, and on the other by
a TV well whose metal evlinder contains
a color set: when not in use, the TV can
be lowered into the well until its metal
top (which acts as a sun shicld lor day-
time viewing) [orms a weathertight seal
with the well's crcumierence. When
raiscd o viewing height, the screen may
be rotated 360 degrees by remote control.

Beyoud the pool, in the terrace’s south-
castern corner, is a romantically seques-
tered nook, perlect for a dewx moments.
Trees and shrubs form a verdant curtiin
that screens ol the Van Keppel-Green
scttee; here is another table containing
a control panel o sufluse the area with
appropriate mood music. Rocks with
polished  horizontal tops hold  drinks,
asherays, and any third party thought-
less enough to make it a crowd. The
parapet in this corner is pierced by verti
cal slots, through which seated viewers
can enjoy the dramatic cityscape.

The southwest corner ol the terrace
sports the boldly conceived [ree-form
sundeck sheltering a Petal table and a
quartet of  Bertoia  Diamond  chairs.
The underside of the reinflorced-concrete
sundeck houses infrared heating  tubes
to take the chill from the evening air,
recessed lights and speaker Jacks. The
base of the sundeck holds a semicircular
upholstered bench in its hollow that's
brightened by a hanging shadow lantern.
A steel spiral staircase extends cight feet
up to the sundeck which is surrounded
by a steel guardrail laced with awning
striped  canvas  that supplies  sun-and-
breeze control plus complete privacy for
sunning  sans suits. The deck, embla-
roned with mosaic inlay, holds a pitit
of Van Keppel-Green reclining chaise
longues, speaker jacks and a low table
housing another control unit. A tele-
scope is mounted at the narrow end ol
the sundeck to bring penthouse habi-
tants even closer to the stars. A 16-inch-
high fieldstone retaining wall, which
encompasses the sundeck area and semi-
circles around to the bar, is wide enough
to hold cushions for additional scating.
It is backed with plantings which con-
ceal the outer parapet.

No ephemeral phantom of delight,
PLAYBOY's patio-terrace is a refreshingly
feasible answer to the city squire's quest
for a touch of outdoor living. Whole or
in part, it points the urban way to the
romantic joys ol warm-weather welkin

ringing.




SALLY DENNIS Wits &4 very pretty young
mitron, with a neat small face and a
great Juxuriance of hair, sleck, healthy,
most remarkable. In corduroy pedal
pushers behind the cart in the super-
market at the corner of Golumbus and
Taylor in San Francisco, she could pass
for somebody's teenage daughter. Then,
abruptly, after a few minutes before the
mirror, her gamine oddity — pale small
face framed by that dark hair — might be
transformed for the evening into the
teasing mystery of the girl in a dream ol
violation. She had teeth for biting. In
pleasure, she sometimes lost consciousness
entirely. She would wake in the darkness,
smiling with those teeth.

“You bit me,” her hushand said. “It’s
going to show again. They tease me about
it a lot, but Sally? 1 like it.”

“Where was I? Who are vyou?" she
asked. “Oh, Bill . .

“You tease, you're always teasing,” he
said.

She came awake. “It's Bill, it's just
plain Bill. Yes. What did we do tonightz
Was it fun? Was it [un for you, just
plain Bill>”

“Sally. Sally. Sally honey.”

Many thought her beautiful, she even
thought hersell Leautiful, her husbhand
loved her, the days stretched out smooth
and easy on a sunny slope of Telegraph
Hill, and she was ready to blow her life
to splinters. Sick with boredom, sick with
spite, she believed that her husband loved
her, but did not love her enough. Tt was
worse that way. She did not know how to
quarrel with him. She had the idea that

Jfor whom, down the dark corridor within herse lf, sf
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love letter from the man
f had always been intended
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she could do better than Bill Dennis. big
sprawling Bill with his battered Chevy
and his lazy ways, his willingness to settle
for steaks and laughs and dav-to-day case,
his pride in the rending marks of her
tecth and nails when she fell protestingly
into unconsciousness under his  beely
heft. She did not know how to leave
him. She did not know how to punish
him enough for failing 1o be the man
ol her sceret intention.

Bill just put her to sleep, it seemed.
She lacked terribly the promises which
lile was supposed to keep. She missed
reality. Life had faulted her. She missed
strong  [ecling — suffering, hawred.  de-
sire and  pleasure. Someone, somchow,
must penetrate the dim  corridors of
feeling and lead her out into the light.
sencath  the  yellow-gray sky ol San
Francisco, on the caumpled slope of
Telegraph Hill leading down toward
North Beach, within a shingled wooden
apartment house painted battleship gray,
Sally passed her days doing nething
and waiting for pure love to find her.
Loved by her husband, Sally crouched
within Sally, waiting.

Naturally, for a case like this, tradi-
tion has provided many solutions. The
lady is ready for the enthusiasm and
oratitude ol the misunderstood husband
down the block, the college sweetheart
now living in Sausalito, the visiting ¢n-
teriainer taking his breakfast at (wo in
the afternoon on the terrace at Enrico's
(blinking in the sun, smiling at the
sulky little lady, explaining that per-
haps she had caught his act at the i or
scen him on television and that’s why
his face looks familiar); a lady looking
for the scam in a seamless. plasticene
life might even let herself be tumbled
by a repairman or a delivery boy, bless-
ing his luck.

No. Not Sally. She had a horror of
dirt, of excess, of the slime of lovemak-
ing, of the violation of her physical
perfection. She would not be Althied.
She would not be ridiculous. She could
not accept the banal relicf with which
other women made do. Even the idea
seemed to dirty her — unclean. Pure love
would take her unawares, would sur-
prise her and sweep away the debris of
Bill's steak-and-laughs term on carth.

Was there anything she could do
meanwhile? She could wait and be per-
fect. She could make hersell ready. She
could disappear into  unconsciousness
when Bill made love on her, in her,
through her; she could just hide and
wilt.

Nevertheless, one day while jittery
from too much smoking, too much black
collee — Bill was away on one of his
[requent sales trips — she had like a liule

104 idea. Like many good ideas, it repre-

sented a compromise. She would receive
a letter, a love letter, from the man of
whom she dreamed — the brilliant and
passionate man for whom the Sally
down the long corridor within Sally had
alwavs been ineended. She knew  his
habits and his very gestures as well as
if he really existed. He was her slave —
and she belonged to him utterly, It
would be her art to create him. Just as
the Sally within Sally was more real
than Bill's wife, so her lover was only
waiting to be called forth. She would
invent him in pure silence and hope.
Like her, he would be a solitary dreamer.
And like her, he would long for perfec
tion. She even had a sense for the quirks
ol his literary swle. (She blushed for
him. He was a bit gauche with words:
he was a man of long silences and sudden
longing rushes of talk; and there was
the delicate touching of a quick and
patient desire, very quick and light,
patient and searching . . . )

She asked lor stationery from the desk
at  the Sheraton-Palace Hotel.  She
thanked the clerk, who was impressed
by the hectic flush of her checks and
the dark, brilliant, rigorously brushed
hair. He smiled at her, but she did not
smile back. He wished he were more
ol a man. Other men have all the luck.

She used a rented typewriter in the
lobby. She made a very pretty picture
ol pensiveness — a lovely voung ¢reature
with delicate coloring in her [ace, think-
ing hard, with a pencil just tip-touching
her lips, writing, then copying with the
typewriter. Then she mailed the letter
and went home,

The next morning she went for the
mail with a quickened heartheat and a
strong Hush at her cheeks. She knew
there would be something important for
her; she had an intuition. Deceived! No
Ietter for her. Even the best of men
have a harsh streak of oruelty in them.
What was he trying to do to her? What
was he trying to prove? She peered
through the watery sunlight down the
slope of Vallejo at the rewreating gray
back of the postman. She went back in-
side, thought of hotting-up the coflee,
thought of going out to sce an exhibit of
old music boxes in a Grant Street gal-
lery. She sat at the mirror and brushed
her hair with long, practiced, soothing
strokes.

The letter arrived the next day. Men
do such things to women — Sally under-
stood the species — they keep a girl wait-
ing, they twempt and tease, they come
to her in the dark when she can feel
nothing. But this was not a surprise.
And this time the waiting was worth it.
She smiled at her own trembling as she
slit open the envelope.

SHERATON-PALACE HOTEL
Dearest darling Sally,

Meeting vou was exactly the zood
Iuck of a dream. I never knew such
things were possible —a dream, a
reality. The first time 15 always
dangerous between man and woman,
but perhaps just once in a lifetime
we have the right to absolute per-
fection, like the perfect starry night
outside our window and that cur-
tain blowing. You were all for me
as I am for vou, for vou onlv.

I'll call you as soon as I can get
back to town.

Dion

He was a bit too emotional, Sally
decided, overcome, sentimental, not
quite manly. That cliché about the
stnry night, for example. But he was
awlully, awlully nice. She [elt sorry for
him and pleased because he wrote with
so little thought to cffect. He just poured
out his full heart. She flushed. Of
course he thought about his cffect on
her. Then she stood, hot and delighted.
and read the letter again by the light
of the dav on Telegraph Hill at her
window. She had a life downtown. She
had a life elsewhere. She was slad he
had that name — Dion.

Then she put the letter in the upper
drawer of her dresser. Bill sometimes
looked into that drawer lor a handker-
chief.

As luck would have it, Bill came back
from his trip with a cold. But cither he
did not find the letter or, too bewildered
to react, unwilling to face the lacts of
his life, he said nothing.

In a few weeks, when Bill was again
called away for a sales meeting, a pretty
voung woman again appeared at the
desk ol the Sheraton-Palace, asking for
stationcery. The desk clerk remembered
her;  delicate,  girlish-looking  women
made him fecl manly; but this time he
did not risk a smile. She thanked him
coolly for the paper.

This time she worked on the letter
like a schoolgirl doing her Friday compo-
sition. It was more gracelul. She put the
endearments in French. She was unprov-
ing Dion's style —"tu es cetle femme
dont on réve loute une vie, tous les
nuits” —and it seemed that he had
majored in French in college. He had
also traveled in Europe. He had seen
much. done much, but only in this
uniquely Furopean ol American cities
had he found Sally, that creature, who,
cruel, radiant — well, Sally had a taste
for the bizarre and knew that this must
be put in French. She was beginning to
catch glimpses of the darker side of
Dion's nature.

When the lewer arrived,
with a catch ol delight in

she read it
her throat
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“I'm warnin’ y’all, neighbor — y’all better quit
pesterin’ my Ellie May . ..”
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She propped it up near her third cup
ol collee on the dining-room table and
read it again. Il only every bored and
unawiakened young wife could find a
man like Dion! Patient, steady, and
willing to search out her impulse!

Most women lead lives ol still con-
cealment. They block up the passage o
reality. All women hope for better. But
only Sally had the courage to grasp per-
fect purity in love when it offered itsclf.
She would not settle for less. There was
no reason to sctile. She put the letter
with some unpaid bills in the drawer
of the desk.

That afternoon she again dressed in
her best silk [rock, her hair brushed
tight and rolled in a knot. gleaming
with all its health, and returned o the
Sheraton-Palace.

There were a few more letters belore
the matter came up between Sally and
Bill. He raged and weptand even slapped
her. Brute, jealous brute. She denied
everything, of course. Dion was just . . .
wits just . . . just a [riend. But he was
loncly, unhappy, burdened by [ecling
and unable to spend it in casual love
allairs. He too sought purity in love.
He believed that Sally had been marked
out for him {rom the beginning ol time.
Bill couldn’t understand this kind of
beautiful emotion in a man. She hadn't
said anything to him about Dion be-
cause it would only make him angry,
she knew it — just plain Bill would grow
just plain  suspicious; but there was
nothing like that between Dion and her.
He ourht to know his wife better than
that. Really, there was another interpre-
tation to cvervthing Dion said. He was
loncly was all. He would come through
town and they would have a cockil
together was all. Did Bill, just plain
dear sweet Bill, expect her to sit home
carocheting  pillow slips on Telegraph
Hill while he went off on expense-
account trips to Seattle and Los Angeles?

This was merely a harmless distrac-
tion. Girls are like that. They scek a
little romance, a little Aattery. They arve
so susceptible in their untouched inner
Hatures,

Bill wanted to believe her. He paused.

She gave a little secret smile, showing
the tips of teeth. She shrugged. “What
do you want from me?”

“Sally, I love vou . . .

There reconciliation, there
were promises. Poor Bill, he thought
dinner by candlelighe in a Licde Talian
restaurant in North Beach would prove
that he too was romantic and had an
inner nature. Spaghetti, red wine. and
an inner nature. And then home wo that
same  old  thing, Bill's unquenchable
mere health. He plunged at her, and

wias
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was as il nothing had happened to her,
or rather, as if she were sent back down
the corridor to her own dream of love.
Afterward, exhausted, shaking  with
[atigue, quenched despite his  crude
health, Bill stared at her in the dark
and said, "What are vou thinking about,
Sally? Are you thinking about me?”

“Oh, nothing. I think I was asleep.
Go to sleep now, Billy. It's all right.”

Bill wanted to find Dion and con-
front him, but the man traveled con-
stantly, he had no permanent address,
it was no use. Best just 1o lorget about
it. Bill tried to master his fechngs and
believe Sally. Just drinks was all. The
letters were mere smoke, the vain pos
tring of a silly spoiled boy. Flushed
and calmed with the pleasure ol Bill's
exacerbated passion for her, Sally stroked
him, comforted him. There was a slight
sain in feeling. He had learned 1o fear
her.

The next ume Bill went on a buving
uip, he suggested that Sally come with
him. It would be pleasant to drive
through the desert, spend a night in
Carmel, and have a kind ol second
lionevmoon together. “Let’s,” he said,
“let’s.” At Last there were lines on his
face caused by more than good cating
and vain smiling.

“Oh I'd reallv love to, darling,” she
said, “but we really can’t afford it. And
my class—"" She was studying ceramics.

You should have thought of this two
years ago, Sally was thinking. But on
the other hand, just plain Bill, it would
not have changed things decp and dirk
within.

When he returned on a Thursday
morning, he found another letter in
the mailbox. Apparently Sally had slepe
late and not gotten to the postman in
time. It was clear that Dion had come
for her at her ceramics class. He had
rented a car and put the op down —
“décapotable” he wrote, as il the word
“convertible” wasn't good enough lor
him —and they had driven across the
Colden Gate Bridge to a comry inn,
the Mountain View Tavern, above the
mists over Muir Woods. His relerences
to the end of the evening were Irag-
mentary and unspecific. But they made
Bill physically ill, as il he had been
kicked in the spleen.

There was no more hope for them
now. They agreed about the divorce
although Sally went on insisting  that
it was all Bill's fault, it was all a great
mistake, Dion meant nothing to her,
they were just friends and he helped
amuse her in her lonely moments; it
wasn't her lault if he fell in love and
wouldn’t stop writing those letters. It
was just words, words. How silly ol just
plain Bill to zet so complicated about
just plain words.

3

“Then why can’'t you give him up if
he means so little o you? Why do you
keep lying?r Why won't he ever face me
like a man®" Bill demanded in a last
furious cffort to hold her.

“You have no right to make such
demands on me. I don’t tell you about
him because you are insancly jealous —
really, Bill, vou should get psychiatric
help. T heard of a good man au the
Langley-Porter Clinic, a Doctor Berman

" She saw theve was no use dis
cussing it with him in his present mood.
“Anvway,” she said, "I suppose Dion is
embarrassed at the idea ol mecting vou,
He's alraid of you. Not afraid, Bill, but
vou know, the unpleasantness. Alter
what vou've said you would do to him
— naturally I've told him —"

And so they were divorced. They
agreed that Bill would be charged with
mental oueltv. He balked for a day
at this label. but both lawyers explained
that a divorce 1s a legal arrangement in
which a series of lies and insulis lead
to peace and freedom. He agreed 1o
whatever they asked. At the hearing be-
fore the judge, Sally’s eyes burned, she
buried her head in her hands; but sud-
denly the Sally within began o liugh
and the tears which were so dose dis-
appeared belore her eves had even begun
to ghisten. She kept her head in her
hands to contain the laughter. A lawver
gendy patted her shoulder. She looked
up and smiled gratefully and impartially
at the Liwyer, at the judge, and at Bill
Den

A vear passed. A delicate linde divorcee
like Sally is seldom lonely long. She
even heard that Bill was still carrving
the torch for her. Vulgar phrase, “car-
rving the torch™ — she would never think
of using it. It was a friend of Bill's
who made this obscrvation. He had met
him drinking in a Market Strect bar.

Sally, of course, sometimes felt melan-
choly and blue; that's only human: but
plenty ol distractions olleved themsclves
by telephone and cockmil  party. by
friends and [riends of fricnds. Evervone
admired how she had ridden proud and

sweet through this distressing experience.
She took good care of hersell. Her pos-
ture was good. She still looked like some-
one’s tecmage daughter dressed up for @
Saturday night at the hungry i or lor a
Sunday alternoon’s sail from the yacht
harbor in Sausalite.

She chose wisely the next time. She
knew that she necded a man of more
exciting and imaginative emperament
than stolid, stubborn Bill. Peter Rollins
was an artist, perhaps the best voung
panter in the Bay Area, with a growing
nation:al reputation. "Figurative painter,”
he said, “1 paint things. Auyway, don’t
call me ‘best” There is no best. There



arc approaches to some kind of un-
defined ideal, but best is only a word,
Sally.”

“Yes,”
folded her hands.

Wis she putting him onz He studied
her a moment and then gave it up o go
erowling in her hair. He liked teaching
her thines, but he liked even more the
girlish stubbornness with which she ol
lowed She
fresh as the helds. And vet she did oy
to listen o him. She stoked his Luce and
stared into his eves and asked with a
desperation that was more than girhish
o be penctrated by another soul. She
had been alone all her life. She had been
mistreated by her hushand. She had had

she  smd submissively,  and

her own  line. scemed  as

to be sell-sullicient, scll-generating, ¢ven
sclfish, but now she wanted o give it
up for him.

When she said Yes to him, she was
yearning lor ham.

No, she was not putting him on.

They happy o
acther. Sally blushed when she recalled

were  nurveloush
her girlish foolishness: it scemed s il
another acature had done it o her;
but she was gratelul o that other wicked
Sally, anyway. Thanks to her, her life
had finallv turned bright and for real.
Somctimes dreams come wrue, {or dream-

ing s a way ol plumning. Perer was

tender, ardent and possessive. He filled
out her fantasyv: she believed in happi-
ness once more. She cut her thick hair

and wore it with a wild. tawnv look.
More grvown-up, animal, pleasured.
Peter liked o look at her hair, thick

and mussed againse the sheews, and when
he kissed her, he said. “Don’t dosc your
cves. Look at me.”

“I'm here, darling.”

“Look. I'm with you. See. I'm with
vou.”

That foolishness of hunting an ideal
was over. Peter aared for her utterly.
After he made love 1o her, he sat looking
at her, and alwer he looked at her, he
painted her, and alter he painted her, he
made love o her. She was caught in a
perfect cirdle. At last the secrer Sally
within, down the dark corridor, was
appcascd.

But then, on the occasion ol Peter's
trip to UCLA 1o give a lecture, the lirst
one came, ihnost lost among the miscel-
lancous Monday arculars and bills:

My only darling Sally,

Secing vou again after all this time
true. And
that the fives still burn as high and

was like a dreamm come

bright as ever is much more, per-
haps, than two such cheaters in life
deserve — tricheurs nés — but can we

not accept the brand defiantly and
make our way according to our own
design . . L 2

A chill spot of numbness spread
through the hand which held this frst
new letter. She did not even remember
writing it. Could Bill have written it?
No. He was not capable of such frightiul
understanding. Only one person in her
life could be so deceitful. She went 1o
the blank white-tile wall of the bath-
room and, for a long moment, looked
straight into horror. She saw no reflec
tion. only a dull shadow over tile. The
mirror was behind her for only a moment.

If she could not remember writing the
lewter, how then could she stop those
which would lollow as surely as empti-
ness follows pleasure, as surely as dis-
appointment lollows hope?

Nothing delicate Sally could do.

Now she smiled into the mirror. Her
teeth were a good leature. Secing them
helped her think. Mixed with the horror
and dread. she felt a subtle life of pride.
Why on carth did Dion always insist on
this flowery style in his letters? Why did
he follow her so closely, so insistently?
O, there was but one possible explana-
tion. Dion’s little girl knew the answer.
He must love her very much.
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tain diminution of the user's chrono-
logical lilespan in exchange for height-
ened perday efficiency. This, in wrn,
means that the high-metabolism antisleep
drugs will have to be taken as part of a
therapeutic program which indudes life-
extension techniques such as those we
talked about earlier.

PLAYBOY: Do vou loresce anv other pos-
sible ficlds for prolonging human life?
BUDRYS: 1 can think of one which will
make it possible to achieve near immor-
tality — paradoxically, without increasing
the normal lifespan by a single day.
Thanks to a corollary of Einstein’s rela-
uivity theory, we've learned that the pas-
sage ol time on interstellar rocket flights
will slow down appreciably relative to
Farth; the astronauts on board  will
actually age more slowly than they would
at home. This deceleration in time rate
will hecome greater and greater as the
speed of the spaceship increases, until, at
close 1o the speed of light, both the aging
process and the passage of time would
grind virtually to a halt — thus extending
their lifetimes  indefinitely by Earthly
time scales, though they would continue
to age normally by the spaceship’s clock
and calendar.

ASIMOV: On returning to Earth from a
seven-year vovage to Vega, for example,
they would find their wives, Lamilics and
friends 30 years older than when they
parted. If the flight had been a longer
one, say to Andromeda, they would re-
wrn home to find not only their loved
OIS lOllg since [lll'll(‘d 1o llllS[. but \‘(:l‘y
probably also civilization as they knew it,
and possibly even Homo sapicens himsell:;
lor in the quarter-century of their ab-
sence, some two-million years will have
passed on Earth,

POHL: So apart from the supreme adven-
ture of being an eyewitness to evolution,
the price of immortality, in wrms ol long
and lonely isolation from mankind, may
be very dear indeed.

ANDERSON: It will be worth it, though, T
think; for they will be man's torchbearer
to the stars.

PLAYBOY: Will it ever be possible o at-
tain—or perhaps even exceed —the speed
ol light in bridging the gigantic distances
between Earth and even the nearest stars?
ANDERSON: It may very well be possible to
wravel slower than light and still get o
the stars. In case anybody cares, I've
looked into the matter mathematically
and have reached the conclusion that 75
percent of light speed can be achieved.
That's on the basis ol some fairly con-
servative assumptions; other men have
sugaested that by using interstellar hydyo-
gen in a sort of ramjet, a spaceship may
be able o wavel [aster yet. maybhe up o
9 percent of the speed ol light, but it
would still take more than lour years by

108 the ship’s calendar to reach the nearest

(continued from page 35)

star. Obviously this will Iimit both the
rate and the extent of expansion into
space. It will also cut down the amount
of communication between our explorers
and the home world,

BUDRYS: Il my own arithmetic is right. we
are going to need speeds of one light-year
per day — roughly 68 million miles per
sccond, or around 360 times the speed of
light — before we can make any signifi-
cant strides in intergalactic travel. There
are only a few stars within 30 light-years
of Earth, and not a really Luge number
more within 100 light-years, and nonc of
them are known to have planets in the
sense that our Sun has plancts on which
intelligent lile can exist. But the problem
isn’t onc ol propulsive systems, just as the
sound barricr wasn't broken by using
essentially more powerlul engines; it was
a matter of vehicle design. The “light
barrier™ is a theoretical limit arrived at
because LEinstein calculated that as the
speed ol a vehicle approaches the speed
of light, the mass of that vehicde ap-
proaches infinity — in practical terms, the
[aster you go. the more you have o push,
until finally your most powerful ¢nergy
source cannot move you any [faster. But
il we can hind some way to confrol mass,
we can crack 186,000 mps using pres-
surizedd insect bombs, roman candles, or
simply by heaving bricks back over our
shoulders — provided we  bring  along
cnough bricks.

POHL: While writers and any number of
physicists speculate if light speed 1s ever
going 10 be possible, there me other
physicists right now measuring speeds
exceeding light, as in the case of certain
radiations produced in linear acceler-
ators,

BLISH: A number of eminent men have al-
ready voiced  dissatisfaction  with  the
Einstein scholium. I think it's quiwe pos-
sible that some sort ol [aster-than-light
interstellar propulsion will be discovered
belore we get manned rockets any Lrther
out than Jupiter. Now 1 don’t think this
is probable, but I do think it's possible.
I it does happen. our range ol places to
wo will be vastly broadened, and the hu-
man race will be able to go on in space
and in time, essentially, forever.
PLAYBOY: Meanwhile, back on Earth, it has
been estimated by acronautics authoritics
that  2000-mile-an-hour commeraal  jet-
liners will be in service within five years.
What speeds do you estimate will be
possible for Earthbound travel by 19842
POHL: Except for sightsceing orbital Hights
by commercial rocketlines which T expect
to be in regularly scheduled service by
1984, I think we'll find that wavel within
the Earth’s atmosphere will become im-
practical at speeds higher than about
3000 miles an hour.

CLARKE: [ suspect that's about right, Fred
— unless there is anew breakthrough such

as matter transmission, which T wrote
about lor pLAYBOY last August in World
Without Distance. By this | mean virtually
instantaneous transportation achieved by
sending the essential patterns ol solid
objects, including ourselves. by radio or
other welecommunications devices. 11 this
is ever achiceved, it will depend on tech-
nologies as far beyond radio as radio is
beyond smoke signals; but I think that
in a few centuries it may actually happen,
PLAYBOY: What new deparwares do vou
anticipate in the realm ol more-conven-
tional transportation such as the auto-
mobile?
CLARKE: By 1984 private cars will in all
probability be steered from a central con-
trol rather than drviven by their owners.
It may even become a serious offense [or
a human being o attempt to drive a car.
We can also expect that gasoline vehicles
will be replaced by clectrically powered
autos, not only because the Earth's re-
maining supply of gas will be virtually
exhausted, but because its toxic eflects
in the atmosphere will be more widely
realized.
BLISH: | rather expect that we will even-
tually see the utter extnction of the
private motorcar in any lorm. It's too
wintelul of energy. oo wastelul of space,
both inside and outside. And I think one
of the major cflects will be to wipe out
the highway systen. We are going o need
that land badly for much more important
things. Heavy hauling, much of which is
done by trucks now, is going 1o have to
o, too. 1 think it will go back 1o the
railroad. 1 think that passcnger trans
portiation is going to be entirely com-
munal, via subwavs and buses — in the
same way that air travel became largely
communal, since private aircralt never
did become the boom envisioned by sci-
ence fiction,
BUDRYS: Lven without cars and highways,
I'm afraid that the inorcasingly  con-
gested urban glut of human beings and
structures is going w force us o decen-
walize our culture very soon.
POHL: In the meanwhile, | think we can
expect that more and more high-rent
residential skyscrapers with smaller and
smaller apartments and lower and lower
ceilings will continue 10 be built hizher
and higher over a Lirger and Lavger area
of our citiecs. The millions ol lower-in-
come [amilies thus displaced will simply
have to dig, di¢, or get out. A few will dic,
and some will move out ol town — along
with thousands of better-heeled neighbors
—in a heavy and continuing exodus to
the hinterlands which will evenwally
urbanize the suburbs, suburbanize the
exurbs, and extend our cities” commuter
outposts — via high-speed monorails — as
Far as 200 and 300 miles vom the heart
of town. But most of these uprooted
throngs, 1 suspect, will be taking up mole-
like residence in windowless multiple-
(continued on page 112)




CONCEIVING
CAN BE FUN

satire By SHEPHERD MEAD

The timid Father
will miss many
happy hours.

&

(e

the straight dope on succeeding with women without really trying

“SHOULD 1 ADOPT A CHILDZ"

so MaNy ask, “Should I adopt a child?
The answer s clear: no, not if you can
have one of vour own. By all means oy
first. Conceiving can be [un, and is under-
taken by many for its own sake.

A word of warning, however: Though
you will run few risks during conception,
vou will enter rapidly into the period of
pregnancy, which is fraught with danger.

HOW TO CGUARD YOUR IEALTH
DURING PREGNANCY

Medical science long ago solved the
problem of the woman during pregnancy.
Put your wife in the hands of a good
obstetrician and she will be well cared for.

Pregnancy in the woman is normal and
healthy, They often develop. even in
their faces, a ruddy. Tull-blown, vigorous
appearance.

Unlortunately. licde thought has been
siven, cither by medical science or by
society as a whole, to the father during
pregnancy.

This is a eritical and dangerous period,
and dwring these nine months vou can
suffer damage, both mental and physical,
that may last a lifetime.

Guard Against Colds. The expectant
father soon learns that the pregnant
wonn has an overabundance ol natural
body heat. If in her normal condition she
likes a room temperature ol 727, during

pregnancy (and especially in the later
stages) she will be snug and warm at 553°,

“Davie, doesn’t ic Teel stuffy in
heres”

“Hadn't noticed it, pet.”

(The inside thermomeler reads
57°. and a 12-knot gale is Dlowing in
through thyee open windows. But
never complain.)

“Mavhe vou could open one more
window.”

“They're all open, pet, but I could
knock out a wall.”

Humor her, but preserve vour own deli-
cate system. Take these steps: (1) dress
warmly, (2) keep your wile out-of-doors
as much as possible, and (3) plan vour
periods ol pregnancy. This last is best.
Having babies in the fall can add years to
the father's life expectancy, and will im-
prove his disposition. This may be done
cither by the acadental, or “Oops—
sorry!” type of conception so common to
us all, or by deliberate planning,

Keep Up Your Strength. Keep voursell
in rim physically, hard-muscled and well-
nourished. This is not as easy as it sounds,
During pregnancy your wile will be on a
rigorous weight-reducing diet, combined
with peculiar and unreasoning desires [or
food.

Few men can do a hard day’s work on a

dict of cottage cheese, pickles and grape-
[ruic.

Lat well, have plenty of rest. Iresh air
and light exercise. You will be ready for
the little one when he arrives.

GUARD YOUR MENTAL HEALTH

Pregnancy, especially the first preg-
nancy. is a time of adjustment. Once you
realize that by the simple act of concep-
tion vou have committed yoursell irre-
vocibly to a series of events over which
you will have virtually no conurol for the
next 30 years, you become mentally a
mass ol quivering jelly.

If you are the schizophrenic type you
may be found alone in dimly lit rooms
biting your fingernails. Il you veer to-
ward the manic-depressive you may alter-
nate between orgies of buving cribs and
plavpens —and  periods ol muttering
brokenly over old check stubs.

Too often weaklings turn 1o alcohiol
for reliel. Avoid this pitlall if you can.

The solution — il there is one — must
come [rom our women. The keynote will
be patience and understanding. The
chieeriul smile and the gentle phrase can
make the difference between a sick mind
and a well one.

Awvoid Superstition. There is no uuth
whatever to the old wives' tale that strong
mental impressions on the father during
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pregnancy will mark the child, lor cither
good or evil.

No need, therefore, to guard the purity
ol your thoughts. Your opportunities to
mold your children’s characters will be
legion, but they will come later.

Don’t Belicve Delivery Dates. Your
obstetrician will give your wile a date on
which the baby is to arrive. This means
absolutely nothing. You can lorecast the
date of arrival just as accurately with an
Ouija board or the Farmer's Almanac.

Try to outguess the stork. It will be a
pleasant game that both you and your
wife can play.

PLAN YOUR DELIVERY DATE

The day of delivery is considered a
holiday for the Tather in all civilized busi-
ness circles. Some skillful chaps can even
stretch it to two.

For this reason, the well-trained wife
never has children on weekends. She tries,
too. to have them at a convenient hour.

Persuade her to feel the fivst pangs ol
childbirth at about 7:30 or 8 aar, on any
day [rom Monday through Fridav. It may
take a few babies to acquire the proper
skill, but you will find it worth the cilort
You avoid interrupting sleep, and can
aittch yoursell before leaving — and prel-
crably before dressing — for the office.

If you do have time to choose vour
clothes, dress simply. No need to be elab-
orate. A sports coat. flannel slacks of good
dark gray and loafers or wssel oxlords
are best. A tie is optional il you wear a
sport shirt. Better not shave. This creates
an impression ol boyish conlusion.

WHAT TO DO TILL THE DOCTOR COMES

One has only to observe a arent-
Teachers meeting 1o sce the appalling
number of gray heads among relatively
youthlul [athers. How many ol these
unned gray overnight needlessly!

Your first childbirth need not be the
shattering experience it is lor so many.

Too olten, as the date ;lppl‘();lcln:s. the

“Will the real condemned murderer please sit down . . .

[ather becomes a trembling hulk, pacing
nervously from room to room. checking
the car for high-speed starting, and
making trial runs to the hospital.

No need for all this, no need to leave
your motor running or to sleep with your
boots on. It takes longer than vou can
imagine to have a baby. Even if you
dawdle i getting vour wile o the hos-
pital, she will be there lor hours belove
anything happens.

Once vou have put vour wife in the
hospital’s hands, you will be treated as
though vou had no part in the enterprise,
regardless of all you have been through in
the past nine months.

Go home, purse vour wounds. You will
be telephoned when the baby arrives,

BRACE YOURSELF

The first sight of your child may be
something ol a shock. You will expect
that he, or she, will be a mirror of your
own hne qualities and that this will be
apparent from the start.

No matter what you look like, this will
not be the case. Regurdless ol what en-
thusiastic relatives will say, during the
first week or so babies do not look like
anybody.

However, he (or she) will be all yours —
and so will all the joys and all the prob-
lems that go with him. Prepare vourself.
You are entering a dangerous period.

WELCOME THE LITTLE STRANGER

In a few days the baby will come home
from the hospital. What a different place
your house will be when it contains a
little one! v will be a new and unusual
experience for everyone.

Get acquainted. The bashful or timid
father will miss many happy howrs with
his children. Get to know your baby, and
the sooner the better.

You will find there is a Golden Time,
a 10-minute period following each bath
during which your baby will smell [resh
and clean. Take advantage of this. Dandlie
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him, both on the knee and frechand. A
little dandling will go a long way.

Get to know vour baby and — equally
importani — let your baby know you.

AVOID DIAPER RASH

From the beginning vour role as a
[ather 15 one of guidance. You will be
helping o shape the little mind. Time
and again, however, vou will be carrvied
away by a wave of sentimentality and be
tempted 1o enter into the physical. or
bottle-and-diaper side, ol parenthood.
Control these impulses. Your duty is to
the mind.

No need to be timid. It is perfectly safe
to touch babies, preferably above the
waist. An occasional pat on the head will
do no harm whatever and is appreciated
by the child. You will vun small rvisk of
infection as long as the child is kept clean.

It 1s casy to convinee your wile that vou
are acting in the best interests ol the
family as a whole,

David, wake up. it's your turn to
walk the baby!™

“Ummmmm, ves pet. Looking for-
ward to it. Oops!™

(Let any heavy bedside object crash
to the floor.)

“David!™

“It's nothing. pet. Just my fingers,
Keep opening, vou know. No need to
worry. Just can’t seem to hold things
[irmly.”

“David, maybe vou shouldn’t —’

“It'1l be all right. No problem to
hold the little devil, if he doesn't
move.”

If this does not have the righe cifect,
take the next easy step.

“Funniest thing happened. per
Little vascal just slipped through my
fingers.”

“Oh, no!”

“Bed was right there. Lucky, wasn’t
it? Guess there must be some kinda
Providence that watches over clumsy
daddies, huhz”

BABIES ARE STURDIER THAN THEY LOOR

Actually, you will find that babics are
made of a tough, crtilaginous matcerial
and are far sturdier than they look.

Babies will bhend, but seldom break. It
is not good 1o drop babies purposely, but
falls from moderate heights scem 1o do
them small harm.

These facts, however, are best o hide
[rom your wile. Keep alive the fiction that
a small child is as bragile as Dresden china.

Try as you will, though, it is dilhcult to
continue this tactic to the sccond and
third child. You may run into this re-
action:

“Gosh, pet, T just dropped the
baby!"™

“Oh? Didn't break the bottle, did
youz"



Ad this stage 1t is best to use a dillerent
approach:

“David.
there:”

“Just putting diapers on the baby.
Did hive to rummage through the
closet a bie”

(The entive contents of the closel
will be on the floor.)

“Oh, my!”

“Couldn’t hind the talcum.”

"It was vight there!”

“Oh, stupid ol me. Was messy,

what are vou doing in

wasn e 1P
(Give her a lovable lopsided smule.)
“Really, David. it's casier lor me

o do it myself!”

Soon she will see the wisdom ol this last
remark. But your attitude must still be
one of cheerlul cooperation.

DON'T PUSHE YOUR CHILD

Time and again we find parents who
atempt o push their children ahead. o
mitke them walk, tlk or perform other
feats bevond their years. This is a serious
mistake. It can cause phvsical and psveho-
logical damage not only to the child, but
to the father as well,

No sooner will your child begin o walk
than vou will leok back to the quict
peaceful days when he sat in a happy

little lump. cooing and gurgling.

The child who learns to walk belore
reaching the age of reason is like an
avenging army, bringing chaos and de-
struction wherever it moves. Everything
that can be torn, broken or chewed must
be moved o a high level. Seon the child
will learn o climb and all will be lost

The Case for the Backward Clald. 1f
your baby shows any sign ol being back-
ward, encourage him. The backward child
is quict, casily managed and [ar less de-
structive. He will be a real joy to you, and
there is no reason to worry that this will
harm him in Lawer lile. Thousands ol our
nation’s leaders in business and govern-
ment were backward children, many ol
them a source of needless worry o their
pavents.

FEEDING THE BABY

Try o lighten your wile's load when-
ever possible. One fine way is 10 help her
feed the baby. as long as he is in the
bottle stage.

Bottle feeding can be performed by the
Gather withour any risk of physical strain,
can usually be done in a [ect-up position,
sav in [ront of the television set. The
buby should be burped about once every
commercial.

Other [eeding, such as giving Pablum,
had best be done by more skillful hands.

Your first attempt at this will be enough
1o convince your wile.

“Isn’t it cute, dear, how he goes
lor i!”

“What did vou do, pour it into the
clecric fanz"

{ This can be done, of course, but
is seldom necessary if youw have a
healthy, vigorons child.)

“Na, he did ivall by himself! Show
Mommy how we eat it all by our-
selves!™

It is best to wear a plastic raincoat o
other impervious garment lor this demon-
stration.

ENJOY YOUR BABRY

Ounce the dreary. tume-consuming and
unsanitary duties are handled, babies can
be a real pleasure. To sce their merry
Little smiles, to hear their bubbling baby
laughter and to feel them put their little
arms around Daddy’s neck — these alone
will make all your sacrihices worthwhile.

Let the children think of you as the
gay. fun-loving member of the family.
always ready for a laugh, a romp or a
game. You will have many happy hours
together.

MONTH: “HOW TO HANDLE
WOMEN IN BUSINESS”

NEXT
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PLAYBOY PANEL (continued from page 108)

family warrens which will almost certain-
Iy be built beneath the subways and water
T{lilill.‘i when every inch of land and air
above ground is finally occupied o over-
flowing.

BUDRYS: Another way to alleviate the con-
gestion ol our densest population nuclei
would be o reduce the heavy flow ol
wallic to, rom, between and within our
overcrowded cities — by developing and
marketing highly sophisticated person-to-
person communication devices which, if
universally used., could eliminate the
need Tor most urban travel.

PLAYBOY: What other advances do vou
foresee in the held ol communications?
HEINLEIN: Well, it's interesting o note
that the futuristic communication devices
which Algis Budrys just predicted have
already been invented: things like a port-
able telephone small enough for a man’s
coat pocket or a lady's purse: and a home
telephone that records messages, has two-
way vision, and can be set lor automatic
relay o any other number. LEither ol
these gadgets will be commercially avail-
able anyume Western Electric sees a mar-
ket for it

SERLING: The dreary record of commercial
television as an entertainment medinm
might lead one to wish that this particu-
lar communication device had never been
invented. But 1 think there may be some
rcason to hope that its effectiveness as an
imformational and reportorial medium
will improve manvlold in the nexe 20
vears, Thanks o a skylul of Telstars, live
welecasts from everywhere in the world —
as well as [rom the Moon and Mars — will
have an impact and mmmediacy which
promises to make news programing the
most compelling and  informative on
television. Surprisingly, we may also find
that the quality of the so-called “enter-
tainment” shows will actually improve to
some degree, not through any awakening
scnse of public responsibility on the part
ol its entreprencurs, certainly, but simply
becanse of the voracious nature ol the
medium — which  will long since have
reached the saturation point in camou-
Haging and rewcading all the standard
plot clichés. So there is some hope that
producers and scriptwriters will finally be
Torced to look clsewhere — perhaps even
in the musty attic of their imaginations —
[or new kinds ol entertainment and lresh
ideas [or story lines. It's entirely possible,
even probable, however, that these yet
unexplored veins of entertainment ore
will themselves be mined out and burned
up by 1984, thus leaving us slighuly worse
olf even than we are today — since we'll
be watching, and maybe even smelling,
the same old small-screen slop blown up
biliously on wall-size screens in 3-D and
living color.

112 BUDRYS: | think we can expect no less

dramatic advancements in the technology
of publishing — happily. in a social cli-
mate ol unprecedented [reedom ol ex-
pression on the printed page. Would-he
censors will find it physically impossible
to bottleneck the pipeline [rom publisher
to reader by scizing shipments and boy-
cotting newsstands — thanks to an inven-
tion which promises to eliminate the
need cither lor newsstands or distribu-
tion: the home lacsimile receiver, a kind
ol combination duplicating machine and
parlor newsstand which will print and
deliver newspapers and magazines right
in your living room. We've been writing
about this sort of thing lor years in
science fiction, but just Litely | read an
item in The Gallagher Report — a highly
respected  communicationsmedia news
letter — which officially predicts the same
thing.

PLAYBOY: How [ar and in what arcas of
future lile, beyond publishing, do you
expect such revolutionary automation o
progress, and with what consequences?
POHL: We have seen the automation of
so many industries that human workers
are already almost a luxury in the manu-
Lwturing part of our cconomy, and they
may soon be a luxury in white-collar
work. By 1984 wage-carning itsell may
no longer be important, It may not be
important even to have a job: it may be
possible tor a person to do his chosen
work as he sees it at a time he likes. I'm
not sure il it would be a Utopia, but it's
quite easy to imagine a world in which
all of these immemorial pressures on
humanity are no longer there.

ANDERSON: But cven the prospect of liber-
ation from Libor has ominous potentiali-
ties: the probability that it will create a
new pressure ol its own — the fear of
boredom. We already have more Ieisure
here in America than we know what to
do with. Too many people lack the inner
resources to get very much out of their
re¢ ime. Look how miscrable most men
become after they retive. If we are to
avoid ending up supporting most of the
population in a meaningless  idleness
which will breed misery, crime and pos-
sibly revolution, we will simply have to
find some genuine contribution for them
to make. Even the geniuses will suffer
from a seuse ol ennui and purposcless-
ness — unless a tremendous development
in human personality takes place. And
such a development won't happen of its
own accord: it will require something
unprecedented in the way ol both uni-
versal education and pervasive culural
mfluences.

BUDRYS: Il we have a world in which no-
body needs to work, I agree with every-
thing you've said. But I think we may
find that one of the more paradoxical
clfects of automation will be to increase

rather than decrease work, in a sense, for
large numbers of people, as the distine
tion between working and nonworking
hours — which are already blurring — all
but disappears in a mingling of the two.
Much “leisure” time is already spent in
conducting informal business or thinking
about it: and many purported recrea-
tonal pursuits are in reality status hob-
bies useful in business. By 1984, a New
York shop foreman may be running his
automated  production  facilities via a
shirt-pocket control  instrument on  a
Bahama beach,

PLAYBOY: What other such Iaborsaving
deviees do you envision?

CLARKE: Well, within the next century or
so, man will devise an clectronic horn of
plenty which I call the Replicator; it will
be able to manulacture any object from a
coded matrix, just as a hi-fi set reproduces
a symphony from a record. When this
time comes, it will be just as easy to dial
for a thumbtick as lor a necklace of
walnutsize diamonds. It will mean, of
course, the end ol all present production
techniques and may make cvery indi-
vidual houschold almost entirely  self-
sufhcient.

TENN: The only trouble with your Repli-
cator, Arthur, is that it undoubredly
won't be available like an ordinary appli-
ance to every houschold that wants and
can allord one. It will probably be a piece
ol rented cquipment like a telephone,
supplicd for & monthly fee by a big utility
outfit which will call itselfl something like
General Everything, Inc. You ask what
kind of payment can they levy when
everything  usable — including,  presum-
ably, money — can be made by the Repli-
cator? Well, where there's a will, avarice
will find a way: possibly so many hours
ol manual Labor in return for cach use of
the instrwment. For in our automated
future, objects made by human hands —
cven an orange-crate scooter — will have
enormous prestige value and will prob-
ably be accompanied by written pedi-
grees. I we're living in a socialist society
at the vime, of course, there will be none
of these sovdid finmcial problems. All
we'll have to do is sign up our children
for a Replicator on the day they're horn
—and the machine will be delivered
promptly on their 65th birthday. The
model they linally get may have one or
two bugs in it ol course: perhaps metal
Christmas wees and plastic display fruit
will come out real: but these imperiec
tions will eventually be ironed out.
HEINLEIN: Even without Replicators, the
ficld ol household appliinces and labor-
saving devices is destined o be an era of
temendous breakthrough in the near fu-
wure, simply because it is so retarded, so
woclully underdeveloped today. Contem-
porary domestic living — particularly the
continuing burden of cooking and clean-
ing dutics — lingers lamentably behind
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the times. There’s just no valid tech-
nological reason why anyone today
should be squandering his precious time
and energy on these age-old chores — un-
less he happens o enjoy them. We will
need a home food-processing machine
which will prepare meals by following
a coded tape and thereby reproduce ex-
actly all the bese vecipes of the greatest
chefs. And we'll need a housecleaning
robot which will perform swiltly and efh-
cicntly all the tedious dirtvwork we now
inflict on wives and cleaning women.
Both of these gadgets are completely
[easible, and there's no doubt that some-
day we will have them.

PLAYBOY: Will these various electronic
master chefs, dietitians and [amily re-
tainers be made —in man’s image — to re-
semble the gleaming robots uaditionally
depicted in horror movies and on pulp-
magazine covers. or will they be designed
along the lines of such conventional ap-
pliances as vacuum ceaners and electric
ranges?

AsIMoOV: 1 think we will want them in
humaneid [orm, despite the fact that
they would perform many jobs far more
cihciently in various nonanthropomor-
phic [orms better fitted functionally to
cach specialized task. There will be a
certain comlort, I think, in having robots
Iook vaguely human, so that we can deal
with them as we would human beings,
And this, I think, will cimax itsell at
the point where a machine becomes so
human that it can be weated, for all
practical purposes, like a faithful family
retainer ol flesh and blood. While no one
would confuse them with human beings,
there would still be swrong feclings of
aflection for them — and vice versa. I
would like to sce¢ them become intelligent
cnough, in fact, 1o become our friends,
for it seems to me that a fairly intelligent
robot which has been divested of such
human wraits as sclfishness, connivery,
hbbery and oncupmanship would make a
fricnd indeed. T wouldn’t want to make
them completely human, of course, even
il we could. It would be a kindness to
keep them on an intellectual level that
would make them content with dull work.
PLAYBOY: Docsn’t it scem unlikely that
the working masses of mankind will un-
protestingly accept the possible prospect
of replacement by a race of robots?
ASIMOV: It scems to me that robots capa-
ble of performing most manual tasks
more speedily and efficiently than human
laborers will quickly render the lowest
grades of human being rather obsolete.
So I sincerely hope that robot develop-
ment will be accompanied by advance-
ments in genctic knowledge which will
eventually breed the inlerior grade of
people out of humanity — though not, of
course, through any Hitlerian policies.
As to when we can expect 1o share our

114 bomes and our lives with humanoids: the

miniaturization and  sophistication of
computers is moving ahcad so rapidly
that I don't think it will take more than
a century to pack the circuitry essential
to a fairly complex computer into the
space of the human skull.

PLAYBOY: Turning [rom subhuman to
superhuman robots, what would you say
are the prospects of creating a race of
superintelligent metal men and women
like those envisioned by Karel Capek in
R.U.R.: beings so perfect in design and
manufacture that they eventually make
the human race obsolete?

BUDRYS: The notion that so-called “'think-
ing machines” may someday surpass and
subdue man is based on the fallacy that
computers represent a form ol intelli-
gence independent of man. Though they
combine facts much more rapidly than a
man could, and will reach conclusions
that could not be reached by every man
unaided, they will always know only
what man tells them. And unlike man,
no machine will ever be able o genuine-
ly create anything —simply because ma-
chines don't care. I don’t doubt that man
and machine together will be able 1o take
giant creative strides that neither coukd
take alone: but only man will be able 1o
recognize the significance ol those surides,
to act on them, and 1o enlarge upon
them, and above all, to be exalted and
inspired by them.

ANDERSON: | think man and machine may
cventually merge in a rather profound
and starding way. I envision direct
clectronic hookups between human and
computer brains. This is no Kalkaesque
nightmare, but an entirvely practical and
exciting possibility. The linkage could be
temporary and might not even require
wires or any other material contacts at
all; electromagnetic induction might do
the job. A union like this would, in cffect,
multiply by many times the number of
brain cells available o you, and these
extra cells would enable you to conduct
every mental process, particularly those
mvolving logic, reasoning and memory,
with a speed, certainty and brilliance of
\\'lli(.'ll sray nmatier QIIOIIC = il]l}"(.lll(_"s gr.'ly
matter — would otherwise be totally in-
capable.

PLAYBOY: So far we've been discussing
fuwure life rather genervally and imper
sonally. Can we attempt now to bring this
era to life in a more personal way lor the
reader by asking vou to draw together
and elaborate these varted visions with
your conception ol an average day in
the life of an aflluent city-dwelling bach-
clor at the turn of the coming century?
ANDERSON: Well, assuming that he bothers
to sleep at all, our bachelor will be awak-
ened more gendy than by a yammering
alarm clock. He'll get soft music ofl a tape
piped into his pillow. His bed, which
rocked him o sleep and fell quiet when
his regular breathing told it he'd dropped

off, now gives him a mild shaking ull he
orders it to stop, and then rises at the
head to become a chaise longue.

POHL: Then a timed mechanical servitor
offers him freshly brewed coffee, mavbe
with a touch of amphetamine.
ANDERSON: And while he sips it, he dials
for his breakfast, choosing [rom a menu
that flashes onto a panel.

POHL: Next a recorded voice reminds him:
“Today is August 4th. You have an ap-
pointment with Esterhazy at 11 aar, a
dinner date with Rosemary at 7, and
vour vacition begins the day after
tomorrow.” When he steps out of bed the
floor is warmed with radiant heat. His
shower cubicle is preset to sluice him
with gentle floods of water just warm
enough to be relaxing. followed by a wash
of nonirritating detergent shampoo, then
a bracing head-to-toe needle spray of cold
water, a spritz of skin bracer and a final
dusting [rom a pleasantly scented, de-
odorant aerosol.

ANDERSON: He uses an clecuric massager
on his gums, not a toothbrush; cavities
are a thing of the past. And he won't have
to shave this morning, because his last
depilation, which incuded a beard-in-
hibiting hormone, is good lor another
week.

POHL: Or if even that's too much wouble,
a facial electrolysis at the barber shop can
free him permanently from the surgery
of scraping the beard ofl his chin. He
will dress in clothes which have heen
cleaned and pressed overnight by a robot
valet.

ANDERSON: All of his suits, incidentally.
will be entirely synthetic, designed more
scnsibly and comfortably than the con-
temporary business suit, and tailormade
by an automaton which takes his measure-
ments and follows his specifications about
cut, color, pattern and material, all at
very little cost.

POHL: 50 litle cost, in fact, that they will
be as disposable as Kleenex.

BUDRYS: Or he may decide to slip into
something even more comfortable: a
dirtprool, stainproof, rainprool, shrink-
proof, tearprool, wrinkleproof suit in a
synthetic fiber which never requires clean-
ing, pressing or repair. It's also wired for
sight and sound with such optional acces-
sories as a sell-contained heatng and cool-
ing system for comfortable all-weather
wear; a matchbook-size FA-AN receiver
with cordless stereo earplug speakers; a
dictaphone machine no larger than a
agaretie case; and o transistorized two-
way audio-visual pocket communicitor
with direct-dial 1o any place in the world.
ANDERSON: At anv rate, when he finishes
dressing, our man presses a button to
inform the robot chel that he's ready for
breaklast. In the minute or two he has
to wait, he checks his welevision phone o
sec if it visnaped any messages for him
during the night, then punches up the




“I was just talking about you, Darling! To myself, of course.”
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morning news on the wall sereen in three-
dimensional color. The machine-made
meal that comes up the delivery shaltand
rolls on its wray 1o his wable is wypically
delicious. Alterward he smokes his hrst
igarctte of the day: the tobacco contains
a mild cuphoriac to put him in a cheerlul
moaod. As he leaves, the Iront door slides
automaticallyv open before him and locks
tisell behind him: the apariment, detect-
ing his departure, activates the house-
keeping robots. He lives in a gigantic
urban  complex ol inmerwoven  build-
ings that forms a city within the city.
Almost all of his material needs can be
fullilled without leaving the premises,
and [rom his wall-windows — when they
aren’t opaqued for privacy or sleeping —
he commands a specacular view ol the
city: a forest of glass-sheathed skyscrapers
extending in all directions as lar as the
cye am osee. Bue his job is clsewhere, so
he catches the high-speed elevator down
fvom the 100th lloor o sirect level.

POHL: On his way down he orders trans-
portation over his wrist communicator,
and by the time he s ac the carb the robot
doorman  has  clecvonically  flagged  a
robot cab, the door is open and the desti-
nation already set. He gets inand goes —
his route preset and his progress guided
by an clectronic highway-control svsiem
which — like an auwtomatic pilot — takes
over the job ol starung, steerving and
braking for all vehicular traflic — thus
climinating the possibility ol collisions
and rush-hour jams. The only thing miss-
ing en route is the hackic's conversation
— though Cyril Kornbluth and 1 once
wrote a story m which auto-cabs were
programed 10 discuss baschall. ’N.)illil.'s,
weather and women by means of a library
of sclected tapes.

BUDRYS: Or our man might spend the
time in transit getung a start on the dav's
work, dictating memormnda  into  his
pocket recorder. and phoning ahead 10
his oflice on his wrist communicator 1o get
the day’s mail and messages.

POHL: Mcanwhile, ol course, he is being
continuously reminded by his commu

5
cuor plavback ol any errands he needs
to run, any oflice problems he needs o
be ready for, ete. Carrying this a liude
[urther, he might even have a reminding
machine like the one Fritz Leiber once
wrote a story about: in addition to rou-
tine reminders, it dispensed advice, reas-
surance and morale-building suggestions.
PLAYBOY: Ic's on his wav 1o work, but
vou haven’t old us yet what kind of job
he has,

POHL: Let's sav he's a voung white-collar
exceutive; whatever his ficld, he'll have
to possess @ commaodity i great demand
on the labor market of the 21st Century:
originality and  Ireshness  of  thought.
There won't be many dull, routine jobs
able smymore: machines will be do-

HA

116 ing most ol them, There will really be

only three major ficlds open to a young
man just out ol college: He can become
a cyberneticist — a sort of glorified repair
man and machine tender: he can go o
technical research: or he can try his hand
at “communicitions,” that immense and
still-growing ficld which embraces every-
thing from personnel management and
sales 1o covering foothall games and writ-
ing sonnets. Let's say our man has elected
communications. It pays  hundsomely
— perhaps S50.000 a year to start, partly
because of milation, partly because real
imcome keeps going up every year as the
mmareasing rate ol production  creates
more amd more riches [or everyvone.
In any cvent, our man needn’t worry
whether he can afford a sporiscopter or
a Black Sea cruise. He cm alford any-
thing —a 90-foot yacht, a 12-room pent
house, a castle in Spain — if not to buy
them, then surely o lease them or rent
them on his all-purpose credit card when-
ever he likes and lor as long as he likes.
ANDERSON: Lut today is a work dav. so on
to the office for five or six howrs. He
works lour davs a week, and has three
months” paid vacation; unlimited paid
sick leave, oo — ol which he uses very
litde, thanks 1o modern medicine.
POHL: He's grecied at his desk by a mound
of messages and mail. which he deals with
by means of an automatic stenographer.
Hell sall have a live secretary, of course,
but he won't waste her on mechanical
chores like typing or running out for col-
fee. He'll dictate his letters o the ma-
chine, which will type them out in any
number of copics indicated, using mag-
netic ribbon inks like those now used on
check Torms, so that other machines — as
well as the human redipicent — can scan
and read them for automatic classifica-
tion and filing.

ANDERSON: Il onc of his leters 1s going
to a lorcign country, it's automatically
translated, then dispatched immediately
by wire or radio direaly to the address
given. He'lll also have face-to-face com-
munication via visual wlephone with
assocrates around the world. OF cowrse
with correspondence so easy, there’ll be
an unholy lot of unnecessary calls and
memos, but ar least people will finally
have acquired enough regard lor health
and sanity to take an hour off at lunch
and not spend it talking business. He
dines in an excellent restaurant nean his
olhce.

POHL: Big Brother picks up the chedk, be-
cause such things are still on the almighuy
expense account. So is the men’s club he
repans Lo alterward lor a di]) in the p(ml.
i supine session under the clecironically
stimulated muscle exercisers, then the
ultraviolet lamp, a mechanical massage
and back 1o the olhice at 3 or 3:30 lor
another hour or two of work.
ANDERSON: At the end of the workday,
our man hops a robot cab and relaxes

with a drink while it threads him through
traflic to the apartment ol the voung Ludy
with whom he'’s planning 1o spend the
evening. Of course she isn't ready yet:
some things will newver change. Her door
scans him as he approaches it, wimsmits
his picture o her in the dressing room,
and lets him in when she savs OK. Over
the intercom she invites him o pour
himsell a drink while he's waiting., He
presses the autobar button for a vodka
martini, very dry, with a twist ol lemon.
While he sips it he lights up another
cuphoric cigarette and watches the three-
dimensional  scenic  color  projection
which covers one wall of the living room
— a live welevision view of the Swiss Alps:
it’s a bit overcast tonight. He dials for a
view ol Maui, where they've made reser-
vations lor dinner, o check on the
weather and the surl: the Moon is [ull,
the water calm.

The other walls and the ceiling are
luminous: no more lamps. This girl is
quite a reader, but like most people, owns
only a lew books, special editions, When
she wants 1o read something apare [rom
these, she calls the cenmral library, which
has evervthing in print filed on micro-
tapes, ready o screen divealy for her on
a portable home monitor equipped with
a button she presses 10 have the pages
turned. There's a small charge for this,
out ol which the author gets a cut. Like
most other charges, it's sent directly 1o
her automatic bank, which pays the bill
and sends her a monthly accounting.

When she's finally ready, they take the
clevator up o the roofl heliport and
shutle our 1o the city's vast acrospace
port. They board the rocket and tike
their scats with the 200 other passengers.
The liltoft is a bit violent, but the cush-
ioned contour seats and anti-acceleration
pills make it vather fun. Once up in the
stratosphere at 3000 miles an hour, the
ship zocs into an cnormous glide. The
passengers gather at the bar and look out
the huge picture ports at a sky turned
dark and starry. and at the plancet rolling
areen and blue and bhrown below them.

In an hour or so they're in Hawaii, Ol
course they've gained hours of daylight.
but & fatigue-chasing drug with no harm-
ful aftereffects makes it unnecessary to
sleep. They have a swim in the s,
lounge around on the beach awhile, and
finally enter a communal refresher house,
where they share a shower and then slip
into more-formal clothes.

Then they catch a submarine o a sea-
food restaurant Limous for its spectacular
view of coral reels and Hiting fish Irom
within the giant plastic hemisphere which
encloses it on the occan floor. Afterward
they go back wopside for an evening ol
island hopping. First stop is a new club
which has been built cantilevered divectly
over Mauna Loa crater, where they can
watch the Lava bubble bencath the vans-




parent dance floor and the smoke fume
up past the sealed windows.

POHL: The robot waiters will be pro-
gramed for super efliciency and against
rudeness, and to know alter being told
once exactly how many drops ol angos-
tura and what sort of pickled artichoke
vou like in your drink, though I scriously
doubt that human technology will ever
be able to improve on the functional and
decorative design of today's Playboy Club
Bunnies. Anyway, before the evening is
over, our man will suggest that they get
together again the lollowing weekend —
perhaps for a champagne-service rocket
light to Pago Pago, or a hydroplane-liner
cruise to Cap d’Antibes.

ANDERSON: Or il things arc really going
well, he may even invite her to join him
on a summer vacation in space. It's as
expensive as hell, but well worth the

cost — oltering such amusements as swim-
ming in and out ol a floating globe of

water in a zero-gravity orbital station,
and riding a 500-mile-an-hour monorail
across the mountains of the Moon. Let's
hope she’s duly impressed, and that he
doesn't have to return to his apartment
alone.

POHL: He can always invite her up to see
his ctchings —in this case, perhaps, a
collection of rare trading stamps [rom
the 1960s. His door key turning in the
lock, of course, dims the lights inside and
flips on a continuous tape of the latest
electronic mood music. The divertisse-
ments which ensue, unfortunately, can't
be programed so predictably; nor are
they likely o be conducted any differ-
ently than they are today. There are
some things, after all, that simply can't
be improved by automation.

TENN: That was a virtuoso vision ol things
to come — complete with happy ending
and ladeour clinch. I must congratulate
vou on your originality and aptness ol
thought as tellers of fairy tales, and [or
your apparcntly unshakable [aith in the
possibility of human advancement. Des-
pite your persuasiveness, however, I can't
scem to rid mysell of the nagging sus-
picion that there is no potentially great
advance in technology or human rela-
tions which man, in all his ingenuiy,
won't find a way to pervert and subvert
into a historic step backward. I agree
that we're coming o an age ol unexam-
pled social emancipation and scientific
revolution — an age abristle with all the
blandishments you've described — but
belicve that it's going to be repetitious
in many ways both of our present and
our past — though in exactly what ways
we can’t yet imagine. Possibly it's just as
well for our ¢gos that we can’t. Thoreau
wrote over a hundred years ago that “the
mass of men lead lives of quiet despera-
tion.” Well, the world has changed [an-
tastically since then, but the mass ol men
still do. History always repeats itself,
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but on another step of the spiral. We
are a wildly imaginative, inordinately
idealistic, incredibly persistent, hopelessly
naive, incurably corrupt species, and no
matter what we do we alwavs scem to
wind up somechow or other in the same
position on the tree, except that occa-
sionally it’s a different tree. Tomorrow
we'll be looking for the mechanical ba-
nanas in a nickel-plated jungle.

STURGEON: When we talk about humani-
ty's far future through the skies, I
couldn’t agree more. But I can't help
getting a bit impatient with all this
prognostication about how we must con-
tinue to be as stupid as we are. Bill Tenn
insists that we are going to continue
to behave the way we do and remain what
we are in the midst of an immense push-
button society, but it’s just not going
to be so because we're not going to be
the same kind of people alter it happens.
TENN: Ted, you have faith, and it's some-
thing I respect. But when it comes to
the human race, I firmly believe that
faith is what keeps mountains firmly in
place. With all my pessimism about our
species, 1 do believe we're going places
— but we're going places in a small way,

a few [umbling steps at a time. If we're
going to progress cither on Earth or in
space, we will have to understand one
basic [act about progress: that every ad-
ance that we might make is an advance
that can be prostituted to vicious and
vulgar ends, exactly as other advances —
technological and socictal — have been
prostituted in the past. This will continue
to be true as long as man remains what he
is. And I don’t see man changing. I sce
him slowly evolving, getting hurt, burn-
ing himsell again and again and again,
and then one day in the lar future, learn-
ing to dread the fire — nothing more.

HEINLEIN: I agree that mankind is still
barbarous and ignorant. But 1 disagree
with you, Bill, that we're destined to re-
main this ignorant. 1 expect our descend-
ants to exceed our grandest achievements
at least as much as we exceed the cavemen.
We have been “cdvilized” for only an
instant in our long history, it’s true; but
what will our children accomplish? Take
the wildest speculation you can imagine,
then square it and cube the result, and
the answer still won't be big enough to
match the truth, They will go out 1o the
stars and beyond, to the other island

“Beddie-bye time, sweetheart.”

Galaxies. And they will flourish by the
billions, by the wrillions, by numbers too
high to guess. They will meet many other
intelligent  species, make friends with
some, fight with others, be enriched by
both. They will gain knowledge and
power beyond our antediluvian ability
to imagine. And in time, of which there
will be plenty, they will unravel all that
is mysterious to us. They will number
the billion names of God.

BUDRYS: You make our destiny sound al-
most too golden to be true, Bob —but T
don’t doubt for a minute that it will all
come to pass more or less as vou predict.
This age, in which 60 years have carried
us from Kitty Hawk to Venus, will some-
day seem a stagnant time 1o most men of
the Tuture age — though there’s no need
expatiating on the fact that we are going
to have what appear to be tragic setbacks,
that men and causes which have been en-
trusted with the popular vision of the fu-
ture will prove lalse. But the future — not
just a [resh page in the calendar, but a
time when things are basically different,
and basically better — is constantly arriv-
ing, at voracious speed, whether we like
it or not, whether we wish we hadn't
wished [or it or not. We will never be
ready for it — but it will most certainly
come.

BRADBURY: I think that what we have been
leading up to is the fact that we are part
of u miraculous explosion of the senses.
The Universe has come alive, through us,
and we go in search of ourselves. We go 1o
put together yet more picces of a puzze
we will be jiggering with for the next 10
billion billion years. Any tool that comes
to hand we will use. We will construct
technologics and rend them asunder, we
will build philosophies and wreck them
by the wayside, we will use and dis-
card, try and fail, oy and succeed
— but always remain in constant mo-
tion outward [rom this explosion point.
It will be a terilying struggle; the
human agony that must go into it
is immeasurable at this time. But how
can we expect less agony from our
future than we have known in our past?
The important thing is that the race is
on the move, and that we, selfishly, as
writers, have long dreamt of this move-
ment and cannot help but be exhilarated
at our own involvement in this vovage of
sell-discovery. We know so very little. But
this we know nrevocably: We love life
and living, we hate death and darkness.
Creatures of the Sun, we will take the Sun
with us, in our blood, to warm the great
night, to light our way in the darkness
beyond our system. Love ol day and mo-
tion, [ear of dark and immotion is all we
need know now. The rest will come. We
will find it along the way.

PLAYBOY: Thank you, gentlemen,
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two other cars out of the race, and then
bounce it off a curb, buckling a wheel.
He left that one and took Peter Collins’
car, but still couldn’t catch Moss, though
he broke the course record trying. At
the Niarburgring in 1957, challenged by
Mike Hawthorn and Peter Collins, he
rounded on them like a baited bear, and
in the process of giving both of them a
thorough beating, broke the lap record
10 times.

Fangio was Moss' model, his teacher in
the more esoteric, advanced techniques
ol driving, but he had nothing to teach
him in sang-froid, in covering over, with
civility and urbanity, the bone-deep will
to win. (“We are all friends,” Moss said
one day, speaking of the other drivers,
“but once the race starts, no one expects
to hear anyone say, Alter you, m'lord.” I
wis reminded of Wilbur Shaw, a charm-
ing gentleman, who might give another
driver the shirt off his back before a race
and buy him a drink afterward, but dur-
ing it would run the man into a concrete
wall at 140 mph, if he wouldn't move
over.)

“At Bari, in 1950,” Stirling told me,
“soon after I'd joined H.W.M., I man-
aged to lead from Fangio for a bit, and
Farina. They were both in Alfas, 1 had
a Formula IT H-W.M. Fangio was third,
Farina was just behind me, and 1 think
he was annoyed: after all T was a new
boy and he was a very important figure.
In any case, he came alongside me going
into a corner and just stayed there; he
shut the gate on me, as the Americans
say. He gave me the alternative of slow-
ing down or going into a wall. But I
slowed right down, I got round his tail,
and then, because what he'd done had
put him on the wrong line, I went
through just ahead of him. T looked back
and Fangio, just behind us, was laugh-
ing his head off.”

The roughest thing Moss remembers
doing on a circuitz “At Roskilde one
time there was a chap in a Ferrari, a
Swede, who would not let me past. 1
took it for two or three laps, even people
in the crowd were shaking their fists at
him. Finally, just before a slow corner,
I laid the front of my car into his tail
and spun him off the road into the
bushes. He wasn’t hurt.”

Stirling once told me that when he
had lost a race, he could put it out of his
mind and sleep like a baby, but that the
night after he’'d won was likely to be
sleepless. This is the competitor's typical
reaction. For the ordinary man, the
situation would be exactly reversed.
Losing, he would be full of [ury and
frustration, no more able to sleep than to
fly by flapping his arms. I have seen men
in this case stay wide awake under a dose
of Seconal that would stun a Shetland
pony. But, winning, they [eel fulfilled,

(continued from page 78)

content and they sleep in peace. The
real competitor looks at losing, loathing
it, shoves it savagely out ol his mind and
goes to sleep. He must, or he’ll unhinge
himself. It is winning that keeps hum
awake, because it means so much to him;
it is fulfillment, and ratson d’étre, and
though he conceals it under however
much urbanity and ritual sportsman-
ship, it shakes him through and through;
it stirs him to his soul.

Someone said recently, with an air of
discovery, that the British people are at
their best in war, and have always been,
that they like fighting, that they like
bucking the odds, and that however
savagely and biterly they hight, they are
sustained by observance of the pro-
prieties, by maintenance at all cost of an
air of calm, civilized good temper.

The two things do not always go
together. 1 think the people quietly ad-
mire the hard fighter, and they admire
the man who shows grace under pres
sure, even if it is only mild pressure. But
they reserve their hearts for the man
who their instincts tell them is a killer,
a bitter-ender, and a man capable of win-
ning all he wants in the world, or losing
everything he owns, in such fashion that
one can’t tell, watching him, which has
happened. This, they feel, is British
behavior.

Stirling Moss is British.

- - -

One did not watch Stirling Moss drive
for long without noticing that he almost
invariably waved as he passed another
car. This wave was pleasant to see, a kind
of salute, given with the hand held verti-
cally, graceful without excessive move-
ment, imperious as well as polite.

I was standing at the bottom of the pit
straight at Sebring one hot morning, a
place where one can almost look into
the cars. A photographer was with me.
Stirling, coming out of the U-turn faster
than most, as was his wont, ate up a
Porsche as he went by us, giving the man
his patented wave.

“Have you ever noticed,” the photog-
rapher said, “that Moss always thanks
another driver for letting him pass?”

I laughed. “Yes,” 1 said, “I've noticed
that. Of course in this case he was thank-
ing the man for nothing, wasn't he, be-
cause the only way C———— could have
prevented Mossie's passing would have
been to shoot him.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” the photographer
said. "He didn't have to move over.”

“The rules say he did,” I said. “They'd
have hit him with a blue flag hallway
down the straight, if he hadn't. Anyway,
it's wide here, Moss would have run
around him.”

“I still think it’s a pleasant gesture,”
my f[ricnd said. “It shows the camara-
derie that exists among really big-league
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drivers, and I like to see him do it.”

“Camaraderie, my foot,” I said. “If
that pig he's driving holds together all
day, you'll get to sce him wave to every-
body out there, and I daresay you'll like
it better than they will, too.”

“"Why?"

“Because he's mostly thanking them
for nothing, and that’s not all he's doing.”

“You fascinate me,” my friend said.
“Tell me, what else is he doing?”

“He’s waving goodbye to them,” I said.

No stronger competitive instinct than
Moss" has ever appeared in sports, 1 am
convinced, and I have outraged a lot of
people by saying so. That motoring en-
thusiasts can be annoyed by the picture
of Stirling Moss as a brutal competitor is
illustrative of the fantastic discipline the
man has imposed on himself, and of the
skill with which he has originated and
erected his public character.

“"Watching Stirling Moss before a race,
the absolute picture of calm,” a man said
to me about five years ago, “is to under-
stand real sporlsnmnship. For him, the
game is everything, form is cverything,
and winning or losing is of not the
slightest importance.”

I won’t quote my reply. It was both
rude and profane.

That Stirling Moss was usually calm
before a race is true. This i1s rare. Juan
Belmonte used to say, “If we had to sign
the contracts an hour before the corrida
there would be no one in the ring when
the bulls came out.” I had a conversation
with a well-known driver just before a
race, and when I took it up again that
night I discovered that he not only didn't
recall what we'd talked about, he couldn’t
remember our speaking at all! Nothing
of that sort ever happened to Moss. |
remember almost bumping into him just
off a starting grid one day, before I knew
him well, and 1 smiled and kept on,
having learned from the experience 1
mentioned above that it was best not to
talk to drivers just before the off. But
Moss had something he wanted to tell
me, he took my arm and walked along
with me for three or four minutes. Then
he said. “Excuse me, Ken, I must find
m’hat,” and went off for his helmet. Five
minutes later, he was motoring.

“I don’t mind anyone’s talking to me
before a start,” he has said to me. “I don't
care in the least. If P'm sitting in the car,
a boy can ask me for an autograph. I'm
happy to talk about anything, a play I
saw the night before, a girl: up to the
moment I sware the engine, I couldn’t
care less. I've done my practice, I reckon
to know the course, I reckon the car to
be ready, 1 can’t make a plan, T can't
foresee what's to happen when 15 of us
pile into the first corner, so why should
I bother thinking about it? Time enough
for that when we get there. 1 was giving
a chap a radio interview one day, in the
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were chatting away, and suddenly 1
realized the race was going to start in 60
scconds. 1 had almost forgot about it!”

It would be interesting to be able to
look into Moss’ head as he switches off
his urbane, gay, smiling sell, to switch on
Moss the compctitor and the engine at
the same time. (I know 2t veteran airline
captain who does the same thing, in a
slightly different [ashion. Sitting in the
front end ol a transatlantic jet, waiting,
perhaps. for a delayed load of passengers,
he's amusing, witty, velaxed: he and his
crew are just old friends killing time to-
gether. With him the change-over comes
when he draws on a pair ol pigskin
gloves, without which, I think, he couldn’t
fly. When the gloves go on, the tempera-
ture in the cockpit drops about 10 de-
grecs, and thereafter anyone who speaks
to him had best have a “captain™ or a
“sir” on the end of the sentence, as well
as a good reason for speaking at all)

The reason the competitive attitude so
mtriguces us is that it's a distillate of life.
And the occasional appearance ol a really
strong competitive instinct in one ol the
four clementary games — hghting, moun-
tain climbing, the corrida and motor
racing — is morc compelling, narturally,
than its appearance in, say, swimming or
pole vaulting or one ol the stick-and-ball
games. Knowing how the great moun-
taineer Albert Frederick Mummery of
Dover went up the Chamonix Aiguilles
or how Edward Whymper did the Mat-
terhorn or how Stirling Moss ran the
Mille Miglia, we know something of how
life may be lived, and perhaps should be
lived, and we have seen this thing in
minuies instead of years.

This is not to denigrate the great
spirits who appear in the lesser games.
The American baseball player Harold
“Pete” Reiser, held by many to have
been the most competitive player ol
modern times, was carried oft the feld
incapacitated or unconscious 11 times in
14 years of play, five times because, run-
ning to get under a high ball, he had
refused o take his eyes off it, lest he lose
it in the sun or the field lights, and went
full tilt into the concrete wall that bor-
ders the perimeters ol most major-league
bascball parks.

It is a peculiarity of the real competitor
that he is indifferent to being hurt. The
intellectual, the spiritual aspect of cle-
mental competition against other men
has become so weighty that it transcends
consideration of the corporeal: he no
longer cares about being hurt except
that injury keeps him out of the game.
(Left to himsell, he will invariably go
back before he's fit) A peculiarity of the
real competitor who has a major talent —
the two things do not necessarily go to-
gether — is that he likes to handicap him-
sclf, 1o make the game harder. Thus
Mummery would not usc pitons; he

120 thought them base, a thing for cheaters,

although many mountaineers will hardly
go up a flight of stairs without a sackful
of pitons and a hammer to drive them.
Moss' addiction to nonfactory cars is
illustrative.

The real competitor, if he lives long
cnough, comes incvitably to the realiza-
tion that the ultimate victory is the
victory over sell: when the years ol sell-
discipline and sell-denial are past, the
years of study and training and practice
to exhaustion are over, the man under-
stands, suddenly or slowly as the case
may be, that the being able 1o win is
what matters: that the formal victory
itself, the laurel wreath, is then only a
statistic, a thing of no conscquence, and
he no longer even wants it

The real competitor sees no limita-
tions. He wants to beat the whole world.
If he's asimple man, like John L. Sulli-
van, the legendary heavyweight fighter,
he'll say so. Sullivan used to announce
from the ring, “In a [air ight, [ will whip
any man born ol woman. Yours truly,
John L. Sullivan.” He handicapped him-
sell with brandy. In the course of a long
fight, Sullivan would empty a bottle of
cognac. He was much admired. In 1887 a
crowd, trying to get near him, broke up
the carriage in which he was riding down
the Hayvmarket.

A complex personality behaves with
more civility, although he may wish to
beat every other man in the world, and
at everything. (Wilbur Shaw was so
bothered by the fact that other men
could drive railway engines, whilst he
could not, that he badgered a railroad
into teaching him.)

Dominating onc of the most competi-
tive endeavors man knows, for more than
a decade, entering more races than any-
one clse had ever done, and winning
more ol them, was not enough [or Stirling
Moss. He started so many andillary activi-
tics that they would occupy most people
through an ecighthour day. He is no
threat to J. Paul Getty as a businessman,
Lut if one enterprise fails he is always

sady to start another. He has the obses-
sive concern with details that so often
marks the man who can’t iind enough o
do. 1 am almost surprised that Stirling
doesn't type his own letters. (Come to
think of it, I have a number of letters
from him that he did type—at least
some amateur did them!)

The real competitor is not easy to live
with, when he is on the way up, and
when he is at the top, because he is driven
to compete with everybody; he wants to
do everything better; he wants to domi-
nate everyone around him, his Iriends,
his associates, his emplovees, his wile,
This is the deepest need in his nature,
and allowance must be made for it. It
has made him what he is; without it we
would never have heard of him.

- - -

When he knew how badly he had been

hurt at Goodwood, how severely his brain
had been damaged, when he found that
he couldn’t even open a door without giv-
ing himseclf step-by-step instructions — [
shall take the knob in my right hand,
now I shall turn it sharply to the right,
now I'll pull it”— Surling Moss knew
that he simply could not wait until the
broken bones had mended and then go
back 1o racing, as he had aflter the Spa
accident in 1960. He knew that if his re-
action time and his vision did not return
at least to normal, he could not drive a
racing car again. Further, he knew that
il the doctors were correct in saving that
whilst his reaction time might improve
rapidly, his vision would probably not
be normal for two years or more, then
there would be no point in it. He would
be terribly out of practice and he would
come wholly unprepared wo the 1965
cars, having missed the 1962, 1963 and
1964 models. He decided that he must
give himsell a practical test, that as soon
as he felt reasonably well, reasonably
strong, he would ke a race car to an
isolated, completely closed circuit, and
there, in privacy, try himself, and, on the
basis ol what he observed, make the
decision, to go on or not, yes or no, then
and there. As soon as he had settled on
this plan, he announced it. He could sect
no date.

When he went to Nassau, immediately
alter being discharged from Atkinson
Morley’s Hospital, he drove a Mini-
Minor, and he found that the island
speed limit of 30 miles an hour suited
him very well. When he returned to Eng-
land he drove other cars, more quickly,
but his retraining program was inter-
rupted by two long stays in St. Thomas'
for surgery. By January 1963, his lelt eye
now olfering him correct locus as long as
he looked straight ahead, he [elt secure
at 90-100 miles an hour on the road in
his Lotus Llite, and it was impossible,
riding with him, to detect slowness or
lack of acuity. Everything scemed to be
as before. He had the car completely in
hand; he could drift it at will, he could
do anything he pleased with it. But Moss
allowed himsell no enthusiasm, repeating
what he had often said, that 100 on the
road in a Lotus Elite has nothing what-
ever to do with 160 on a Grand Prix
circuit in a Lotus 25,

He flew around the world. He had
business commitmments in South Africa,
New Zealand and Australia and Hong
Kong; he wanted to visit Tokyo; he
had obligations in Daytona and Nassau.
Whilst he was away, he had asked Valerie
Pirie to see to renewing his competition
license. He was back in England on
February 26th, for 10 days belore going
to the United States to fulfill a contract
at Scbring. There was not enough time
to engage a circuit and set up a car.



At noon on the First of May, Moss
left London for Goodwood, where Ken
Gregory and Tony Robinson were wait-
ing for him with a Lotus 27. Hc drove
the 50-odd miles in a Mini-Cooper, two
friends with him, and he went [at-out
the whole way, constantly remarking the
behavior of the car under the various
stresses he put on it, obviously seeing the
trip as a mild warm-up for what lay
ahead of him. 1t had rained all morning,
but the circuit was drying when Moss
came to it, drying in some places, deeply
puddled in others. The loudspeakers were
silent, but there must have been armies
there for him: the mild May air must
have rung with their shouts and with the
howl of engines ripping across the flat
Lind under the pale lemon-colored sun.
The first significant British race meeting
after the war had been at Goodwood, in
1948, and Moss had won the 500-cc event,
in his first Cooper. He was 19 then. How
many times he'd run at Goodwood since,
how many nights at the Fleece Inn, he
couldn’t begin to remember.

He dropped himsell into the car. It
had occurred to him that, coming out of
Fordwater into St. Mary's for the first
ume, running fast, some vagrant memory,
the thin wedge of a clue might come to
him, something that would explain the
accident. No. It was just a bit of wet
road. He felt nothing.

He was alone on the course. The little
knot ol pcople who had known of his
plan — Gregory, the mechanics, a private
photographier, three [riends — could hear
the engine scream across the circuir; they
could follow the car by noting the shife
points. Back in sight, he hit a pool of
water, lost the car, recovered it quickly —
but not as quickly as he once would
have done.

He lapped the circuit for half-an-hour
and more, running fast but, at his own
rating, at only around eight tenths. Ac the
quickest, he said afterward, he was three
scconds over what he would consider
competitive time.

He had suspected what he would find,
and he found it: “I had to think,” he
said. "I had to give orders to mysell: here
I'll brake, here T must change down, and
50 on . .. and the other thing, T used to
look at the rev counter without taking
my eyes off the road: not only that, I
could sce the rev counter and the road
and a friend waving to me, all at the same
time . . . I've lost that, that’s gone.”

He drove back to London. Ken Gregory
called the press, the bulletin went on the
wires: “I've decided to retire. T will not
drive again.” It was 15 years, almost
to the day, from the date on which
Stirling Moss had run his Cooper up
Prescott, in the Bugatti Owners Club
event which bhad been his frst ofhcial

competition.
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NAKED NUD[ (continued from page 52)

early morning hours. he tried everything
he could think of. Since he always dis-
torted the figure of Venus, though he
carriced it perfectly in his mind, he went
back to a study of Greek statuary with
ruler and compasses to compute the
mathematical proportions of the ideal
nude. Scarpio accompanied him to one
or two muscums. Fidelman also worked
with the Vitruvian square in the circle,
experimented with Diirer's intersecting
circles and triangles and studied Leo-
nardo’s schematic heads and  bodies.
Nothing doing. He drew paper dolls, not
women, certainly not Venus. He drew
girls who would not grow up. He then
tried sketching every Venus he could lay
eyes on in the art books Scarpio brought
him from the library, from the Esquiline
goddess o Les Demoisclles d' Avignon.
Fidelman copicd, not badly, many figures
from classical statuary and modern paint-
ing, but when he returned o his Venus,
with something of a laugh she ecluded
him. What am I, bewitched, the copyist
asked himsell, and il so by what? It's
only a copy job, so what's taking so long?
He couldn’t even guess until he hap-
pened to see a naked whore cross the
hall and enter a friend’s room. Mayhe
the ideal is cold and I like it hot? Nature
over art? lospiration — the live model?
Fidelman knocked on the door and tried
to persuade the girl o pose for him,
but she wouldn't for cconomic reasons.
Neither would any ol the others — there
were four girls in the room.

A redhead among them called out to
Fidelman, “Shame on you, Artwro, are
you too good to bring up pizzas and col-
fec anymore?™

“I'm busy on a job for Angelo.”

The girls laughed.

“Painting a picture, that is. A business
proposition.”

They laughed louder.

Their laughter further depressed his
spirits. No inspiration from whores.
Maybe too many naked women around
made it impossible to draw a nude. Still
he'd better try a live model, having tried
everything clse and failed.

In desperation, practically on the
verge of panic because time was going so
fast, he thought of Teresa, the chamber-
maid. She was a poor specimen of fem-
inine beauty, but the imagination could
enhance anything. Fidelman asked her
to pose for him, and Teresa, after a shy
laugh. consented.

“I will if you promise not to tell any-
body."

Fidelman promised.

She got undressed, a meager, bony girl,
breathing heavily, and he drew her with
flat chest, distended belly, thin hips and
hairy legs, unable to alter a single de-
tail. Van Evck would have loved her.
When Teresa saw the drawing she wept
profusely.

“I thought you would make me beau-
tiful.”

“I had that in mind."”

“Then why didn't vou:”

“It’s hard to say,” said Fidelman.

“I'm not in the least bit sexy,” she
wept.

Considering her body with half-open
eyes, Fidelman told her to go borrow a
long slip.

“Get one from one of the givls and I'll
make you sexy.” _

She returned in a frilly white slip and
looked so attractive that instead ol paint-
ing her, Fidelman, with a lump m his

“Oh, no!”

throat, got her to lie down with him on
a dusty mattress in the room. Clasping
her slip-encased form, the copyist shut
both eyes and concentrated on his clu-
sive Venus. He felt about to recapture
a rapturous experience and was looking
forward to it with pleasure, but at the
last minute it wrned into a Limerick he
didn’t know he knew:

Whilst Titian was
madder,
His model was erouched on a ladder;
Her position to Tiuan
Suggested coition,
So he stopped mixing madder and
had ’er.

mixing 70se

Angelo, entering the storcroom  just
then, let out a furious bellow. He fired
Teresa, on her naked knees pleading
with him not to, and Fidelman had 1o
go back to latrine duty the rest of the
day.

“You might just as well keep me doing
this permanenty,” Fidelman, disheart-
cned, told the padrone in his oflice
afterward. “I'll never finish that cursed
picture.”

“Why not? What's cating you? I've
treated vou like a son.”

“I'm blocked, that’s what.”

“Get to work, vou'll feel beuer.”

"1 just can’t paint.”

“For what reason?”

“I don’t know.”

“Because vou've had it woo good here.”
Angcelo angrily suuck Fidelman across
the face. When the copvist turned and
wept, he booted him hard in the rear.

That night Fidelman went on a hun-
ger strike but the padrone, hearing of it,
threatened force-feeding.

Alter midnight Fidelman stole some
clothes from a sleeping whore, dressed
quickly, tied on a kerchief, made up his
eyes and lips, and walked out through
the door past Scarpio sitting on a bar
stool, enjoving the night breeze. Having
wone a block, fearing he would be chased,
Fidelman broke into a high-heeled run,
but it was too late. Scarpio had recog-
nized him in aftermath and called the
portiere. Fidelman kicked ol his slippcrs
and ran furiously, but the skirt impeded
him. The major-domo and the portiere
caught up with him and dragged him,
kicking and struggling, back to the hotel.
A carabinicre, hearing the commotion,
appeared on the scene, but sceing how
Fidelman was dressed, would do nothing
for him. In the cellar, Angelo hit him
with a short rubber hose until he col-
lapsced.

- - -

Fidelman lay in bed three days, re-
fusing to eat or get up.

“What'll we do now?” Angelo, wor-
ricd. whispered. “What about a fortune-
teller? Either that or let's bury him.”

“Astrology is better,” Scarpio advised.



“I'll check his planets. If that doesn’t
work, we'll wry psychology.

“Well, make it fast,” said Angelo.

The next morning Scarpio entered
Fidelman's room with an  American
breaklast on a tray and two thick books
under his arm. Fidelman was sill in
bed, smoking a butt. He wouldn't eat.

Scarpio set down his books and took
a chair close o the bed.

“What's your birthday, Arturo?” he
asked gently, fecling Fidelman's pulse.

Fidelman told him, also the hour of
birth and the place: Newark, New
Jersey.

Scarpio. consulting the zodiacal tables,
drew up Fidelman’s horoscope on a sheet
of paper and studied it thoroughly with
his good cye. Alter a few minutes he
shook his head. “It's no wonder.”

“What's wrong?” Fidelman sat up
weakly.

"You're a Gemini and your Uranus
and Venus are both in bad shape.”

“My Venus?™

“She rules your fate.” He studied the
chart. “Taurus ascending, Venus afllicted.
That's why you're blocked.”

“Afflicted by what”

“Uranus, in the 12¢th house.”

“What's she doing there?”

“Shh,” said Scarpio. “I'm checking
your Mercury.”

“Concentrate on Venus, when will she
be better?”

Scarpio consulted the tables, jotted
down some numbers and signs and slowly
turned pale. He searched through a few
more pages ol tables, then got up and
stared out the dirty window.

“I's hard to tell. Do you believe in
psvchoanalysis?”

“Sort ol.”

“Maybe we'd better try that. Don't
get up.”

Fidelman's
pillow.

Scarpio opened a thick book to its first
chapter. “The thing to do is associate
freely.”

“If T don't get out of this whorehouse
soon I'll surely die,” said Fidelman.

“Do you have any memories ol vour
mother?” Scarpio asked. “For instance,
did vou ever see her naked?”

“She died at my birth,” Fidelman an-
swered, on the verge of tears. 1 was
raiscd by my sister Bessie.”

“Go on, I'm listening,” said Scarpio.

“I can’t. My mind goes blank.”

Scarpio turned to the next chapter,
flipped through several pages, then rose
with a sigh.

“It might be a medical matter. Take a
physic tonight.”

“I already have.”

The major-domo shrugged. “Life is
complicated. Anyway, keep track of your
dreams. Write them down as soon as you
have them.”

head fell back on the
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Fidelman puffed his butt

That night he dreamed of Bessic about
to bathe. He was pecking at her through
the bathroom keyhole as she was prepar-
ing her bath, Openmouthed, he watched
her remove her robe and step into the
tub. Her hefty well-proportioned body
then was young and full in the right
places: and in the dream Fidelman, then
14, looked at her with longing that
amounted to anguish. The older Fidel-
man, the dreamer, considered doing a
La Baisneuse vight then and there, but
when Bessie began to soap hersell with
Tvory soap, the boy slipped away into
her room, opened her poor purse, filched
50 cents for the movies, and went on tip-
toe down the stairs.

He was shutting the vestibule door
with great veliel when Arthur Fidelman
awoke with a headache. As he was scrib-
bling down this dream he suddenly
remembered  what  Angelo had  said:
“Everybody steals. We're all human.”

A stupendous thought occurred to
him: Suppose he personally were to steal
the picture?

A marvelous idea all around. Fidelman
heartily ate that morning's breakfast.

To steal the picture he had to paint
onc. Within another day the copyist suc-
cessfully sketched Titian’s painting and
then began to work in oils on an old
picce of Flemish linen that Angelo had
hastily supplied him with after sceing
the successful sketch. Fidelman under-
painted the canvas and after it was dry
began the figure of Venus as the conspir-
ators looked on, sucking their breaths,

“Stay relaxed,” begged Angelo, sweat-
ing. “Don’t spoil it now. Remember
you're painting the appearance ol a pic-
ture. The original has already been

painted. Give us a decent copy and we'll
do the rest with chemistry.”

“I'm worried about the brush strokes.™

“Nobody will notice them. Just keep
in your mind that Tiziano painted res-
olutely with few strokes, his  brush
loaded with color. In the end he would
paint with his fingers. Don’t worry about
that. We don't ask for perlection, just a
good copy.”

He rubbed his Tat hands nervously.

But Fidelman painted as though he
were painting the original. He worked
alone late at night, when the conspira-
tors were snoring, and he painted with
what was lelt of his heart. He had
caught the figure ol the Venus, but when
it came to her flesh, her thighs and
breasts, he never thought he would make
it. As he painted, he seemed to remember
every nude that ever had been done,
Fidelman satyr, with Silenus beard and
goat legs dancing among them, piping
and pecking at backside, [ronwside, or
both, at the Rokeby Venuws, Bathsheba,
Suzanna, Venus Anadyomene, Olympia,
at picnickers in dress or undress, bathers
ditto, Vanitas or Truth, Niobe or Leda,
in chase or embrace, Hausfrau or whore,
amorous ladies modest or brazen, single
or in crowds at the Turkish bath, in
every conceivable shape or position,
while he sported or disported until a
trio of macnads pulled his curly beard
and he galloped after them through the
dusky woods. He was, at the same time,
choked by remembered lust for all the
women he had ever desired, from Bessie
to Annamaria Oliovino, and for their
garters, underpants, slips or halfslips,
brassieres and stockings. Although thus
tormented, Fidelman felt himself falling
in love with the one he painted, every

inch of her, including the ring on her 123
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pinky, bracelet on arm, the fowers she
touched with her fingers, and the bright
green carring that dangled from her
catable car. He would have praved her
alive if he weren’t certain she would fall
i love, not with her famished creator,
but surely with the first A pollo Beloedere
she Laid eyes on. Is there, Fidelman asked
himsell, a world where love endures and
is always satislving? He answered in the
negative. Sall, she was his as he puintcd,
so he went on painting, planuning never
to finish, to be happy as he was in loving
her, thus forever happy.

But he finished the picture on Satur-
day night, Angelo’s gun pressed to his
head. Then the Venus was taken from
him and Scarpio and Angelo baked,
smoked, stippled, varnished and framed
Fidelman's masterwork as the artist lay on
his bed in his room in a state of collapse.

“The Venus of Urbino, Cest 4 moi.”

- - -

“What about my threc hundred and
fifty?” Fidelman asked Angelo during a
card game in the padrone’s stully office
several days later. After completing the
painting the copyist was again back on
janitorial duty.

“You'll collect when we've got the
Tiziano.”

“I did my part.”

“Don’t question decisions.”

“What about my passport?”

“Give it to him, Scarpio.”

Scarpio  handed him the passport.
Fidelman flipped through the booklet
and saw the pages were intact,

“If you skiddoo now,” Angelo warned
him, “vou'll get spit.”

“Who's skiddooing?”

“So the plan is this: You and Scarpio
will row out to the castello alter mid-
night. The caretaker is an old man and
half-deaf. You hang our picture and
breeze off with the other.”

“II vou wish,” Fidelman suggested,
“I'll gladly do the job mysell. Alone,
that is.”

“Why alone?” said Scarpio  suspi-
ciously.

“Don’t be foolish,” Angelo said. “With
the frame it weighs half-a-ton. Now
listen to directions and don’t try to give
any. One reason 1 detest Americans is
that they never know their place.”

Fidelman apologized.

“I'll follow in the putt-putt and wait
for vou hallway between Isola Bella and
Stresa in case it should happen we need
a littde extra speed at the last minute.”

“Do you expect trouble?”

“Not a bit. Il there’s any trouble it'll
be vour fault. In that case, watch out.”

“Off with his head,” said Scarpio. He
played a deuce and ook the pot.

Fidehnan Laughed politely.

The next night, Scarpio rowed a huge

weather-beaten rowboat, both oars muf-
fled. It was a moonless night with
touches of Alpine lightning in the dis-
tant sky. Fidelman sat in the stern,
holding with both hands and balancing
against  his knees the large [ramed
painting, heavily wrapped in monk’s
cloth and cellophane, and tied around
with rope.

At the island, the major-domo docked
the boat and securely ted it. Fidelman,
peering around in the dink, wied to
memorize where they were, They carried
the picture up 200 steps, both pufiing
when they got to the formal gardens on
top.

The castello was black except for a
square ol yellow light [rom the care-
taker’s turret window high above. As
Scarpio snapped the lock of an embossed
heavy wooden door with a strip ol Cellu-
loid, the yellow window slowly opened
and an old man peered down. They
froze against the wall until the window
was drawn shut.

“Fast,” Scarpio hissed. "H anyone sces
us they'll wake the whole island.”

Pushing open the creaking door, they
quickly carried the painting, growing
heavier as they hurried, through an ¢nor-
mous room cluttered with cheap statuary,
and by the light of the major-domo’s
Hashlight, ascended a narrow Hight of
spiral stairs. They hastened in sneakers
down a deep-shadowed, tapestried hall
into the picture gallery, Fidelman stop-
ping in his tracks when he beheld the
Venus, the true and magnificent image
ol his counterleit creation.,

“Let's get to work.” Scarpio quickly
unknotted the rope and they unwrapped
Fidelman's painting and leaned icagainse
the wall. They were taking down the
Titian when [ootsteps sounded unmis-
takably in the hall. Scarpio’s Hashlight
went out.

“Shh, it's the caretaker. If he comes in,
I'll have to conk him.”

“That'll destroy Angelo’s plan — de-
ceit, not foree.”

“I'll think ol that when we're out of
here.”

They pressed their backs to the wall,
Fidelman's clammy, as the old man’s
steps drew neaver. The copyist had an-
guishing visions ol losing the piciure
and made helier-skelter plans somehow
to reclaim it. Then the footsteps faltered,
came o a swop, and alter a moment of
mtense hesitation, moved in another di-
rection. A door slammed and the sound
wis gone.

It took Fidelman several seconds to
breathe. They waited in the dark with-
out moving until Scarpio shone his light.
Both Venuses were resting against the
same wall. The major-domo cdlosely in-
spected each canvas with one cye shut,
then signaled the painung on the lelt.
“That’s the one, leU's wrap it up.”

Fidclman broke into a proluse sweat.

“Arce you crazyz That's mine. Dont
you know a work of art when you see it:”
He pointed to the other picture.

“Artz” said Scarpio, removing his hat
and wrning pale. “Are you sure:” He
peered at the painting.

“Without a doubt.”

“Don’t try to confuse me.” He tapped
the dagger under his coat.

“The lighter one is the Titian,” Fidel-
man said through a dry throat. “You
smoked mine a shade darker.”

“I could have sworn yours was the
lighter.”

“No. Titian's. He used light varnishes,
It's a historical [act.”

“OI course.” Scarpio mopped his brow
with a soiled handkerchicl. *“The trouble
is with my eyes. One is in bad shape and
I overuse the other.”

“Tsk-sk,” said Fidelman.

“Anyway, hurry up. Angelo’s waiting
on the lake. Remember, il there’s any
mistake he'll cut your throat first.™

They hung the darker painting on the
wall, quickly wrapped the lighter and
hastily carried it through the long hall
and down the stairs, Fidelman leading
the way with Scarpio’s light.

At the dock the major-domo nervously
turned to Fidelman. “Are you absolutely
sure we have the right one?”

“I give you my word."”

“l accept it, but under the circum-
stances I'd better have another look.
Shine the flashlight through your fin-
gers.”

Scarpio knelt to undo the wrapping
once more, and Fidelman, trembling.
brought the flashlight down hard on
Scarpio’s straw hat, the light shattering
in his hand. The major-domo, pulling at
his dagger, collapsed.

Fidelman had  trouble loading the
painung into the rowboat but finally got
it in and settled, and quickly took ofi. In
10 minutes he had rowed out of sight ol
the dark, castled island. Not long alter-
ward he thought he heard Angelo’s putt-
putt behind him, and his heart beat
crratically, but the padrone did not ap-
pear. He rowed as the waves deepenced.

Lociimo, 60 kilometers.

A wavering flash ol lightning picrced
the broken sky, lighting the agitated
lIake all the way to the Alps, as a dread-

ful thought assailed Fidelman: Had he
the right painting, alter allz After a

minute he pulled in his oars, listened
once more for Angelo, and hearing noth-
ing, stcppcd to the stern of the rowboat,
letting it drilt as he frantically un-
wrapped the Venus.

In the pitch black, on the lake's
choppy waters, he saw she was indeed
his, and by the light of numerous
matches adored his handiwork.



Four Fateful Fables

classification of one eccentric writer,
Though he wrote prose, his works were
too short to be described as novels
and too long lor short stories. Morcover,
rumor had it that his prose had a poetic
quality and a satirical bent, and that he
wrote articles which were indistinguish-
able from stories and also bore the
characteristics of critical essays. It was
thought improper to assign this writer
cither to a prosc or to a poetry detach-
ment and it was clearly impracticable to
create a special formation [or one man
only. There were suggestions that he
would be expelled. but in the end a
compromise was reached: he was given
orange-colored trousers, the rank ol a
private and was left to his own devices.
The whole country could thus sec that
he was really a blot on the prolession.
Had he been expelled. this would not
have been without precedent. At an
carlier stage several writers who, because

of their build, did not look well in
uniform had been removed [rom the
association.

Within a short time the country dis-
covered that leaving the eccentric in the
ranks of writers had been a serious mis-
take. It was he who was the cause of a
scandalous affair which undermined the
beautifully simple principles of authority.

One day. a well-known and respected
writer-general was taking a walk along a
boulevard in the capital city. Approach-
ing him from the opposite direction was
the cccentric writer-private in orange
trousers. The writer-general threw him a
contemptuous glance and waited for the
private’s salute. Suddenly he noticed on
the private’s hat the insignia of the
highest rank, a small red beetle, which
only writer-marshals were entitled to
wear. Respect for authority was so deeply
cmbedded in the writer-general that,
without pausing to consider the unusual
nature of his discovery, he immediately
adopted a most vespectful attitude and
saluted first. The astonished  writer-
priviee returned the salute, and as his
hand went up 1o his hat, the large lady-
bird that had been sitting there opened
its wings and flew away. Gripped by
anger because of this humiliation, the
writer-general immediately summoned a
patrolling critic who took away the
private’s fountain pen and escorted him
to the guardroom in the House of
Literature.

The trial ook place in the marble hall
of the Palace of the Arts. Judges and other
dignitaries sat behind a large mahogany
table, their glistening epaulets and golden
insignia reflected in the dark, mirror-
like surlace.

The cccentric writer-private was ac-
cused of illegally wear insignia to
which he was not entitled by his rank.
However, luck was on his side. On the

(continued from page 67)

eve of the wrial, during a meeting of the
Council for Culture, strong criticism had
been voiced of the soulless attitude o
the artist and of the way art was being
administered. Echoes ol this debate could
be heard the following diay when the
critic-writer-marshal himself rose to speak
during the trial.

“We must on no account,” he pro-
claimed, “adopt a bureaucratic attitude
to this case. Our task 1s to get to the very
bottom ol this alfair. Without doubt the
case we are wrying here today concerns
the violauon of those rules which, in
spite ol some mistakes, have led to an
unprecedented flowering of our litera-
ture. The question we must ask, however,
is this: ‘Is the accused a conscious and
active crimimal?” We must probe deeply
in scarch of the answer, we must expose
not only the effects of this act but also
its causes. Let's consider first of all who
brought the accused 1o his present sorry
condition. Who has depraved him, who
has exploited his initial lack of social
consciousness? What sort of creative at-
mosphere could have led to this crisis?
To whom must we mete out punishment
so as to prevent similar trials in the
future?

“No, comrades. It's not the accused
who is mainly responsible. He was only
a tool in the hands ol the ladybird.
There can be no doubt whatsoever thag
the ladybird, motivated by hatred of our
new hierarchy, incensed by the achieve-
ment ol our system ol absolutely precise

criteria and by the perfect organization
of our association . . . the ladybird with
treacherous deliberation alighted on the
hat of the accused and imitated a mar-
shal’s insignia. It's the ladybird who has
tried to undermine our hierarchy. Let's
punish the hand and not the blind tool.”

The specch was greeted as a profound
exploration of the very roots of evil. The
writer-private was rehabilitated and a
proper indicunent was prepared against
the ladybird.

A platoon ol critics found the ladybird
in a garden, sitting on a lilac leafl and
plotting. When the ladybird realized
that it had been unmasked, it offered no
resistance.

The new trial took place in the same
marble hall.  All those present were
straining their eves o see the hule red
spot on the shiny tuble. Under a glass
saucer, which prevented its escape, the
ladybird sat sull and unrepentant in its
crime, preserving a disdainful silence to
the very end.

The execution took place at dawn the
following morning. Four thick and well-
bound volumes of the latest novel by
the writer-marshal of literature were the
chosen instrument. They were dropped
one by one from the height of four feet.
It is reported that the condemned did
not suffer long.

When  the writer-private in orange
trousers heard about the verdict, he cried
and asked that the ladybird be set [ree in
a garden. This brought him under suspi-
cion once more ol having been at least
an accomplice in this erime; his attach-

lost? I am lost!”
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ment to the ladybird was thought to be
highly suggestive.

A Drummer’s Adventure

1 LovED MY DRUM. T carried it suspended
from a wide strap across my shoulders. Tt
was a big drum. I used oak sticks to
strike its matte, yellow membrane. With
time the drumsticks had acquired a
polish from my fingers, testifving to my
zeal and diligence. 1 carried the drum
along roads white with dust or black
with mud; the world on cither side was
green, golden, brown or white according
to the scason. Wherever I went the land-
scape reverberated with a rat-a-tat-tae,
for my hands did not belong to me but
to the dram and when the drum was
silent I felt ill. Thus one night 1 was
drumming gaily when the General came
up to me. He was incompletely dressed
in his uniform jacket, which was unbut-
toned, and his long underpants. He
grected me, hemmed and hawed a little,
praised the Government and the State,
and at last said casually: “And you just
go on drumming, do vou?”

“Yes, siv,” I shouted, striking the drum
with redoubled lorce. “To the glory of
our country.”

“Quite right,” he agreed, but somchow
his voice sounded a little sad. “And how
long will you go on?”

“As long as my strength lasts, sir,” 1
shouted back gaily.

“Good boy,” he said. “And will your
strength last much longer?”

“To the very end. sir,” T said proudly.

“Well, well . .. The General sounded
surprised. For a while he seemed to be
deep in thought and then he went off on
a tangent.

“It's late,” he said.

“It’s late for the enemy, never for us,”
I shouted back. “The future belongs
to usl”

“Very goad, very good . . ." said the
General, but he sounded cross. “But I
meant that the hour was late.”

“I'he hour of battle has struck! Fire the
guns, ring the bells!” T shouted with the
enthusiasm becoming a true drumimer.

“Oh, no, not the bells,” he said
quickly. *“I mean, let the bells ring, but
only from time to time."”

“Quite right, comrade General,” 1
agreed with passion. “We don’t need
bells if we have our drums. Let the roll
of my drum silence the bells!”™ To under-
line my point 1 struck a loud roll

“Never the other way round? What?”
asked the General. He sounded uncer-
tain of himself and he was covering his
mouth with his hand.

“Never, sir,” I shouted back. "You can
rely on your drummer, sir. He'll never
allow his drum to go silent.” 1 was
carried away by a burning wave of zeal.

“Our army can be proud of you,” the
General said without enthusiasm. A cold
fog had come down on our camp and he
was shivering. All I could sce in the
gray mist was the top of the General's
tent. “Yes, proud,” he went on. "We
shall never stop, cven if we have to
march dav and night, even il . . . Yes,
cach step ...

“Each swep will be an endless victory
roll,” I interjected, drumming for all I
was worth.

“Well, well,” murmured the General.
“Yes, just that . . .”" and he went toward
his tent. 1 was left alone. Solitude stimu-
lated my desire for self-sacrifice and my
sense of responsibility as a drummer.
You've gone, General, T thought, but
your faithful drummer is alert. With your
brow furrowed you're working on your
strategic plans, placing little lags on the
map to mark the road to our joint vic-
tory. Together, you and I shall conquer
the future and I shall announce the vic-
tory with a roll of drums.

I was overcome with tenderness toward
the General, and with such a will to
give mysell to the cause that, if it were
possible, T would have drummed even
louder. In the depth of the night, fired
by my youthful enthusiasm, animated by

“I'm a TV producer. My dreams are
having summer repeats.”

our great ideal, 1 devoted myself to my
honorable task. From time to time, in
bewween drumbeats, I could hear [rom
the direction of the General’s tent the
creaking of marttress springs as if some-
body, unable to sleep, were tossing in
bed. At last, about midnight, a white
figure loomed in the mist by the tent. Tt
was the General in his nightshirt. His
voice was hoarse.

“l say, so you're going to continue
drumming, are you?” he asked. T was
really moved that he should have come
to me in the middle of the night. A true
father to his soldiers!

“Yes, sir. Neither cold nor sleep will
defeat me. I'm ready to go on as long as
my strength lasts, obedient to the call of
my duty and the cause we're fighting for.
My honor dictates it. So help me God!”

In sayving these words 1 was not moti-
vated by a desire to appear as a stickler
for my duty or by a wish to suck up to
the General. This was no empty boast
on my part, calculated to bring promo-
tion or any other reward. It never even
crossed my mind that such an interpre-
tation could have been put upon my
attitude. I have alwavs been a sincere,
straightforward and, damnit, let me say
it, a good drummer.

The General gnashed his teeth. T
thought he was cold. Then he said:
“Good, very good,” and went away.

A few minutes later I was arrested.
The patrol assigned to this task sur-
rounded me silently. They took my drum
away, they removed the drumsticks from
my cold and tired fingers. Silence filled
the valley. I could not talk to my com-
rades who surrounded me with their riftes
pointing at me, that was not allowed by
regulations. They led me out of the
camp. On the way one of them whispered
that I had been arrested on the General's
orders. The charge was treason. Treason!

Dawn was breaking. A few pink clouds

o,
floated in the sky. They were greeted by
healthy snoring which I heard as we
passed the General's tent.

A Citizen's Fate

LET Us BE FRANK. In the remote corner
of the country with which this story is
concerned, they have the same weather
as in the capital. Seasons [ollow one
another, rain falls, winds blow, the sun
shines exactly as in the big city. From
the point of view of the climate you
could not tell the one from the other. All
the more surprising, cven frightening,
was the initiative of the authorities. In
the full knowledge of the circumstances,
they decided to set up a meteorological
station in this remote corner. It was not
a big affair, just a small rectangle of
ground surrounded by a white [ence,
with a box of instruments in the middle,
standing on thin long legs.



Next to the station was the manager's
house. Apart from looking alter the in-
struments, his job consisted of writing
accurate reports on the state of the
weather so that, should questions be
asked, the authorities would have the
necessary information at hand.

The manager was a most conscientious
voung man. He wrote his reports in a
ucat, legible hand and always tuthlully.
If it rained he would not rest until he
had described the rain from cvery pos
sible angle: when, how much, for how
long . . . If the sun was shining he would
also spare no clfort to describe it
accurately. He was quite impartial. He
knew that the State was working hard to
get the money for his salary and he felt
that he had to apply himsell 1o his job.
There was never any shortage of work
because in his district there was always
weather of one kind or another.

Toward the end of the summer. storms
became [requent and they brought rain
with them. Truthfully he deseribed them
in detail and sent his reports to the head
oflice. The storms continued.

One day he had a visit from an old
and experienced colleague who, having
wirtched him at work, remarked casually:
“1 wonder, my friend, if your reports
aren't a bit on the depressing side.”

“What do vou mean?” The manager
was surprised. “You can see with your
own cyes that it's pouring with rain.”

“Yes, yes. Of course, everybody can sce
that. But you do understand, don’t you,
that we must approach the problem
consciously. Scientifically. Mind vou, it’s
none of my business. I just mentioned it
out of friendship.”

The old metcorologist put on his
galoshes and went away, still shaking his
head. The voung manager was lelt alone
and continued compiling his reports. He
gazed at the sky with some anxiety, but
he went on writing.

About that time he received an un-
expected  summons  from  his  higher
authority. Not the highest one, but still
an authority. He took his umbrella and
went to the town. The authority reccived
him in a lovely house. Rain was drum-
ming on the rool.

“We have summoned you,” announced
the authority, “because we are surprised
by the one-sided nature of your reports.
For some time now they've heen domi-
nated by a pessimistic note. The harvest
is on the way and you keep on talking
about rain. Don’t you understand the
responsible nawure of your work?”

“But it keeps on raining . . ." said the
manager.

“Don’t prevaricate.” The authority
looked angry and his fist landed with a
bang on a pile of papers on his desk.
“We have here all your recent reports.
You can't deny them. You are a good
worker but you are spineless. I want you
to understand that we shan’t tolerate

any defeatism!”

After the interview, the meteorologist
returned to his station with the folded
umbrella under his arm. In spite of this
show of good will he was soaked to the
skin, caught a cold and had to stay in
bed. However, he would not admit that
this was because of the rain.

The following day the weather im-
proved. He was delighted and immedi-
ately wrote his report:

“The rain has stopped completely and
it has to be admitted that it has never
rained very much. Just a few drops now
and again. But now, what sunshine!”

Indeed, the sun had broken through
the clouds, it became warm and the
carth was stecaming. Humming gaily,
the manager went about his duties. In
the alternoon. clouds began to gather
once more, driven by a cold wind. He
went inside, afraid of catching flu. The
time for his next report came and he
wrote: “The sun behaves as usual. Al
rcady Copernicus has demonstrated that
the setting of the sun is only apparcut.
In reality it always shines, only . . .

At this point he broke off, fecling very
unhappy. When the first lightning soruck,
he shook off his opportunism and wrote
simply: “17.00 hours. Thunderstorms.”

Next day brought another storm. He
reported it. The day alter, no storm, but
hail. He reported it. A swange calm,
cven a lecling ol satisfaction, came over
him. It lastzd until the postman brought
him another summons. This time it was
from the Central Authority.

When he returned from the capital
there were no doubts in his mind. For
several davs running he reported brighe,
sunny weather. Occasionally his reports
struck a dialectical tone. For instance:
“"Occasional showers of short duration
have caused certain flooding, but nothing
can break the fighting spirit of the sap-
pers and rescue detachments.”

More reports followed with descrip-
tions of fine weather. Some of them were
cven written in verse. However, some two
months later he wrote a report which
must have puzled the authority. It
said: “Blasted cloudburst.” Underneath,
hastily written in pencil, was the follow-
ing sentence: “But the baby boy who was
born to the widow in the village is doing
well, though nobody thought he would
last long.”

An investigation disclosed that he had
written the report while under the in-
fluence of alcohol purchased with money
obtained from the sale of his meteoro-
logical instruments.

Thereafter nothing disturbed the sunny
weather in his district. He was killed by
lightning while walking round the hields,
with a miraculous bell from Lourdes in
his hand, wying to dispel the clouds.
Basically he was an honest man.
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tradition. Cold pressed boar's loal scrved
with a honey-flavored mustard was the
pride of ancient Roman gastronomy. In
the Middle Ages, the French charcutiers,
specialists in pork, as well as the rétisseurs
or roast-meat specialists, were offering
ready-to-cat meats in public cook houses.
To this day the French and French-
American shops, [eaturing charvculerie,
display not only claborate cold pork
products but the whole confraternity of
galantine, game pies and pités of the
finest meats and poultries extant.

When you're deploying cold cuts on a
platter, the cold meat’s obviously the
thing that counts, but take vour lead
Irom the Gallic cold-lood specialist who
knows that the main theme becomes the
center of attraction only with the help of
an accentor a garnish. If, as a complement
to the meat, you place a mound of cold
asparagus vinaigrette on the plater, a
simple-enough task, you are moving in the
right direction toward cold cuisine in the
grand manner. Put your cold glazed ham
on a prechilled silver platter, carve a
dozen or so slices as a frame for the ham,
garnish it with lettuce cups filled with
chowchow, deviled eggs or quail eggs,
watercress or tiny two-inch ears of corn
in tarragon vinegar — all, of themselves,
minor gestures — and your cold ham be-
comes a fine frigid fancy.

All wines compatible with hot foods
are equally pleasant with their cold ver-
sions. For informal summertime eating,
it would be hard to hnd better all-
purpose wines than the Alsatian. The best
of them on the shelves now is the 1959
Gewuerz-Traminer, a distinctive white
wine with a pleasant, cool bouquet.

A platter of cheese is always a rich
epilog for a cold dinner or supper
followed with a dark roast coflee. In sum-
mer, a special word must be put in for
the delicate cheeses of the camembert
and brie types with their thin yellowish-
orange crust. In their ideal state they're
soft but not flowing. Although they're
always stored in the refrigerator, they
should be removed about an hour before
serving to et their bouquet ripen at room
temperature. Triple creme parfait, the
richest and finest of all, is excellent with
a dark mellow port or iced kirsch. Here
again, cheese is typical of the foods which,
with little effort, can casily be trans-
formed into rich classical desserts, as in
Italian ricotta-filled iqueur-soaked cakes.

In the gastronomic pecking order,
many foods cnjoy favor because they're
fresh from ficld, river or sea. Cold beel-
steak tomatoces, cold Kennebec salmon
and cold northern lobsters must always
be models of perfect freshness. Don’t
assume, however, that the whole art of
cold cookery depends upon [reshness per
se. Smoked boneless pork loin, in its

128 canned version, is often superior to the

run-of-the-mill fresh offering. A really
fine canned piié of liver often outranks
a pdté maison that's been sojourning on
the refvigerator shelves for a week or so.
Air-cured hams like prosciutto or Smith-
field are usually a year or two old before
they've reached their prime. But once the
slicing starts, they should be eaten within
a week. Cooked sealoods like shrimp or
lobster should be caten the same day
they're boiled, although an additional
day in their own stock in a very cold
refrigerator will not harm them. Even
with all the summer [ruits now in their
full tide, it's doubtiul if a peach melba
made from [resh peaches and fresh rasp-
berries equals the bliss of ice cream rest-
ing on big canned elberta peaches topped
with imported melba sauce.

Last-minute dishes are often notorious
for stretching those last minutes into
hours. In the fare which follows there
are sometimes several steps, separated by
long intervals, for marinating or ripening
flavors. But the total effort in each case
is designed for the [reewhecling host who
wants cnough time to eat, drink and be
merry along with his guests.

CLAM JUICE COCRTAIL
(Serves four)

2 8-0z. bottles clam juice

14 cup catchup

14 cup heavy cream

1 cup cracked ice

Salt, celery salt, pepper

2 teaspoons horseradish

Juice of 1 lemon

4 dashes Tabasco sauce

14 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

Pour clam juice, catchup and eream
into blender. Add ice and several dashes
cach of salt, celery salt and pepper. Add
horseradish, lemon juice, Tabasco and
Worcestershire.  Run  blender at  high
speed for 10 seconds. Pour into prechilled
old-Tashioned glasses, cach with a large
ice cube.

BAGNA CAUDA
(Serves six to eight)

mediumssize bunch celery
large cucumber
green peppers
sweoeet red PL‘I)I)CTS

14 Ib. Belgian endive

1 bunch thin scallions

1 pkg. small bread sticks

14 1b. sweet butter

4 large garlic cloves, crushed

2 tablespoons anchovy paste

14 pint heavy cream

l-oz. can whole white truffles, finely

minced

Pepper

Trim leaves from celery. Cut off root
end and separate bunch into pieces.
Run a vegetable peeler along outside of
celery picces o remove tough strings. Cut

1O MY et -

celery into picces approximately 4-in.
long and 14-in. wide. Peel and cut
cucumber into pieces the same size as
celery. Cut peppers in half through stem
ends. Discard seeds and stem ends of pep-
pers. Cut peppers lengthwise into 15-in.
picces. Separate endive ino picces lor
dipping. Cut root end off scallions, allow-
ing about 1 in. of green part to remain.
Place vegetables on top of ice in a large
salad bowl. Place bread sticks near chal-
ing dish. In the chafing dish, over a low
flame, melt butter. Add garlic. Sauté until
garlic turns brown. Remove garlic and
discard. Add anchovy paste. Mix well.
Add cream and truffles. Add a genevous
dash of freshly ground pepper. Let liquid
simmer about 5 minutes before guests
dip vegetables and bread sticks into the
bagna cauda (hot dip).

COLD CREME VICHYSSOISE
(Serves six)

314-01. pkg. instant potato flakes
1 quart milk
2 cups ice, hnely cracked
1 cup light cream
4 packets instant light broth
1 teaspoon salt
14 teaspoon white pepper
14 teaspoon MSG seasoning
14 weaspoon garlic powder

Chopped chives

In a large saucepan heat 1145 cups milk
only until bubbles appear around edge
of pan. Add potatoes. Remove at once
from flame. Stir until well-blended. Add
balance of milk slowly, cracked ice, cream,
instant broth, salt, pepper, MSG and gar-
lic powder. Pour hall of ingredients into
well of blender. Blending must usually
be done in two steps since most blenders
will not hold all of liquid. Blend for 20
seconds, or until ice dissolves. Add more
milk or cream il lighter soup is desired.
Pour in chilled cups. Sprinkle with chives.

CRAB MEAT AND AVOCADO COQUILLE
(Serves four)

1 Ib. fresh or canned crab meat
1 mediumssize ripe avocado
14 cup mayonnaise
V4 cup celery, finely minced
2 wblespoons green  pepper, finely
minced
teaspoon Dijon mustard
hard-boiled egg, minced
teaspoons chives, hinely minced
tablespoons lime juice or lemon juice

Salt, pepper, MSG scasoning

2 large canned pimientos

8 large ripe olives

Carefully remove any picces of tendon
or shell from crab meat. In a mixing bowl
combine crab meat, mayonnaise, celery,
green pepper, mustard, egg, chives and
lime juice. Remove avocado from shell.
Cut into large dice. Place a large fine-
wire strainer over bowl. Force avocado
through strainer into bowl. Mix with
other ingredients in bowl. Scason to taste
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with salt, pepper and MSG. Pile crab
meat into 4 coquille shells, smoothing
mounds with a table knile. Cut pimientos
crosswise into 14-in. rings. Place overlap-
ping rings on top ol crab meat. Garnish
with ripe olives.

MARINATED SHRIMP, SOUR
CREAM DRESSING
(Serves four)

114 Ibs. cooked shelled shrimps

14 cup olive oil

14 cup cider vinegar

1 medium-size onion, diced

V4 cup celery, diced

2 tablespoons fresh thyme, minced,

or 14 teaspoon dried thyme

2 tablespoons [resh parsley, minced

Salt, pepper

1 pint sour cream

L4 cup chili sauce

Dash Tabasco sauce

1 head Boston lettuce

In a deep bowl place shrimps, oil, vin-
egar, onion, celery, thyme and parsley.
Sprinkle generously with salt and pepper.
Mix well. Cover bowl, and let mixture
marinate at least 4 hours in relrigerator.
In a separate bhowl combine sour cream,
chili sauce and Tabasco sauce. Spoon
sour-cream mixture into glass dessert dish
or large old-lashioned glass. Place in
center of round or oval platter. Place
lettuce leaves around platter. Remove
shrimp from marinade and arrange on
lewuce leaves. (If raw shrimps in shells
are used, buy 3 1bs)

SWEDISH POTATO AND KRAUT SALAD
(Serves four)

6 mediumssize potatocs

I cup saucrkraut, well-drained

3 tablespoons scallions, finely sliced

14 cup salad oil

§ tablespoons white-wine vinegar

1 tcaspoon sugar

2 tablespoons aquavit

I tablespoon parsley, minced

Salt. pepper

Boil potatoes in jackets until wender,
about 14 hour. Drain. When cool ¢nough

to handle, peel potatoes. Cut into dice
about 14-in. thick. In a mixing bowl
combine scallions, oil, vinegar, sugar,
aquavit and parsley. Add potatoes and
saucrkraut. Toss thoroughly. Add salt
and pepper to taste. Chill thoroughly.

CURRIED MUSHROOM AND
ASPARAGUS SALAD
(Seroes four)
2 6-oz. cans whole mushrooms, drained
10-0z. pkg. frozen asparagus cuts
V5 cup mayonnaise
2 tablespoons sour cream
I teaspoon curry powder
145 teaspoon lemon juice
14 teaspoon sugar
14 teaspoon onion, grated
Salt, pepper
Cook asparagus until tender. Drain.
Chill well. In a mixing bowl combine
mayonmniise, sour cream, curry, lemon
juice, sugar and onion. Add mushrooms
and asparagus, and salt and pepper o
taste. Toss carcfully umil blended. Serve
well-chilled.

FRESH ASPARAGUS VINAIGRETTE
(Serves six)

2 Ibs. fresh asparagus, jumbo-size stalks

6 ablespoons olive oil

2 tablespoons red-wine vinegar

1 hard-boiled egg volk

2 teaspoons parsley, minced

2 teaspoons chives, minced

1 teaspoon Dijon mustard

2 tablespoons roquefort cheese

La teaspoon pepper

Wash  asparagus  well, holding  tips
under cold running water to remove any
satil. Run a vegetable pecler over aspara-
gus, starting about 1 in. [rom tip, to
remove sciles and stringy outer portion.
Cut about 114 in. [rom ends of aspara-
gus. removing tough woody parts. Tie
asparagus into a bunch with butcher
cord. Lower asparagus into boiling salted
water and cook until just tender. Don't
overcook. Remove from water and chill
thoroughly. Combine all other ingredi-
ents in blender. Blend 15 scconds. Add

salt il desired: cheese is usually saly
enough to season dressing. PPour dressing
over chilled asparagus on platter or pass
dressing in sauceboat.

NESSELRODE CHEST
(Serves six)

34 cup bottled Nesselrode sauce

8-0z. sponge loal cake

6 oz ricotta cheese

4 oz triple scc

2 oz light rum

Confectioners’ sugar

Drain Nessclrode sauce, reserving Juice.
Combine juice with triple sec and rum,
mixing well. Cut off top layer of cake
about 14-in. thick. Set aside. Hollow out
center of cake, leaving chest with L4-in.-
thick wall all around. Sprinkle hall of
juice on bottom of cake. Sprinkle balance
of juice on inside of top slice. Mix ricotta
with Nesselrode fruit. Pile into cake.
Place top laver on cake, dry side up.
Sprinkle gencrously with confectioners’
sugar, using a flour sifter.

STRAWBFRRIES IN LIQUEUR
(Serves four)
1 quart strawberries. hulled
14 cup strawberry jelly
15 cup heavy sweer cream
2 tablespoons conlectioners’ sugar
Vs teaspoon vanilla extract
3 oz strawberry liqueur
If clear stawberry jelly isn't obtain-
able, strawberry-and-apple jelly or red-
currant jelly may be substituted. Beat
jelly in bowl until soft. Mix strawber-
ries with jelly, coating thoroughly. In a
chilled bowl, beat cream until  thick.
Fold in sugar and vanilla extract. Spoon
strawberries into prechilled glass dessert
dishes. Spoon whipped cream on straw-
berries. Pour strawberry liqueur on top.
Summer, it need not be pointed out, is
the season for self-induleent indolence.
The above recipes will give one a fare
start toward idvllic warm-weather host-
ing. All right, everybody into the pool.
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MEASURE OF FASHION

holes; it should be firm, closely spaced and
inconspicuous — an unmistakable sign of
excellence in a ready-made suit.
Only if it passes muster with top
grades should you allow yourself to be
coaxed into a try-on. Once inside the
dressing room, it should be a matter of
habit to transfer to the new suit your
belt and all articles normally carried in
vour pockets. Il you don’t, the altered
coat and trouser measurements will be
too small, resulting in unsightly bulges.
With billfold, handkerchiel, comb, keys
and pocket change in place, you may
find that the suit feels a bit too snug or
too voomy, especially in the shoulders,
chest, waist or scat. If so, it's possible
that the particular label or model you've
chosen is cut to somewhat different pro-
portions for your size than that to which
you're accustomed. Or it may be simply
that you've gained or lost a few pounds
since your last suit purchase. In either
event, it would be advisable to try the
next size larger or smaller rather than
attempt to alter an ill-fitting suit.
These preliminaries past, the time has
come for a few moments of reflection in
the three-way mirror. It is a sad fact that
many men, otherwise quite knowledge-
able, become putty in the hands of the
fitter. Without points ol reference, the
gentleman is lost as to what he should
look for, be critical of, or be fhrm
about. The illustrations accompanying
this article will act as your guideposts.
Your stance during the fitting should
be completely natural: forget about that
rigid posture instinctively adopted by so
many men, or the result will be a suit
which looks well only when you're stund
ing stiffly at attention (and how often is
that?). Unless you resist also the seli-
conscious urge to pull in your stomach,
the trousers will be uncomfortably and
unattractively  tight  after  alteration.

Though the tailor might prefer you to
remain conveniently stationary through-
out the fitting, it is important to make
sure the suit hangs smoothly and fits
comfortably in all the positions ol nor-

(continued from page 81)

mal activity you would expect to assume
while wearing it. Reassure yourself,
therefore, that it will look and feel
equally well while walking, bending and
sitting with your legs crossed. Lift your
arms: If excessive folds appear at the
shoulder and along the sleeves, as well as
the expected creases at the clbow, the
arm holes are cut too low and must be
raised. Observe also whether the sleeves
remain at the proper length, with arms
both bent and extended, to display the
requisite one-half inch of shirt cuff, as
shown on page 80. Allowing lor variable
shirt dimensions, you can replace the
rule of shirt-sleeve length with the more
accurate “rule of thumb™: When stand-
ing with your hands held natwrally at
your sides, the jacket cuff should be pre-
cisely 414" from your thumb.

In addition to the other illustrated
check points, appraise such detatls as the
hang of the jacket. If it appears to drape
unevenly, with one side slightly lower
than the other and possibly a bulging
lapel when buttoned, it may be that one
shoulder is slightly lower than the other.
This can be remedied by padding the
lower shoulder back into halance; the
resultant wrinkling of the material over
the pad should then be corrected by
taking in the shoulder seam. For those
with broad shoulders and small waists,
it's strictly 5.0.P. to find that most ready-
made jackets large enough to accommo-
date their shoulders will he overfull in
the body: the fitter should be advised to
take in the back and/or side secams as
much as necessary to create a more fitted
outline showing a sliver of light between
the sleeves and coat body. If you spot a
taut horizontal crease on the back of the
jacket just below the collar, it can mean
that the collar or shoulder points stand
too high (which the hitter can easily cor-
rect by taking in the appropriate seams),
or simply that the jacket is cut too narrow
across the shoulders (in which case the
next larger size is recommended). Once
again it should be pointed out that the
tailor is merely a craftsman, not an al-

chemist, and there is a limit to the
changes he can make. Most suit sizes are
designated, in addition to their shoulder
measurement, as short, regular or long,
and in spite of the salesman’s blandish-
ments about alterations, a long-waisted
jacket cannot be made to fit a short-
waisted man without something being
distorted clsewhere in the garment. Simi-
larly, if you allow the tailor to adjust a
gapping collar, you may find the skirt
of the jacket shortened, and it will hang
lower in front than in back. Where
there is a vest, it should be cut — taking
in or letting out the shoulder seams as
required — just 1o cover the trouser top,
covering the belt as well as the shirt
in front.

In fitting trousers, many men ensure a
bad fit at the outset by unwittingly hiking
their pants higher than they normally
wear them in overcompensation for the
trousers’ often-overlarge waistline before
alteration. This common error, which
will disrupt all the measurements from
waist to cufl, can be avoided by the
simple expedient of wearing your belt
and cinching it to the accustomed notch.
The hips should be cut full enough to
allow for easy access to and normal use of
pockers without breaking the clean verti-
cal trouser line with unsightly bulges or
partially exposed pocket linings, but they
shouldn’t be so full that the pants hang
loose and bagay. Suitable adjustment of
the side scams is the answer. The simpler
single operation of only taking in the
back seam should not be permiteed, as
the side pockets may be pulled out of
position, giving the hips a deceptively
wide appearance. If the seat either sags
or hugs, it should be altered accordingly
along the back seam —with all your
usual pocket articles in place —to pro-
duce a snug (but not tight) fit. As you
walk before the mirror, note whether
the trouser legs appear to move with
you or around you; if surplus folds
of fabric flap against your call, the legs
are cut oo full for your proportions
— particularly il your feet are small — and
should be taken in along the side seams
to create a tapered line from knee to culf.
It theyre too snug, on the other hand,
the seams should be let out enough to
accommodate unusually muscular calves
or thighs without outlining their con-
tours,

As you stand, hinally, with your weight
on both feet, make sure that the trim
tailoring of the trousers makes a clean
break at the shoe tops. When you return
to pick up vour purchase, you'll be ready,
alter a final wy-on to verify that every
alteration has been made as specified, 1o
step out in high sartorial style.



CAR ON THE MOUNTAIN

(continued from page 64)
less miscrable admirable Indian sonofa-
bitch. That car is yours!™

(Let it be noted that the person who
has drunk mescal sufters no thickening
of his speech. His head aches before he
is even drunk, and he does not stop
drinking the stufl until it is too late, but
his speech remains lucid till the end.)

“That ¢ is yours!” Mr. Wilcox re-
peated. “What there is left of it.” He
burst into tears. Sobbing, he lolded his
bag together and  started across the
square toward the bus. Three steps later,
he fell over the curb on his [ace.
Though the muscles ol speech enjoy an
immunity from the eflects ol mescal,
those of locomotion do not. Mr. Wilcox
needed help; Miguel provided itz he
got him onto the bus. The proprictor
of the Alvarez rushed out waving the
cuenta: Mr. Wilcox threw some  hills
out the window, and the hus took off.

The Indians in the square and around
the car watched his departure with as-
tonishment: and well they might, since
it was the last any ol them ever saw ol
him.

Miguel Lelt as il he had been having
Iallucinations — as il he, and not My
Wilcox, was the one who was drunk.
Yet there was the paper in his hand. He
took it over to the Cadillac and Luad it
on the [ender, the better to study it
Diosdado was around back, taking off
his clothes, but all the loafers were still
asking cach other what had happened
to the gringo. Miguel said in a loud
voice: ““This is my automobile.”

They did not have to look at him
closely to ascertain that he was drunk —
it was scli-evident. They continued their
speculations about Mr. Wilcox. Miguel
did not press the matter: he knew what
an impossible thing he was saying. He
left the square and the town, and an
hour later he was among his rows ol
maguey and could see his son running
about in the dirt yard ol his hut.

His wile met him at the doorway, his
Estrella: tall, skinny, hercely proud ol
her man who could read and write and
speak the foreign language. He ook out
the paper and sae down on the stone
bench and told her everything.

“So we own the automobile,” he said.
“It is worth more than you can imagine.
We could work all our lives and never
have the wealth of that automobile.”

“Why did he give it 1o you?” his wile
asked. She did not believe for one mo-
ment that he really owned it

“Because be was drunk and discour-
aged,” Miguel said. “And because T was
able to talk to him.”

“What will we do with this treasure?”

Estrella asked, and Miguel's eyes lighted
up.

“We will use it to lift ourselves to
better things. After we get it to run
again and I have learned how to drive
it, I will earn much money with it and
then in time I will sell it and with this
moncy I will go 1o school and become
an educated person. In this way we will
break away from this life.”

Estrella let her eyes move over the
parched red carth with its harsh crop;
over the barren yard with its fence of
cactus and its few mangy chickens; and
then back to her husband’s face.

“Ah, Miguel,” she said, “you know
we will never leave this place.”

The next morning Miguel went down
the mountain to lay claim to his automo-
bile. Diosdado had gone back to Acapulco
when 1t became clear that the gringo
had left for an unknown period of time.
Pepe of the filling station was sitting on
the ground, leaning against the pump.
The car was where it had always been,
with many parts scattered about. Miguel
sat down beside him.

“Tell me, Pepe,” he said. “If you
owned that car, il the rich American
gave it to you — what would you have
to do to be able o use it?”

“Are you crazy?” Pepe asked.

“No, I mean just suppose — it he gave
it to you.”

Pepe warned and spat. “That Diesdado
— he is not a mechanic, he is a butcher.
It will take six months to put the enginc
back together.”

“But the papers, the documents.”

“Well, 1 do not have a license to drive,
so I would go to Taxco, to the oficina
de trdinsito, to get the license and also
the paper that says 1 own the car.”

“What does that cost?” Miguel asked.

Pepe shrugged. Miguel took the title
Irom inside his shirt. “He gave me the
car. Here is the paper.”

Pepe ook the paper and pretended
he could read it. As he did so, his ex-
pression changed from apathy to anger.
“IL this is the wuath,” he said, “then |
tell vou to ger your accursed automobile
out ol my place of business.” He got to
his feet and began to make gestures; he
spoke through cdenched  teeth. “You
damned maguey farmer — you and your
patch of rocks! What right have you to
get this automobile? J was the one who
helped him. 7 took all the trouble to
get the mechanic. [ gave him the use
of my yard.” He spat again, turned, and
went into his filling station.

Miguel took the next bus to Taxco.
Though the [are was only six pesos, it
was an expense to reckon with. In Taxco
he sat down on a bench in the square
and put on his shoes. Then he inquired
as to the location of the oficina de trdan-
sito. It was an imposing building near the
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cathedral. Miguel took off his hat as he
entered.

He was directed to a waiting room.
In the immemorial way of persons in
authority, and because he was a nothing,
they let him wait for an hour, hat in
hand. Eventually he was shown into a
room with a fat man behind a desk, who
asked him his business. Miguel pro-
duced his assignment of title and asked
to have the necessary papers issued in
his name. The fat man looked at the
document, and then at him, with amaze-
ment.

“Absolutely impossible,” he said.

“But no, seiior, it is true.”

“A forgery. Clearly a forgery.”

Miguel said no, it was true and au-
thentic. There was more argument back
and forth. Obviously the official could
not believe it possible for such a miser-
able peasant to own so fabulous a pos
session; there was no place for such a
thing in his reality. At last, nonetheless,
he gave Miguel some forms to fill out in
triplicate.

It was late in the afternoon before the
task was done. Just before closing time
he took them to the official. The official
made some notations, asked some [ur-
ther questions. He was still angry about
the whole thing. “Forty pesos,” he said.

Miguel faltered. “Sesior,” he sad, I
do not have 40 pesos.”

“Aha!” the fat man cried, slamming
the flat of his hand down on the forms.
“I said it was impossible and now we
sec. It is impossible.” He sat back in his
chair, bracing himself with both pudgy
hands against the edge of the desk, and
swept the room with a gaze of triumph,
though, as it happened, the room was
otherwise empty. “This rich man, this
fellow who owns an automobile worth
10,000 pesos — this big man  without
even 40 pesos in his pocket.” Contemptu-
ously he dropped the papers into the
wastebasket,

Miguel left the building and spent
the night on a bench in the square. In
the morning he took the bus back to his
village. They had thrown the parts of
the motor into the back seat and had
pushed the Cadillac out of the filling
station and imo the street.  Miguel
climbed into the front seat and sat be-
hind the wheel, placing his hands on it
and staring through the windshield. The
dials, handles, pedals and buttons were
all a mystery to him; yet he saw himself
as the master of this vehicle, driving it
skillfully over the mountains and through
the steep streets of Taxco and Acapuleo
and —who could tell? — Mexico, D.F.,
itself. Full of hope and strong resolve he
sct off up the mountain to his home, and
on the way he made up his mind to sell
the burre for the funds he would need.

He explained this to Estrella that eve-

ning while she was grinding the corn for
the tortillas. She knecled at the stone
melale and as he spoke she said from
time to time, “Yes,” or, “Ah, the burro,”
or, “I sce.” Once, when he paused, she
asked, “What do you think we can get
for the burro?”

“Oh,” he said, “200 pesos at least.™
Pause. “Well, maybe only 150. Anyway,
plenty.”

“Surely,” she said. “And we can carry
the maguey down to the mill on our
backs — it will not be difhicult.” Pause.
“There is also the license to operate the
automobile, no? But that is probably
free.”

“Well, no, but it is not expensive, I
think.”

“That is good,” she said. “And your
friend Pepe will not ask any pay for
teaching you how to drive.”

Miguel thought of Pepe’s animosity
and of the fact that he did not know
how to drive anyway, and said nothing.
She worked a few moments in silence.
“One good thing,” she said. “The dam-
age to the motor — Diosdado did that,
so he will have to put it back together.
At least that will not cost anything.”

“Ha!” said Miguel. He got up and
walked to the cactus fence and stared
out a long while across the hills. After
a while he came back and stood by the
door. “I think it is not so important to
scll the burro right away,” he said indif-
ferently. “That can wait until we get
a few things straightenced out.”

“If you think it is wise,” she said.

- - -

The next day, in the village, he dis-
covered that his automobile had made
enemies of his [riends. Not only Pepe
but all the Indians in the square looked
at him with silent hostility as he made
his way to the car. He had come down
the mountain in the hope of borrowing
the 40 pesos, a peso here and a peso
there; now he realized there was no
point even in trying.

He discovered something else: César
asleep in the [ront seat. César was the
brother-in-law of the mayor and there-
fore the local policia. He was greedy,
poweriul, and a bully — nobody to ool
with. His presence in the car meant that
trouble lay ahead. Miguel found out
what it was when César, with much heav-
ing and belching, awoke.

“Aha!” he said. “You. You keep me
waiting all morning.” He got heavily
and ominously out of the car. “You even
keep me up all night.”

“How is that so?"" said Migucl.

César kicked the front wheel. “How
long you think that tire stay on the car
when you leave it here in the public
street all night?”

“But I cannot move it,” Miguel said.

“There is something wrong with the en-
gine.”

“Yes,” César said. “But I have the re-
sponsibility to prevent crime. Al night
I spent in this car, to keep the tires
from being stolen.”

Miguel knew that this was a lie. If
César had spent any time near the car
at all, it was in the hope that he might
steal the tires undetected. However, one
does not express such a thought to the
policeman whose sister is married to the
mayor. Miguel said nothing.

“And also the responsibility,” César
said portentously, “to punish crime. 1
therefore place you under arrest.”

“Me?” Miguel said. “What have 1
done?”

“Ilegal parking and obstructing traffic
in the town square.”

“But there is no regulation here about
parking,” Miguel said, “and there is no
obstruction. Sce?”

For the bus had just arrived from Aca-
pulco and had driven easily past the
Cadillac. Both men watched Diosdado,
in the company of a city-dressed Mex-
ican with a brief case, get out of the bus
and enter Pepe’s gas station.

“Why is he here with that city pig?”
César asked.

“I will soon find out,” Miguel an-
swered.

César's tone changed, became more
conciliatory and at the same time more
wgent. “Well, we do not like to be too
severe. No. You have broken the law
and vou should go to jail, but that would
be foolish. After all, who would gain il
you were put in jail?z” —and here his voice
took on rich organ tones — “However, a
penalty of some sort must be paid.”

“There is no jail in this town,” Miguel
said. He was [rightened, but he had the
sort ol mind that made him say that sort
of thi

César stepped closer. “Fool!” he hissed.
“Get smart! We could make things very
tough for you. Do you want me to con-
fiscate the car, or do you want to listen
to a sensible proposition?”

Miguel said nothing.

“The mayor and I have talked this
over. We agreed that it would be gener-
ous not to put you in jail or levy a large
fine that you could not pay and we
would have to take the car. Instead, when
you get the car to run and are using it to
make money, vou will pay us 20 pesos a
week for all our wouble with you.”

“That is indeed generous,” Miguel
said. “That is 1000 pesos a year that you
want [rom me."”

“Better than losing the car,” César
said harshly. “Think it over. Think it
over very carclully, my friend.” And he
slouched oft across the square to spend
the rest of the day playing cards with
his brother-in-law.

’




Diosdado and the city Mexican must
have been watching from the gas sta-
tion, for now they came out to where
he was standing, and Diosdado said with-
out preamble, “This is Senor Lopez
from Acapulco. He is a lawyer. We wish
to speak with you about the automo-
bile.”

“Yes," said Miguel. “Everyone is now
speaking to me about my automobile.”

“It concerns the bill for my work on
the vehicle,” Diosdado said. He handed
over a paper, which Miguel looked at.

“Three hundred pesos. This is a bill
vou might give to a rich American who
does not know what things are worth.
Not to a Mexican workingman.™

“The long trip [rom Acapulco,” Dios-
dado said. his voice rising. “One whole
day ol work, and my clothes ruined from
the oil.”

“You are ridiculous,” Miguel said.
“You did not hx the car, you tore it to
picces. Morcover, the car was not mine
when you did the damage: it belonged
to Seiior Wilcox. Send your bill to him.
And [ will give you my bill for 300
pesos” damage to my car.”

Now the lawyer spoke. “Let me ex-
plain to you a point of law. When a
mechanic does work on a car, the owner
must pay. Il it is a new owner, never-
theless he must pay.”

"1 assure you, serior,” Miguel said,
“that I will not pay.”

“Il the owner does not pay,” the Law-
ver went on, “he can be prevented [rom
using the car until the bill is seuled.
This is done with a mechanic’s lien.” He
opened his briel case and ook from it
a document and a tube of glue. “The
law allows me to attach this lien to vour
vehicle. If you remove the paper, or
make any use ol the vehicle, you will
most assurcdly go to jail.”

“I have heard a lot about jail this
morning,” Miguel said.

With a few swilt motions the Liwver
glued the paper to the windshicld.
“Now I am sure you will wish to scule
this claim,” he said.

The whole affair had tken on a an-
tastic and nightmarish quality; there was
nothing real about it anymore. Miguel
laughed. “And I am sure, senor,” he
said, “that 1 do not have this money
and that you have a sensible and gen-
crous proposition to make.”

“As a matter of Fact, yes,” the lawyer
said. “Seor Diosdado is willing, il you
are not able to pay, to cancel the debt and
give you in addition the large sum of
1000 pesos [or this automobile, which you
already have said is in a damaged condi-
tion.” So saying, he took a sheafl of bills
from the brief case and displayed them.

Miguel Laughed harder. “For a mo-
ment 1 thought T was in trouble, but
now I see that it will all work out lor

the best.” He stopped Laughing abruptly.
“All T have to do is sell you my car for
a tiny [raction of what it is worth and
all will be well.” He spat in the dust.
“That is in the milk of your mother,”
he said.

The lawyer flushed. I was told you
were an intelligent man,” he said, “but
1 find that you are the worst sort of
fool.”

“All those who are trying to cheat me
say I am a fool,” Miguel said, “and per-
haps [ am. But I am not such a [ool as
to let vou do me out of my car.”

The insult was almost more than they
could bear; but the two city men, alter
assessing Miguel's powerful body, bore it

“Let's go,” the lawyer said. “We will
get nowhere with this idiot.”

“You mean we can't mike him sell us
the car?” Diosdado cried in anguish.

“Come on, let’s go,” the lawyer said,
and went back into the gas station.

- L] -

Miguel made a second trip to Taxco,
where there was a dealer in automobiles.
This time he did not bring along his
shoes, and therclore was told to leave
when he entered the showroom. At last,
however, he succeeded in geuting the

attention ol the manager.

“I know it is dificult to believe,
seiior,” he said, “but 1 am the owner
of a Cadillac of 1948, and I wish to
sell it.”

The manager looked at him with the
same amazement as the fat man in the
oficina de trinsito. “How did you get
this car?” he asked.

Miguel said, "“This is even more difli-
cult to believe, but an American gave
it to me.” He took out the certificate ol
title and showed it. As the manager read
it, Miguel saw the cupidity spread over
his [ace.

“There is something very much wrong
with that car,” the manager said, “il the
gringo gave it to you.”

“It had a little engine wouble, and the
mechanic in our village could not hix it.”

“And where is that?”

Miguel told him.

“Nombre de Dios, it would take all
day to get there and back. A liulde
trouble, vou sav? What touble? Burned-
out bearings, perhaps, or a thrown rod?”

“I do not know, seror,” Miguel re-
plied. “I do not know very much about
motors.”

“It is surely something very serious.

“I've been trying to tell you all week—I'm
not Anthony, I'm his messenger . . . !”
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What else is wrong about the vehicle?”

“Well,” Miguel said, “there is only
the matter of a small mechanic’s lien —
300 pesos.”

The manager threw his hands in the
air and his voice was laden with scorn.
“Tell me — what do you think this splen-
did car is worth?”

“In the newspaper I saw an advertise-
ment for a Cadillac of 1948, Miguel
said. “The price was 10,000 pesos.”

The manager’s voice began to harden
for the kill. “That, my friend, was for
a car in Mexico City, in excellent con-
dition, newly polished and ready to drive
away. I asked what you thought your
car was worth.”

Miguel said, “I know that my car is
not the equal of the car in the adver
tisement. I would make great allow-
ances. Still, 1T would like to get perhaps
5000 pesos for my car.”

The pity in the manager's expression
was t‘loqll(‘lll. bur his voice was pitiless.
“Mly [riend, do you realize what you are
asking me to do? You are asking me to
spend all day going to look at a car that
is probably worthless. If it should prove
to have some value, I must come back
with a ouck and tow this car over the
mountains — two more days.”

“Excuse me,” Miguel said, “but you
could go out in the truck on the first trip.”

“It costs more to take the truck,” the
manager said crossly. “In any event, 1
must then repair the car, and believe
me, this will cost thousands — thousands.
In conclusion I must pay the lien on the
car, with all the expense ol a Iawyer.
And still T must sell the car before 1 see
a centavo ol my money. Why, this deal
could ruin me completely. And for this
you want me to pay you 5000 pesos?”

“1 am deeply moved, sefior,” Miguel
said coldly. “Perhaps you will tell me
how much you might be prepared to
pay.”

The manager shrugged and seemed en-
tirely indilterent. He trned to his desk
and  began  searching  through  some
papers. “It really is not of much interest.
Il the car is no worse than T think it 1s,
1000 pesos would be the very most 1
could consider.”

Miguel wrned without a word and
went out. Surprisingly, the manager hur-
ried alter him. “Of course,” he said, “it
is possible that the damage is not so
severe, In that case the value might be
as much as 1500.”

Miguel faced him. “Senor,” he said,
with dignity and hatred, *1 will not deny
that 1000 pesos is a lot of money to me.,
It is more money than 1 have cver
owned at one time in my life. Neverthe-
less, 1 will burn up the car before I sell
it to you.”

Again he spent the night in the

square. During the many hours ol that
night he tried to imagine what other
attempts he might make to sell the car
[airly, at something like its true value,
in its damaged condition, so far out in
the country, and with the lien on it; and
he realized that anyone he approached
— anyone — cven if he went all the way
to Mexico, D.F., would insist on cheat-
ing him.

When he got back to his town the
next alternoon, he went one by one o
the men, sull lying about in indolent
postures, who had looked at him with
such hostility two days belore. He
wanted to explain something to them,
and to enlist their assistance.

That night, around 11, while the
town slept, a dozen of them gathered
quictly around the car. Each had his
burro with him, and a length of rope.
Aliguel was there too, with six bottles
ol tequila. Quietly they made the ropes
[ast to the Iront bumper and to the
animals; quietly they urged the burros
into motion, and with them the car. It
was not until they were out of town and
well along the road up the mountain
that anyone spoke.

“César,” one of them said. "He is stay-
ing up all night in the automobile, so
that no one should steal the tires.”

And at last, with howls of glee, they
could give vent to their joy at the deed
they were doing. It was @ game now in
which they all shared: ourwiuing the
corrupt Authority and the City Thiel;
stealing the prize from under their
noses, nullifying it, wrning it into a
taunt, with a superb disregard of the
cost. The hrst bottles of tequila began
to make the rounds.

“The thing is,” another said, “Miguel
is not allowed to use this automobile
umil he pays the 300 pesos. Therefore,
he is placing it in salekeeping, to pro-
tect Diosdado.”

More laughter. Pushing, jostling,
shouting encouragement to the animals,
and resorting [requently to the bottles,
they made their happy way up the
mountain. The first part of the trip,
along the main dirt road, was casy. Later
they turned off it to the left and ook
the narrow cart tracks that led more
steeply up the side ol the hill toward
Miguel's distant home. It was the hrst
time a motor vehicle had ever wraveled
here, and the men were obliged to help
the burros by pushing it over the larger
boulders and lifting it out of the pot-
holes. Alter about half-a-mile of this,
one of the men, looking down the hill-
side, which was almost too steep lor a
toboggan run, said:

“II Miguel does not pay the 300 pesos,
the Tawyer is at liberty to come and take
the car away.”

This called for another round of te-
quila, amid renewed shouts of laughter
and a showering of epithets on all who
had power, and on all who wore city
clothes, and on the steepness of all
mountains, particularly this one. They
thereupon set themselves to defeat it
and the car lurched upward toward the
most difficult part of the task, where the
cart wacks went off in the wrong direc-
tion and only a donkey trail marked the
last few hundred vyards. Here it was
necessary actually to cury the machine
most of the way. Finally it stood before
its destination.

“On the rise belind the house,” Mi-
gucl commanded. “Facing the sunset.”

They tore a hole in the cactus fence,
and the car was hauled through. Estrella
and the little boy came out to watch.
The men, all magnificently drunk by
now, heaved, shouted, sang and grunted.
The eastern sky had begun to hight up
before they were done, pleased with their
work and very tired from it. They un-
hitched their animals and stood in a
circle around the car, stroking it with
aflection, still delighted with the fabulous
and improbable feat they had pulled ofl.

“Miguel, hombre,” one of them said, 1
never thought I would know a man who,
with a treasure ol 10,000 pesos, would
drag it up to the top ol his mountain.”

“Where no one will take it from me,”
Miguel said.

“You might use it as a henhouse,” an-
other said, “but then you would have
to pay César 20 pesos a week.”

“And Diosdado would put
jail.”

There was a last round ol laughter.
Each of the men, passing belore Miguel,
reached out and shook his hand; he was,
and would remain, a giant in their eyes.
Then they faded into the dusk of the
hillside.

you in
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Miguel did not use it as a henhousc.
He did not use it at all, in the practical
sense of the word. He admired the way
it dominated the landscape, facing silent
and useless the huge valley below. Some-
times Indians from Laraway would climb
the hill to see the marvelous car on the
mountain; often, when they did so, they
would find Miguel sitting in the Iront
seat with his hands on the wheel, enjoy
illg a moment ol ('illnl as the sun went
down after his day’s work., At times,
Estrella would join him there, and on
these occasions they sometimes occupied
the back seat. His next two children,
Maruja and Francisquito, were begotten,
with joy and pride, in the back scat of
the Cadillac of 1948 of Sedor Wilcox, in
the glory of the setting sun.
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intended to yveview The Playboy Club's
license status, with a view to revoking it.
Hefner got off an immediate letter of
protest to Governor Rockefeller concern-
ing this seeming attempt al veprisal by
the SI.A and he made his first public
statement to the press on the matter, after
the long months of silence necessary dur-
ing the investization.

Under a headline, "ROCKEFELLER BACKS
rravsovy crun,” the New York Times
stated that the Governor had announced
he would not permit any altempt io re-
voke The Playboy Club’s liquor license.
Variely stated, at week’s end, “Playboy
(mag and clubs) entrepreneur Hugh M.
Hefner may yet emevge a hero as vesult of
the spotlight on corruption within New
York’s State Liquor Authorily. He said
it well that, what should have been the
legal vight of any applicant for a SLA
license, became an intrigue because of
the chicanery within the agency.

“Those in the know in metvopolitan
New York civeles, and presumably the
evil extended throughout the state, had
complete awareness of the absolute life-
and-death powers of this agency over
anything and anybody having to do with
liquor licensing.”

During all these New York high jinks,
the Mayor of St. Louis gave the Playboy
Ciub prexy a key to the city (in exchange
for a Playboy Club key, just as the Mayor
of New Orleans had done before him)
and the St. Louis Varicly Club voted
Hefner “Showman of the Year.”” Playboy
prepared to open Club number six in
Phoenix and the Avizona State Ligquor
Commission voted approval of a license.
Then the head of the commission, in-
vested with the power to make the final
decision in such matiers, unexpectedly
and unexplainably rvejected the license
request. Playboy went to court the very
next day, and the judge found that the
Club would be “in the public interest”
and granted the license.

Back in New York, Playboy filed two
separate suils to vequive the SLA to with-
draw ils objection to the Manhaltan
Playboy Club operating as a private key
club, and io require the cabaret com
missioner to grant the Club a cabaret
license. New York justice moves more
slowly than Avizona’s, and these cases are
still pending; in the meantime, the lack
of a cabaret license has deprived New
Yorkers of live entevtaimment in their
Playboy Club for more than half a year,
deprived seveval dozen performers of the
opporiunity lo work in the Club’s mag-
nificent showrooms, and cost Playboy
more than $800,000 in additional rev-
enue. Despite these problems, and the
obvious expeclation of the cabaret com-
mission thai the lack of an entertainment
license would mean cevtain disaster for
the enterprise and the loss of Playboy’s

$4.000,000 investment (a nice little pen-
alty for a difference of opinion over the
Club’s concept and the Bunny's cos
tuming), New Yorkers have made the
Manhattan Playboy Club the most suc-
cessful night spol in America.

The veal culprit in all of this is the
political sysiem that puts such staggering
power into the hands of a single city or
state official; at its best, such power is
too often administered capriciously; al its
worst, it leads to the kind of corruplion
that has plagued the New York SLA.

Did Playboy Club exccutives do the
right and proper thing in each of these
situations? Consideving the alternatives
that presented themselves at the time,
and the final outcome of each situation,
we think so. And of this much we are
certain: no member of The Playboy Club
executive siaff has violated either the
letter or the spivit of the code Hefner
established for the Club operation when
it began. Mistakes have undoubtedly
been made in both the establishment and
operation of the six present Playboy
Clubs, and because our execcutives are

human, there will undoubtedly be mis-
takes made in the future; but every at-
tempt is made to correct them as they
occur and to learn from them, too. Taken
as a whole, the Playboy Clubs are as ve-
markable a success in the night-club field
as the magazine is in publishing, and
we're equally proud of each of them.
Each has established a record of honesty
and integrity that any big business would
have cvery reason 1o be pleased with.

As for “The Playboy Philosophy.” it is
quite obviously a highly subjective view
of the socicly in which we live, and of
PLAYBOY'S part in if, but it honestly
represents  Editor-Publisher  Hugh M.
Hefner's own attitudes, ideas and ideals,
which have affected every aspect of the
PLAYBOY operation.

“The Playboy Forum™ offers the op-
portunity for an extended dialog be-
tween readers and editors on subjects
and issues raised in our continuing edi-
tovial sevies, “The Playboy Philosophy.”
Address all corvespondence on either the
“Philosophy” or the “Forum” to: The
Playboy Forum, vraveov, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago 11, Hlinois.

“Fashion never stands still.”
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IMP OF THE IMPOSSIBLE

soon as the incumbent directors learned
what I was uving to do, they would
spare lidle cflort 1o stop me.

Impossible? Yes —at first glance. On
the other hand. 1 felt my program lor
building an  integrawed. sell-contained
network of companies would benefie all
concerned — stockholders, employees and
the general public. 1 believed 1 could
prove this to other stockholders, gain
their confidence and thus their voting
proxics.

Aly caimpaign to obtain control of the
Tide Water Associated — now Tidewarter
— Oil Company lasted nearly 20 years,
In the end. I had accomplished what I'd
sct out to do — ind owned enough shares
to hold numerical control of the com-
panv. Obviously, my original plan was
possible, despite all surface indications
to the contrary. 1 might add that the
company — and its thousands of stock-
holders — have  benefited  [rom  Tide-
water's inclusion  in an  jntegrated
operation. The company's asscts have
mcreased some seven times — to more than
S800,000,000 11 value.

I encountered — or perhaps I should
say 1 stumbled into —another poten-
tially possible “impossible” situation in
O, My cousin, the late Hal Seymounr,
and I were vacationing in Mexico and
stopped off in Acapulco. The climate,
stroundings and sea being fine — and
swimming being one of my [avorite
sports — we decided to stay awhile.

One day —and purely by accident —
I met another tourist who exuberantly
decdared he'd  discovered “the world's
most beautiful beach™ and asked me il
I'd care to see it. | agreed that 1 would,
almost backing out at the last minute
when | learned we'd have to take a vruck
through some 13 miles of wropical lorest
to reach the spot. But I went anyway
clinging erimly to the side of an ancient
truck that jouneed and bumped along
it arude dirt wail which looked as though
it had been unused since the day it had
been blazed by some wandering bronto-
SIRTuS.

My hrst glimpse of Revolcadero Beach
wits ample compensation for the dis-
comfort of the journcy and balm for my
bruises. My tourist friend hadn't ex:
gevated. 1t was the world's most beauu-
lul beach. After a few more visits, |
made up my mind o buy several hun-
dred acres of the property and build a
luxury resort hotel on the site.

Now, most people I know generally
disagree about most things, but when 1
announced my intentions to buy and
build at Revolcadero Beach, their re-
actions were uniguely unanimous.

“Impossible!”

The reasons they gave for considering

136 my proposal impossible were legion —
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and. I must admit, ostensibly reasonable.
The Lind I wanted to buy was com-
pletely undeveloped: it would cost a
lortune merely to clear it. There were
no roads and no utilitics: these would
have 1o be built and provided at stag
aening cost. Revolaadero Beach was un-
known and oft the beaten path: people
would not pay luxurv-hotel rates in a
resort that wasn't sitwated in a “lashion-
able” location. The type of resort T en-
visioned would need boat landings and
a yacht basin: another lortune would be
needed o build  and  dredge  them.
Furope was already at war — it was lool-
hardy to invest large sums in any [orcign
counuy . ..

So the objections ran—on and on.
They varied in nawre, but they all
added up 10 a onc-word total: ~“Impos-
sible!™

I thought — I knew — the project was
entirely possible. Development ol the
land alone would increase its value. The
natural beauty ol Revolcadero Beach
and the construction of the type of hotel
I envisioned there would be enough to
make the resort “fashionable.” Lower
labor and material costs in Mexico
would at least partially oflsct the added
expense ol building from scratch on
virgin land.

These and other considerations con-
vinced me — and 1 bought the Lind. Pearl
Harbor was auwacked shortly alterward,
and the United States entered World
War 1L My plans for Revolcadero Beach
were shelved for the duration.

It wasn’t until 1956 that the Hotel
Picrre Marques finally opened at Revol-
cadero Beach. When it did, the luxu-
rious resort hotel proved to be all I'd
anticipated, and s instnt success ex-
ceeded all hopes — another “impossible™
project that was 100-percent possible
[rom the beginning. There have been
many others — L and small — before
and alter.

Back in the 1920s, a drilling bit that
twisted ofl in a hole generally was a
serious, expensive headache. Davs, even
weeks, were spent [ruidessly “hshing”™
for the bit. Meanwhile, the hole could
not be drilled deeper, costs continued to
mount up and [requently the oil lor
which one was drilling would be drained
ofl by nearby wells.

“Fishing”™ was accepted as the only
possible remedy lor a twist-oll: there
scemed to be no [easible alternative.
Then, in 1927, a company in which I
held aninterest had o twistolt on a
Santa Fe Springs, California, drilling
site. Several weeks were wasted while the
caew “hished” for the bit. Thinking any
po.s.-.'il)lt- new approach better than none,
1 went 1o a stonevard hard by the near-

est cemetery, where 1 bought a six-foot-
long marble shaft and had one end cut
to taper. Returning with it to the drill-
ing site, 1 wld the drillers 1o throw it
down the hole — which they did.

The simple expedient worked. The
heavy granite shalt slimmed the bit out
ol the way. Granite whipstocks have
been used successlully in similar situa-
tons on innumerable occasions  since
then. In the oil industry, thevre called
“Paul Geuy Specials.”

In the 105, it was considered impos-
sible o drill horizontally in the oil
helds. T owas far [rom convinced that it
couldnt be done by a newly developed
wechnique utilizing flexible curved wb-
g and a mud pump. Shortly after
World War 1 ended. I had experiments
carried out on one of my propertics.

The technique was improved and re-
fined in the course of these experiments
and soon proved entirely practical and
efhcient. As a result, horizontal drilling
is now [airly commonplace. Many once-
difhcult and costly drilling problems now
can be solved quickly and economically.

Even six years ago, many experts and
obscrvers in the oil industry maintained
it was impossible to build an automated
oil rehnery. The one Tidewater buile
in Delaware has astounded even its de-
signers by its trouble-free efhiciency ever
since it went into operation in 1957,

In very recent vears, various “authori-
ties” have held that the oil-tanker market
is glutted, making it impossible to oper-
ate a tanker fleer profitably. Gerty in-
terests mmintain a large tanker fleeg,
find it quite possible to operate it at a
tidy proit—and have more super-
tankers on order and a-building.

Not long ago . . . but there is hardly
any need to continue. My experiences
along  thess lines are hardly unique.
Every successful  businessman has had
many similar ones.

All top Dbusinessmen I know have
made their biggest strides up the success
Iadder because they were able to see the
possible in what others rejected or ig-
norcd as the impossible. And, 1 add
hastily and emphatically, they managed
to avoid taking large steps backward
because they generally were able to rec
ognize the impossible and give it a wide
berth.

I emphasize the word “gencrally™ be-
Gluse evervone makes some mistakes. No
onc's record is porlect

I've spent more than one large sum
drilling thousands of [eet into  the
ground in the belief it was possible 1
would strike oil —only to bring in a
bone-dry hole.

I've sold more than one lease because
I thought it impossible 10 find oil on
the property —and then learned 1o my
sorrow that the next leaseholder thought
otherwise, drilled a well and brought in




a producer.

I've made many other mistakes and
miscalculations — more of them than I'd
care to remember on days when I'm
wearing a tight collar. There aren’t any
1.000 bawers. 1f there were, baseball
wouldn't be much of a game —and if
businessmen always made the right de-
cistons, business wouldn't be business.

The point I'm driving at is that the
successful businessman is the one who
makes the vight choice between  the
possible and the impossible more olten
than not. The seasoned businessman docs
not arrive at such decisions by haphazard
guesswork. Nor docs he decide one way
or another because he has a hunch or a
clairvoyant premonition. A great deal of
carelul thought and consideration goes
into resolving the problem ol the pos-
sible versus the impossible whenever it
arises.

No, there aren’t any inflexible rules or
moncy-back-guaranteed lormulae for de-
termining whether something is Teasible
or not. If there were, the question would
never come up. However, there s an
ordered. logical method by which any
given business situation can be studied
and weighed — and by the use of which
the risk ol error is greatly reduced.

Confronted by the perverse imp of
the ilnpnssibl(’., the veteran businessman
organizes his thinking and examines all
aspects ol the situation with meticulous
objectivity. He does this by asking him-
sell a series ol questions, the most impor-
tant of which lollow:

I. What — precisely and  in detail —
is the situation, proposition or issue un-
der consideration?

2. What is at stake — what are the costs,
what are the minimum and maximum
the company stands to gain and lose?

8. Arc there any precedents, and if so,
can they be considered valid and ap-
plicable in this instance?

4. What do other parues — buvers or
sellers, brokers, competitors, customers,
cte, — stamed to gain or lose cither way?

5. What are the known obstacles and
diliculues the company faces il it goes
ahead —and precisely how can they be
overconie?

6. What other difficulties are likely to
arise —and il they do, what resources
are available and what steps may be
taken to cope with them?

7. Are all the facts known — could
there be any additional, hidden pit-
falls?

8. How long will it take to accomplish
the objectives or goals in question il it
is decided to procecd?

9. Would the company stand to gain
more by devoting cqual time and cffort
to something clse?

10. Are the personnel who would be

responsible for handling the mateer fully
qualified and dependable?

Once he has the answers to these
questions, the businessman weighs them
in the balance to determine whether
the undertaking is possible or impossi-
ble. If the scales tip heavily in one
direction or another, his choice is not
hard to make. If, on the other hand,
the plus and minus factors tend to bal-
ance, then he must use his judgment,
scuse of proportion — and even his busi-
ness intuition — to arrive at a decision.

The veteran  businessman  mentally
goes through this check list of questions
automatically whenever there are any
doubts about the practicality ol a busi-
ness sitwation.

The voung cxecutive or beginner in
business would do well under such cir-
cumstances to sit down with pencil and
paper and actually lise the questions and
his debicand-credit answers to them. The
tyro is likely to obtain a clear —and
sometimes entirely new and different —
view of the problem confronting him if
he sces the pro-and-con arguments and
the various pertinent lactors spelled out
in black and white. He'll thus have be-
fore him a detailed inventory of the
advantages and disadvantages. the po-
tential rewards and potential dangers of
all the elements forming the complete
design.

Examining the over-all picture, the
novice is very liable to sce angles and
aspects, laws and strengths, expedients
and alternatives, and potentials and pit-
falls, which had previously eluded him
or which he hadn’t given much thought
to belore.

Once it's all in front of him, he is
like a chess player who studices his own
picces and those of his opponent on the
board, then goes on to plan his tactics
and strategy and anticipates the oppo-
nent's countermoves.

The chess analogy may well be carried
further. Like the chess player, the exec
utive or businessman can foresce which
moves will “take pieces” from his oppo-
nent and which will cause him to “lose
picces” ol his own. He'll be able to make
a reasonable guess as to whether a certain
gambit or attack will confer an  ad-
vantage on him or his opponent. But. be
this as it may, eventually he must make
his decision. Is the sitation possible —
or impossible? Should he play, forfeit, or
resign the game?

In business, as in chess, the fnal
choice alwavs and inevitably depends on
the most important of all factors in any
situation — the judgment of the individ-
ual concerned.

Possible — or impossible? When you
are in business, it's up to you to decide.
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PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY (continued from page 46)

ception, confirms that the reason Onan
was put to death was that he had violated
the law of the levirate, by which a man
must provide his deceased brother's wile
with oflspring, so that the family's pos-
sessions could be handed down to direct
descendants. The Catholic writer Canon
E. de Smet, in his book Betrothment and
Marriage, also comments upon this:
“From the text and context, however, it
would seem that the blame of the sacred
writer applies directly to the wrongful
[rustration of the law of the levirate,
intended by Onan, rather than the spill-
ing of the seed.”

“It was as part of its comprehensive at-
tempt to make the sexual act as difficult
as possible,” observes Taylor, “that the
Church devised laws against the practice
of abortion.” The Romans, Jews and
Grecks had not opposed abortion, but
Terwllian, following an  inaccurate
translation of Exodus 21: 22, which re-
fers to punishing a man who injures a
pregnant woman, popularized the notion
that the Bible held abortion to be a
crime. Rabbi Glasner states, “The Bible
itsell does not mention it at all. . . . One
might argue that therapeutic abortion,
at least, would not be considered objec-
tionable, since the embryo was consid-
ered a part of the mother (like a limb),
and not a scparate entity.” Tavlor
states that though the error in transla-
tion has long since been recognized, the
Church still maintains its position op-
posing all abertion, and this opposition
has become incorporated into secular
law. Which nicely demonstrates that
moril laws may not as often be derived
from Biblical authority, as Biblical au-
thority is sought to justify the particular
prejudices and predilections of the time.

The Church’s interpretation of the
story of Adam and Eve in the Garden of
Eden provides an even more striking
example of construing Scripture in ways
not inherent in the text. To support its
general position on sex, the story was
changed o suggest that the “forbidden
fruit” Adam tasted in the Garden was
sex, with Eve cast in the role of the
temptress. Thus the Original Sin that
Adam handed down to all of us was
sexual in nature. But the Bible makes
no such statement; the Book of Genesis
indicates that Adam ate from the tree
ol the knowledge of good and evil and
it is for acquiring this knowledge, which
made him godlike, that he was ex-
pelled from Eden. No reference is made
to scx in connection with Adam's fall
from Divine [avor. (It should be noted
that in the story ol the Garden of Eden,
the female is once again viewed in an
unfavorable  light —not  only is  she
created from one of Adam’s ribs, placing

138 her ina position of being his posscssion,

but Eve is also the one who tempts
Adam into breaking God's command-
ment, thus causing his downfall, In a
variation of the story, menstruation was
explained as a “curse” imposed upon
women for Eve's treachery in seducing
Adam.)

SEXUAL CONTAMINATION
IN WOMEN

The sexual obsessions of the Church
were especially hard on women. Pre-
Christian societies had treated women
as property; the medieval Church per-
petuated this belief and considered them
the source of all sexual evil as well. One
philosopher of the period stated, “A
Good Woman is but like one Ele put
in a bagge amongst 500 Snakes, and if
a man should have the luck 1o grope out
that one Ele from all the Snakes, yet he
hath at best but a wet Ele by the Taile.”

Taylor points out that the Church’s
concern over sex was derived [rom earlier
pagan superstitions. It preserved  the
primitive beliel in the power of sex to
contaminate. It was for this reason that
married couples were required to abstain
from intercourse for three nights after
marriage — the so-called Tobias nights —
and once having perform-d the sexual
act, they were not allowed to cnter a
church for 30 days, and then only on
condition of doing 40 days of penance
and bringing an offering. Theodore fur-
ther extended the belief in sexual con-
tamination when he ruled thar it was a
sin for a menstruating woman to enter
a church and imposed a penance for any
infraction of this dictum.

We remarked earlier on the incest
fears that pervaded early Christianity and
these further emphasize the superstitious
nature of the Church’s attitude toward
sex. Many culwures, though by no means
all, have regarded it as incestuous (o
marry a parent or sibling. But in the
11th Century, the Church became in-
creasingly obsessed with incest fears and
extended the ban to first. then o second,
and finally to third cousins. But this
was not all. So strongly was the notion
of sympathetic contagion embedded in
the collective psyche, so intense were
the anxieties concerning incest, that god-
Fathers and godmothers were included
in the ban; next, even the relatives of
the priests who had baptized or con-
fumed an individual were  included;
finally, even the wwo adulis who had
been sponsors to the same child in bap-
tisin or confirmation were restrained
[rom ever marrving one another. In
some small villages, it is not wo far-
fetched o imagine that these regulations
sometimes  climinated  every available
candidate and condemned individuals to

a lifetime of celibacy in the same way.
as Taylor points out, as the complicated
exogamic regulations of the Australian
blackfellow.

As a [urther restriction on marriage,
Christians were forbidden to marry Jews,
or the followers of any other religion.
In fact, copulation with a Jew was re-
garded as a form of bestiality and carried
the same penalties. And in this there is
a certain irony, since it was from the
Jews that the Christians derived their
laws against bestiality.

It might be assumed that such a
lengthy list of prohibitions would have
exhausted the ways which zealots found
to complicate and hinder the perform-
ance of the sexual act, but there is
yet one more: the Church proclaimed
that no one could marry for a second
time, even if the first partner had died
—a doctrine which was allegedly sup-
ported by the Pauline text stating that
a man who puts away his wife and mar-
ries another commits adultery; cven
though St. Paul had made it clear that in
this he referred to putting away a living
wife. It was as a part of this same pro-
gram that the medieval Church opposed
polygamy, though the Jews had buen
polygamous, and the early Christian
fathers did not object to multiple mar-
riage cither. Even the strict St. Angustine
considered it permissible to take a sec-
ond wile if the first was harren,

Becuse it considered marriage a con-
taminating process, the Church at first
relused to perform the marringe cere-
mony, but later — as a part of its compre-
hensive attempt to control all sexual
matters — it urged couples to take their
marriage vows in the church; because of
its negative position regarding the mar-
ried state, however, it did not assert
that a civil marriage was invalid, for to do
so might have indirectly implied a greater
approval of the marital state than they
were then willing to accord. It was the
Tudor monarchs, untroubled by such
questions of theology, who first pro-
claimed church marriage compulsory.
The Church then refused to perform
marriage ceremonics at ceriain times of
the year; Taylor reports that at one
point “there were only 25 weeks in the
year when marriages were legal. . . "
The Church also restricted the hours
dwring which the marriage vows could
be taken: first declaring that such an
occurrence should be done openly, “it
established  that marriages must take
place in daylight, but later defined day-
light as eight A to noon.”

Since it was the intent of the Church
to reduce sexual opportunity to the mini-
mum, it recognized no justification for
divorce. The carly Church had recog-
nized divorce for a limited number ol
reasons, including barrenness and re-
ligious incompatibility, and the peniten-



tial books allowed divorce in cases of
prolonged absence, or capture by the
enemy in wartime, but the fully devel-
oped medieval code conceded only es-
pecially granted Church annulments and
separations (the latter allowing for no
possibility ol marriage to another).

It is Irom the Church’s superstitious or
near-magical view of the sex act that we
get our idea that a marriage has not
been trulv consummated until coitus has
been performed. By “logical” extension
ol this premise, it was considered biga-
mous for a woman to marry il she had
previously committed fornication with
someone clse; it was also considered big-
amous for a husband to continue to sleep
with his wife after she had slept with
another. The performanee of the sex act
was thus believed capable of creating
some new relationship between individu-
als and could even retroactively destroy
a previously licit relationship.

It was [elt that sexual evil really dwelt
within woman, since she tempted man,
who would otherwise remain pure. Thus,
not only sexual intercourse, but the
very presence of a woman was thought to
attract evil and contamination. During
the plague it was considered inadvisable
to sleep with women or even go near
their beds, as this increased the risk of
infection implying that the spread of
disease is a uniquely heterosexual phe-
nomenon.

This degradation of the female and
the lowering ol her status was very dif-
ferent from the position she held in
carliest Christian times. In  Christian
Rome, women had enjoyed a status nearly
cqual to that of men; they had been
allowed to preach, to cure, to exorcise,
and even to baptize. All these rights had
been gradually waken away, and by the
Middle Ages married women ceased even
to have legal existence. Blackstone com-
mented: “The very being or legal exist-
ence of the woman is suspended during
the marriage . . . for this reason a man
cannot grant anything to his wile or
cnter o any covenant with her: for
the grant would be o presuppose her
separate existence, and to covenant with
her would be only 10 covenant with
himsell."

Because a wife was her hushand's prop-
erty, 1o seduce her remained an offense
against property (even as in early pagan
times), and as late as the Victorian era,
the husband's first recourse was to bring
civil action for damages against a wile's
lover. A husband had the right to inflict
“moderate chastisement” upon a wife
who did not obey him and civil law
allowed him to “beat her violently with
whips and sticks.” J. C. Jeaflerson, in
Brides and Bridals, notes that it was
permissible to thrash a woman with a
cudgel, but not o knock her down with
an iron bar.

ROMANTIC LOVE

A quite different attitude toward
women also began to develop during the
Middle Ages, and from it we derive many
of our own traditions regarding romantic
love. A school of pocts sprang up, who
called themselves troubadours, and who
extolled the virtues of a relationship be-
tween a man and woman, in which the
woman was placed upon a pedestal and
the man sought to win her favor. The
rules governing “courtly love,” as it was
called, were elaborately worked out and
were written down about 1186 by Andrew
the Chaplain, of the Court of Queen
Alienor; this Trealise of Love was soon
translated  into the principal foreign
languages and became a standard work
throughout Europe.

The Church opposed the troubadours
because they clevated the position of
women, but the concept ol courtly love
was not a sexual one; it was the prelimi-
nary wooing  that was the important
thing, and the underlying antisexual
nature ol th romantic relationships
(which is responsible for some of today’s
most persistent notions about chaste ro-
mance) indicates that this was simply one
more attempt to sublimate the tremen-
dous feelings of guile, about any male-fe-
mitle association, that Church-perpetuated
repressions had  produced.  Andrew’s
Treatise listed a number of reasons lor
not bringing a romantic alfair to any
physical conclusion and listed as the
“worst” ol crimes, "engaging in the work
of Venus.” A majority of the troubs-
dours’ poems were actually rife with re-
ligious relerences and they did much to
glorily the Virgin Mary.

Each woubudour extolled the virtues

ol a particular woman who he both loved
and obeyed — who he wooed, but hoped
never to win, who he considered superior
to himself in every way. Taylor comments
that it would probably be a good psychia-
tric guess that the voubadours were, or
would have been, troubled with impo-
tence il finally faced with their mistresses;
this is consistent with the observation of
Rilke o the effect that the wroubadours
feared nothing so much as the success of
their wooing. Miny were probably pas-
sive homosexuals. Thus the troubadour
Rambout of Orange says that il vou wish
to win women, vou should “punch them
in the nose” and force them, as this is
what they like. “I behave differently,” he
adds, “because 1 do not care about lov-
ing. I do not want to he put to trouble
for the sake of women, any more than il
they were my sisters: and so with a
woman 1 am humble. obliging, frank
and gentle, fond. respectful and [aith-
ful. . . . In Dante’s Purgatorio, two
voubadours are found in the sodomites’
circle of Hell.

L’amour courfois of the Middle Ages
was, according to Morton H. Hunt,
author of The Natural History of Love,
in his chapter in Julian Huxley's The
Humanist Frame, ©. . . a compelling rela-
tionship which could exist only between
a man and woman not married to each
other, and in which the mim was the
pleading, humble servitor and the woman
the disdainful, cruel tyrant. It was com-
pounded ol quasi-religious exaltation,
much public discussion of aesthetic mat-
ters and of etiquette, “purified’ and often
unconsummated sex play, and the queer
fusion of chivalric ideals and concepts of
good character with the practice of

“They made their getaway in a 56, °57, 58, ’59,
'60,°61, 62 or '63 Volkswagen!”
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secrecy, deception and illicit relation-
ships. . . .” Hunt says in addition:
“[Courtly love’s] proto-romantic quali-
ties of sadness, suffering, distance from
the beloved, difficulty of attainment of
desire, secrecy, and the like can all be
explained in psychological terms, but
they would never have been admired
and idealized had love not been forced
by . . . religious asceticism, and the sub-
servient status of the wife. to remain
outside and alongside marriage.

“. . . Courty love, during its carly
centuries, was ideally functional for both
the individual courtier and the courtly
class. But for the bourgeois of the Refor-
mation, it was disfunctional in that,
among other things. it required more
time, money, and cultivation of taste
than the middle class possessed; more-
over, it was in conflict with their general
sense of morality. When, however, it was
modificd enough to be amalgamated with
marriage, these disfunctions disappeared.
Therealter, romantic love leading to
romantic marriage ideally suited the
commercial and business classes. . . " It
15 this modified form that romantic
love found its way down to the present
time, reaching its apex in the 19th Cen-
turv. Of this period, Hunt says: *. . . The
19th Century — that bigh-water mark of
romantic and sentimental feeling — was
a time when many men were made im-
potent or masochistic by the prevailing
love mores and many women  were
warped by frigidity and frustration.”

In The Medicval Manichee, S. Runci-
man reports that the very same areca
which gave birth to Courtly Love (Prov-
ence and the Languedoc) developed a
related  religions movement known as
Catharism. Though soon declared by the
Church to be heresy, it became so popular
that it was openly preached. was sup-
ported by many nobles, and seems to have
replaced, 10 a large extent, the orthodox
Church until the savage persecutions of
Simon de Montfort wiped it out, and
wiped out most ol the wroubadours, too.
Catharismt  stressed  sexual  abstinence:
fully initiated members were required
not to sleep with their wives. They felt it
was desirable to forgo all fleshly pleasure,
not because it was “wicked,” but because

they believed it slowed up the attainment
of enlightenment. A number of similar
sects sprang up, which were related to the
chaste romanticism of the period. In
these, women were accorded a higher
status than they enjoved within the ortho-
dox Church, but chastity was stressed,
even between man and wile.

The notion that man should, and
could, rise above scxual temptation
was not a new one, by any means, and
we have mentioned that the ecarliest
Christians first sought to transcend sex
and, failing in that, wrned 1o repres-
sion, which the Church found worked
far better. The orthodox Church vigor-
ously attacked all of these sects as heresy,
but it was, in time, itsell affected by
the ideals of this romanticism.

Tavlor observes that in the hands of
the saints, the notion of transcending
sex “was twisted into a more athletic
and masochistic form, becoming the
famous ‘trial by chastity,” in which one
sought to demonstrate one’s sell-conurol
by finding the greatest extremes of
temptation. . .." It is said that St. Swithin
constantly slept in one bed with 1wo
beautiful virgins, which led fellow clergy-
men 1o rebuke him for the risk he was
incurring. St. Brendan atempted a sini-
lar feat, but found that. though he could
resist the tempiation, he was unable to
get off 1o sleep, and returned o his
monastery discomfited.

SEX AND THE CHURCH COURTS

The ecclesiastical courts had the ex-
clusive right 10 try all offenses against
the Church, which included not only
matters of religion, but questions of
morality and sex, as well. The system
and content of canon law which grad-
ually developed was completely differ-
ent from the common law, which was
used by the civil courts. Whereas the
common law was primarily concerned
with the protection of the rights, person
and property of the individual, canon
law frequently regarded as ollenses ac-
tions which harmed no one. Thus they
proceeded against individuals for “im-
pure thoughts,” in exacly the same
manner as modern dictatorships practice
“thought control.”™ The Church at-
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tempted to prescribe behavior in not
only the major matters of life, but in
many minor matters also, such as enjoy-
ing the sight of a priest in trouble, refus-
ing to sing in church, sitting in the wrong
pew, and even for passively encouraging
or favoring such “crimes.”

One of the most remarkable laws
evolved by the Church court used mar-
riage as a punishment for lornication.
In 1308 the Archbishop Winchelsey de-
veloped a procedure whereby a contract
was drawn up at the time of the first
offense stating that, in the event of a
third offense, the parties were to be
considered as having been man  and
wile from the time of the first offense.

Nor can it be argued that such laws
were  established for any logical or
ethical reason, or to foster lasting per-
sonal relationships, for the Church also
held that it was a worse crime for a
priest to marry than to keep a mistress,
and to keep a mistress was worse than to
engage in random fornication. In A4
History of Sacerdoial Celibacy in the
Christian Church, H. C. Lea writes that
when a priest was accused of being
manried, it was a good defense o reply
that he was simply engaged in indis-
criminate seduction, since this carried
only a light penalty, whereas the former
might involve total suspension.

The Church courts had at their dis-
posal the ultimate penalty of excom-
munication which, in more serious
cases, could include the loss of civil
rights. and imprisonment, if the oifender
persisted in his sin. In time the Church
so influenced public opinion that the
secular courts began to support and re-
inforce the ecclesiastical courts and, with-
out the protections of a separate church
and state, many of the Church’s extraordi-
nary prohibitions eventually became em-
bodied in the civil law (where some of
them still persist today).

Nonctheless, it was apparent that no
mere  physical  system  of supervision
could hope to regulate the most private
behavior of men and even their very
thoughts —only a more subtle psycho-
logical control, based upon terror, could
do that. The Church had continually
emphasized afterlife — the advantages of
heaven and the disadvantages of hell.
But now an additional emphasis was
placed upon the horrors of eternal
damnation and what it would mean to
spend an cternity roasting in hellfire.
It must be recognized also that the
continually increasing repression ol sex
by the Church might be expected o have
produced a greater interest in lantasics
of sadistic horror in both the cergy
and the general public, since modern
psychiatric precepuion has revealed the
intimate link that exists between sex
and pain and how a repression of the
sex urge tends to produce sado-maso-
chisuc and other abnormal inchinations.



It is not surprising. therefore, that Tay-
lor reports: “By the beginning of the
12th Century. some of the predicable
results of sexual repression had begun
to appear:  relerences  to perversion,
flagellation, sexual Lantasics and heresy
abounded. . . "

A great number of Christian ascetics
have described how they were unable
to cscape all feeling of sexual desire,
and how they tormented themselves and
subjected  theiv bodies o excruciating
torzures in the vain atempt. Taylor
writes, “In this unenviable state, men
are quick to hind sexual overtones in
every object, every action ol others,
And it was just these men — restless,
unhappy, obsessed, driven by the ener-
gies ol their bottled-up  libidos — who
were apt 1o attain positions ol power
in the Church and stamp it with their
aracter.”

The more these men ol God at-
tempted to deny their inborn sexual
nature, the more perverse they became;
the more perverse, the more concerned
they were with sexual sin: greater con-
cern led to greater repression; perversity
became  perversion and still more re-
pression was  thought necessary. The
Church’'s obsession with sex creawed a
sell-perpetuating  chain reaction  that
continued to increase through the cen-
turies until it finally burst in the holo
caust ol the inquisitions, leaving mangled,
bloody corpses spread all across the [ace
of Furope.

SEX AND WITCHCRAFT

Near the end ol the Miuddle Apges,
Pope lunocent VI dssued the Bull
Sunvma  desidevantes, most  olften  re-
ferred to as a bull against witcheralt, but
the sexual natwre ol its content indi-
cates that it was something more than
that. Innocent was actually prodded into
issuing the dedaration by two ol his
subordinates, Sprenger and Kramer, who
returned from Germany with wild tales
the
churchmen and people ol the community
violently denied the charges, but the
declaration was issued just the same, and
Sprenger and  Kramer were appointed
Chicl Inquisitors. Soon alter, they pre-
pared and had published a Limous hand
book on the subject. Mallews Mallefi-
carum, which stated: Al witchorale
comes [rom carnal lust, which in women
is insatiable.” With perlect logic, it then
acdeds thae the prinmary sowee of witch-
aalt is the quarreling of yvoung women
and their lovers. This small volume might
be considered today a near-classic case-
book ol sexual psychopathv. The popu-
Lavity of the Malleus, which rapidly went
through 10 editions, gives some indica-
vion ol the perverted preoccupation the
general public had in such maters at the
time. The three main subjecls ol the book

ol sexual excesses and  witchery;

were impotence, conversion hysterias and
sexual [antasies: all of these were said o
be caused by witcheralt. And since the
incidence ol mmpotence, hysteria and
sexual fantasy in such a sexually re-
pressed socierty must have been stagger-
ing. it is not surprising that the witch
hunters had no difliculty in finding an
ample number of “victims™ as evidence
of witch magic.

Once they had found a “victim,”
nding the witch was a relatively sim-
ple matter. The techniques used by the
Inquisitors guaranteed results: The vic-
um was first asked to name whomever
he thought might have cast the spell
upon him: [ailing in this, neighbors
were interrogated and asked w name
the witch: the Interrogators might se-
lect o likely prospect  themselves: or
the general public was sometimes asked
to pick a candidate. The suspect was
then arrested: torturved until he “con-
fessed.” and then burned at the stake,
or otherwise disposed ol.

Persons of both sexes and all ages—
from small childien o the most elderly
—were  aecused,  though  the  biguest
group consisted ol young girls in their
teens. Both the accused and the accusers
came [rom every stratum ol society and
many prominent persons were involved.
To cite a single example Irom C. Wil-
liams™ book, Witcheraft: In the mass
persecutions in Bamberg between 1609
and 1633, when 900 persons  were
burned to death, one of those excouted
was Johannes Junius. a burgomaster ol
the city. Under worture, he confessed 1o
witcharaft; asked 10 name his accom-
plices, he  denied  having  any.  but
tortured  again, named some. Shorily
before his execution, he was permitted
to write to s daughter. He wld her
not to believe what he had conlessed —
“Ieas all lalsechood and invention.
They never cease the torture until one
says something.”

Lu his article, The Sabbats of Satan,
in last month's pravsoy, L. V. Grillith
described some of the ritals purporied-
Iy practiced by witches of the time and
it is undoubtedly true that in a period
ol such extreme sexual repression some
Devil worship really did exist. 1t was
during the Hih Centary that the Black
Mass was born, in which the holy
sacrament ol the Church was turned
o a ritual honoring Luciler, and the
nude body ol a voung womin was used
as an altar, Irom which were read the
Devil’s Commandments, with the “Thou
shalt nowts”™ of the Ten Commandments
changed o “Thou shalts™ But it is
doubtful that these practices were as
common as is generally assumed. The
actual number of Devil worshipers will
never be known, but it is certain tha
only a small percentage ol those exe-
cuted lor witcheralt were actually guilty
of any arime whatever.
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Torture was not always required to
elicit confessions, however. Many came
Torward of their own free will and ad-
mitted  such sins, even though they
knew that such admissions virtually as-
sured their deaths. If this seems strange,
one need only be reminded that even
today any major murder brings forth
a number of “lalse confessors,” who
admit to having perpetrated the crime
(sce The False Confessors, pLAYBOY,
January 1958). Psychiatry would explain
this as an overwhelming need for punish-
ment that some deranged individuals
experience because of an inner feeling of
guilt that is completely unrelated 1o the
act that they confess. In a time when an
entive society was so thoroughly guilt-
ridden, it is casy to understand why so
many willingly came lorward with con-
fessions that were pure [antasy.

Though the inquisitions spread to
include other forms of heresy, the pre-
dominantly sexual nature of the trials
continued to the end. In fact, the very
term “witcheraft wrials™ s a misleading
misnomer, since it was sex that the
Church wished to suppress and the inqui-
sitions were a means ol suppressing it

It was a basic assumption, during the
trials, that all witches (of both sexes)
had had sexual relations with the Devil,

All inquisitors worked with an estab-

lished manual of questions, and since
these were almost wholly sexual, they
were usually successful  (with the help
of a little torture) in producing sexual
cuilt.

In early Christianity, the Devil had
played a relatively minor role. But
carly in the 14th Century, Satan became
a very definite and prominent figure in
rcligious dogma, with detailed appear-
ance, habits and intentions. He was
viewed as the immortal enemy of God,
exclusively occupied in uying to mis-
lead men into denying or perverting
Christian morals and practices. Various
lesser demons were described as  the
members of the Devil's staff of subor-
dinates, all organized in a hierarchy
very similar to that ol the Church.
Not only were Satan’s chiel lieutenants
given names, the exact number of his
army of demons was calculated: 7,105,-
926. The Devil [requently engaged in
those forbidden sexual acts that were
prohibited to man and in some ac-
counts he is described as having a forked
penis, so that he could commit fornica-
tion and sodomy at the same time. The
Devil was both insauable and sadistic,
sometimes demanding intercourse 50 and
64 tumes a night. Though he lives in
the bowels of the earth, mid fire and
brimstone, he was olten described as
icy cold 1o the touch — especially his
sexual parts. The clergy had an expla-
mation for this iciness that was, il

142 nothing clse, ingenious: “Having no

semen of his own, he gathers up that
of mortal men wasted in their nighte
dreams or masturbations, storing it up
in his own abhorred body for Ilater
usage.” The Devil's demons were either
nmale (incubus) or [female (succubus),
and could change from one to the other
at will. Griffith writes, “Practicing this
quick-change artistry was, in fact, a
favorite trick of the hellish visitors:
often a man would be Jocked in amorous
embrace with a succubus . . . when the
devil would translorm  [hersell] o a
male incubus, with attendant complica-
tions which the demon found hilarious.
The reverse also took place, when the
female witch, at the height ol her
abominable ravishment, found her hell-
ish gallant had gone aglimmering, leav-
ing her in the arms of a succubus.™
The subconscious fears of homosexuality
in such imaginings is obvious. The
Devil, who was “Prince of the Air" as
well as of the Darkness, could also
make himself invisible and thus have
intercourse with his converts in the very
presence of the godly.

In order for the Church to undertake
these “witch hunts,” it was necessary
to reverse a position held for several
centuries: the Church had previously
declared that witcharalt was a baseless
superstition. In 785 the Synod of Pader-
born had ordered death 1o anyone who
killed another for being a witch; Charle-
magne confirmed this ruling and the
Cuanon of Episcopi ordered bishops to
combat the beliel in witcheralt and to
excommunicate anyone who persisted
i such beliefs. An Irish Council had
ruled, “Whocever, deceived by the
Devil, believes in the fashion of the
heathen that anyone can be a witch
and burns her on this account is to
undergo punishment ol death.” John of
Salisbury, Archbishop of Canterbury,
displayed remarkable psychiatric  per-
ception for his time when, in the 12th
Century, he stated that “some [falsely
believed  that what  they suffered in
imagination . . . was real and eternal.
We must not forget that those 1o whom
this happens are poor women or simple
and credulous people.”

The change from  this enlightened
view started with John XXII, who —
gathering together all the wildest [rag-
ments of superstition — issued the Bull
Super illius specula, which formulated
the new autitude. His quite maniacal
campaigns against the new sin helped o
develop in the people a paralyzing sense
ol dread and danger. A papal bull issued
by Pope Lucius IT instructed the bishops
to investigate heretics, forcing persons
“found marked by suspicion alone” to
prove their innocence or be punished.
Officers of the law who did not cooperate
were  excommunicated.  Further enact-
ments followed in 1374, 1409, 1418, 1437,
1445 and 1451, and the witch-hunting

eraze became a dominant reality through-
out Europe.

Prominent theologians wrote fervent
appeals 1o the public (Sprenger and
Kramer actually coerced the Senate of
the University of Cologne into endorsing
their Mallews Malleficarum).

It was finally asserted that to deny the
reality of witcharaft was heresy. The
ecdlesiastical courts elicited the coopera-
tion of the civil courts, for the Church
did not wish the responsibility of shed-
ding blood iself; the religious court
turned the hapless persons accused over
to the civil authorities with the sancii-
monious recommendation to avoid the
shedding of blood, and the state then
usually hanged or burned the victims,
since this did not mvolve bloodletting,
the strictly literal sense.

It was during this period that the civil
courts consented to recognize copulation
with the Devil as a capital crime. The
proposition that witches engaged in night
flights became dogma in 1450: this made
it possible to argue that accused persons
committed sinful witchcraft many miles
away without being seen en route or hav-
illg Lo ﬂ:ly on more Cll,‘,ilol]]ill'y means of
lransportilllon.

The frenzied state into which many of
those who made the accusations and
attacks  managed o work themselves
can only be understood by recognizing
the subconscious sexual pleasure that
was undoubtedly linked o much of the
sadism ol the inquisitions. Only a socicty
as sexually repressed, and consequently
perverted, as the one we have described
could have produced such an appalling
spectacle. The accused of both sexes and
all ages, [rom 5 to 75, were often siripped
naked during the questioning. Their
bodies were poked and prodded, espe-
cially the genitals, for it was believed
that witches could be identified by the
existence of insensitive spots on their
anatomy. A long needle was sometimes
used for this purpose — the inquisitors
pricking every inch ol skin to the bone;
this was considered a form ol examina-
tion, incidentally, aned not torture. If a
spider, louse or fly was found in the
victim's cell, while he was being held
prisoner belore or during the trial, this
wiis recognized 1o be a demon in disguise,
come to visit the accused, and provided
additional evidence ol guilt.

“Irial by Water” was another tech-
nique for determining guile. The accused
was trussed and tossed into a river. I he
Noated, he was believed to be a witch and
was put to death; if he sank and drowned,
his innocence was established.

In The Sabbats of Satan, E. V. Griffith
desaribes the wrial and execution ol a
comely young woman of 24, a Hildur
Loher ol Wirzburg, who was typical of
the many who were put to death in that
period. She was a bride of a few months;
her husband had been the chiel witness




against her and the court record is still
intact; her crime was having had sexual
relations with the Devil.

The owner of a brothel in Bologna
was condemned in 1468 for keeping a
house staffed exclusively with succubi. He
was sentenced to have his flesh “torn from
his bones by red-hot pincers,” after which
he was burned and his ashes “spat upon.”

In the German community of Lind-
heim, which in 1664 had a population of
600, 30 persons were executed. In 1589 at
Quedlinburg in Saxony, a town of some
12,000 inhabitants, 133 were burned in
a single day. In Toulouse the number
burned in one day was 400, It was daimed
that in some towns there were more
witches than houses. According to H. C.
Lea, "a Bishop of Geneva is said to have
burned 500 persons within three months,
a Bishop ol Bamberg 600, a Bishop of
Witrzburg 900 Eight hundred were con-
demned. apparently in one body, by the
Scnate of Savoy. Paramo, in his History of
the Inquisition, boasts that in a century-
and-a-half, from 14104, the Holy Ofhee
had burned at least 30,000 witches.

Nicholas Remy (1530-1612), an inquisi-
tor Irom Lorraine with 800 executions to
his “aredit,” stated. “So good is my justice
that last year there were no less than
16 killed themselves rather than pass
through my hands.” H. Williams, in The
Superstitions of Wilcheraft, writes that
i Spain, Torquemada personally sent
10.220 persons to the stake and 97,371
to prison.

No one knows the total number of
human beings exterminated in this man-
ner and estimates range from a conserva-
tive few hundred thousand te several
million. It may be salely assumed, how-
ever, that more persons were put to death
for veligious reasons by our Christian
ancestors than were killed in all of the
European wirs fought up to 1914,

The blame, of course, does not attach
itsell only to the Catholic Church. The
Protestant reformers were, if anything,
even more [anatical and they persecuted
“witches”™ with even greater  ferocity.
Iu Scotland, the church porches were
equipped with @ box built there espe-
cially to receive anonymous denuncia-
uons. Taylor reports that “Calvin, in
Geneva, with crocodile tears of com-
puncuion, burned heretics ol all Kinds.
Luther atwributed all insanity to the
Devil”

The records include numerous conles-
sions that were denied alter the orture
ceased, but this did not save the accused
from death. In Spain and LEngland. in-
vestigations into some of the wrials were
instituted and some real awempts were
made to arrive at the wuth. James I was
so distressed by much of the typical “evi-
dence” that he completely altered his
previous attitude in favor ol witch hunt-
ing. insisted on [air wials for the accused,
exposed [alse confessions and  accusa-

tions, and saved the lives of five women
charged by a hysterical boy. In Spain,
when Salazar was sent to investigate a
wave ol accusations in 1611, he reported
that among 1300 persons accused. there
vas not a single genuine case. Alter he
made his report, the preaching of ser-
mons on witchcralt was prohibited and
from that tme lorward, litde more was
heard of the subject in Spain.

But the overall impression one is left
with is not that of a gradual emergence
from honest evror to enlightenment. so
much as a sudden awareness of the mass
madness that had dominated Luropean
life Tor so long and that stands as a horri-
fying monument to the effect extreme
sexual repression can have upon a society
and the form that it can take when
church and state are one.

Because of the considevable vesponse
to this editorial series, vLavBov has in-
troduced a new featuve. “The Playboy
Forum,” im which readers can offer their
comments — pro and con —on subjects

and issues raised heve. No previous fea-
ture  published by this magazine has
prompted so much reaction and debate
—both in and outside the pages of
PLAYBOY —and since many of the sub-
jects discussed are, we feel, among the
most important facing our [rec sociely
today. we will continue the “Forum™
just as long as the letters from readers
warrant.

A limited number of the fust scoen
installments of “The Playboy Philoso-
phy” have been veprinied and all seven
may be had by sending a check or money
order for 81 to rravsovy, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago 11, Hlinois.

In the 10th installment of “The Play-
boy Philosophy.” which appears next
month, Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hef-
ner compleles lis analysis of the history
of relizious sexual suppression and be-
gins a consideration of the effect this
tradition of guilt and shame has had
upon conlemporary sociely.

“All I can say is, you

sure must like ice

cream a hell of a lot!”
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PLAYBOY
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.

Amblers Slacks ............. .. 12
Hardwick Blazers ............ 11
FLT S Sladlis ool 3
Honda Motor Co. ............ 9
Interwoven Socks .......... 3rd C
Loe Blacks oo ivan ann 34
Levi's Sportswear ............ 25
Wamsutta Shirts ... ... ... 117
Winthrop Shoes .............. 15

TUse these lines for information
about: other featured merchandise.

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

description of ‘the items -

when you write,

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Il

ﬁ!:f-v-.‘. 1.
KN L

PLAYBOY
o ol

WZGRON'E.'%"

O 3 yrs. for 514 (Save $10.00)
O 1 yr. for 56 (Save 52.00)
O payment enclosed [ bill later

TO:

name

address

city T zone " state
Mail 1o PLAYBOY

232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, lllinois
86

PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

SEASONED TRAVELERS tend to agree that
the best time to embark on the ultimate
vacation trip — a jaunt around the world
—is during the [all. If such ambitious
circumnavigating be your aim this Octo-
ber, you'd do well to avoid the perennial
bane of globe-hopping: getting caught up
in an unrclenting succession of tourist-
trapping ports of call. Veteran wan-
derlusters generally are knowledgeable
cnough 1o try oflbeat stops and side trips
while doing Europe — but lose their yen
for experimentation when in less-familiar
Asian and Pacific climes. Here, then, are
a lew tips for nonconformist comfort on
the far side of the world.

When you put into Singapore, avoid
the rush o the storied but stodgy Raffles
Hotel and try the Seaview instead — it's
out on the bay and has palm-framed
beaches for secluded sunning on morn-
ings after. Or clse travel north up the
coast to Penang, a litde-publicized wopi-
cal seaport which is one of the loveliest in
ahe world. The real pleasure here is to be
found in living the good local life: brows-
ing through the small shops for striking

free-port  bargains, e¢njoving the un-
crowded  aumosphere of the Penang

Swimming Club (guests only) and head-
quartering in the best hotel, the Eastern
and Oriental, a planter's palace of ram-
bling rooms and gracious service.

You can add rewarding variety to a
round-the-world whirl by traveling some
of the legs overland in lieu of llving or
sailing. A fine case in point is the 1200-
mile run by rail between Bangkok and
Singapore, a suctch liberally sprinkied
with [ascinating  stops and excellent

Malayan and Chinese [ood in the diner.
This route is especially worth considering
il you will be tarrying in Thailand long
enough for the spectacular November
elephant roundup in the jungle village
ol Tatoom.

While in India, an excellent resort to
add to your wrip is Gopalpur-on-Sea, an
overnight train ride from Calcutta on
the Madras Mail. The Grand Hotel in
Calcutta will supply a superbly stocked
picnic hamper for the trip, and your
bearer will appear at each of the train’s
stops with hot tea. You'll be met at the
terminal by a station wagon [rom the
Oberoi Palm Beach Hotel and thence
conducted to a room overlooking the
remarkably wild waves of Gopalpur. The
surf is so spc(:tal(ular, in fact, that if you
wish to challenge it with a swim, two
beach guards will be assigned to cnsure
your safety. As a lessrigorous aftermath,
you may stretch out on the white sand in
the shade of a palm basha hut to sip a
tall, cool pink gin.

When stopping off in our westernmost
state, a place to remember is one of
Hawaii's most imaginative dining rooms:
atreesslung, thatched hut high in a giant
banyan wee above Waikiki's Interna-
tional Market Place. In an area just big
cnough for yvou and your Lady. you'll be
served delicacies like baby squab stuffed
with curried quail cggs, accompanied by
French champagne and Hawaiian back-
ground music on the hut's hi-f.

For further information on any of the
above, write (o Playboy Reader Serv-
ice, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, I11. u

NEXT MONTH:

RICHARD BURTON SPEAKS HIS MIND--CLEO'S CO-STAR DISCUSSES
LIZ, LOVE. FAME AND FILMS IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“EUROPE’S NEW SEX SIRENS' A 14-PAGE COLOR PORTFOLIO ON THE
NUDE WAVE'S LOVELIEST CONTINENTAL STARS

“PLAYBOY’S PIGSKIN PREVIEW" - PRE-SEASON PICKS FOR THE TOP
COLLEGE TEAMS AND PLAYERS ACROSS THE NATION-—-BY ANSON MOUNT

“LOVE, DEATH AND THE HUBBY IMAGE" —A SEARING; EYE-OPENING
PROBE-IN-DEPTH OF THE CASTRATING CONSPIRACY THAT ENTRAPS THE
MARRYING AMERICAN MALE—BY WILLIAM IVERSEN

PLUS “THE RELATIONSHIP" BY JULES FEIFFER, AND FACT AND
FICTION BY J. PAUL GETTY, ALEERTO MORAVIA, RAY ERADBURY



Some men are born to tweeds. The pacer is
for them. It's knit in a waffle pattern that
might have originated in the Shetland or the
Orkney Isles—if the Islanders had thought of
it. Interwoven thought of it first and made it

The Pacer*

up in Tycora® nylon that stretches to fit every
foot. Fact is, Interwoven was so tickled with
these socks, they made up shirts to match. You
can own the socks for a dollar fifty, the shirt
for eight ninety-five. You'll probably want both.

Xnterwoven

THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS




“"White Label’
DEWAR'S

3 SCOTCH WHISKY

Famed are the clans of Scotland
... their colorful tartans worn in
glory through the centuries.
Famous, too, is Dewar’s White
Label quality, with its genuine
Scotch flavor. Forever and
always a wee bit o’ Scotland
in its distinetive bottle!
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Dewar Highlander
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SET OF 4 COLOR PRINTS OF CLANS Maclaine, MacLeod, Wallace and Highlander, shown in authentic full
dress recalia. 9%" x 12", suitable for framing. Available only in stales where legal. Send §5 to Cashier's

_ Available in gquart, fifth, tenth, half pi
Dept. #3, Schenley Imports Co., 1290 Avenue of The Americas. N.Y. 19, 1.Y.© 86.8 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky. and mjniatu?‘e —in state:nwher: le’;lurit
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