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You meet the nicest people on a Honda. Hondas like to branch out on their own.
A price of about $215* isn’t much when you consider Honda’s OHV 4-stroke engine. A gem of

dependability and advanced design. And contrary to what you'll find elsewhere, the range of models
is large. 15 in all. With airtight warranties to match. By the way, Honda has the largest parts and

service network in the country. If this is important to you. Most owners rarely need it. Hondas
hold up. Start with Honda. You'll stay with Honda. That’s the way it goes. HON D A

For information write: American Honda M IC. JN, 100 W. Alondra Bivd., Gardena, California. *Plus dealer’s transportation ano set-up charges.




Try 4711 Cologne as an

aftershave bracer for a week.
Then try going back to

anything else.

4711 does just what any aftershave bracer
does. It just does it stronger.

It’s got more edge to it, an almost biting feel-
ing that wakes you up like nothing else.

This 1s why: 4711 is a special kind of cologne.
The refreshant cologne, not a perfumed cologne.

There’s no perfumy smell to follow you

around in the morning. Only a crisp
clean scent that refreshes you,

wakens you, then

-

politely disappears.

Only its freshness remains.

And, being the refreshant cologne,4711 is also
great after a bath or shower. Splash it on all over.

Invigorating.

Men have been using 4711 both ways since
1792, when the Carthusian monks were calling it
““Miracle Water.”’

Maybe, in the 20th century, 4711 won’t work
miracles. But it will do something your old after-
shave bracer can’t do. See for yourself:

Try 4711 for a week. Then try going back to
any thing else.

The House of 4711

Sole Distributors: Colenia, Inc., 41 East 42nd St., New York 17 N_Y,
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SMIRNOFF VOOKA BO ANO 100 FROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. STE. PIERRE SMIRNOEF FLS. (DIVISION OF HEUBLEINI. HARTFORO, CONN

INTERNATIONALLY KNOWN DANCE MASTEH 'KILLER JOE' FIHO AND PARTNER HELPED LAUNCH THE SMIRNOFF MULE

NEW DRINK FOR SWINGERS—THE SMIRNOFF MULE

e - - - - " - t -
Go! Go! Go with the Smirnofl Mule. ‘Killer Joe” Piro made it a dance. Skitch Henderson made ita song. b
You make this delicious drink with Smirnoff and 7-Up® Pour jigger of Smirnoff over ice. Add juice of
4 lime. Fill Mule mug or glass with 7-Up to your taste. Only Smirnofl. filtered through 14.000 pounds ] l

of activated charcoal, blends so perfectly with 7-Up. That’s why the fuel for the Mule is Smirnoff.

®

l J
Always ask for MIirTn It leaves you breathless®
VODKA
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Fourth-of- Julyviul
Bunny Jocy Thorpe, in her sccond
cover appearance (her first was in Sep
tember  1963), ollers a  lighi-fantastic
cncomium to  Independence Day—and
sets the celebrational wone of the issue
at hand. which we think vou'll hnd
more fun than a string of Chinese fire-
crackers. Kicking off the fireworks within
is Jean Shepherd’s mirthlul memoir of
an unforgewtably explosive Fourth back
home in Indiana: Ludlow Kissel and the
Dago Bomb That Struck Back. A buuer-
fingered  pyrotechnician in his storied
youth, Jean believes he's one of many
survivors ol bygone Independence Days
to sport a set of false evebrows.

This month's conclusion ol lan Flem-
ing's hnal novel, The Man with the
Golden  Guan—VFleming's  13th James
Bond adventure yarn, the last three of
which have appeared  exclusively  in
rraveoy prior to book publication—
writes linis to a unigue chapuer in the
history ol literature. The James Bond
mystique, however, gives every indica-
tion of being with us for a long, long
time, what with the amazingly successtul
Bond flicks starring Scan  Connery—
whose craggy likeness has been captured
perlecdy by  Chicago  artist - Howard
Mueller in his compelling illustrations
for all lour mstallments of The Man
with the Golden Gun.

Hoke Norris' Look Away, our lead
fiction for July, blazes with the intensity
ol today’s  race-tormented  headlines.
Norris, @ Southerner who has lived in
the North lor the past wen years, wrote
the story alter covering the murder of
three avil rights workers in Mississippi
for the Chicago Sun-Times, as part of a
widely syndicated series of outspoken ar-
ticles on todav's South. Savs Norris:
“While the characters and events in Look
Away are ficutious, they erew out ol a
desire to say morve about the place and
the people than I already had wrinen.
What I want to say 1 believe can be
summed up in one word—violence.”

Avram  Davidson, who wrote this

FLEMING

issue’s scarifying sci-hi thriller, The In-
vaston, has been the recipient of a brace
of prestigious prizes—a World Science
Fiction “Hugo” Award and a Mysiery
Writers of America “LEdgar” Award. He
also reports that he's enjoved the dubious
honor of having two ol his stories pulb-
lished in Cuba, in the Communist wradi-
tion, without benefit ol rovaltics.

July's fowrth fictioneer is Herbert
Gold (The Game of Hide and Seek),
who s typewriter deep in a1 new novel
and happily has no such royalty prob-
lem in England, France. Italy and Ger-
many, where his novel Salt has just been
published. In this country, Salt is in the
process of being adapted for the movies.

Up to his horn-rimmed eyeballs in all
manner ol projects is author-comedian-
songwriter Allan Sherman, whose Sex
and the Single Sherman (soon o ap-
pear in book form as part of his auto-
biography. A Gift of Laughter, lor
Atheneum) will evoke Taughs, nostalgia
and perhaps a {few blushing memories of
one’s own adolescence. Allan's  Jatest
book, Instani Status or Up Your Image,
has gone into its thivd printing: he has
another album n the ofling: Crazy
Downtown and Other Songs for Crazy,
Mixed-Up Parvenis and Kids. As {or his
future, Sherman savs: I plan o start re-
painting The Last Supper. 1 am also
going to redo the Sistine Chapel with a
roller. For those who like pictures, I'm
going to do one wall with wallpaper, I'm
also working on a musical, The History
of Mankind, but am currently stymied as
I've covered practically everything in the
first act.”

The publicrelations man’s sub-rosa
role in the making of a man ol the hour
in politics and business is the timely
tisk ol Murray Teigh Bloom in The
Great Amevican Build-up—with whose
overblown  benehiciaries, and  their ap-
petite Tor empty honors, Murray con-
lesses “an abiding Tascination, based on
personal acquaintance.” The knowledge-
able author of two previous rravsov
pieces (The Moneygrabbers and Hows
and Whys of the Perfect Murdery—hoth

GOLD

NORRIS

on the subject of crime and criminals—
Murray is hallway through a hook, due
carly next year, on what he claims s
“the most daring crime ol all time™:
the Portuguese bank-note scandal  of
1925. He mav be right: this was the
celebrated  case in which a gang ol
brilliant  counterleiters  pulled  off  a
550,000,000 [raud that led to the collapse
not only of Portugal’s ecconomy, but of her
government as well. Murray's also wait-
ing for the reviews of his first play,
The White Crow, which he calls “an
cegehead melodrama about the super-
natural”: ics scheduled o open on the
London boards this summer.

Cosmopolitan  Marcello  Mastroianni,
the subject of our Playboy Interview,
has acquired a reputation among his
moviemaking  colleagues  far removed
from his onscaeen  mmage  as  the
faconic Latin lover: He is considered one
ol the world’s great slecpers. He has been
known to sleep standing up in a phone
booth: just before our interviewer talked
to him on the sev of Casanova 70, he
had been found, decked out in his Casa-
nova finery, sound asleep in a warerless
bathtub, No less surprising—or contra-
dictory—are his remarkably candid ad-
missions of doubt and confusion, in our
mterview, not only about his image as
a male sex symbol, but about his role as
a man in modern socicty.

Rounding out our July formula for a
festive Fourth:  Fun  for the Road,
Charles Beaumont’s breezy  takeout on
the manilold and mame delights of auto
rallying: Food and Drink Editor Thomas
Mario’s oftbeat, upbeat  approach to
warm-weather  coolers, Summer Punch
Bowl: The Gurls of the Riviera, a
words-and-pictures  pacan o its beau-
teous beachniks; Fashion Director Rob-
ert L. Green's survey of the hip and
handsome California sartorial scene, The
West Coast Way; another epidermal epi-
sode of Little Annie Fanny; Don Addis’
his-and-hers  sign  language,  Symbolic
Sex; and July's girl [or all scasons, Play-
mate Gay Collier. In all, a suitably pyro-
technic July salute to our readers.
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The Second Best Shape in ltaly

at the coolest little figure in its class — $2639.* That's all the money you part with for all this car, the
Fiat 1500 Spider. Styled by Pininfarina, the romantic web it spins is captivating America. It's dynamic outside
and a dynamo inside—a perfect expression of Italy’s fabled creative energy and inspired art. Lean into a curve
with Fiat's curves and know what it's like to drive this five forward-speed sportsman’s dream. And to help you
keep it humming, there are 425 parts-and-service centers in the U.S.A. This new five-speed Spider

is waiting for you at your Fiat dealer. So what are you waiting for? Always have at least one FIAT

*Suggested price p.o.e. New York. See the Yellow Pages for your nearest Fiat dealer. Overseas delivery through dealers and travel agents, or write Fiat Motor Co., Inc., 500 Fifth Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10036
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Knowledgeable people buy Imperial
and they buy 1t by the case.

Whiskey by Hiram Walker
BLENDED WHISKEY - 86 PROCF - 30% SIRAIGHT WHISKEYS - 70% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS - HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC.. PEORIA, ILL.




DEAR PLAYBOY

) ADDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAZINE °

GOLDEN GUN MEN
As an avid Ian Fleming reader, may I

coneritulate vou on vour latest scoop,
The Man with the Golden Gun. Your
uncanny ability to come up first with the
best makes your magazine the most-read
literature by clients and other visitors o
this ofhce. With vour April issue, you
have simply outdone every previous
effort to satisfy the varied interests ol
your readers in this lonely outpost ol
rravsoy followers.

A. Bert Armswrong, President

Concession Insurance Services Lid.

Hamilton, Ontario

T was very pleased to find you featur-
ing The Man with the Golden Gun.
I'he first part of the novel indicates that
Fleming's last work matches the best of
its predecessors. It scems to me that
such quality fiction as this does as much
to substantiate your cover line “Enter-
tainment for Men” as do such standard
[eatures as The Playboy Forum, the inter-
views and the monthly centerfold.

Wivne P. Pomerleau
Washington, D. C.

Compliments on  vour latest James
Bond serialization. The artwork is strik-
ing and the story is one ol Mr. Fleming's
best. However, in my reading of the
rrLavsoy presentation of The Man with

the Golden Gun, 1 have come upon
what I consider 10 be a serious error
which I cannot believe Mr. Fleming

could have committed. You will recall
that in your last Fleming story, You Only
Live Twice, James Bond was removed
{rom the Double-) Section for inethaent
service, and was promoted to the Diplo-
matic Secuon, with the new number
7777. This was in order to give Bond a
chance to redeem himsell while in pur-
suit ol the doctor who turned out to be
none other than his archenemy, LFrnst
Suvro Bloleld. In Golden Gun, however,
I find no mention ol Mr. Bond's promo-
tion nor ol Mr. Bond except as 007, and
not as 7777. Please clucidate.
John Clarke
Rockville, Maryland
In “You Only Live Twice,” M sawd lo
Bond, “I'm gring you acting prmrm.‘érm
to the Diplomatic Seclion. Four-figure

number and a thousand a year exiva

232 E. OHIO 5T, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS &0611

pay.” But Bond told his friend Bill Tan-
ner, “As soon as I get back from this ca-
per, ll ask for my old number back
again.”

ART FOR ART'S SAKE

I want to thank vou for your in-
terviews, which, 1t seems 1w me, are
excellent. The Art Buchwald one, spe-
cifically, was charged with biting satire,
but I think vour alliime coup o date
was the one with Dr. Martin Luther
King [January 1965]. The variety and
depth ol vour interviews calls  for
applause.

I also want to compliment you on the
varicty and quality ol your fhction,
which is impressive. In a day when the
short story is dying in England, it's very
much alive in America because ol outlets
such as reaysoy which allow for the free
expression of writers’ interests.

Ken McCormick, Editor-in-Chief
Doubleday & Company, Inc
New York, New York

Not a day passes without Art Buch-
wald's humor adding something of val-
ue. reavsoy and Mr., Kitman should be
proud to have had a part in the finest
political and social satire I have read
since George Orwell's Animal Farm. It's
rewarding to me, and many of mv fellow
students, 1o live in a country where a
urue genius like Mr. Buchwald can raise
his witty voice in opposition to the Gov-
ernment’s policies.

William  Ahlum
Pennsylvania Military College
Chester. Pennsylvania

Art Buchwald s probably America’s
greatest sativist.
Michael Grishman
Holyoke, Massachusetts

1 received your April issue the other
day and. since it was the first time 1 had
ever scen a copy of pravsoy, I was natu-
rally shocked by some of the photographs
1 saw in it. But what really disturbed me
was vour printed interview purportedly
between mysell and Marvin Kitman, 1
don’'t believe 1 ever spoke to anyone
named Marvin Kitman and T am quite
sure if 1 did, 1 never would have said
some of the things T was quoted as saying.
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Almost

anything

tastes
better
with

Meat Balls Electra

Take any old non-conductive meat
ball recipe...dash in a teaspoonful
of Angostura for each pound of
meat and watch the sparks fly!
Angostura also makes ordinary
hamburgers think they're steaks.
So will you.

On-the-Rocks, Roger!

Gin, whiskey, vodka or rum—
Angostura elevates the character
and properties of your favorite
spirits served On-the-Rocks. . .
raise high the root beer, bartender!
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Sans Souci Salad Dressing
Blend a half pint of sour cream
with a little salt, sugar, herb
vinegar, some minced sweet onion,
and six or seven dashes of Angostura
aromatic bitters. Spill over chilled
green salad and serve. Superb!

b4
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g e
It isn’t a Manhattan
without Angostura

It’s the Angostura that makes a
Manhattan taste like a Manhattan.
(The whiskey, vermouth and
cherry merely go along for the fun.)

The four recipes above are only to whet your a%petite. For the

whole story of what Angostura does for food an

drink, send

for your free copies of The Professional Mixing Guide ( 256 great
drinks) and The Angostura Cook Book (48 delectable pages).
Write: Angostura, Dept. P, Elmhurst, N.Y. 11373.

© The Angostura-Wuppermann Corp. 1964

It's quite possible that Kitman made the
whole thing up. I investigated him after
the arucle and discovered he makes his
living running for President of the
United States.

Since I don't know Mr. Kitman and 1
hadn’t agreed to have my photograph in
a magazine which publishes pictures ol
nude women, 1 would apprecie some
sort of compensation for this embarrass-
ment—hall of Mr. Kitman's fee will do.

Art Buchwald
Washingion, D. C.

I do not recall conducting the inter-
view in the April ssue. 1 would like (o
say for the record that it was completely
unauthorized. I 1 asked any questions
of Mr. Buchwald, I was probably under
the influence of money. In that drugged
condition, I have been known to say or
do anything. I cannot be responsible for
my actions.

Marvin Kitman
Leonia, New Jersey

To set the record sivaight, we have no
intention of paying anyone anything for
this unforiunate publishing Taux pas.
We have never heard of any such persons
as Art Buchwald and Marvin Kitman,
and theve is some evidence o suggest
that both names are phony; in any case,
we did not give cither one of these gen-
Hemen an assignment to interview the
other, or vice versa, for the obvious rea-
son that we cannot imagine anything of
less interest to our veaders than to have
one of this series of “candid con-
versalions” conducted with a complete
nonentily.

We did vecently assign a highly re-
garded correspondent named Mervin Tit-
man, of Leanonia, New York, to conduct
a “Playboy Interview” with Arvo Buch-
wall, the convicted Communist agent and
clild molester, while the latter was in
Washington for brief appearances before
the House Un-American Activities Com-
mittee and the Senale Subcommittee on
Sexual Perversion, prior 1o establishing
his permanent restdence in the maximum
securily wing al Leavenworth.

When the April interview arvived at
the vravsoy offices shortly before dead-
line, the similarity in names (suspicious-
Iy similar, it secwns lo us) caused our
editors 1o mistake the “Kitman-Buch-
wald” manuscript for the Titman-Buch-
wall material scheduled for that same
wsue. We had no further opportunity io
discover the ervor, since it is our policy
never to read a “Playboy Interview"”
prior to  publication—as the surest
means of mainiaining the scvupulous
objectivity so important to this feature.
(We are so careful on this point that
only occasionally do we read a “Playboy
Interview” even after publication.)

No one has suffered from this unhappy
error excepl PLAYBOY and its several mil-
lion readers. As for the complaints reg-




isteved above by those signing them-
selves as Art Buchwald and Marvin Kil-
man: If it should turn out that two such
characters actually do exist, they should
be grateful for what is surely the only
time that either of therr names will ever
appear in a national magazine.

The enjoyment I received from your
delightful interview with Art Buchwald
wits enhanced by the syndicated column
he devoted to his appearance in PLAYBOY,
shortly alter the April issue went on sale.
“I was interviewed in pravsoy this
month and it's amazing how many peo-
ple read it,” he began. Then alter some
hilarious remarks about all the [riends
and relatives of his spouse who'd been
phoning to comment on the subject, and
relating the observation of one ol his
offspring (" ‘It’s a cool magazine,” my son
said ™), Buchwald climaxed the column
with an imaginary exchange between his
wile, himsell and his mother-in-law:

“There's your answer,” my wile
stid. “How can I keep him [the
son] in line when you're posing with
a bunch of nude girls”

“I wasn't posing with nude girls.
I was in the [ront of the book. My
article doesn’t touch the ‘Playmate
of the Month” even when you fold it
waty out.”

“You probably were there when
they took that picture.”

This time when the phone rang
I answered it. It was my mother-in-
law. When she heard my voice, she
shouted, “Lecher!™

“I'm not a lecher!” I shouted back.

“Sex fiend!”

“Mom, will you calm down and
say what's on your mindz?”

“Tell my daughter 1 have room
for her and the children.”

“That’s nice,” T said.

“The town's in a state of shock,”
she cried. “You can’t get a copy of
the magazine anywhere. 1 bought
the last five copies they had.”

“I'll send  the family in
morning.”

“What are you going to do?” she
demanded.

“I'm moving in with five Bunnies.
pLAYBOY takes care of its own.”

the

Roger Mulligan
New York, New York

FLICK CLICK
Arthur Knight and Hollis Alpert’s
The History of Sex im Cinema, which
teed off in vour April issue, promises to
cap anything rraveoy has done 1o date,
il the hrst anstallment is any augury of
what lies ahead.
Edward D’Angelo
Chicago, Illinois

Sex is to the history of cinema what
bread is to the history of food, and I'm

QUICK AS A BUNNY!

P L fff

SNAP! SNAP! SNAP 15 FULL

FRAME PICTURES IN 10 SECONDS!
¥ ¥

i i [ ,-

RICOH AUTO SHOT

ADVANCES FILM AUTOMATICALLY

Now—a color slide camera that can shoot your favorite “bunny”
in action . . . a sail unfurling . . . a double play . . . and catch the
entire sequence without missing a second of the action! No need to
stop shooting to set or wind. Fully automatic electric eye sets per-
fect exposures as fast as you snap the pictures. So compact it fits
into your pocket . . . the Auto Shot is just a puff larger than a pack
of cigarettes. Here’s the easiest-to-use, most compact, full frame
35mm camera you can own for taking color slides, color prints or
black and white pictures. Just aim and shoot—up to 15 shots in 10
seconds. If you are looking for action, the Ricoh Auto Shot is the
camera for you. Less than $85, complete with leather carrying case
and exclusive Ricoh Flash-Kap unit.

(R:cou)

For the name of your nearest authorized Ricoh dealer, write to:

c/o A.R. BERNARD CORPORATION

U.S. sales agents for Ricoh photegraphic products
3512 N. Kostner Avenue » Chicago, lllinois 60641

sRssssassnsnsas L R N I R g

-« FREE! Ricoh Identi-Tag

for your camera case when you present this coupon and test the amazing RICOH
AUTO SHOT camera at your Ricoh dealer. This offer ends December 31, 1965,
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Bunny and Huonny costunw are tracdemarks of PLAYBOY Magezine,
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*‘That Man’

by Revion

A GENTLEMAN'S COLOGNE

AND AFTER-SHAVE LOTION.
ALSD SPRAY-OEOOORANT BODY TALC,
SDAP, TALC, PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE.

glad that two such knowledgeable writers
as Arthur Knight and Hollis Alpert have
turned their attention to this essential
subject. The first installment of their ac-
count is very informative and interesuing
and specially refreshing because the
authors have not let current pseudo
scientific attitudes toward sex make them
stufly or sanctimonious.

Stanley Kiulfmann, Film Critic

The New Republic

New York, New York

Congratulations on your new series
The History of Sex in Cinema. As a doc-
umentary film maker, I found the first
installment instructive and  delightful.
Bravo and Author! Author! to Hollis
Alpert and Arthur Knight

Valentine Sherry
New York, New York

GOLD'S COAST
Herbert Gold's article in the April is-

sue, The New Barbary Coast, was enough

to gladden the heart ol any displaced

native son. Mr. Gold, under the go-go

guise, has written a bit ol nostalgia that

reveals a deep love lor the city.
William T. Butler
Denver, Colorado

1 am moved to write to you, both as a
San Franciscan and as a television pro-
ducer, regarding the article on the Bar-
bary Coast by Herbert Gold. I have been
an avid Gold [an lor quite some time,
but have never been exposed to his tal-
ents as a journalist and nonfiction writer
before. I want to compliment you for
utilizing the brilliant talents ol one ol
our finest fiction writers as an essayist
and journalist in this instance. There
are lew creative young American writers
who can address themselves to the prob-
lems ol reportage when their primary
abilities lie 1 the field of fiction. Her-
bert Gold and Norman Mailer are the
only two who come to mind who are able
to solve this paradox. Again, gentlemen,
may I thank you for giving us Mr. Gold.

Zev Patterman, LExecutive Producer
American Broadcasting Company
San Francisco, Cahlornia

Thanks to Herbert Gold for his
graphic  account of that wonderful
section of Baghdad-by-the-Bay, North
Beach. I'm sure this vivid description
will change the plans of many a vaca-
tion-bound individual who is looking for
an interesting place to go.

When ! first arrived in that wonderful
city for my nine-month stay, I went to
North Beach with my swimming wrunks
and suntan lotion. I found, however,
that the lotion was unnecessary, but the
swim was everywhere.

John ]. P. Grimes
Cambridge, Massachusetts

SILVERSTEIN OLES
After enjoying Silverstein in Mexico,
in the March issue, I fiind myself delight-
cd not only by Shel Silverstein’s hne
talents as an artist, but also by lis great
talent for observation. I give him a well-
deserved muy bueno!
Alex B. Mizroch
Norfolk, Virginia

Many a moose must have been bewil-
dered while listening to the laughier
pouring forth from a liule log cabin
here in the Alaskan bush, Shel Silver-
stein has outdone himself in vour March
issue. He is, without a doubt, the greatest,
and we hope he keeps hilling your pages
with his tremendous arustc wit. It's not
always easy for us to obtain rLAYBOY, but
be it by truck, boat, plane or dog eam,
we always manage. PLAYBOY 1S tops on
our list of supplices.

Richard M. Gilliand
Mark R. P'oe
Little Lake Louise, Alaska

PLAYMATE PLAY-OFF
My vote for Playmate of the Year goes
to China Lee. She 1s the most alluring
lady to grace vour pages since my all-
time favorite, Heidi Becker.
Michael J. Hall
Stanford, California

Although you have presented a fine
threesome for consideravon as Playmate
of the Year, I must vote lor Jo Collins.

Thomas Loffman
Santa Monica, Cahifornia

My vote goes to Astrid Schulz!
Donald R. Rinsley, M.D.
Topcka, Kansas

Who clse but Aswrid?
Junius H. Garrison, Jr.
Greenville, South Carolina
The winner of “Playmaie Play-Off”
will be erowned the new Playmate of the
Year in the next issue.

CANDIED COMMENTS

I have long been a I]L‘.‘ill Shepherd fan,
and his piece Old Man Pulaski and the
Infamous Jawbreaker Blackmail, in the
April rravsoy, confirms why. His per-
sonal promenades into his past take on a
universality that seems to rival even the
acclaimed Holden Caulhicld. His style
is as refreshing as his hyperbole.

I have often thought that the com-
panies making penny candies must be
subsidized by the American Dental Asso-
crauon. Five la root canal.

David Mark Dashev
Los Angeles, California

Too bad Jean Shepherd wasn't ex-
posed to (1) the virtues of brushing his
teeth; (2) moderation.

Gene Bennett, Editor
The Candy Marketer
New York, New York



Sooner or later,
most people

who try malt liquor
wind up with
Country Club.
Because

Country Club

gives you more
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Can you make a mistake with a
Minolta Hi-matic 77 Yes. But only

on purpose. The Minolta Hi-matic 7 is not only
goo?—proof but also fumble-proof and wife-proof.

With complete automatic action, the Hi-matic
7 will do everything but pick the subject and press
the button. A programmed shutter automatically
picks the best shutter /aperture combination. All
you do is point, focus and shoot.

If you're a “do-it-yourselfer,” the Minolta Hi-
matic 7 also operates on manuat (you set speed
and lens opening) or semi-automatic (a built-in
viewfinder scale gives you correct settings that
you make yourself).

The ultra-sensitive CdS electric eye is actually
located in the lens barrel (a Minolta exclusive).
This way it measures only the light that hits the
lens...even with filters. A professional-guality
6-element 45mm f /1.8 Rokkor lens provides razor-
sharp snapshots and slides . . . color or black-and-
white. You can't ask for any better, even in higher
priced cameras. . .

The Minolta Hi-matic 7 is great inother important
ways too ... with lots more features your dealer
will gladly explain. Under $110 plus case. Want to
know more? Write: Minolta Corp., 200 Park Ave-
nue South, New York, New York 10003, Dept.D-7.

i-matic7

Lovely Americana. Please print more
of Mr. Shepherd’s work. The same guid-
ing hand of genius that helped Mark
Twain may have been inherited by M.
Shepherd. Old Man Pulaski and the In-
famous Jawbreaker Blackmail will be-
come a clissic.

Stan Mott
Geneva, Switzerland

KICKING THE HABIT HABIT

Thoughtlul veaders ol J. Paul Geuy’s
April article, The Force of Habil, can
profit by noting that the two good habits
thatt occupied him most were prompiness
and thrift. To this he adds a special one
ol his own—that ol taking a last-minute
pause 1o rapidly review one’s reasoning
belore making a decision.

Mr. Getty properly inserts a note ol
caution concerning the ovdinarily help
ful habit of a businessman to be optimis-
tic and enthusiastic. He aptly points out
that this can be carried 10 dangerous—
and even disastrous—extremes of over-
estimation and overzealousness.

The J. Paul Geuy fare is the hest of
the varied menu of rravioy offerings.

G. M. Loeb
E. . Hutton & Company
New York, New York

J- Paul Gertty has, as usual, gotten to
the heart of the managerial matter in
April's The Force of Flabii. If leaders in
Government  would depend more on
imagination than on rote, perhaps our
foreign policy would not be so danger-
ously mived in the past. Certainly, there
should be guidelines to proper proce-
dure. But in this day and age when
events transpire with lightninglike ra-
pidity and world conditions have a
chameleon quality about them, give me
a head guy who can play it by car.

Frederick O'Brien
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

HARD-SELL RELIGION

With regard 1o the lead item in the
March Playboy After Hours: It has long
been evident that the hicrarchy ol the
Roman Catholic Church has very little
faith in the intelligence of its followers.
Now they hind it necessary to print Jesus’
words in red—one more visual aid; to
substitute one- and two-syllable words for
longer and perhaps more difficult ones;
and o incude lots ol pretty pictures,
wurning the Bible into a sort of comic
book lor adults. And, hnally, to force it
down the throat ol anyone stupid enough
to lall for the screen-door trick.

As a Catholic, T feel T am being pa-
tronized; as the wile ol a professional
insurance agent, I am revolied by the
low tacues advocated. T am glad 1 live on
a remote hill in castern Kentucky where
I am not likely o be troubled by hard-
scll God peddlers and their bags ol tricks.

Mrs. Andrew J. Offutt
Morchead, Kentucky

SCRAMBLED EGNOSTICS

May T congratulate you on your inter-
view with the beattles. MNagazines of the
type you print are not of interest 1o me.
I sometimes examine them in order to
learn  what  Hollywood pictures  and
tramps should be avoided. Many pho-
nics can be easily exposed through such
publications. For instance, the goody-
goody owtward act of such as Susan
Strasherg. Having seen her on many tele-
VISION interview programs, it was appar
ent that her wholesome girl act did not
fit with some ol her opinions and state-
ments. PLAYBoY conlirmed my suspicions.
No self-respecting well-bred ginl would
appear in such poses, much less indecent.

At any rate, we had my daughter read
the Beattles imerview without any com-
ments by us as neither of us had read it
She was, ol course, bhrimming as usual
when the magic word of Beattles was
even sounded. T had no idea what was in
this imerview. However, about an hour
Lter my daughter came down sporting a
[ace a mile long and remarked, I hate
the Beattles. T was startled for 1 moment
but caught my breath as she explained.
She said, I sort of knew it but T just
didn’t want 1o believe it. Now T saw it
for mysell mm black and white. They
are EGNOSTICS! Imagine, cgnostics!
How could anyone who has been so for
tunate as they even think ol heing an
egnostic. God has been so good 10 them.
Worse than that, one wears a St. Chris-
topher medal! How could he? This is a
mockery of God when you do not be-
lieve. Imagine using St. Christopher for
a rabbit’s foot! He dudn’t even ger mu-
ried in church. And they drink Scotch,
too much Scotch! My child is Protestant!

The next thing 1 note she is on the
phone calling all her friends (of all
denominations) telling them of the in-
terview, They decided to boycott the
Beattles records and form an 1 don't like
the Beattles, theyre anu-God Club!

Many, many thanks to rraveoy. I've
been trving for months to pound some
sense in her head about these radicals
making undeserved millions and you ac-
complished what I could not. In addi-
tion, she asked if we would buy her a
record of Chopin’s. We've been despar-
ately wrying to get her to improve her
taste for music, if one calls that jungle
beat music, for over a year. God sure
works In mysterious wiys.

Dovothy H. Long
Armonk, New York

Since yow're concerned about the
personal lives of the musicians your
daughter listens to, Mys. Long, we think
you should know that Frédeévic Chepin
spent several years living out of wedlock
with novelist Madame George Sand, and
still found time to write love letters to
assorled young men.
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Here's a great new album that has, as the saying goes, “everything going for it!”
Academy Award winner Henry Mancini has put together a collection of twelve of
the liveliest and most danceable melodies and set them to a Latin beat. Enjoy the
romantic rhythms of all time favorites like “The Breeze and 1,” “Tico-Tico,”
““Perhaps, Perhaps, Perhaps (Quizas, Quizas, Quizas),” “Come to the Mardi Gras”
and “Seior Peter Gunn.” It's the first Mancini album of Latin standards, so if
you want something really different and really exciting, this is it! Hear it soon.

@ The most trusted name in sound 9
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Tlle Latin Sound of

HENRY

RCA VICTOR
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All together, now...

Join the chorus of people
who are particular about taste.

Start enjoving Pall Mall. Why? Because

Pall Mall's natural mildness means just one
thing: smooth. pleasing [lavor-the [lavor vou
get from Pall Mall's lamous length of the
finest tobaccos money can buy! Smoke

a long cigarette that’s long on flavor.
"Og 5'5“0 'mCES

Buy Pall Mall Famous Cigarcttes.

Outstanding—and they are mild!

Product of « szf ‘%ﬂeam /M’fgp(ﬂy ©A.T.Co



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS
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u ad for a Thne-Lile book. The
Bivels. reminded us of the odd but

highly imag ve collective nouns still
applied o certam avian groups—a sord
of mallards, a covert of coots, a mur-
muration of starlings. an exaltation of
larks. We then considered the unlimited
number of human tvpes aving  for
collective appellations heretofore denied
them and hastened to set matters aright.
I'he Tollowing is but a scrabble ol
words that came quickly to mind:

a fhight of fairies

a pant ol lechers

a welt of sadists

a clip ol barbers

a strain ol weight lilters

an ogle of voyveurs

a lester of bigots

a hover ol waiters

a bed of whores

a culture ol cggheads

a horn ol cuckolds

a couch ol siarlers

a lright of old maids

it column ol accountants

a bricl of Lawyers

a reel ol drunkards

a gigele of comedians

a Gstring ol swrippers

a potpourti of chels

a round ol prizefighters

a snip ol censors

I'he possibilities arce endless: we invite
our readers o deluge us with a teem ol
phrases.

-

“Ouch”  Department:  From  Africa
comes news ol a revolutionary, il some-
what  primitivesounding.  birth-control
device described in Kenva's Mombasa
Fimes as "a conraception resembling a
Liwn mower without cutters, which lol
lows behind a vehicle applying paine wo
the road surface.”

-

While lamenting its impermanence,
we applaud  the pop art of Ialian
painter Novella Parigini. who held a
show in Rome featuring nude women

—painted on nude models. He also
paints bracelets and necklaces on live
nudes. and in o vansport of modesty
once painted on panties and bra.

-

The West German hamlet of Hame-
lin. reports The Wall Street Journal. has
a rat problem again. However, never
ones to disregard the lessons of the past,
the city fathers have hired a professional
exterminator.

Sign painted over a store [ront in
downtown Manhattan: KeEp 1511 SIREET
GREEN—RBHRING MONEY!

On a job application form received
by the Civil Service Commission, in
the space reserved for a description
ol his present - emploviment., reports
The Washington Daily News, a man
wrote, I use assorted manual imple-
ments ol entrenchment o provide [o
the timely diversion of superiluous pre-
apitation.” He was. it wrned out, 2
storm-sewer  digeer. We  don’t know
whether he got the Civil Service job., but
he certainly has a luture in the Diplo-
matic Corps.

A British friend of ours noticed not
tong ago that prim gold wedding bands
had mysteriously appeared on the ring
hingers of all the wax mannequins wear
ing negligees in the windows of a Bir-
mingham deparunent store. An indignant
Lady shopper. it seems. had mquired how
long the store intended to flaunt its wares
on the backs of “ladies of ¢asy virtue.”

-

A new  book-publishing  house  has
bowed in New York with the obvious in-
tention ol raising the Dickens in the lit-
erary market place. Its name: Serooge &
Marley Lid.

-

Relreshingly candid ad [rom the “Per-
sonal™ column ol Alberta. Canada's, Fe-
monton Jowrnal: “Good-natured, healthy
widow would like correspondence with

companionship in view. Trillers welcome.
Box 4288, Journal.”
-

Questioned at a recent news conlerence
about the likehhood of a cataclysmic
nuclear accident such as thar depicted
i Dr. Strangelove, Air Force Major
General Alvan C. Gillem 11 scoffed and
replicd  reassuringly, It ain't gonna
happen thar wav.” He dedlined o say
how it would happen.

I'o Whom It May Concern: Unmar-
ricd women found parachuting on Sun-
days in Florida are subject to arrest and
unprisonment.

-

Every time we're old a penny saved is
a pemny carned, we find oursell wish
ing there were some government burcan
to adjust proverbs—Ilike price supports
or vital statstics—to take into account
the advance ol avilization. Thus we
were delighted o learn that this sk
has actually  been  undertaken—in  a
modest  compendium  of  modern-day
nuxims engagingly entitled The Power
of Posttive  Pessimisin (Highy  and
Hornsby) . This collection of old saws
rosharpened o suit the vagaries of life
in the 20th Century proves o be—as it
calls itself—"a Bacdcker of perverted
proverbs and profane proven protundi-
ties.” Samples: “He who spurns the wan-
ton wench is a fag.” “Never put off until
tomorrow what vou can avoid altogeth-
or.” "Greater love hath no man than o
lay down the wile ol a [riend.” “Out ol
the mouths ol babes comes spictde.” “All
the world loves a lTour-letter word.” " Twa
is company, thrce is an orgy.” “The way
to a man’s heart is under his stomach.”
“He who steals mv purse steals cash.™
“Familiarity breeds.” “The smart man
knows on which side his broad is bewer.”
“The Devil makes work for idle glands.”
“Chaste makes waste.™

Author Howard Kandel is apparenty
an old hand at spoofing the traditional.
The dust jacket of Positive Pessimisin
claims he has also penned such other
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works as: Failure Through Prayer; How
to Turn Your Spave Time info Sleep;
Scheme and Grow Rich; Jersey City on
$100 a Day; Lose Ten Pounds a Week
Through Voodoo: 1000 Free Items and
Where to Steal Them: and one we can
wait to read—Sex with the Simple Girl.

Who Needs 11? Depariment: The gov-
ernment tourist bureau of South Vietnam
has been runming ads in the Malaysian
papers, we are informed. inviting readers,
with masterful understatement, to “Come
to Vietnam. For vour next vacation—
something Different.”

We commend the prescience of the
Austin, furniture  store  that
placed the following sign in its window:
PREFIRE SALE.

Texas.

.

Jim Whitiker, the first American to
sciale M Everest, was mvited to give a
ttlk on his feat to the mmmates of the
McNeil Island Federal prison in Tacoma,
reports the IWashingion Star: but the
warden, for some reason, asked him not
o bring along the ropes and climbing
cquipment he usually uses to illusirate
his lectures.

.

Rara avis: Classified ad [rom the
“Wanted” column ol Road and Track—
“Alrvican parvot, slightly used. Liverpool
accent, oflensive vocabulary, who doces or
can be taught to answer to name Char-
lic. John H. Bigelow, City Planning
Commission, Detroit, Michigan.”

.

Reassuringly velept swimming instruc-
tor at Maryland's Montgomery County
Junior College: Don Drown.

.

A novel solution to the inlaw prob-
lem comes to us in the form ol an item
[rom the Pine County Courier of Sand-
stone, Minnesota. which announced that
“Mrs. Albert Swanson and Mrs. Ole
Koland attended the sale ol a relative
Suturday.”

.

Apropos appellation: The Volkswagen
distributor lor the state of Pennsylvania
has his headquarters in a town called
King ol Prussia.

-

We're sorry we couldn’t be there 10
catch the show at an exhibition bout in
the ballroom of a Clearwater, Florida,
hotel between  hvetime  middleweight
champion  Sugar Ray Robinson and
Canadian  boxer Sonny Moore. “The
main event,” wired the Associated Press
in an advance story, “will follow a
seven-course sinner and  three prelimi-
nary bouts.”

-

Faith and Begorra: Offered to the

networks for [all viewing is a trio of

TV  series—produced,  directed  and
written by a fellow named Don Mc
Quire—titled This Is Maggie Mulligan,
Presenting Mona McCluskey and A Man
Named McGhee.

-

We hail as a milestone in the annals
ol justice the verdict of a jury in Por-
tales, New Mexico, on a case in which
three men were charged with commit-
ting batterv: “We find the defendants
innocent, but recommend that they all
be fined anyway.”

-

“SHRINK PROVES A HONEY OF A
PACKAGING IDEA.” said the headline, con-
juring for us at once a brave-new-world-
Iy wvision ol a [futuristic  psychiatrist,
prepackaging sweet, lovable people. The
source ol our Lamwasy—and ol the head-
line—is a bulletin issued by the forward-
looking Weldotron Corporation, under
the masthead tide of Shrink Packaging
News, From the News we learned that
Weldotron makes and sells modular and
[ully automatic shrink packaging units
that permit “customized” systems in a
broad range of types and sizes, and “in-
clude options of three different infeed
methods, @ front seal section, one [or
side sealing, and a shrink unnel sec-
tion.” Crystal clarity and no jam-ups are
promised: also a “completely conveyor-
ized infeed . . "

So we changed our vision accordingly.
This time we saw  psychiatrists being
mass-produced—with  clarity, sans jam-
ups—with front or side sealing (sort of
like blinders on a buggv-horse bridle) o
keep them from shying at stray neuroses.
Ovdinary guys like us jump or are
pushed ono a convevor belt, are auto-
matically fed while being systematically
metamorphosed  into psvchiatrists, and
then, presumably, stored in a special
tunnel until needed.

Turns out we were a  dreamer,
though (and possibly in need of a

shrink, packaged or plain), because—we
[ound out—the Weldowron machines
make tight, clear packages for such mun-
dane consumer goods as honey dmps.
cges and hand wols. Debrieled and re-
oriented by this discovery, we were able
to take in stride the explanitory text un-
der yer another arresting headline in

Shrink  Packaging  News:  “SHRINK
ELIMINATES ‘LOGISTICAL PROBLEM' FOR
COMBAT  RANGER.” The ranger, we

learned, is a kids' 1oy, wrapped and
scaled with the help of a 620\ Shrink
Tunnel, ready 10 * “come alive’ at the re-
tail level.™ Calm. distllusioned and wiser.
we knew why there were quotes around
the phrase “come alive,” just as—when
we were a kid  owrself—we  learned
the hard way that ads for mail-order wal-
lets, describing them as being made of
“genuine” leather, were for shoddy imi-
tations made ol anything but, the clue
being the quotes around the word
“genuine.” Which led us w the sad

thought that the infeed process ol matu-
ration to acceptance of adult realities
entails a rather automatic shrinkage of
belief that leaves one clear and un-
jammed, but somchow sealed—I[ront and
center, side to side.

L]

Tenth Commandment, Violation of:
A spokesman for England’s Cambridge
University reports that more books are
stolen from nts Divinity Library than
[rom any of its other bibliographic
archives,

BOOKS

“I don’t want to be thought ol as hav-
ing a dirty mind.” Perhaps the last man
whom many would expea to say that is
Henry Miller: yet the statement is in his
very frst lewer in the new collection,
Nin  (Putnam), edited
by Gunther Stuhlmann. Anais Nin, the
daughter of Spanish and Danish parents,
a leading avant-garde writer for several
decrdes, met Miller when he first went
to Paris in the early Thirties, was sym-
pathetic to him, and evoked a stream of
letters from the lonelyv, courageouns 40.
year-old tyro. Those in this book run
from 1931 to 1946 and have a different
tone [rom those in Miller's previously
published exchanges with  Lawrence
Durrell. Miller seemed sage, strong, advi-
sory with his younger male admirer;
here he talks as to an Earth Mother of
Art, pouring out ambitions, exaltations,
depressions, rhapsodies. Not all of the
book can be unfailingly [ascinating ex-
cept to the most fanatic Miller fan, but
most of it is worth nibbling at for those
who know the Tropics. (In one lewer he
explains  the zodiacal significance  of
those titles: “Cancer then is the apogee
ol death in life, as Capricorn is of lile m
death.”)  Especially interesting is  the
chance to wrace in the leuers the life that
was  being  vansmuted into his  lacer
books: the travels in Greece that became
The Colossus of Maroussi, the return to
America at the outbreak ol war and the
auto pilgrimages that became The Air-
Conditioned Nightmare. Worth noting,
too. are his intense interest i hlms and
the surprising fact that when he reached
Hollywood in the Forties, he scrabbled
for scriptwriting jobs—on anvihing he
could get—but got nothing. (Sometimes
a writer's spotless integrity is the resule
of lailure 10 sell himsell)) These lewers,
copious and often imaginauve, demon-
strate once again that Miller is a man
of generous gifts—in particular, the gilt
ol gab.

Letters to Anais

.

If we can’t have more James Bond alt-
er the final installment of The Alan with
the Golden Gun appearing in this issuc
of pLayBoy, what's the next best caper?



‘Who knows as much about scotch as the Scots?*

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86.8 PROOF » BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND « RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N. Y.

HANDLEBAR MUSTACHE CLUB MEMBERS, STOKE POGES, ENGLAND.

“We English.

The Seots distill Haig—
we jolly well drink Haig.

Of hundreds of scotehes,
Britain’s largest seller is Haig.
You’ll find Haig
to your taste, too.
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A book about the Bond books, of course.
That, perhaps, is the theory behind The
Jomes Bond Dossier (New American Li-
brary), by Kingsley Amis. ssiersit wouldn't
pay much for the theory as it works
out, nor, it's a safe bet, will 007's fans
derive many kicks from the result
Amis, witty as a novelist and creatively
percepuive as a critic, is here mainly picky
and pedantic. He treats Pussy Galore's
conqueror with an earnestness that is
both bewildering and ponderous. (“Now,
having looked at some aspects ol the
generic secret-agent figure, 1 shall turn
to the figure of Bond himself.”) Adopt-
ing an avowedly "defiant wone,” Anus de-
fends the extraordinary cloak-and-Beretta
agent against Uirresponsible”™ oritics who
find him a sadist and mmmoral snob who
pines for the old puckasahih days.
Actually, Amis points out, (07 extermi-
nated only 38 foes during a 13-book
career. Moreover, from ume 10 time “he
cven struggles with his conscience over
the morality of the whole thing.” Who
needs such a Bow Swureet barrister’s de-
fense? Certainly not Lan Fleming, who
once remarked, I have a rule of never
looking back. Otherwise I'd wonder,
‘How could I write such pifilez’ ™ Bond's
creator added, en route 1o the exchequer,
that he was in the business ol “getting
intelligent, uninhibited  adolescents  of
all ages, in trains, airplanes and beds, o
turn over the page.” And what a delight-
ful job he made of 1t for millions of us
who have wvailed Bond through hard-
cover, paperback and these pages. from
Casino Royale (1953) o Golden Gun
(1965). We have ignored the improbable,
swallowed the inaredible. giped av the
gunnery, wallowed in the gore. tasted
the dames, dug the thugs. hissed the
smersters and seectTres, and cried for
more. Breathes there @ man who has
fretied over whether Bond was Albert
Schweitzer, whether he should have been
nicer 1o broads, or whether 007 would
live as literawure? Il such a character ex
ists, he may find this book highly provoc-
ative: we decline to be provoked.

]

-

On June 21, 194, three avil rights
workers in Mississippi—DMichael Schwer-
ner, James Chaney and Andrew Goodman
—disappeared. In Three Lives for Missis-
sippi (Whitney Communications), Wil-
linm Bradlord Huie has reconstructed,
through interviews and on-thespot re-
porting. the soctal forces that led o
what he terms “a lynching, with police
participation.”  An  eighth-generation
resident of Alabama, Huie was able to
move between the baule lines, and he
nuikes vivid the way that summer looked
to the “outsiders” and 1o local Negroes,
on the one hand, and to various strata
ol white Mississippi on the other. For
the civil rights workers and their allies,
it was like being part of a small patrol
behind enemy lines in the time of war,
As for the white terrorists, Huie empha-

sizes that. for the most part. “they are
not ordinary criminal wypes with police
records, they didn't do it lor money,
and they think they did right.” Huie
makes this point, not in any way to
excuse them—his disgust at the act is
total—but 1o indicate the complexity of
the problem ol anti-Negro violence in
an underdeveloped American state in
which the kind of white man who is capa-
ble of zestlul brutality “is angered by
the knowledge that the world is passing
him by; that he is sinking lower and low-
er in the social order™; and that the
Negro cin no longer be counted on to re-
main his scapegoat always a level below.
Huie nails down as accomplices in the
murders the Mississippi politicians who
encouraged dehance of the Civil Righus
Act in unabashedly racist language: the
long-silent “moderate” preachers: and.
more subtly, the white cconomic power
structures that could have acted earlier
and much more effectively in the stite.
Huie is convinced that Cecl Price,
deputy to Sheriff Rainey, handed over
his prisoners to the lynch mob in a
prevranged plan. As subsequent evenis
have indicued. 1t s doubtful that the
killers will receive more than nominal
punishment, if that. Yer Hure feels the
three lives were not wasted, Both sides
in Mississippi have long lived in sepa-
rate cages ol fear. Now, more and more
ol the stae’s Negroes are becoming lar
freer men in the knowledge of what they
can do and be than are those whites who
murdered  Schwerner, Goodman  and
Chaney.

-

Harry Mark Pewakis is a skillful ro-
manticist. In his collection of short sto-
rics, Pericles on 31st Streer (Quadrangle),
he is sometimes able to convince us that
his Greek-American immigrant, a thread-
bare inhabitant ol gray neighborhoods.
is heir 10 the glories of ancient Athens.
He achieves this by shamelessly hinking
the golden past with the scamy present.
In the utle story, for example, a peanut
vendor named  Simonakis  inspires  a
group of tmid tenams to stand up to
their landlord, who has been wying 10
stick them with a fa rent increase. “You
are a demagog,” he announces 1o the
Lindlord. . . . 1 know your kind. In
Athens they would tie you under a
bull.,” Somchow, amid the rotund ora-
vons and the not-toosubtle allusions,
Simonakis does become something ol o
Penicles; and the greedy Lindlord takes
on the shape of one of those Persians
whom the Athenins are always beating
back. There is much that is sentimental
in all this and much that is spurious,
just as there is in Sarovan, who has done
for the Armenians what Pewrakis 1s
urving to do for the Greeks: make them
Lrger, and more lyric, than life. His love
ol lyricism leads 1o dialog that is both
formal and declamatory. It contains nei-
ther  colloguialisms  nor  contractions



The characters speak English as if they
have first done their thinking in Greek
hexameter: “The mad are sane, and the
sane are mad. Only love can harness
both.” Or: “I wy to remember the mo-
ment such a dream was lost 1o me for-
ever. I cannot.” Perrakis is at his best
when his tales and his prose are without
pretensions. The Journal of a Wife-Beat-
er, for instance, is a comic story of a hus-
band who gets outslugged by his wife
and prompily decides she has learned
her lesson. In The Miracle, which ap-
peared ori lly in rravesoy, Petrakis
tells of two [riends, a priest and a rake,
and of how the rake, in dying, conlers a
new life on the priest. There is, in fact, a
good deal of dying in this collection—
but Perrakis is concerned not so much
with death itsell as with its effect upon
the living. His most successful story
along those lines is The Legacy of Leon-
tis, in which an old man, unloved by his
young wife, dies in her arms. She s
shricking, “Forgive me! Forgive me!”
That is the most cffective speech in the
book. It 1s also the shortest.

W. A. Swanberg’s Dreiser (Scribner's) is

a bursting book about a it. He was
born in Terre Haute, the ninth child of
a poor [actoryworker and a supersti-
tious mother, and Theodore Dreiser
scratched, clambered and  sweated his
way toward a ‘er in writing that was,
Swanberg savs, the bridge beiween
William Dean Howells and Ernest Hem-
ingwav. As a writer, he did evervihing:
He was a newspaperman, ladies-maga-
zine editor, pulp editor and contributor,
playwright, poet, philosopher,

(not o mention lyricist: his

brother was a songwriter and Theodore
did the Ivrics Tor On the Banks of the
Wabash). He was religious and an
atheist; money worshiper and laver-day
Communist; swoony romantic and insa-
tiable lecher. (At 60 he was writing leer-
ing lewers o a 17vear-old girl he'd
never met. At 73 he married the woman
he'd been living with, off and on, for 25
years.) He did hack writing all his life,
vet he was the hero who nurtured the
maturalism that was budding in America,
after long  scediime  in Europe, and
lnoughl it to flower with Sister Carrie,
Jennie Gevhardt, and his massive master-
work, An American Tragedy, Yet, great
though he was, he never managed 1o
write genuinely well. All he had was
genios: and he didn’t have that all the
time. His travels, his friendships, his en-
mitics were tremendous. (He onee threw
a cup of coflee in his publisher’s face at
the Ritz, and he shipped Sinclair Lewis
at a public dinner.) He was an anti-Sem-
ite, yet Some of His Best Friends, ctc.
It as lughly neurotic, yet one of the
i wors of Freud. And so on,
Swanberg  has  rescarched him  with
immense industry and has woven the re-
sults into an unfailingly fascinating nar-
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Again, there will be no adver-
tisement this week for the
Stardust Hotel* in Las
Vegas. Our writer refuses to
come home. (He has
discovered the authentic
Polynesian delights

of the Aku Aku restaurant.)

*where your “resort dollar’ buys more.
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rative, fast-reading despite its Dreiserian
bulk. The biographer makes no clzims
as critic and avoids literary judgments,
sticking mainly (as they say in the mov-
ies) to the chase. The study in depth
of Dreiser’s work must be sought else-
where; but as a portrait in vivid colors
of a pathetic-energetic-hateful-admirable
titan, this book will serve splendidly.
L]

Well, we certainly have learned some-
thing. All this time we thought the
Detroit car moguls were busy night and
day, noses to the assembly-line grind-
stone, upping sales figures and mak-
ing production quotas. No such thing;
they're busy onc-upping unwary hus-
bands and making every girl within
grabbing distance, according to a couple
of Cadillac-thick auto-crotic novels set
in Motor City. John Quirk’s The Hard
Winners (Random House) and Edwin
Gilbert's American Chrome (Putnam) have
one thing in common besides an atro-
cious power-to-weight ratio—the execu-
tive board room takes a back scat to
the executive bedroom. The fact that
Quirk’s hero, David Battle, is doing bat-
tle for the top slot at National Motors,
while Gilbert's bov, automotive aesthete
Scott Quinnley, puts up the good fight
to avoid the inbred upper echelons of
Bcllg;ll'd Motors, is really sex ol one
and a half dozen of the other. The De-
troit trappings may be novel for a
novel, but both authors have used
Grosse Pointe to prove the same pross
point—drive-trains move cars, but the
sex drive moves books.

-

An experiment in literary sleight of
hand has been perpetrated by Guy En-
dore. a pop-historical novelist. in a book
described as “a novel about the Marquis
de Sade,” appropriately dressed in a pur-
ple cover and romantically titled Soten's
Saint (Crown). The j:u_‘kcl-ll.'lp blurh,
which is as offensive to the intelligence
as is the book itself, announces porten-
tously that “If one person seemed des-
tined to write a novel that would bring
to summation and climax the modern
reappraisal ol the Marquis de Sade, it is
Guy Endore. whose writings, [rom The
Werewolf of Paris to The King of Paris,
have been a vast preparatory training
for the revelation of the Divine Mar-
quis. Satan’s Saint is a literary event.”
The publishers further inform us that
“As he [Endore] lived with his subject
and the infamous became familiar, he
began to absorh something of the view-
point of the Marquis de Sade, sympa-
thizing with his abhorrence of war and
delving into stories, many of them [alse,
which have horrified succeeding genera-
uons.” Whether his research turned LEn-
dore into a pacifist, a Hagellant, or both,
is not clear, but it is certain that he has
done his bit not only to add to the satiri-
cally horripilating stories, but also to

shape them into a more soap-operatic
style. The book is pasted together in
what Endore describes in his notes at the
back of the volume as *“a novelized
Ph.D. thesis.” But the many “documents”
that the author uses as patches lor his
patchy narrative—Iletters, diary entries,
speeches, book passages—are doctored in
a manner that would confound a mere
Ph.D. candidate. Endore explains that
in his tampering with the documents he
“occasionally scissored them, squeezed
them here and fattened them there, con-
touring them to the necessities of my un-
folding story, and even. when necessary
(which was not infrequently the case),
inventing them  (but never without
abundant facts to support myself) . . .”"
Endore has even altered De Sade’s own
words, from his own published books;
or, as our studious author puts it, many
of the quotes from De Sade’s writings
“have had to suffer a sea change.” This
technique is comparable to writing a his-
torical novel about Shakespeare and
tampering not only with the events of
his life, but with the language of his
plays. Endore’s narrative, spiced with an
unsavory mixture of condescension and
sensationalism, is shabby treatment for
one ol the Western world’'s most fasci-
naiting figures, important for both his
influence on literature and his con-
tributions to the psychology of sexual
motivation.
-

“As things stand now,” concedes phi-
losopher Mortimer Adler, 1 would not
urge a young man to go into philosophy.
. . . I do not think that it is an enter
prisc he can look forward to . . . with-
out misgivings, without apologies, and
with complete sell-respect " In
The Conditions of Philosophy (Atheneum),
rLAYsOY contributor  Adler makes a
brave cflort to rescue his discipline [rom
the academic ash heap. * The appearance
philosophy gives of being bankrupt,” he
savs hopefully, “does not mean that it is
really barren, but only that it is tempo-
rarily  msolvent.” To get philosophy
back in the black, Adler suggests a more
rigorous regard lor the truth and a will-
ingness on the part of philosophers to
submit their theories to the test of expe-
rience. He is, of course, aware that most
ol his colleagues consider such theories
beyond verification, and he takes sharp
issuc¢ with the positivists whe hold “that
philosophy does not and cannot add tc
our inlormation about the workd . . .
that philosophy gives us no new knowl-
edge.” Adler insists that philosophy need
not be science’s stepchild—that it can
produce knowledge as valid as scientific
knowledge. Yeu it is a peculiarly crude
sort of empiricism that he preseribes for
philosophy.  Where scientific trath i3
commonly tested in the laboratory, phil-
osophic truth, says Adler. can be tested
by “common experience”—i.c., those ex-
periences that are the same for all men




(feeling pain or pleasure, sleeping, grow-
ing old, eic.). Just how such experiences
are to validate philosophic truths is not
at all clear, and the few examples he
draws on (Spinoza, Hegel and Leibnitz)
are too crypuic to be much help. Indeed,
the whole book is distressingly short on
examples—as Adler well knows. In his
preface he explains that he “had 10 be
chary of concrete examples and illustra-
tions” because he wished o discuss the
procedures of philosophy without *get-
ting involved in its substance.” In this
hie succeeded all oo well. A bit of sub-
stance, common experience tells  us,
might have chased away some of the
shadows.

Jack Kerouac has published 14 books
since 1957—or is it 17, or 29, or 427 Or
does it even matter. since exactly where
to place the hard covers around Ker-
puac’s tattered manuscripts often seems
an entircly arbirary decision? Well, it’s
all one vast book anywav, we're told,
with a nod to Proust. But unlike Proust,
“Duluoz’ Legend” doesn't grow or build
or unfold; it s simply told and retold
and retold. 11 or 17 or 29 or 42 times. So
that when Kerouac's latest novel, Desola-
Angels  (Coward-McCann). begins
with a long, freeflowing, already famil-
iar journal of Duluoz’ two months as a
mountaintop fire watcher in the summer
of 1956, then continues for another
hundred or so pages with an account of
a weeklong bash in San Francisco, poet-
ry readings and jazz cellars and drunken
five-a.M. curbstone Taoism, the reader
may be pardoned for feeling that he has
been there belore. Here again is the
same solipsistic attitude toward experi-
ence ("Candlelight in a lonely voom and
write about the world™): the same ado-
lescent emotionalism, embracing not life
but the dream idea of life: and, worst of
all, the same “it’s Friday Night all over
America” sentimentality, the uneritical
acceptance ol an  ace-cream,  softhall,
trains-in-the-night myth tha often seems
like the work of a Buddhist Norman
Rockwell. In part 1wo, however, written
several years Luer but dealing with the
same  period, something happens: Ker-
owac seems finally to have won a per-
spective on the present. He has always
alternated between action and medita-
tion, a sort ol Faustian yoei, seeking
eestasy in hobo pads and purity in West-
ern woods. But by 1956 he has engorged
so much experience that he must suffer
the inevitable revulsion. It is on an over-
dose ol opium, with William Burroughs
in Tangicr, that he finally experiences
“the complete wrning about.” He cuts
short his  Euwropean  pilgrimage, with-
draws from the "crazy poets” who had
followed him across the Atlantic, returns
to the United States, and packs up with
his 62-year-old mother for a torturous
but tender cross-country bus trip to find
his final home. “A peaceful sorrow at

lion

home is the best I'll ever be able to offer
the world . . .” the book ends. “and so
I told my Desolation Angels goodbye. A
new life for me.” The Duluoz Legend
seems completed. Kerouac no longer has
to write it just once more, to get it right,
to be sure it’s all in.

RECORDINGS

My Funny Volentine / Miles Davis in Concert
(Columbia), taped at Lincoln Center's
Philharmonic Hall, is an artistic triumph
for the trumpet titan. The five numbers
that il the LP allow Miles to strewch out
comfortably and give free reign to his
thoughts. Valentine, Stella by Starlicht,
All of You. I Thought About You and
the jazz opus All Blues, are given the
typical Davis attack—tentative on  the
surface but in wvuth forcefully  deter-
mined. Although we can’t get oo enthu-
siastic about sideman George Coleman'’s
tenor work, the rest of the quintet, and
drummer Tony Williams in particular,
contribute substanuially throughout.

.

Except for the title ballad on Semmy
Davis, Jr./ If I Ruled the World (Reprise),
which we find a mite wo treacly for our
taste, we have nothing but huzzahs [or
this LP by the biggest little man in show
business. Sum parlays a batch of show
tunes—Guys and Dolls, Sit Down, You're
Rockin’ the Boat, Who Can I Turn To,
a threcsome from Golden Boy. and sev-
eral others—into a winning waxing.

-

Two for the money are pianist Vince
Guaraldi and guitarist Bola Sete. Their
From All Sides (Funtasy) is a delight [rom
beginning to end, The partners in ume
obviously can read caclh other's mind:
theiv: muwual  aflinity  is  astonishing,.
Guaraldi and Sete are almost alwavs
in the Liatin bag—standouts in this out-
ing are Bobby Scott’s beauwtilul A Taste
of Honey, the opener, Chorro, and Li-
tle Fishes, which provides a grand
showcase for Sete’s sensitive strumming,
More of the guitarist's work can be
heard on The Incomporable Bola Sete (Fan-
tasy). Helping Bola are such fustrank
West Coast jazzmen  as  percussionist
Johnmie Rae, flutist Paul Horn and
bassist Monte Budwig. The compositions
are mostly Sete’s and the Brazilian flavor
ol the set falls gemly but pervasively on
the ears.

-

Marc Blitzstein's The Cradle Will Rock
(MGAI) is a relie, but as a relic, the late
composer’s angry musical of the Thirties
is fascinating. A tonal diawibe against
social injustice, the two-LP album—fea-
turing a cast headed by Jerry Orbach and
directed by Howard Da Silva—is filled
with grotesque caricatures of capitalistic
villainy. With only musical director Ger-
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shon Kingsley's piano as instrumentation,
the production has an eerie, archaic qual-
ity that is almost hypnotic in its res
urrection of an era which those who did
not live through can never understand.

-

Happiness / The R Jorz Quartet (Im-
pulse!) is really a Russo-American alli-
ance, since pianist Roger Kellaway and
drummer Grady Tate have joined Boris
Midney, who blows alto and clarinet,
and bassist Igor Berukshuis, to form the
group. Midney is obviously an acolyte
ol Paul Desmond (and he could do
worse) as he leads the troops through
[our of his own compositions of a caliber
that indicates that jazz has gone far be-
vond the antediluvian stage in  the
U.S.8. R. The RJQ also expertly takes
on a pair of Tin-Pan Alley stalwarts—
Remember and Secret Love. The Russian
Jarz Quarter? Da!

The long-awaited and much-heralded
Callas / Carmen {Angel) is a disappoint-
ment; more |J(.'l'h:|p.\' when comp;uf:(l o
what we had been led to expect than in
the result itsell. Callas' support is work-
manlike  but by no means brilliant,
although Andréa Guiot is an aurally at-
wactive Micaela. Miss Callas® perform-
ance, however, is disquictingly unecven,
vanging from moments of vocal vir-
tuosity Lo others of nerve-racking un-
certainty. The dramatic fire is there,
certainly, but on occasion it rages out of
control. For our money, we'll stick with
Leontyne Price (Playboy After Houwrs,
December 1964) as the embodiment of
Carmen; Miss Callas, in this role, is not
in the same league.

-

Gospel the way it is—that’s Amen! / The
Staple Singers (Lpic). The Staples fumily
group performs with a ringing lervor
that is quickly imparted to the listener.
Such soul stirrers as More than a Ham-
mey and Nail, Samson and Delilalhi and
Mary Don’t You Weep are delivered
movingly and magnificently by the
Staples.

-

Live Session! Cannonboll Adderley with the
New Exciting Voice of Ernie Andrews! (Capi-
toly is a breathless title that Andrews
does his best to live up to. Ernie is
an old-school belter with a raw vitality
that communicues instantly. From the
opening carth shaker Big City to the
capper, If You Never Fall in Love with
Me, the Andrews-Adderley amalgam s
a swinging aflair. Speaking ol which,
A Swingin’, Singin’ Affair / Mark Murphy (Fon-
tana) is yet another impressive cffort by
the young singer who has been poised
on the brink of the big time for far oo
long. A dozen widely disparate ditties
nuke up the tasty ingredients in Mr.
Murphy's chowder as Mark cooks with
Hard-Hearted Hannah, Come Rain or
Come Shine, the Beatles’ ballad  She

Loves You, and the pulsating Happy
Days Are Here Again.

If you liked Ellington ’65, you'll love
Ellington ‘66 (Reprise). Once more the
Duke succeeds in turning several musical
sow’s cars into silk purses. Among the
recent hits included in this pop-pourn
are Red Roses for a Blue Lady, | Can't
Stop Loving You and Al My Loving.
The hit parade never had it so good.

THEATER

Baggy-pants comics with baggy-punts
jokes, strippers in pasties, pasty-laced
tenors singing off-key, almost evervihing
off-color: Burlesque is back on Broad-
way. The show, This Was Burlesque, is
billed as a "musical satire” based on the
recollections of Grand Old Stripper Ann
Corio. There is music, such as When You
and I Were Young, Maggie, Blues. sung
in two-part harmony to the guitar strum-
ming ol top banana Steve Mulls, but
there is barely any satire. What is funny
(and best) about Burlesque, which had
a three-year run off-Broadway, is what
wias always funny (and best) about bur-
lesque: the girls, not the gags. With a
look of intense concentration, to the
beat of cymbals and drums, Aarilyn
Marshall tosses her twassels, two  fore
(atop) and wwo aft (below). wwirling
them at will in every concenvable divec-
tion, and several inconceivable oncs.
Kitty Lynne is the “exouc” cat-girl con-
tortionist, who halts her peel o purr,
“Peceerrrow, peecerrrow.” Miss Corio
introduces the swips (including, finally,
her own) and the hoary old skits as al-
lectionately as it she were handing out
high school diplomas to her Eworite
pupils. When she participates in a scenc,
such as the voupe’s tke-ivofl on IWhite
Cargo, the nostalgia almost exceeds the
scatology. The jokes are exactly, word
and leer, as in the bawd old days. The
only intentional burlesque of burlesque
is Nicole Jaltee, a short, dhubby, gum
chewing chorine, who mugs and yawns
her dizey way through the classic rou-
tines, dances out ol step, wips, strips
ineptly, and even bumbles the bumps
and grinds. The rest ol the show is
burlesque suraighe, if a lide less raw
than some ol us remember. Long may
the wassels wwirl! Ac the Hudson, 111
West 4dth Swreet.

-

Catch Me if You Caon is a catch-as
catch-can - Catskill - comedy, and  one
worth avoiding. It marks the rewrn to
Broadway ol song-and-shullle man Dan
Dailey, a thearical event of some uncer-
tain distinction, since Dailey doesn’t get
to sing or shufile. The play never sings
either—but shuflle it does. It is billed as
“A New Comedy Murder Mystery.”



Wrong! It is a dead-handed farce based
on a previously produced serious French
play, Piége pour un Homme Seul (Trap
for a Lonely Man) by Robert Thomas.
Adapters Jack Weinstock and Willie Gil-
bert, who shared credic with Abe Bur-
rows for the book of How to Succeed in
Business Without Really Trying, spoof
(and gool) it up. They have switched the
scene 1o a Cawskill resort over Labor Day
weekend  and  drowned  the script  in
chicken [at. There are even corned-beef
jokes (1the show's press agent also repre-
sents Hebrew National salami). Dailey
plays a newlywed who has misplaced his
bride on thenr honeymoon. He clls in
the local constabulary, which scems to
consist entirely of a  pigheaded  cop
named  Levine (Tom  Bosley). Bosley
Lumbles, Dailey groans, doors slam, and
fnally the wile appears, except that
Dailey insists that she is not his wile. So
he writes the word “impostor” on a card
andd hangs it like a comicstrip balloon
next o the mouth of a stuffed moose
over the hreplace. Most of the jokes are
not nearly so inventive. Up until the last
few minutes, Catch Me is only dull and
obvious, Then all at once, belatedly, the
belabored larce catches fire as the mur-
derer and the victim are revealed. This
cnding, plaved swraight, is clever ¢nough
to nuike one realize that the most pitia-
ble victim on stage is the original French
play. At the Morosco, 217 West 45th
Street.

DINING-DRINKING

If vou're planning a theatrical eve-
ning in New York, it's a short after-
dinner or postshow stroll between any
of the Broadway houses and Sciior A.
Perez Blanco's Lliborio (150 West 47th
Street), Is decor is artfully designed to
sugeest the cool, high cnlmt-ul griace of
Spanish Colonial architecture. From 4:30
PAL to 9 pa, [ull dinners, ranging in
price from 3425 w0 57, are oflered.
Alter 9 pat, the menu 1s a la carte with
the top entree ar 55.50. IF your culinary
vocabulary hasn't quite caught up with
your Spanish accent, the English wans-
lation next o cach of the 115 Spanish
dishes on the card will help you impress
your prandial playmate. You'll vate even
higher with your partner il you can order
one of the 13 Brazilian specialties un-
assisted—theyre  listed only in Porwu-
guese, but il you send up an SOS, the
wititer will be glad to explam what such
tongue twisters—and pleasers—as Dobra-
dinha o Rabada Mineira mean. We'll
give vou an assist on this one: It's tripe
or oxtiil as prepared in the Brazilian
state ol Minas Gerais. We launched our
visit with a round of oversized daiquiris
and a helping of Caldo Gallego that did
honor to that Galician soup’s great wadi-
tion, then we moved on to a couple of
the more exotic entrees. Lechon Asado
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con Moros y Cristianos is roast suckling
pig (the Moors and Christians turn out
to be, respectively, black beans and white
rice), crackling on the outside and suc-
culent inside, with a barely detectable
touch of vinegar and sherry. Chilindron
de Chivo is stewed baby goat in a marsala
sauce we'd stack against anything France
or Italy can offer. For dessert we selected
an old Cuban [avorite, guava shells with
cheese, while our fair fare companion
curled her taste buds around the tradi-
tional Spanish custard, Flan de Huevos.
A strong Cuban demitasse topped it all
off in pitch-black perlection. There is
a brace of bands, spelled by Spanish
guitarists in atendance after 8 .., and
two hery Latin shows are put on at 9:30
and 12:30. The customers supply their
own terpsichore in between. Liborio is
open seven days a week till the wee hours.

MOVIES

John Towles’ best sclier The Collector
comes to the screen with all of veteran
dircctor William Wyler's wiles—maybe a
few too many. A bit briefer would have
been a lot better. The story, adapted by
Stanley Mann and John Kohn, is about
a cockney clerk who wins a pile in a
football pool and extends his butierfly-
collecting hobby to net a snovty girl
whom he has worshiped from afar. He
buys a lonely country house, chloroforms
the chick and stashes her in the celler—
not to attack her but to adore her. After
her initial [right, she finds she's not the
prisoner so much as the princess; and,
sexually, she is perfectly safe with this
conventional areep. It's mostly a two-
character tale, and the moves and coun-
termoves are micely interplayed. What
louls up Fowles’ concept is the heavy un-
derscoring  (particularly  the musical
score) and a somewhat rickety realiza-
tion of the theme. The book was not
really about a kidnaper, bur about a cap-
tive ol his class and condition, who
witnts 10 wipe out the world that divides
him from the girl; 10 create an isolated
context where they can be together, so
she can know him and fall for him. She
fails 1o fall, and there's a gruesome
finale. Terence Stamp, the aptly named
collector, is quietly grim and ncatly nut-
ty. Samantha Eggar, a moderate knock-
out, is moderately good as his prize
specimen. If there ever was a color film
that didn’t need to be, this is it. Less
length and clearer concept might have
made The Collector a collector’s item.

-

Alrica was never any wilder than it is
in Mister Moses, the latest Robert Mitch-
um opus; but this ume it's not so
much the jungles or the beasties, it's the
plot. Mitchum is an American con man
named Dr. Moses traveling with a medi-
cineshow wagon through East Africa;
he arrives—never mind how—in a native
village that nceds to be moved because

the colonial government is going to
build a dam on the spot. But the chief
isn't going to be moved by a damsite—
not without his animals, anyway, and the
government can’t fly them out along
with the people. The local missionary
(Alexander Knox) and his  daughter
(Carroll Baker) scheme a deal. The chief
is a very Christian convert and they per-
suade him o follow Moses to the Prom-
iscdd Land. So the whole village trails out
aflter the medicine wagon drawn by an
clephant  with  whom  Mitwchum  has
struck up a friendship. So far so good.
But when they get to the bit about
draining a reservoir so that Moses can
lead his people through parted waters,
the plotline begins to spring a few leaks.
The odd thing is that this straight-laced
farce is oddly enjoyable. Even the corn—
based on a novel by Max Catto and
scripted by Charles Beaumont and Mon-
ja Danischewsky—pops merrily: and the
color photography by Oswald Morris
makes Kenya look keen. Carroll is the
best she’s been in Baker's last dozen, and
Robert Mitchum, casual and colossal,
proves they're just not making star types
like him anymore.
-

Masquerade is a British suspense com-
edy that tries to work a lot of Saxon
angles but just doesn’t have enough Eng-
ish on the ball. The gimmick is to keep
the I4-year-old heir to a Middle Eastern
oil kingdom sale for three weeks until
he ascends the throne so that he can re-
new oil leases with Britain—which his
uncle, the boy's protector and probable
murderer, doesn’t want to do. Jack Haw-
Kins, a stiff-upper-lip ex-colonel, is asked
to kidnap the voung king, and he calls
i a wartime Yank pal—CLff Robert-
son, now a soldier of not-so-good fortune
—to help. The king caper comes off, and
the boy is stashed in a Spanish seaside
villa unul some seaside villains barge in.
One adventure follows so closely on an-
other’s  heels  that both  trip. What
scriptwriters Michael Relph and Wil
liam Goldman lack in invention they
make up in memory: There’s the old
business ol crawling around a fedge high
over the sea (ves, bits of the masonry
crumble oft), the rope bridge that slowly
collapses, and so on. Some of the Lind-
scape looks luscious in color, some of the
dialog is brisk, as is some of Basil Dear-
den’s direction. But the whole thing is
oo silly for words, except to note that
the girl is a Continental cupcake named
Marisa Mell, very mellow.

-

Circle of Love is a remake of Schnitz-
ler's fin-desiécle Viennese episodic play
Reigen, a pastry tray ol tarts and sweet-
mcats, the men who sample them and
s, Max Ophuls made a ilm ver-
sion called La Ronde (1950) that turned
the Wiener Schnitzler into flaky strudel.
Now Roger Vadm has tackled it again

and, despite a script by Jean Anouilh.
has managed to supply the unmistakable
Vadim touch: leaden. The setting has
been shilwed o Paris in 1914 just belore
World War One, but the sequence of ep-
isodes is much the same: A strumpet
sleeps with a soldier who sleeps with a
maid who sleeps with the young muster
ol the house who sleeps with a young
married woman, and so round the circle
until we reach a young aristocrat. He
goes out with a German Iriend when
they hear that war has been declared
and both get loaded in a parting binge.
In the morning the aristocrar hnds him-
self in the sack with the hooker with
whom we began. The original point was
to portray an ironic cross section of soci-
ety; here the point is simply a gallery of
girls, grabs, grapples. Like most of Va-
dim’s films, this is stripped 1o tease, in
which he is aided by Henri Decac’s ex-
quisitely delicate color camera. Most
performances are only fair. As the young
wile, Jane Fonda looks good in the bull.
but her talent is as good as her torso and
we don’t sce enough ol the lormer. At
least Anna Karina (the maid) can’t act,
so it docsn’t matter that here she's just
on show. Only two of the men—Jean-
Claude Brialy (the young master) and
Jean Sorel (the aristocraty—bring reality
to their roles. What's worse, the whole
thing is dubiously dubbed in English;
even Jane had to record English lines
against her own French. The film is, at
best, a fleshy diversion.

“YOU LOVED THE WAR, NOW SEE THE
MoviE” should be the advertising come-
on o lure you In Harm's Way, [or it's
Otto Preminger’s mammoth, marathon
monument o World War Two. Any
resemblance o the conflict it depicts is
purcly coincidental, except in duration—
it's three hours long: but if you're addict-
ed 10 rip-roaring, flag-waving, big-budget
flicks about the U. S. Navy in action
(at sca and on shore leave), we advise
you to sicer a cowrse lor Preminger's
Pacific theater. Headlining his vast cast
are all the standard  stercotvpes:  the
tough old salt; his hot-blooded young
son, an ensign under his command; the
cuckolded husband who takes it out (so
to speak) on a pneumatic nurse, then re-
deems himsell in a suicide mission; the
square-Jawed, wrue-blue licutenant dol-
ized by his crew; the quizzical ex-movie-
writer-turned-tar; the sour admiral; and
his lemon aide. But they're all respect-
ably (and respectively) plaved by John
Wayne, Brandon de Wilde, Kirk Doug-
las, Jill Haworth, Tom Tryvon, Burgess
Meredith, Dana Andrews and Pawick
O'Neal—the last not to be confused with
Patricia Neal, who smolders sensuously
as the mature nurse who wins Wayne.
Henry Fonda, on temporary leave from
the Presidency, sicps down a nowch o
take over as the commander in chiel of



For people
who are not ashamed
of having brains.

It may not be popular to admit it, but

all people aren’t created equal. Not
with equal intelligence, anywayv. And
the longer they live (and learn), the
less equal they get.

You were probably born with a big-
ger share of intelligence than most of
your fellow men . . . and taught how to
use it.

Chances are, the records you own
play a more sophlbtlmred brand of
music. The books in your library offer more nour-
ishment. The home vou live in is equipped for a
more gracious way of livinq.

Most of all vou appreciate the difference.

Certainly, vou are not ashamed of having brains.
You enjoy using them.

For this reason alone, Great Books belong in
vour home. These are the writings of Plato, Homer,
Cervantes, Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, Freud, R‘lbelals
Aristotle, Shakespeare and many, many more.
They contain just about every important thought
of Western man for the past 3,000 years! The
Great Books were published in collaboration with
the University of Chicago, by Encyclopaedia

. Britannica. A set of 54 beautifully
bound volumes containing 443
masterpieces by 74 of the greatest
gemuses whoever lived. Alibrary you

Unlike a dictionary
that indexes words, or
an encyclopaedia that
indexes facts, the Syn-
topicon indexes ideas—
every one of the thou-
sands of topics and sub-
topics within the Great
Books.
In minutes, the Syn-
: topicon enables vou to
Iook up any idea in the Great Books and find what
each of the great thinkers thought about it.

Also included with the Great Books are the
handsome 10-volume reading plans. And you may
also get a re-
markable 10-
volume set
called Gate-
way to the
Great Books
as well.

Let us send
you more
information
FREE
Certainly the Great Books belong in the home of
every thinking person. What do they cost? About

the price of a good set of luggage.
Tolearn more, just fill out and mail

couldn’t duplicate at any price.

The $1,000,000
Syntopicon included
With the Great Books (and avail-
able only with Great Books) 1s a
unique reference work called the
Syntopicon. An amazing index
that required 8 years and cost
more than $1,000,000 just to write.

the attached card to Great Books,
425 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. 335-1,
Chicago, Illinois 60611. You will
' receive a full-color, 16-page booklet
describing the Great Books in detail.
{l There is no cost or obligation. You
Il don’t even need a stamp. Do it now.

GREAT BOOKS
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Here's a brand-new Original Soundtrack
album that captures all of the bawdy ex-
citement and lusty laughter of the great
ribald classic. Composed by John Addi-
son who won an Academy Award for his
music for “Tom Jones," the score is per-
fectly suited to the all-star cast headed
by Kim Novak, Richard Johnson, Angela
Lansbury, Vittorio DeSica, George Sand-

ers and Lilli Palmer. Yes..."Moll's” the
doll with the happiest, gayest, brightest
new album around. Hear it soon.

w2V ReAVICTOR @

| €2 The most trusted name in sound

ACCESSIBLE ACCESSORIES...

... THE PLAYBOY CARD CASE

Keep your business cards and ready cash
at your fingertips with this fashionable
Card Case of soft glove leather,
luxuriously lined in Rabbit-patterned
pure silk. Available in black only.

Code No. J16, $7.50 ppd.

... THE PLAYBOY MONEY FOLD
Banish the bulging pocket with the
latest in slim money folds. Of soft glove
leather. Two inside flat pockets
accommodate credit and business
cards. Available in olive or black.

Code No. J100, $5 ppd.

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

232 East Ohio St. « Chicago, lHingis 60611
Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key no.

the Pacific fleet. The man who really
runs the show, though, is supreme com-
mander Preminger; and it's quite a show
to warch.

-

Another  World  War Two opus,
Operation Crossbow takes place in the
Atlantic  theater of combat. It's  the
story ol the 1944 British action to locate
and Jouse up the German V-2 effort.
There are reminders ol The Counterfeit
Traitor and 36 Howrs and a whole
spawn ol spy films, and the bangup end-
ing loudly echoes The Guns of Nava-
ronie; but the direction and dialog are so
deflt, the suspense so well sustained, that
the familiarvity breeds pleasure, not con-
tempt. George Peppard is an American
ofhcer who volunteers for the undercov-
er caper, along with Tom (Billy Liar)
Courtenay. Peppard’s accent in German
would have got him shot the first time
he says fa wolil, but outside of that. he
docs wohl indeed. Perennially beautiful
Sophia Loren is the Ttaliin wife ol 2
Dutch engineer, and it’s impossible to say
much more without spoiling the surprise.
Lilli Palmer is a sympathetic German,
Trevor Howard s an  unsympathetic
Briton, John Mills is a smart intelli-
gence ofhcer, and Anthony Quayle is an
itcan’t-be-old. Film editor Ernest Wal-
ter heltily helped director Michael An-
derson squecze the most out of a not
particularly original script. When Cross
bow crosses your path, stay in the line
of fire.

-

Frank Sinatra [ans will be pleased 1o
lecarn that at last he has made a good
picture—Von Ryan’s Express, bascd on
David Westheimer's thriller about—you
guessed it—World War Two. Sinawa is
Colonel Ryan of the UL S. Air Force, shot
down in laly in 1943, just as the Tulians
are bowing out ol the War and the Ger-
mans are making like their rulers, not
their allies. Ryvan is one of the [ew Amer-
ians in a POW camp mostly inhabited
by a British regiment with a veddy
wweedy tradition. However, Ryan out-
ranks their conmanding officer, a major
(Trevor Howard again) who hates him.
When Ryan miscalls some plays that play
into German hands, the major labels him
Von Ryan. The main stem of the story
tells how the POWs commandeer a (rain
and wangle their way through Thaly to-
ward Switzerland, with plenty of nmwrow
escipes—some so narrow that not every-
one escapes. Siawa asn't an actor i this
one, he's a behaver, but at least here he
behaves himsell well. Howard's major is
amajor actor’s job. Sergio Fantoni, as a
Iriendly Italiam, is molto simpatico, and
Edward Mulhare rates cheers as the
chaplain who (because he speaks Ger-
man) has to strue as a harsh German
officer. Director Mark Robson highballs
FVon Ryanw's Express right along.
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Nt:lriy all the girls we date at our Mid-
western college are fine where the physi-
cal aspects of love are concerned, but
they lack the brain power necessary
to make stimulating pariners on other
levels. Although we place a high value
on sensual satisfaction, we feel there
should be a sound intellectual relation-
ship as well. Any suggestions?—E. D. and
J. D., Canton, Ohio.

Since yow'll never make your girls in-
tellectual (if they lack the necessary in-
telligence), why don’t you reverse your
technigue—and try making iniellectual
girls?

ln answer to a recent Advisor question
you stated that a man could no longer
buy a $25 suit in Hong Kong. This is a
gross canard. I know several places where
you might casily purchase a suit for less
than $25.—]. M., Santa Fe, New Mexico.

Sure, you can buy a 825 suit in Hong
Kong—or virtually anywhere else in the
world, for that malter. But the good-
quality, cusiom-tatloved Hong Kong suil
for 825 is indeed a myth. Like they say
about the 50-cent chop suey blue plate:
It's OK for the maney, but you'll want
another one a half hour later.

w11cu it proper to sign B. 5. (Bache-
lor of Science) alter your name?—R. K.,
New Rochelle, New York.

Only on scientific papers.

My girl and I plan to be married
soon, and there is a matter about which
we would like your advice. Is it proper
to have sexual intercourse with your
wife on the hrst night of married lile?
We have heard that the woman is usual-
ly tense and exhausted, and it is there-
fore unwise to have relations. What do
you say?—B. R., Mount Vernon, lowa.
We don’t think “proper” is the proper
word to describe the situation. It s
traditional, in honeymoon f[olklove, lo
Frave intercourse on the wedding night,
but as you point oul, the bride (as well as
the groom) is often tense and exhausted.
Psychology casebooks ave filled with ex-
amples of male impotence, [emale fri-
gidity and other problems vesulting from
the tramma caused by one or both part-
ners attempting to prove themselves un-
der these trying civcumstances. A good
vule to follow during (as well as before
and after) the first night is: Have inter-
cowrse only when and if both of you are
ready, willing and able to enjoy it.

Is there any state in the union where
prostitution is legal>—]. W.,  Geneva,
Hiinois.

The answer to your question is a quali-

fied no. I’s explicitly forbidden in 49
states. Nevada, while not expressly pro-
hibiting prostitution, has laws against
virtually everything connected with il—
procuring, running a house, soliciling
males, and so on.

Aboard a sailboat recently, my date
and I were conlronted with a narrow
companionway, and for a moment I was
at a loss for the proper move. 1 de-
scended first. Should I haver—R. L., St.
Petersburg, Florida.

Yes. Landlubber’s eliquette is doubly
appropriate at sea: You should descend
first, to be in a position to catch your
date in case rough seas cause her lo lose
her footing.

Are brogues too thick-soled 10 be
considered  dress  shoes  for  summer
wear?—D. S., Ypsilanti, Michigan.

Yes.

I am a Princeton sophomore and, much
to my surprise, [ have a sex problem.
I drive a Buick Riviera. live in an ultra-
modern apartment (complete with fully
equipped kitchen, television, stereo, AM-
FM radio, tape recorder, bar, two double
beds side by side for added terrain, air
conditioning, Picassos, Klees and Kan-
di 5, lights that dim themselves auto-
matically and an  Oriental  houseboy
noted for his discrenon), dress either
A. Sulka or Brooks Brothers, depending
on my mood, and play a better than fair
game of goll, bridge and chess. T am
reasonitbly urbane, having spent most of
my short life in and around New York,
Wiashington and Boston. I generally date
about four or five nights a week, and
have sexual relations with at least 75 per-
cent of the girls T escort. In short, T [eel
I live as good a life as possible, but no
amount of aflluence scems to be able o
eliminate one worry that may turn me
prematurely gray. The only sure contri-
ceptive, we are told, is abstinence. That
s obviously out of the qucslinn, as e
pills for the eight or nine women I date
off and on. What does rLavsoy sce as
the answer—ithe perfect answer—to this
constantly recurring  concern?—S. S, .,
Princeton, New Jersey.

A distaff chavacter in one of Anatole
France's novels, faced with a dilemma
similar to yours, divected (his prayer to
the Virgin Mary: “Oh, Blessed Mother,
who hath concetved without sinning,
please grant me the grace of sinning
without concetving.” We don’t remember
how she faved, but unless you can couni
on divine intervention (a possibility not
to be discounted, considering the incred-
ible affluence you've accumulated at such

Et tu, Brut?

Bold new
Brut

for men.

By Fabergé.

For after shave, after shower,

after anything! Brut.
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No slide
projector

ever looked
like this
before...

It's the dramatically
successful Sawyer's.

Shows 100 slides
non-stop with new
circular tray. Takes
regular trays, too.

Can even show up to 40
slides without a tray.

No other projector,
at any price, does
so much, so well.

From less than ®55.
Deluxe Rotomatic®
Slide Projector shown,
less than ®*120.

a tender age), we think you'll have io
agree, the p('r,f(‘('t answer to your qucs-
tion is that theve is no perfect answer
lo your problem.

B'm a frusuated sports-car fan stuck
with a  standardshift  American  car.
Whenever possible, T uy to stop by
downshilting—into second or even into
first—Dbraking only at the lList moment.
Friends have criticized this as being un-
necessary and costly. Are they correct?—
B. L., Middletown, Ohio.

Yes, but if you enjoy pretending
yow're John Surlees changing down
through frve speeds of his Fervari, there’s
no reason for you to quit, provided you
vealize that although stopping this way
may save on brakes, it's likely to cause
more c¢xpensive wear on lransmission
and drive-irain,

Sn much emphasis is placed on the
complexities ol sex roday that people
frequentdy don’t learn the fundamentals.
Like me. for example. I'm a girl in her
carly 20s who knows her way around a
boudoir but has never learned w kiss
properly. At least, T don't think T have.
When 'm in the early stages of amour, I
worry so much about osculation eti-
quette that 1 don’t enjoy mysell. Please:
How long do you hold a Kiss? Who
breaks first, guy or girl? Is it OK to
breathe while kissing® Is kissing a funda-
mental part ol marriage? How many
kisses should vanspire before you move
on 1o other things?>—NMiss A. L., Wichita,
Kansas.

How long you hold a kiss is optional.
If youw're a farm givl, you mighi “Kiss till
the cow comes home" as suggesied by
the 17th Century plavwerights Beaumont
and Fletcher. Break time can be initi-
ated by either sex. Breath-holding
during osculation is more common lo
grade-B Hollyiwood films of the Thirties
(the kind swheve the hero says to the
girl, “You poor little thing, you're trem-
bling”) than to real life: Unless you
velish turning blue, keep your nose func-
tiomng. Marriages are made up of differ-
ent fundamental parts; novelist George
Meredith (whose married life, it should
be noted, was singularly unsuccessful)
commented: “Kissing don’t last; cookery
do!” No one can answer your last ques-
tion bul yourself.

AS a budding writer who wishes to
master the tools of his profession, 1
would appreciate your unscrambling for
me the great variety ol dictionaries that
usc the name Webster as part ol their
utles. Which one is the direct descendant
ol Noah Webster's original opus?—
D. W., Balumore, Maryland.

Noah Webster, who is remembered as
America’s foremost lexicographer, pub-
lished in 1828 “An American Diclionary

of the English Language.” Webster ve-
wised his dictionary in 1841 and man-
aged (o complete a revised appendix
before his death in 1813, Skortly thereaft-
er, the unsold copies and publishing
vichts of the dictionary were secured by
George and Charles Mevviam. In 1847
they  published a vevision edited by
Noalh Webster's son-in-law, Yale profes-
sor Chauncey Goodrich. This edition
became the fost Merviam-Webstey un-
abridged dictionary and should be con-
sidered the direct descendant of Noah
Webster's orviginal tome. Theve have
been  froe  subsequent  vevisions,  the
latest being “Webster's Third New In-
ternational  Dictionary.”  Smaller  and
specialized dictionavies dervived from the
('rm.rph'n‘ one (desk size, for r'ram]!h')
may also legitimately use the Webster
name as part of their titles, with appro-
prriate  modification:  “Webster's  New
Collegiate  Dictionary,”  for  instance,
which  bears the rvegistered  Mevriam-
Webster colophon. However, most wril-
ers—as  well as book and  magazine
editors—rely on the big. unabridged
Webster when citing authority or estab-
lishing approved wusages.

Altll(m_s.;‘h my fiancée and I agree that
we would like to raise a family, we can-
not agree on whar religion our childven
should follow. T am Catholic and she is
Lutheran, but we both feel that a com-
mon religion should be adopted in order
to facilitate owr [uure children’s wel-
fare. Our parents also insist that we de-
cide on one Laith between us, bhut, w tell
the wruth, neither of us is particularly
fond of the other's faith. T respect my
hancée’s right 1o her religious beliels,
and she respects mine: but when it
comes to choosing a mutual rehgious de-
nomination, ¢ach prelers his own. Can
this dilemma be resolved, or does it look
[airly hopeless 1o you, too>—NM. R., New
York, New York.

If vouve not uwsing your rveligious
diffevences to hide the fact that you
actually don’t want to marvy the civl (a
possibility suggested by vour ashing us
to agree that the situation is hopeless),
theve are several approac hes open Lo
you. Each of you could study the other's
[aith. to develop vespect for it, and you
could then mutually decide later in
which one you wish lo vaise your future
offspring. Or you could bring up the
childven in a veligion that tries to recon-
cile doctrinal diffeyences—for example.
the Umitavian-Universalist Chuvch, oy
the Ethical Cultwye movement. Or_i1f yon
don’t wish to make even these comjrvo-
mises, there ts in your own cily the Com-
munity Chwrch, 10 East 35th Streel,
which aceepts persons of all persuasions,
while respecting thetr veligrous identitics.
You could envoll your children there as
Lutheran-Catholics, which is exacily
what they would be.




Recem.ly I attended a recital per-
formed by the incomparable Artur Ru-
binstein. Among other selections, the
program listed “Two Etudes” by Chopin
—which two were not indicated. This, of
course, left the artist free to choose any
two any time, right up to the actual per-
formance. My question pertains to the
applause factor. Whercas it is not usual-
ly acceptable to applaud between move-
ments of a sonata performed as a whole,
is it acceptable to applaud at the end of
cach ¢tude when listed as above? Ordi-
narily I would say an emphatic yes, since
an ¢tude is a complete work in itself, but
I am writing because the maestro seemed
to be wken by surprise when hall of
the audience, including mysell. acknowl-
edged the first ol the two pieces. Mr,
Rubinstein did not stand and formally
receive his due praise, but rather only
turned and nodded his head and then
began the second almost immediately.
This, of course, led me 1o believe that 1
was incorrect. What's up. or is this all a
play-by-ear thing anyway?—C. S, Ra-
leigh, North Carolina.

The vule is: Applaud only after the
completion of a program listing, wheth-
er that listing be a picce with a single
movement or one with any number of
parts. However, since many musicians do
appreciate applause for an exceptional
performance of a movement or other
fragment—{from an audience that knows
the score (both ways}—yowll just have to
play it by car.

I have reached a regreuable impasse in
my relations with an attractive coed I've
been dating all semester. We have slept
and showered together, but she has reso-
lutely refused to “go all the way.” I have
four years of medical school standing be-
tween me and any mawrimonial plans I
might envision with her; and even
though she seems content to continue
things as they are, I lear my patience
will soon run out. What do you suggest?
—]J.S., Troy, New York.

Unless you cave for this givl so much
you're willing to remain celibate with
her for four more years, we suggest you
let your patience do just that. If you
continue this velationshipp through medi-
cal school, you may need a doctor,

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ton, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquelte
—uwill 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, Illinois 60611, The most
provocative, pertinent querics will be
presenled on these pages cach month.

IN FINE WHISKEY

FLEISCHMANN’'S
is the big buy!

First taste tells you why!

Blended Whiskey * 86 & 90 Proof + 65% Grain Neutral Spirits @
The Fleischmann Distilling Corporation, New York City i&7C
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—— You won't see our
patent on smoothness
in your Gordon's Vodha
martini,
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but every sip says it there.

No other vodka can match the
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

IF THE LyRrics of your Seprember vaca-
tion song include Autumn in New York,
this month is an excellent time to visit
Gotham-on-the-Hudson. Hotels will be
experiencing their first relief from the
peak influx of Fair visitors (Moses® Mas-
terpicce, incidentally, will sull be open
for those who care 1o see it), and the
weather is about as temperate as it ever
gets in New York.

A motable September event is the
Washington Square Outdoor Art Show
(late August through mid-September),
where you cin pick up some fine decor
for vour pad—on vivid canvas or in hip
hugeers. A few blocks south, at the Festa
di San Gennarvo (the week of the 19th),
the city's Largest street fair, vou can wet
vour whistle with some cool gelati, or
stopr at one of the local trattorie for inky
black  poncino with lemon pecl. TFor
gourmet Italian dining, hop a cab up-
town to Barbeua’s, in a rich'y baroque
setting, or Mama Leone's, where the
cndless menus are complemented by a
festive aimosphere complete with stroll-
ing musicians amd costumed hostesses.

Any ethnic food you might dream olf,
ol course, is yours in New York, often of
better quality than in irs navive habitat,
Try Indonesian ripsttafel (all 23 dishes
of it) at the Holland House on a Mon-
day evening, or cab it across the world 10
the Pantheon, for Greek sea fare pre-
ceded by an Aegean cocktail (that's a
bloody mary with clam juice).

Although you'll run into an argument
any time you try naming the “best” res-
taurant among New York's almost 20,000,
Cal¢ Chauveron is certain'y one of the
greats in the French tradition of hawute
cuisine, sumptuous surroundings  and
delt service (specialty:  mouldes  glacées
chablis). 1f you've uime, however, don't
overlook other big-name establishments
like the Colony and Le Pavillon, as well
as some of the lesser known but equally
excellent places: Brussels, Le Valois,
Lutece. Passy and Maud Chez Elle. Lu-
chow’s is the most famous German res-
taurant, but vwavel uptown to Yorkville
{or the Blaue Donau and its Sauerbraten
or [ruit-filled German  pancakes. For
Oriental [ave, lunch at unpreentious
Bobo's in Chinatown, where you'll relish
a dhversity of sweet and savory [Iried
dumplings. and have a sukivaki or
tempura dinner uptown at Saito, as
sumptuous a place as any in Tokyo.

These recommendations could go on
endlessly, from the well-known glamor es-
tablishments, such as “21,” Four Seasons,
The Forum, and so on, down to Has-
san’s, a Somali establishment. For open-
ers, they should keep the inner man well

nourished during your September jaunt.

The popularity of skiing in Portillo,
Chile, has spread across the border into
Argentina, where the magnificent open
slopes of the Cerro Catedral (near Bari-
loche) are served by two cable cars run-
ning three miles to the 6500-[oot level.
The ascent takes only nine minutes and
is supplemented by three smaller lilts.
At the summit, there's a lively lodge
with a wellstocked bar. Visitors who
show up for skiing and littde clse gener-
ally stay at the Catedral Ski Hotel, a
high-quality hostelry with good accom-
modations, easy access to the slopes and
a  pleasantly low-key aprés-shi aumos-
phere. A liule Farther away, however, is
the lush Hotel Llao-Llao—in the heart
ol the ke districi—where the tempo is
considerab'y more vivace. Not only does
the Llao-llao have its own gaming
rooms and casino entertainment, but it's
within easv reach of Bariloche, where
the n'ght lile 1s active indeed.

Brisding at charges that she has treat-
ed visitors discourteously in the past,
France has undertaken an  organized
campaign ol “hospitality and amiability”
this summer. The campaign has just
begun at this writing, but carly-bird va-
catoners already report that waiters, con-
cierges and other atendams are in-
deed smiling—even if the cifort scems
to hurt a little—and by Seprember, la
belle FFrance may yet be the Continent's
most charming and gracious lady.

Paying more than lip service to the
campaign, tourist authoritics have of-
fered tangible incendives (such as ex-
pense-piid vacitions) to service personnel
who come in contact with visitors. In ad-
dition, border enury poimts have been
eyepleasingly  dressed up  with  [resh
paint and foral displays. At Orly, Le
Bourget and  Nice airports, customs
officers have been instructed o give in-
coming passengers a souvenir du pays in
place ol hostile and suspicious glares: At
last report, cach distaft visitor had re
ceived a tiny boude of Weil's Antilope.
Morcover, every 10,000th passenger re-
ceives a swearter, every 100.000th a de-
signer  gown [rom  Balmain, Chanel,
Dior, Lanvin or Patou. Once past the
poris ol entry, visitors have found eager
to-help bilingual hostesses in main post
offices, selected spots in the Paris Mélro,
and other key areas.

Where it will all end, no one knows.
But as far as lesprit de bonne volonté is
concerned, the goal is for every French-
man o have one.

For further information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Reader Sero-
ice,232 E. Oiio St., Chicago, I11. 60611 ﬂ
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

HIPPIES’ HERO
Everyone knows that Helner is having
fun—we all want him to—and by all
means available we want him to keep on
having fun, because (Gee!) 1 just read
in This Week that mental illness s
going to sirike one out of every four
Americans sometime during his lifetime,
and if all these psychoses and all are due
to fear and guilt and repressions, as his
Philosophy says they are, and mental ill-
ness happens o strike  Helner—hell,
man—it will be like Christ [ailing to rise
on Easter morning, and who will we
hippies turn to then?
John Aalborg
Miami, Florida

TRIALOGUE

Now that the Trialogue series on “The
American Sexual Revolution™ has run
its coursc in rravsoy [The Playboy
Philosopliy—December  1964;  January,
February and May, 1965], I want to ex-
press my appreciation to you lor both
Helner's participation in and your pub-
lishing ol these programs.

I aum sure you will be gratified to learn
that as a result ol your presentation of
this material, I have received literally
dozens of letters from educational stations
—and  from religious  organizations—
around the country, requesting tape re-
cordings ol the round-table discussions
[or their own use.

I think that you have helped make
broadcasting  history, ol a sort, since I
doubt that ever before has a local re-
ligious radio program reached so sizable
an audience as the one you gave us
through the pages ol rraveoy.

Bert Cowlan

Producer ol Trialogue

Director of Community Relations
WINS Radio

New York, New York

DEVIOUS DOGMATISM

I Tound the discussion of sex and reli-
gion in the Trialogue installments of
The Playboy Phlilosophy 10 be excep-
tionally valuable.

However, one important question the
discussion did not answer to my sat-
isfaction is this: To what extent is The
Playboy Philosophy simply presenting
an attractive alternative to individuals
scarching for guidance in dealing with
their sexual needs—to what extent is
this simply a crusade for one particu-
lar code of sexual behavior and a cru-

sade against all other codes of sexual
behavior?

I abhor all forms of dogmatism,
whether religious, political, ethical, psy-
chiatric or sexual. In several of Hel-
ner’s remarks 1 find a strong flavor of
dogmatism.

The past is filled with [rightening ex-
amples of sexual repression, and this
past does need 10 be challenged. The
Playboy Plilosophy is a legitimate ap-
proich to the problem of sexual sell-
expression. But please ler us not have a
new dogma in the name of freedom
from the past

To use one extreme comparison to il-
lustrate what I mean: PLAYBOY may not
care for chastity, but it is as legitimate
an answer to sexual needs as is sexual
intercourse. Freud may not agree with
this, but that is psychiatry’s problem, in
my estimate. Speak for what you [eel
you want and need, but do it without
condemnation of others, if you can.

I wish you every success in your enter-
taining and informative enterprises.

Rexford |. Styzens, Minister
Unitarian Church
Davenport, Iowa

Your admonition io avoid the pitfalls
of dogma is appreciated but—we hope—
unneccessary. The only thing we are in-
tolevant of is intolevance itself. We have
no quarrel with chastity, for example;
though it may be argued that chastity is
about as “legitimate an answer o sexual
needs” as fasting is an answer to hunger,
we recognize and vespect individual re-
ligious and moral ends that may be
served by rvemaining chaste.

Our opposition begins at that point
where the proponents of any one view—
such as the belief in the desirability of
chastity—attempt to force their convic-
tions on the rest of ;J(EI)', instead of
trying to persuade them, in the free in-
texchange of diverse tdeas that is so es-
sential a part of our democratic system.

In future installments of “Philosophy,”
Hefner does intend to include some sug-
gestions for establishing a more rational
sexual ethic, but these will be offered—
not as any sort of rigid dogma—but as
his own idens, to be individually con-
siderved, and then accepted or rejected
by our readers.

UP FROM TRIVIALITY
As an occasional reader of rraveoy, 1
have [ollowed Mr. Helner's Philosophy
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with considerable interest, and am not
really surprised to see a secrious discus-
sion arising out of what began with
unexamined triviality.

The round-table discussion among
Helner and three clergymen seems to me
to have the virtue of seriousness, and the
fault of inconclusive rambling. Its value
is that it is provocative of thought, but
there must be much intellectual effort o
handle such a dialog in any depth. I
hope your elforts lead to that. And there
is some sign, on college campuses like
the University of Virginia’s, that your
efforts are doing preciscly that.

As a Unitarian Universalist minister,
my concern is that the integrity ol per-
sons be reinforced; I bristle at the
suggestion ol dealing with anvone “im-
personally,” whether in sex relations or
any other. For me, then, the “prosex” or
“antisex” question involved in our ac-
ceptance or rejection ol Puritanism is
basically beside the point. I think Mr.
Helner is doing a service in shaking us
loose from some of the traditional “abso-
Iutes,” so that we can re-examine the
real issue in sex (as in life), which is the
worth of persons. But (I hope I do him
no injustice: I have not read all the in-
stallments) I do not vet see much of a
positive reconstruction of values. Nor do
I (with Father O'Connor) see too much
in pLAavpoy itsell that illustrates the
principles Mr. Helfner expresses in his
Philosophy.

Walter Roval Jones, Jr.

Thomas Jefferson Memorial
Unitarian Church

Charlottesville, Virginia

We believe that future installments of
“Philosophy” will satisfy you, as far as
“a positive rveconstruction of values” is
concerned: and we suggest a more care-
ful examination of the rest of the publi-
cation, for proof that viavsoy is clearly
based on the principles that Editor-
Publisher Hefner is expounding in his
editorial series.

CHILD'S PLAY

I buy rLaysoy from time to time and
I have found it 1o be interesting. My
impression is that your religious round
table ducked the main issues. however.
Hefner was uving to clear the air, or
at least he was trying to ask the right
questions, but he failed 10 elicit very
much response from the clergvmen on
the panel. 1 will ry to direct my com-
ments to the main issue.

Woestern morality is built upon cer-
tain psychological assumptions. For 2000
years the attempt of Western morality has
been to turn man into a pleasure-denving
animal. Despite this, man remains a
pleasure-sccking animal. In inlancy we
find life good, and despite our pleasure-
denying society we do not [orget this
first lesson.

Hefner is quite right when he says

that religion is pleasure-denying. But
there is also another facet of religion
that I am not sure he is aware of. Be-
lieve it or not, there is theological jus-
tilication for a life that has play as its
goal. The goal of the child’s life is pleas-
ure. This pleasure is obtained through
the activity of any and all organs of the
body. The ultimate essence of our de-
sires and our being lies in the delight we
experience in the active life of all the
human body. Jesus said, “If you are to
enter the kingdom of heaven become as
little children.” And isn't play the mode
of behavior of litle children? Play is
that activity which is the delight of life,
uniting man with the objects of his love.
For instance, the love play between men
and women.

Sartre savs, “As soon as man appre-
hends himselfl as free and wishes to use
his freedom, then his activity is play.”
Many Christian mystics have come up
with  similar  observations. Bochme
claimed that man’s perfection lies not in
a [uture life, nor in the Catholic sacra-
ments, but in the wansformation of this
badily life into joyful play.

Thus Helner is on the right track and
in good theological company.

Now to the main issue, sex. Again
Helner is on the right wrack, God bless
him. I would just like to sharpen the ar-
gument. It 1s interesting that all of the
perversities of which men are so afraid
have their origin in childhood. The
child is at once homosexual, heterosexu-
al, and every other kind of sexual. What
is abnormal for adults is normal for the
child. From the child’'s view of things, 1t
is adult standards that are restrictive and
abnormal. What scems to happen is that
society forces the child to renounce all
sexual pleasures except one—intercourse
between men and women. In adule lile
all kinds of sexual behavior are permit-
ted providing they culminate in the act
of intercourse. Intercourse between men
and women is that tvranny to which all
sexual activity is subordinated.

This is done because society wants
children and because the family is the
basic institution of socicty. All sex is sub-
ordinated 1o procreation. Thus, il we
accept the proposition that history is the
recovery ol that which has been re-
pressed, we must accept the ethics of the
child and see that what we now call
sexual morality is perverted or at hest
unduly restrictive. T would say that any-
thing goes providing it does not become
a tyranny. Homosexuals are not morally
wrong. They are simply victims of sexual
tyranny. They are to be pitied, not
censured.

The only sexunal morality that I accept
is that exploitation of people and their
needs is wrong and that to any act there
must be [ree assent. I believe, of course,
that marriage and the family are impor-
tant, that they are natural, and that men
and women are biologically inclined to-

ward them. I have no fear whatsoever
that marriage will ccase 1o be attractive
because of our more permissive views
about sex. In fact, 1 think marriages will
be more successful il we begin o slack
off the pressure to marry. I think we
should make it rather more difficult to
marry and perhaps casier to become di
vorced. We should, perhaps—as a society
—be a hiule more selective about who is
and who is not going to raise the nexi
gl:ll(’rilllf}ll.
Keep up the struggle.
A. Fowlie, Minister
Willowdale Unitarian Universalist
Fellowship
Willowdale, Ontario

UNANIMOUS DISAGREEMENT

The Wesley Foundation (Methodist
Student Organization) at West Georgia
College unanimously disagrees with what
is called The Playboy Philosophy and
thinks that Hugh Hefner is a hypocrite!

In the February 1965 issue of rLaysoy,
Helner speaks of sex as “A way of estab-
lishing personal identification within a
relationship and within society as a
whole™ and “at its best [is] a means of
expressing the innermost, deepest felt
longings. desives and emotions. And it is
when sex serves these ends © . . that it is
lilted above the animal level . . "

Our members totally agree with the
above statement but feel that rLavpoy's
repetitious nude pictures of women are
a direct contradiction of it and reduce
sex to the animal level that Mr. Helner
tries to repudiate.

Our college group also unanimously
agreed that the ministerial part of the
WINS panel was poorly represented. We
wish that Bishop Fulton Sheen had rep-
resented the Catholic Church and some-
one like Bishop Gerald Kennedy the
Protestant view.

We also think that the so-called
Playboy Philosophy, which is about as
old a viewpoint as history itself, is wotal-
ly repudiated if there is a pregnancy
outside of marriage. This point seems to
be totally ignored in the magazine and
is one of the basic reasons why The
Playboy Philosoply is totally unworkable.

All one has 1o do is sit in my olhce
and listen to some persons who have
been influenced by such  writings 10
know that in a moral socicty in which
the family unit is indispensable such an
idea takes us back to the cave-man stage.

William M. Holt, Pastor
First Methodist Church
Director, Wesley Foundation
West Georgia College
Carrollion, Georgia

The notion that pictures of nude wom-
en “reduce sex lo the animal level” is
a curious one, considering that man is
the only creature on earth capable of
such” sexual appreciation and yesponse
to a picture. Moreover, healthy personal



sexual velationships are morve likely to
develop in a society that openly pro-
claims human sexuality in the most at-
tractive and appealing terms—in words
and pictures, through whatever forms of
idiwvidual and mass communications are
at its disposal; and, conversely, sick and
perverted personal relationships are char-
acteristically to be found in a sociely
where such secondary forms of sexual
i‘ﬂ\'pl’('.\l\'l‘ﬂ” are restricted and .\'HPPJ'{'&‘.\T’(’.

The statement that nonmarital preg-
nancy totally repudiates a more permis-
swe aititude toward unmarried sex is
about as reasonable as saving that an
occasional atrplane accident totally ne-
gates the advantages of air travel; except,
of cowrse, that no amount of additional
safety precautions are apt to ever make
flying as safe or sure as science has al-
ready made sex. The recent discovery of
a simple and effective oral contraceptive
makes unplanned pregnancy (either in
or oul of marriage) completely unneces-
sary. The blame for the conlinuing
problem of illegitimacy must be placed,
therefore, where it really belongs: on
the ignorance and prejudice that pre-
vent the universal use of the solutions
science has supplied—perpetuated by the
sort of rigid neopuritan sexual morality
that is implicit in this college clergy-
man’s letter.

Too many of both the secular and re-
ligious heads of institutions of higher
learning still seem as much concerned
with the chastily of the student body as
with thetr students’ sexual education,
development and welfare. What should
be four years devoted to mental and
emotional maturation turns oul, in-
stead, to be four years of baby-sitling;
and when sexually normal young men
and women are given puritan  plati-
tudes and insufficient intellivent guid-
ance and information about this most
important maiter, that is when unwanted
pregnancies occur.

What especially inlerests us about
this letter from Pastor Holt, however—
as cvidence of vigidity in dogina—is the
communal mentalily, or Ovwellian group-
think, that he ascribes to the entive
membership of The Wesley Foundation
at West Georgia College; though  this
“unantmous” dissent is cerlainly nol con-
sistent with the reaction we have recetved
to “The Playboy Philosophy” from other
clergymen and members of the Metho-
dist Student Movement al colleges across
the country. The head of The Wesley
Foundation at Indiana University  ve-
cently wrote us, for example: “The con-
cerns of religion and ethics discussed in
the ‘Philosophy’ ave becoming live issues
for thousands who would have otherwise
been untouched by such concerns. Also,
the position you lake is morve authentical-
ly Christian than much that is heard
from pulpits today.” For two more Wes-

ley responses to “The Playboy Philoso-
phy,” see the letters that follow.

METHODIST FORUM
Our Methodist Student Movement or-
ganization is planning to have a discus-
sion program on The Playboy Philosoply
in the near future, and we wonder
whether 50 copies of one of the Tria-
logue installments are available. We
would be glad, of course. to pay the
cost. Any one ol the installments that
offers a fair statement and summary ol
PLAYBOY's position would be satislactory
for our use.
William L. White, Chaplain
Hlinois Wesleyan University
Bloomington, Illinois
Copies are on the way.

IMPERSONAL SEX

I think PLAYBOY is to be congratulated
for encouraging a dialog between itsell
and the clergy. Many of us are very con-
cerned about the sexual revolution and
are secking a constructive response to it.
We share with rLaYBoOY a desire 1o over
come the puritanical view of sex and arc
conscious of our failure to deal realisti-
cally and meaninglully with the unmar-
ried young adult on the matter of sexual
morality.

The concern of Hefner to which 1
would like to respond has to do with
early marriage. I strongly approve of his
appraisal ol the problem, but have some
serious reservations about his method of
facing it. The basis of my objections 15 «
concern which Helner claims 1o share—
the dehumanizing effect of depersonali-
zation. Helbner savs in the interview tha
Vit is wrong to suggest that we [avor
depersonalized sex.” But then he goes on
to say that “unless, by depersonalized sex
we are referving to any and all sexual
activity that does not include extensive
involvement, commitments and obliga-
uons. . . . [praveoy| focuses on that
period of life in which real personal in-
volvement is not vet desirable.” Helner
“can sce no logical justification for op-
posing the Litter [impersonal sex], unless
it is irresponsible, exploitative. coercive
or in some way hurts one ol the indi-
viduals involved.”

In my judgment he excludes from his
definition of depersonalized sex some
elements that are defimitely a pt of it
A mature interpersonal relationship in-
cludes “real personal involvement.™ Ty
seems to me that without this involve-
ment or commitment (o one another,
premarital intercourse is simply mutual
masturbation, which is about as imper
sonal as you can get. In this case, the
other person is just an object to be used.

I do not claim to have any answers 1o
the problem mysell as yet, but I do find
Helner's unsatisfactory.

I would be very interested to see an
intelligent female reaction o The Play-
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boy Philosophy. It seems to me that the
female has been reduced to the status ol
an accessory from your point of view.
George Duerson
Wesley Foundation
Northeast Louisiana State College
Monroe, Louisiana

You've stated our case, at least part of
i, succinetly. We do not favor deperson-
alized sex, because it is obviously less re-
warding. But on the other hand, we can't
see any logical yeason for opposing it, if
it is responsible and not coercive or ex-
ploitative. We don’t agree that sex with-
out deep personal involvement necessarily
constitutes “mutnal masturbation”—but
even if it did (providing both partics
wanted it that way), we could see no
reason for serious objection.

With two persons engaged in behavior
that is mutually enjoyable—each brying
to please and salisfy the other—why does
it become negative, immature or im-
personal simply because the relationship
happens to be casual or short-lived? Does
every intimate interlude demand that
one or both parties be “used” as “an
object,” whenever it proves to be bul a
brief encounter? Must the female be
“reduced to the status of an accessory™
by any relationship that doesn’t measure
up to preconceived requisites of maturity
and tnvolvement? We don’t think so.

Female rveaction to this point in the
“Philosophy™ would be interesting, as
you suggest, and no doubt diverse. The
extrenies in opinion are suggesied by
this statement from a woman, published
in “The Playboy Forum” of December
1964, wrilten in response to a previous
“Forum” letter from a male reader who
had expressed the view that a sexual
relationship needs emotional involve-
ment to be satisfying and intrinsically
good:

“For Hefner's ‘examinalion of the
statements and ansights  supplied by
others” here is my contribution: The
most salisfying sexual intercourse I have
ever had was with a man 1 was not
love with and about as uninvolved with
as one can be under the circumstances.
He also did not love me. We did respect
each other and enjoyed a good rapport,
but no veal basis for a permancnl re-
lationship existed other than the happy
bedtimes. He was charming, romandlic,
sensitive, graceful and Hlm'rmghly com-
petent! I spent several memorable nights
with ham, and do not feel that the super-
fictal quality of our emotional involve-
ment  detracted  from  their intrinsic
goodness.”

Quite obviowly, this woman did not
feel “used,” or “reduced to the status of
an accessory” in the relationship she
deseribes; and just as obviously, another
woman, in a similar velationship, might.
We would welcome other female opin-
tons on both sides of this question; for
one that is certainly related, see the next
letter.

SEX AND THE SEASONED GIRL

I heartily applaud the carefully rea-
soned appeal of Hefner’s articles on the
American sexual revolution. He surely
must have the support of cvery thinking
adult.

In briel. your philosophy asks for a

appraisal of individual and collective
attitudes and practices concerning sex-
ual mores, and the formulaton of a ma-
ture and realistic code. I am sure you
would agree that this “revolution™ is de-
pendent upon the moral courage of each
individual 1o stand by, and live by, his
own convictions. It demands of each one
of us that we personally examine and
weigh clichés, habits and prejudices.

I feel one such prejudice in our socie-
ty regards sex and its relationship to
youth. It would secem that rraysoy con-
tributes to the delusion that the only sex
is young sex with its exclusive devotion
to nubile girls. In the issues 've seen, 1
find that all of your Playmates and other
glamor girls seem under the age of 25,
with the possible exception of Janet Pil-
grim. Playboys may have graying tem-
ples, but the chicks they eye are barely
voting age—if that.

Now, I have no quarrel with the ob-
vious charms of young beauty. There is
something appealing in the young of
any species—a freshness, a vigor, a bloom
—that evokes a desire to cuddle and pet
However, I strenuously object to the im-
plied equation of youth with sexuality.
Surely American men should also be
made aware of the rewards and satisfac-
tions of sexual experience with a mature
woman. Age and experience in a well-
adjusted woman usually mean less anxie-
ty, less unsureness, fewer demands, more
ease, more appreciation, more skill in
lovemaking. Women such as Patricia
Neal, Simone Signoret and Melina Mer-
couri—no longer frankly voung—can
make the screen sizzle with their un-
abashed sexuality.

Perhaps another facet of the American
male’s immature fixation on youthful
sex 1s his inability to conduct himself in
an alfair. He scems o preler wransitory
acquaintanceship to scasoned compan-
ionship, because of his fear of being
“hooked.” He can’t seem to realize there
are women who ask nothing of an affair
except honesty and no pretense. No de-
mands, ne obligations, no posscssiveness,
no exploitation—just the sincere and
free expression of genuine affection and
friendship.

My opinions, of course, reflect person-
al experience. T am still attractive at 36
and my measurements compare favor-
ably with those of your Playmates. Several
highly enjoyable aftairs have proved, 1
think, that I am a warm, responsive, un-
inhibited and undemanding woman.
Why, then, the inevitable guilt feelings
and self-recriminations on his part? Why
the wariness and fear of involvement, in

spite of the fact that no demands are
made? Why the feeling of “safety” in
onc-night stands?

Where are the marture, red-blooded,
discriminating  playboys who can ap-
preciate the honest sexuality of a mature
womin?

(Name withheld by request)
Seattle, Washington

We personally appreciate  attractive
women of every age, size and shape; and
we agree that a mature miss can be
just as appealing as a naive nymphet,
whether on the arm—or in them. We
usually pick young wonien as our Play-
males of the Month, and for similar
PLAYBOY piclorials, simply because the
female face and figure are ovdinarily
most beawtiful in the late teens and
carly 20s; it's a logical age, too, for the
models in a men’s magazine where the
median age of the male readers is 29.

But praveoy's predilection in photo-
graphic pulchritude doesn’t blind us to
the in-person virtues of the more malure
miss; in this, we applaud the opinion of
that vespected playboy of the past, Ben
Franklin, who discoursed so delightfully
on the advantages of amour with an
older woman in his classic “Advice on
the Choice of a Mistress,” which ap-
peared in one of the first issues of this
publication (vLavBoy, April 1954).

Your observations on the mumaturity
of the American male desevve considera-
tion, but as a reflection of your personal
experience, they may say move about
your own part in these unsatisfactory
relationships than you realize. You in-
sist that you ave a woman who asks
“nothing of an affair except honesty and
no pretense. No demands, no obligations,
no possessiveness, no exploitation . . "
But the severe appraisal of your erst-
while suitors (<. . . the inevitable guilt
feelings and self-recviminations , . . the
wartness and fear of involvement . . . the
feeling of ‘safety’ in one-night stands”)
sugeests that you wmay not be the un-
demanding woman you think you are.
It is possible that, in your quest for a
more meaningful, more lasting relation-
ship, you are projecting a far more pos-
sesstve image than you realize; and,
thereby, are losing likely prospects before
the affaivs have any real opportunity to
become more than casual.

In your final paragraph, you ask,
“Where are the mature, red-blooded,
diseriminating playboys who can appre-
ciale the honest sexuality of a mature
woman?” We're quite certain that Seat-
tle, and swrrounding West Coast en-
virens, abound with them. And if you
hadn't requested that we withhold your
name, at letter's end, you would almost
certainly have had a house full of them
a few days after this issue went on sale.



SEX AND THE SINGLE CATHOLIC

In the February installment of the
Trialogue, Father O'Connor was a disap-
pointing factor, almost to the point of
ageravation. To date, Father O'Connor
has added neither his viewpoints nor the
viewpoints ol the Church. Rather, he
has directed antagonistic questions  at
reayveoy and Helner.,

As an unmanried, 25-year-old Catholic
female, educated for 16 vears in Catholic
schools, the question of sex and sin ver-
sus {rustation and faith has been of
great confusion and hrustration 1o me.

Apparently Father O'Connor seems to
think that additional statistics are needed
to prove that the Judaco-Christian con-
cept of sexual morality is coming apart
at the seams. Isn't it apparent from
personal observation and numerous pub-
lished reports that the emotional and
sexual sitvation for young unmanrrieds
is extremely close 1o crisis or revolution?

It is obvious that a definite and logical
stand should be taken by the Church on
premanital sex in order to permit a
healthy and purposelul lile without the
consuming anxietics of withheld emo-
ton. Unless this is done, what are we
as Catholic human beings 1o do? Cease
Leing Catholic for this portion of our
Ives: Ridiculous!

Unflortunately, nawural  [eelings  are
perishable. They cannot be canned or
bottled until opportunity lor release
presents isell in the lorm of marriage
an opportunity which oo often is not
lorthcoming.

Tell me, and thousands more like me,
Father O'Connor, what is it you are
rying not to say?

Ann DeVaney
Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania

A DOG'S LIFE

Since our social structure is somewhat
more complex than that of dogs, our sex-
ual life must be somewhat above the
sniff-and-hump level of the canines. This
involves some mutal vestraint.

So long as we humans are as glandular
as we are and as rebellious at restramnt
as we are, nothing will make money like
the exploitation of sex. You know about
thin.

No responsible teacher of Christian
cthics will derogate  sex. It's  great.
Mayvbe we shall have 1o approach or ex-
perience the dog level ol sex [or a gener-
atton or two belove we want 1o have our
sex as responsible humans. But surely we
are not bound to ease your conscience
while you exploit sex for money. 1 hope
you sweal.

L. C. Rudolph
Louisville, Kentucky

If you can read viaveoy and experi-
ence the sniff-and-hump veactions of a
dog, the problem is a personal one and
you have our sympaithy.

Bacardi. Party-ing
Playboys have
stroke of genius!

(Join the geniuses - turn the pagel)

Great aroma. 14 choice,
fragrant tobaccos with a
touch of pure Dutch heather
honey. Extra mild Sail plpe
tobacco. Try it. '

It’s from Holland., = eoiacee

To lovers of fine aromatic pipe tobaccos, the aroma and flavor 0f SAIL Aromatie
is a source of pure joy. The sccret is the blending of SAIL and onlv. Theodorus
Niemeyer of Holland knows it. Smokes extra mild because it’s cured by a

qpecml Niemeyer process. Smokes cool because it’s “Dutch Cake TN
Cut”. Take your pick — Aromatic or Regular blend. Also in tins. :
Farne 3
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(Contd from previous page)

Florida playboys improve jim-dandy chart
-end fuss of mixing up to 432 Daiquiris!

DAIG = = -+
Tsp. | 6-0z. can Ozs. Sths
1 2 1%
4 B &
9 ¥ V2
18 1 1
54 3 ki
108 [ &2
216 12 13
432 24 26

SHAKE OR STIR WITH ICE UNTIL VERY COLD

*Li de, | de or iri Mix — if Tresh fruit is
used, substitute juice of l/z lime or lemon and 1% tsp.
sugar for each 2 tsp. of concentrate substitute juice
of 9 limes or | an bil sugar for each
can of concentrate. Do not add sugar to concentrate.

Our old formula went to 216—which
seemed enough in the old days. But
Florida playboys asked the logical
question: suppose we invite twice as
many people?

So in deference to right-thinking
we publish this enlarged version of
the remarkable little formula for
mixing Daiquiris in batches! It is a

masterpiece of clarity: (1)readdown
for number of Daiquiris, (2) read
across for ingredients, (3) muster a
Bacardi Daiquiri Party!

Tip: the original Daiquiri was
made with Bacardi rum — the best
still are. Impress your friends by
pointing this out to them. You know
—sort of off-handedly.

DRINK BAC AR DI, RuM - ENJOYABLE ALWAYS AND ALL WAYS
© Bacaerdi Imports, Inc., Miami, Fla. Rum, BO & 151 Proof.

For playboys and playmates at leisure . .

THE NEW PLAYBOY SHIRT

For those who desire the best in casual wear, an impeccably fashioned shirt of
luxurious cotton knit. Embroidered with the distinctive Playboy Rabbit.

Playboy Shirt (in black, red, white, dark blue,
powder blue and yellow). Sizes small,
medium, large, extra large,

Code No. W20, $6.

Playmate Shirt (in same colors as Playboy Shirt).
Sizes small, medium, large.
Code No. W32, 36.

~

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS
232 East Ohio Street
Chicago, llinois 60611

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

Send check or money order to:.

DOWNFALL OF CIVILIZATION

Without a doubt, the letters in the
April Forum were the most disgusting in
recent months. Those perverted minds
who write advocating [reer sex and sex
without murriage must take all Ameri-
cans for sex maniacs and  debauched
fiends. It also seems quite obvious thiu
the editors of rLavsoy are just as per-
verted as those asinine individuals. This
sexual - revolution,  which s eagerly
awaited by those debased minds, is an
insult 1o all Americans. At a time in our
history when we should be approaching
the apex ol our growth, we are being
reduced o the low sexual level that
the Romins experienced  before  their
decline.

Steve Molewski
Fredonia, New York

Contrary to popular folklore, perpetu-
ated by our neopuritan cullure, sexual
promiscuity was not the cause of the de-
cline and fall of the Roman Empive—o
the destruction of any civilization in
recorded history, _[U;l'_fhd'! matier. If sex-
wal excesses conld canse the dowenfall of
naiions, England would never have sur-
wvived the Flizabethan eva, which was
baiwdy tn the extreme: instead, the reign
of Queen Elizabeth ushered in England’s
wrealest perviod of vitality and growih—
the eva of Shakespeare and Bacon, Chris-
topher Marlowe and Siv Isunc Newlton.,

Theve is, i fact, a remarkable corre-
lation betiveen the more sexually permis-
sive periods of Western ciotlization and
those noted for the greatest soctal, cul-
tuval and scientific progress—metuding
the pre-Chstian socielies of Greece and
Rowme, the Renaivsance, the Elizabethan
era and the Restoration; there s a simi-
lay covvelation betiveen peviods of sexual
suppression and the mosi backiward. cul-
furally barren, supersitlions, antiseien-
Lfic, anti-intellectual, veligiously  and
politically  authoritarian  times—imclud-
ing the aptly titled Dark Ages, medieval
Furope, with the wilcheraft tvials and
the Inquisition, the Counter Reforma-
lion, Puritan England and the Victorian
era. The swhole history of Western civili
zation supporls a conclusion  just the
opposile of yours: With an American
Renaissanee we would expect to foud
exactly the sort of more permissive sex
movality that is now evolving from the
sexuad revolution.

ORDERLY SEX LAWS

No mater what we say about the
presentday rape and  carnal-knowledge
statutes, they are better than they once
were in England. Rape was a commen-
Liw felony that was originally a capital
oltense, which in medieval Englind (as
late as 1650) meant beheading and/or
hanging, drawing and quartering. Dur
ing one period the usual punishment



was castration. often coupled with blind-
ing. Compared 1o the punishments met-
ed out in Starr Chamber, anything that
was done by the Spanish Inquisition was
a lighe exercise in judicial resuaint.

Remember that the laws that you cry
out against have evolved since the Nor-
man Conquest and before. Similar laws
have been found in the carly code ol
Justinian. Las Stete Partidas (civca 1256),
and Lex Romana Visigothorum (circa
506).

No matter what vou say, our laws are
designed for an orderly society. They are
designed to protect the greatest possible
number  without interfering with the
[reedom of the mujority.

Richard I.. Hacussler
Dallas, Texas

To argue that contemporary U.S. sex
laws ave an improvement over their
medieval equivalents is surely to damn
them with famnt praise, for in no other
area of Anglo-American  jurisprudence
are the prejudices and superstitions of
the Muddle Ages still so prevalent. As
you point out, rape was a capilal offense
under carly English common low; what
you fail fo mention, however, is that
vape can still mean the death penalty
right heve in America, in 15 states and
the District of Columbia, with a maxi-
mum sentence of life imprisonment in 16
more. And the contemporary penalties
for “statutory vape”—uwhere the female
participales in a sexual acl willingly, but
she is under the state-prescribed age of
consent—are stmilarly severe: 15 state
statutes establish a maximum sentence
of life, and 15 others, death.

Soctety needs suitable legislation cov-
ering rape and statulovy rape, as a pro-
tection against umwelcome acts of sexual
aggresston and to supply a specal safe-
guard for childven; but the severity of
the penalty ought to be yelated 1o the
sertousness  of the offense—and  these
savage stafutes are .uh‘i-'liml\f}' based on
the belief that chastity 1s as precious as
life itself.

Most other U.S. sex laws make cven
less sense and serve lttle or no purpose
in owr pluralistic, secular society. These
laws represent nothing more than an at-
tempi lo enforce a single concepr of re-
ligious sex morality upon an otherwise
free people through governmental edict;
and, as such, these statules are mcom-
patible with the Constitution and the
most  basic  principles  of  American
democracy.

SEXUAL TOLERANCE

I enjoy reading The Playboy Philoso-
phy and agree with most of it. There is,
however, one point that has lately con-
lused me. You state in The Playboy Ad-
wvisor ol the April 1965 issue that your
“broad views on sexual mauers do not
include the advocicy of homosexuality.”

Yeo vou do advocate. or at least take a
ncutral corner concerning, other  so-
called  sexual  perversions. Could  vou
please explain why vour attitude toward
homosexuality  differs Irom, let’s say,
masturbation. That is, what is your basis
ol approving ol. or disapproving of, any
sexual act?
William B. Russell
Kent, Ohio
There is a great deal of difference be-
tween advocating something and “laking
a neutval corney” on it. We advocate
freedom of the mdindual. and we feel
that any sex act between consenting
adulis is no one else’s business,

RELIGIOUS LEADERSHIP

I have been a special insuructor, for
eight years, ol a ministerial psychiatric
orientation course lor o graduate school
of theology. I have also been medical di-
rector of a Large mental hospital for the
Past nine years.

I think the Orgamization lor the Ad-
vancement of Psychiry has presented
the best code available for our dilemma.
In a document called The Social Cri-
tevia, they proposed  recommendations
that any sexual activity that presents no
mmmediate hirm 10 society should not
then be the concern of society. For ex-
ample:  They felt rape was certainly
society's responsibility, but they felt ho-
mosexuahity between adults, with con-
sCIt, none of society’s  business,
Thus, cach individual decides whar s
normal for lnm, and only when this be-
havior adversely and  directly  involves
socicty does it become wrong and only
then does society establish a penalty.
The Playboy Philosophy. in the main,
appears to be based on this criterion, as
is my phtlosophy.

PLAYBOY appears (0 be attracting a fol-
lowing of intellectuals of adequate mag-
nitude to shake the very loundauons of
outdiated theological moral codes. The
theologians must be  pressured out of
their lethargy in this explosive period of
history. They cannot continue 10 ignore
the needs ol the individual on the basis
ol their own need 10 dominate and con-
ol through man-made moral codes
which make sinners of us all. More :
more people in our allluent society are
making  their own moral  judgments.
Theology is desperately lacking in realis-
tic moral leadership. No theologian, 10
my knowledge. has ver emerged [rom the
ranks to fulfill this role ol moral leader-
ship. Perbaps an indirect effect of The
Playboy Philosophy movement will be 1o
inspire the rise of a theologian who will
help solve this religious dilemma in our
new aflluent culwire. Quistanding lead-
crs are usually produced when pressure
becomes great.

Since Hefner and  the editors of
rLAYBOY have now declared open conflict

wis

with hallowed religious concepts. you
will also be required to share an ever-in-
creasing responsibility for your actions.
More and more burdens will be shifred
onto vour shoulders. Direct responsibil-
ity in the moral and ethical domains will
become vour lot, not vour indirect re-
sponsibility as in the past. Let us hope
vou are capable of meeting this new role
of leadership with maturity.

In the most important statement of
the round table, Hefner implied, but the
others ignored, the importance of basic
knowledge. Scientific facts of sex are
known. Their application creates our
conflicts. Man’s only hope of enlight-
ened salvation is in the expression of
these facts within an acceptable frame-
work of realistic moral codes. Man and
society will both benefit when this phi-
losophy becomes a realitv. Then, and
only then, will man and woman’s sexual
personality be developed. as is their vo-
cational  personality and their social
personality.

I sincerely hope, as you go [orward,
that vour goals will be constructive and
you will show basic responsibility to
your philosophy. Il so, your personal
prestige and economic gitins will come in
greater  abundance—ves, even  exceed
vour wildest dreams. I wish you well in
vour new role as a moral benelactor.

George W. Jacoby, M. D.
Wooster, Ohio

SEX AND THE CHURCH

As a clergyman. I would like to make
a few predictions which T feel represent
both the possible fuiure attitude of the
Church toward sexual morals, and the
desirable Tuwure atitudes. Naturally, '
ask that vou not publish mv name or
location, as the Church’s present attitude
is not quite receptive to these ideas: in
short, I'd be in wouble up o my derical
collar.

I feel that, as Mr. Helner has ade-
quately demonstrated in The Playboy
Phidosoply, 1he churches are laboring
today under a seriously antiquated code
of sexual morals; not only antiquated, in
fact, but unrealistic—from a psyvchologi-
cal and physical point of view—iand un-
theological from a scriptural point of
view.,

As the Church discovers that St. Paul
could conceivably bear revision with re-
gard to his moral teaching (as opposed
to his theological weaching), it will con-
tinue to drift 1o a more delensible posi-
ton with regard to sexual morals, |
think we will hear the Church beginning
to admit that there are various ap-
proaches to sex, all of them proper, all
of them different, and each calling for a
moral interpretation of its own. Mar-
riage will be seen, not as a legal in-
strumentation allowing sexual activity to
begin, but as a scal upon a sexual re-
lationship. Marriage will continue to be
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regarded as inviolable because of the
theological significance it bears for the
Christian, as a physical sign in the flesh
of Christ’'s union with his Church. Mar-
riage will be regarded as necessary where
children are concerned, for the child
needs, and deserves, a home which is
stable and is cemented by marriage.
Adultery will always have the same sig-
nificance for the Church that it has now:
the sigmiicance of sin against the holi-
ness of God, and the significance of sin
against one’s lellow man. Marriage will,
in short, be regarded for what it is.

Sex will also be regarded for what it is
—an activity given by God for the propa-
gation ol the human race. As such it 1s
for marriage relationships alone. It is
also, however, an expression of physical
and emotional need, which can and
should be engaged in where the need to
demonstrate affection and emotion are
clearly felt and understood.

Prenuarital sex was outlawed by Scrip-
ture, and by the Church unul the
present day. because there was always
the possibility of premarital pregnancy,
ol children bemg born unwanted and
rejected. The development of adequate
contraceptives has made it possible for
carcful persons to eliminate that danger,
and thus has removed the moral obliga-
tion upon unminricd persons o refrain
from sexual imercourse.

Premarital sex was also outlawed by
Scripture because it was too characteristic
ol the pagan religions which surrounded
the birth and growth of Christianity,
and had connotations for most people
ol pagan ritual worship. Obviously, that
threat no longer exists, Our modern pa-
gan religions. at least the ones that
threaten Christianitv. are more “Chris-
uan™ than Christianity as Tar as sex is
concerned.  Mohammedanism  certainly
does not regard sex as free, and com-
munism. the other main religion threat-
ening Christianity, takes a otally amoral
view of sex, as a necessary and prefer-
ablv state-controlled Function.

The Church can afford to take a new
view of sexual morals. She cn teach
freely whin the real significance of mar-
riage is, releasing it from the primarily
sexual significance 1t necessarily has in a
sex-taboo system. She can likewise teach
the truth about sex, and can guard and
guide youth in their sexual develop-
ment. With this proper understanding
of sex. marriages will be entered into
more scriously (since the wrge to get
nunried for the sake of sexual [reedom
will be eliminated), and the divorce rate
will drop precipitously. Marriage will
regain its sancuty and sex will regain i
lull signilicance.

It's coming. Slowly, true, but one can
see even now the movement of re-evalua-
tion in the Church. It will be a happy
day when it comes! T wrust that, should
vou publish this letter, vou will grant me
both nominal and geographical anonym-

ity for the time being. Perhaps some day
in the future, I can write 10 you again
and sign my name as a pastor in a
Church that has grown up morally.
(Lutheran pastor’s
name and address
withheld by request)

VERBAL HOMICIDE
What a bore this long-winded discus-
sion! The only real threat o pleasure-
ful sex is that it may well be talked to
death.
R. W. Brownlie, Pastor
The First Congregational Parish
Petersham, Massachusetts

INTELLECTUAL TREASON

Theology has created the guilt, fear
and shame auached 1o sex. To wipe out
these emotions would wipe out the hold
religion has on human beings. This is all
that the theologians fear in Helner.
They will not accept a guilt or shame
that is rightfully 1heirs.

Morality and ethics have been care-
lessly abandoned o the religious, putting
morals and ethics in the most irrational
hands in sight. Those who proless a be-
licf in the unknown, the unreal, the
hallucinatory, are laying down the rules
lor the known, the real, the things we
can partcipate in only while conscious,
awake and in complete charge of our
[rculuies. Stupid, isn't 1e?

Morality and ethics belong in the
hands ol the intellectuals: the scientist
(the known); the producer (the real): the
thinker (the nonhallucinatory). Our in-
tellecruals have performed an act of
mental treason by relinquishing areas in
which they are best equipped o act. As
a producer and a thinker, it is most im-
portant that Helner does not join them,

The sex drive is as natural to human
beings as other physical funcuions. We
lost our way when we divorced sex from
these other natural Tunctions. We do not
cat, drink or work indisariminately or
without purpose. Those who do so pay
the price in health of mind and body.
Our sexuality should be used in the
same diveet manner, making use ol dis-
crimination and purpese. Any man who
refers to sex as evil or vice deserves to
consider for himsell the dirty results, He
propagates the impure connouations of
the word to jusuify his own exisience.
Avn Rand has said it all, and much too
well to be ignored so purposcfully by so
many. To quote from a Playboy Inter-
view with Miss Rand: “Promiscuity is
wrong; not because sex is evil, but be-
cause it is too good.”

Catherine Fleming
Las Vegas, Nevada

UNHOLY ALLIANCE

Sexual mores have not always been
formulated by religious institutions or
beliels. More olien, religion has simply

reflected the mores of the group, and has
given these mores establishment and sac-
rament. Being aware of this, and, as-
suming that Helner is also aware of it, I
began o question why you seem to be
trying to involve religious leaders in
your “crusade.” Finally I came o the
conclusion thiat you had decided o gain
the support of organized religion as the
next logical step in promoting The Play-
boy Philosophy. Which prompts me 1o
olfer a word ol caution. You may ham-
per the progress of a real sexual revolu-
tion by a wo-ready alliance with religion,
for, surely, this revolution should not be
hampered by compromise.

If, however, you are secking 1o influ-
ence and liberalize religious attitudes
toward sex, I appliud you. Much of
American religion needs a new  view-
point: and the liberal clergy can use
your support in their efforts 1o relate re-
ligion more closely 10 life as it really is.

Williim P. Horton
AMarlboro, Massachuseuts

Hefner isn’t intentionally (rying to m-
voloe religious leaders, or anyone clse, in
any kind of crusade. He is simply call-
ing the shots as he sees them, in “The
Playboy Philosophy,” in the hope that he
can condrvibute something worth while to
the social and sexual revolution now tak-
g place in America. The revolution is
having its effect on both the secular and
religious sides of society and we welcome
the increasing number of dlevgymen who
are writing their opinions to “The Play-
boy Forum.”

NETWORK CENSORSHIP

Being a devoted supporter of civil lib-
erties, I recently dashed off a leter o
the National Broadcisting Company,
protesting their policy of censoring Late-
night network programs. As you are well
aware, NBC has become quite generous
in their use of the scissors on certain
sound tracks. The newwork appears to
know exactly what is and what is not
proper for the mulitude to absorb.
They are plucking out words such as
“God,” “hell” or “damn” from the audio
portion of the Tonmight and Jack Paar
shows. This is a very odd practice when
you consider that even an cight-year-old
child can mterpolate the missing word.
Consequently,  this  peuy  censorship
serves only 1o disrupt the performance
and boil the blood of the viewer.

Surprisingly, I reccived the following
reply, a well-writnen exercise in how o
apologize in a vague and sincere manner
without budging an inch:

Dear My, Ziparsicin:

We are well aware of the fact that
“hells” and “damns” are not in
themselves profane. As a mater of
fact, our carcful investigation in
this arca some years ago persuaded

(continued on page 121)
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SAN FRANCISC
AND BOSTON SET
TO SWING IN FALL

CHICAGO (Special)—The San
Francisco Playboy Club, the sec-
ond on the West Coast (the L.A.
Club opened New Year's Day),
will boast five levels of club-
rooms with two showrooms—
Penthouse and Playroom — to
make it the brightest night spot
in town. A unique rock garden
and whimsical Cartoon Corner
are two of the Club's special
features. The site is at the foot
of famous Telegraph Hill.

Bostonians will be greeted
and pampered by 35 of our love-
liest Bunnies in Playboy's many
clubrooms—Penthouse and Play-
room showrooms, Living Room
with fireplace and swinging
Piano Bar and convivial Play-
mate Bar with its bumper-pool
table. Keyholders will conven-
iently park their cars beneath
Boston Common, just across from
our easternmost Bunny hutch.

Mail the coupon below for
your $25 Charter Key, good in
Boston, San Francisco and all
Club areas.
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Bunny Bonnie serves keyholders
tall,refreshing beverages in
Playboy's air-conditioned comfort,

PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

Clubs Open — Atlantn Dinkler
Motor Hotel; Baltimore 25 Light
St.: Chicngo 116 E. Walton St
Cincinnati 35 E. 7th St.; Detroit
1014 E. Jefferson Ave.; Jamaica on
Bunny Bay, Ocho Rios; Kansas
City atop the Hotel Continental:
Los Angeles 5560 Sunset Blvd.:
Miami 7i01 Biscayne Blvd.: New
Orleans 727 Rue lberville; New
York 5 E. 50th St.; Phoenix 3033
N. Ceniral; St. Louis 3914 Lindell.

Locations Set—Boston 54 Park
Square; London45 Park Lane; San
Francisco 736 Montgemery Street.

Nextin Line—Washington, D.C.

Use Your Playboy Key
in 16 Cities This Year—
Apply Now to Save $25

Guests applaud Bunny Chorus Line finale at the Jamaica Playboy Club-
Hotel. American and island entertainers appear on the Playroom stage.

CHICAGO (Special)—Three
more links in the ever-expand-
ing Playboy Club chain make
your key morc valuable than
cver. By the end of the year you
will be able to entertain chents
and friends in 14 U.S. cities, at
our Jamaica Bunnyland and in
London at our first European
Playboy location. (For all Club
locations see box on this page.)

Boston's Playboy premicres
this fall at 54 Park Square just
opposite historical Boston Com-
mon. San Francisco's 51,500,000
Playboy Club debuts later this
fall at 736 Montgomery Street,
in the heart of the city's fun
center. For details about Boston
and San Francisco, see separate
story on this page.

By ordering your key today,
you take advantage of the $25
Charter Rate that applies in new
Club arcas before the 550 Resi-
dent Key Fee goes into effect.
Once a Playboy Club opens, it
has bcen the practice to raise
the key fee to $50 (over 10,000
residents of Chicago, Florida and
Arizona have paid the $50 fee).

In every Playboy Club beau-
tiful Bunnies greet you and
direct you through the Playboy
world, a world of entertainment
tailored to your liking. When
you present your personal silver
key to the Door Bunny (she may
be a Playmate of the Month
from the gatefold of PLAYBOY),
your name plate will be posted

on the Lobby board while closed-
circuit TV telecasts your arrival
throughout the Club.

The complete range of Playboy
entertainment allows you to
spend an evening on the town
without ever leaving the Club.
The showrooms offer an entirely
new show every two weeks. Jazz
groups play nightly in the Liv-
ing Room, famous for its cor-
nucopian buffet.

The showrooms feature
Playboy's filef mignon and New
York—cut 8-oz. sirloin steak. The
L.A. Penthouse also features the
chef’s distinctive Chicken Kiev.
All these tantalizing specialties
are yours for the same price as
a drink. And Playboy's man-
sized drink (an ounce and a
half of your favorite brand)
is known from Coast to Coast.

LUNCHEON AT THE
PLAYBOY CLUB—
COOL DIVERSION

CHICAGO (Special)—Keyhold-
ers and playmates are keeping
cool this summer by lunching at
the Club. Bunnies serve tall re-
freshing drinks as you choose a
Playboy favorite from the Liv-
ing Room huffet for the same
price as a drink—only 51 .50. Two
different entrees are offered each
day from the buffet, plus fork-
tender filet mignon in Playboy's
Penthouse or hearty London
broil from the Playmate Bar
Chuckwagon (both in some
Clubs). Now you can lunch at the
Club 12 times in a row without
having the same entree twice!
And where else in town can you
enjoy filet mignon for only
$1.50? New menus are in effect
at all Clubs July 5 (in Miami
and Phoenix from June 7).

Choose from delectable selection
of summer appetite pleasers at the
new Living Room luncheon buffet.

— = BECOME A KEYHOLDER /CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION TODAY == -

TO: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL
c/o PLAYBOY MAGAZINE, 232 East Ohio Strect, Chicago. Hlinois

Genltlermen:

Here 1s my application tor key privileges 1o The Playboy Club,

NAME

" (PLEASE PRINTY

60611

OCCUPATION

ADDRESS

STATE

Key Fee is $25 except within a 75-mile radius of Chicago and in Arizona and Florida
where keys are $50. (Key fee includes $1 lor year's subscription to vir, the Club

magaznine.)

[} Enclosed find §.

— — ——— B S — S — — — E—
l

e O Bllmetor .
[} 1 wish only information about The Playboy Glub.

|
|
ZIP COOE l
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#Suggested retail price POE plus stll,e and/or local taxes. Slightly higher in West. SCCA-approved

delivery available. Standard-Tri

ilable. Look for dealer in Yellow Pages. Overseas

h Motor Co., Inc., 575 Madison Ave., N.Y., N.¥. 10022. Canada: Sl.andnnl Tnumph ((-lnada) Ltd., 1463 Eglinton Avenue W., Toronto 10, Onr.

Triumph Spitﬁre ME2 is made for :swingers. Dig?

Sure you do. Any swinger digs the
Triumph Spitfire Mk 2. She booms you
to 60 mph in 13% seconds. Then hits
96 mph flat out.

(That’s even faster than the original
Spitfire, a Sports Car Club of America
Champion. And voted “Best GT-sports

car for less than $2500” by readers of
Car and Driver.)

And check the cockpit! New decp-
cushioned, body-contoured adjustable
bucket seats. Vinyl-lined, fully-carpeted
interior. Padded dash with handy twin
storage compartments.

Of course. shesstill offers accurate
rack-and-pinion steering. Tight 24-foot
turning circle. Dependable disc
brakes. Rugged four-wheel independent
suspension.

The price: $2199*, Everybody
digs that.

Triumph Spitfire Mk 2



wsor wroew. NARCELLO MASTROIANNI

a candid conversation with italy’s urbane star of international cinema

For 35 of his {0 years, Marcello Ma-
strotannt was a name vivinally unknown
(and cevtainly unpronounced) ontside of
Ttaly, where he had carned something of
a repulalion as a promising actor on the
Roman stage, and as a competent, if un-
sensalional,  second  lead in third-rate
Halian movies. Then, in 1960, film maker
Fedevico Fellim decided that Mastroian-
ni's rather dissipated  good looks and
worldly ways would be perfect for the
part of a sensitive but weak-willed Ro-
man journalist who ends ufp a member
of the decadent cafe society he sels oul
to sensationalize in print. Fellini was
right. The picture was “La Dolce Tila,”
and it made Mastroianni, in his {5th
fth, a major matinee idol almost over-
meght.

Though still tongue-twistingly yelept
tMar-chello  Mah-stro-yalh-nee), he  has
since gone onward and wpward, in a
siccession of versatile vaviations on the
laconic-Latin-lover vole, to become one
of inteynational filmdom’s reigning male
sex symbols, and 1o set a singular new
style in movie stars—the nonheroic hero,
a kind of modern intellectual Fveryman.
Comummately portraving such tortured
contemporary (ypes as a worldweary
author (in “La Notte”), a cuckolded
husband (in “Divorce—Italian  Siyle™ )
and a oymeal, soulscarching maovie di-
rector (in “S147), he has come to epito-
mize for many “the phght of modern
man himself.” in the words of one critic,
“loveless, faithless, rudderless, spiritually

“I like to have a woman hang on, but not
to suffocate me. She needs some kind of
occupation, and it's vight for hey to be
on man’s level. My logic admits this,
but my instincts tell me to watch out.”

anesthetized and immobilized, whirled
along m the swift and shifting crosscur-
rents and powerless to influence or arrest
the order of events; incapable either of
disciplining s desives or of salisfying
his needs, let alone those of his fellow
man.” Despite—or perhaps because of—
his ambivalent image of inward impo-
tence and predatory potency, Mastyoian-
nt exudes a chavismatic magnetism that
seems (o bring out the maternal, as well
as the mating, instinet in a vast inlevna-
ttonal following of female fans who see
fime as both son and lover; botl as a
helpless, all-too-human little boy and as
a suave, self-assured man of the world.

Not swrprisingly, in view of the re-
markable verisimilitnde with wihich he
manages to inoest his movie roles, the
resemblance between the veallife Ma-
stroianni and his reel-life counterpart is
far more than skin-deep. It was in ihe
hope of dluminating both that we called
on the actor at his home in Rome with
ony request for an excluswe inierview.
Hawving heavd that he is fay from fond of
being  buttonholed by journalists, we
were prepaved {or the wnconcealed disin-
clination he displayed at forst. = 1Why
should yowr readers care what  Ma-
strotannt thimks?” he whked. We assured
him that they wounld; but he was sull
cvasive and noncommitial. After a few
more days of n‘frphmm pursuit, howev-
ev, he finally consented 1o see us on the
sel of his new picture, “Casanova 707
(tm which he plays a latter-day Lothario

A
'J .

“! am looking for mysel] in my roles.
There is this synthesis between the roles
and the veal me, as if 'm bying myself
owl i them Who knows which is more au-
thentic? Each one seems so at the time.”

afflicted with impotence which he can
overcome only by staging hus seductions
where there's an amminent danger of
(“.H'f)m'l')‘}.

We began our conversations on the
spol, speaking in Italian. After an hour,
we were just getling warmed up, so our
talks continued on and off for the next
week—on  the set; i his downiown
apartment, where we mel his wife of 13
years and theiv teenage davehter: at his
lavish new home, still under construc-
tion, on the outskivis of the city, wheve
we sat on the lawn amid a clutter of
statuary and antique mosaics which he
couldn’t decide where to put: and on a
meandering stroll down the cobbled side
sireels of old Rome, with periodic stop-
offs for espresso, and a plate of pasta
at the Cafe Rosati, a venevable artists’
and writers’ hangout on the Piazza del
Popolo,

We found him to be a fascinaling sub-
ject: urbane. ironic, articulate, introspec-
tive, insighiful, outwardly sevene but
charged with a banked intensity, seem-
ingly suffused with ennui yel somechow
still boyishly disavming. Like the charac-
lers he so often plays, he is a complex,
emigmatic and paradoxical man.

PLAYBOY: For lour years you've been con-
sidered the biggest and best male star
m Furope, and a major box-ofhee attrac-
tion around the world. How do you ac-
count for your change ol lortune, after
more than a decade in minor roles?

“Soplhia has a femininity, a maiernal
sense, that is anclent in women, a moral
strength that makes her fascinating. She's
the only actress I've been tied 1o out of
affection for more than ten years,”
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AEROSOL
DEODORAN!

...THE AEROSOL DEODORANT
$1.50 plus tax
Liquid deodorant for men,
in convenient spray bottle.
Non-irritating, amazingly effective.
Paired with ALL-PURPOSE LOTION.
$3.50 for the set, plus tax

«wc MEM COMPANY, INC.
347 Fifth Avenue, New York

) ORIGINAL!
THE AUTHENTIC!

Tapered fit with
side-vents. Perma-Sized
combed cotton knit.
White, Black, Jet Biue,
O!ive, Gold. S-M-L

‘Short and tapsred to
hug the hips. Side-vants.
Combed cotton broad-
cloth, White, Blue

and Plaids. 28;32

Also: SHORTLBRIEF

MASTROIANNI: I was lucky enough to
get a f[lm that had a meaning to me
personally—Fellini’s La Dolce Vita. The
public also liked i, which naturally
pleased me. But I was concerned  first
with mysell. T looked in the mirror one
morning and said: “You have only so
manv good vears left. From now on out,
vou do only parts that involve vou per-
sonally. that have meaning in your life
and the lives of the people around you.”
Since then it's been a boom.

PLAYBOY: When you speak of personal
mvolvement in your parts, do vou mean
that thevre autobiographical in a sense,
that you're actually like the characters
you plaved in La Dolce Vita and S4?
MASTROIANNIE: Yes. 1 did those two Fel-
lini films not as an actor but as a
man. I ook part because I needed, as a
man, to realize mysell through  them.
They are the best mirror of my real sell.
It's not that 1 play mysell. actually. but
rather more that I am looking for my-
self in the roles. There is this synthesis
between the roles and the real me—as il
I'm wying mysell out in them. Who
knows which one is more authentic?
Each one seems so at the time.
PLAYBOY: All the films vou've made, in
one way or alllllllt'l', are about weak men
—psvchologically. socially and often sex-
ually impotent. Is that you?
MASTROIANNE: Yes and no. It's part of
me; and I think it’s part of many oth-
er men today. Modern man is not as vir-
ile as he used 1o be. Instead of making
things happen. he waits for things to
happen to him. He goes with the cur-
rent. Something in our society has led
him to stop fighting, to cease swimming
upstream.

PLAYBOY: What i1s that something?
MASTROIANNI:  Doubt, for one thing.
Doubt about his place in society, his
purpose in life. In my counury, for exam-
ple, T was brought up with the thought
ol man as the padrone, the pillar ol the
family. T wanted 1o be a loving, caring,
protective man. But now I [eel lost: the
sensitive man everywhere feels lost. He
is no longer padrone—either of his own
world or of his women.

PLAYBOY: Why not?

MASTROIANNI: Because women are chang-
img into men, and men are becom-
g women. At least, men are getting
weaker all the time. But much of this is
man's own fault. We shouted. “Women
are equal 10 men; long live the Consti-
wition!” But look what happened. The
working woman emerged—angry. aggres-
sive, uncertain of her femininity. And
she multiplied—almost by hersell. Marri-
archy, in the home and in the Tactory and
in business, has made women into sexless
monsters and piled them up on psychi-
atric couches. Instead of finding them-
selves, they lost what they had. But some
see this now and are trving to change

back. Women in England, for example.
who were the first to raise the standard of
equality, are woday in rewreat

PLAYBOY: How about American women?
MASTROIANNI: They should retreat, but
they don't. I've never seen so many un-
happy. melancholy women. They have
liberty—but they are desperate. Poor
darlings, they're so hungry for romance
that two litde words in their cnrs e
cnough 1o crumble them belore your
eyes. American women are bheautilul, but
a little cold and wo perfect—rioo well
brought up, with the perfume and the
hair always just so and the rose-colored
skin,  What  perfecion—and  whie  a
bore! Believe me. it makes you want to
have a girl with a mustache, cross-cyes
and runs in her stockings. 1 got 1o know
a lew ol them when I was there, but 1
swear it was like knowing only one
woman. Geraldine Page was the only ex-
ception—and an exciting one.
PLAYBOY: Arc lulian women different?
MASTROIANNI: Thank God, yes.
PLAYBOY: In what way?

MASTROIANNI: Their smell, for one thing.
PLAYBOY: Their smell?

MASTROIANNI: Yes, their body fragrance.
Now, I'm not plaving my role as a lover
here, but I believe I'd be ab'e o well an
Italian woman from any other woman,
even in the dark, just by her natural
fragrance. IUs a sort of homespun odor.
I love it

PLAYBOY: Apart lrom her
how is she different [rom
women?

MASTROIANNI:  She's not alvaid 1o be
a woman—not yetr, anywav. DBut what
happened o women America 15 be-
ginning o take place in Ialy. 100, and |
don't like it. T don’t feel tenderness to-
ward this new  kind ol women. 1
wouldn't even want to have children by
them. 1 want women to have all the
faults and weaknesses they always had. 1
adore them, but we must keep them in
their place. It's presumptuons lor a wom-
an to show me she is a doctor of math-
ematics.  Comptometers can  do that.
What's more subtle and difhicult is to
know how to make a man [eel important.
PLAYBOY: You don't think women have
the right o a career, to compete with
men in the professional world:
MASTROIANNI:  Of  course, they  must
evolve—Dbut not away Irom being wom-
en. At the same ume, I admui we have o
do something with them  besides  give
them babies. In Italy, women now have
fewer children and do less housework
than ever. This makes them bored and a
terrible weight on men. Now, I like 10
have a woman hang on—but not to
suffocate me. So today she needs some
kind of occupation, and it's right for hey
to want to be on man’s level. My logic
admits this—but my instincts tell me o
watch out. A man like mysell [ears this

[ragrance,
American
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A. Playboy King-Size Towel, Code No. M36, $6.
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Sizes small, medium, large, extra large. Code No. W20, 36.

D. Playmate Shirt (in same colors as Playboy Shirt). ' ; %%l '
Sizes small, medium, large. Code No. W32, 36, PP
E. Playboy Hand Puppet, Code No. M28, $6. )
F. Playboy Cocktails for Two Set '
(mixer, stirrer, two glasses), Code No. D12, %5.

G. Playboy Deluxe Cocktails for Two Set

(includes tray, Femlin tile and knife as pictured), Code No. D8, §15.
H. Playboy Binder (holds six issues), Code No. B92. 3.

1. Bedside Playboy, Code No. B4, 6.

J. Playboy Playing Cards (iwo decks, boxed), Code No. M44, $3.

K. Cocktail Napkins by Cole set}, Code No. D32, §1.
L. Playboy Beer Mug. Code No. D4. $5.

M. Playboy Coffee Mug. Code No. D16, $2.50.
N. Playboy Jumbo Lighter, Code No. M32, 320.

Wipdar

S

Please speaily Code No., quantity, size and color

(where choice is given),
Al prices postpaid.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, Department H

232 East Ohio Street - Chicago, Wlinois = 60611

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



PLAYBRBOY

52

What a handsome Ape!

Niagara's Ape coat in a bold, brawny
Borg deep-pile fabric of Acrilan®
acrylic and Verel* modacrylic. Won't
let winter in no matter how it howls.
Quilted lining. Thirty-two inches
long. Double breasted for him and
for her. Beige/carbon brown,
beige/black, vicuna/brown, white /
black. Sizes SS to XL. $34.95 at
good stores everywhere or write
Niagara Apparel Co., 77 Swan
Street, Buffalo, N. Y.
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bound for enjoyment
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BINDER

Keep six issues of your favorite magazine,
PLAYBOY, neatly protected in our sturdy
antique tan leatherette binder. PLAYBOY'S
name and rabbit emblem stamped in gold
leaf. 33, ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?
Send check or money order to:
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232 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, lilinois

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

“contemporary woman.” She is conquer-
ing something important, and her evolu-
ton is exciting. But man is conquering
nothing; indeed, he's losing his power,
his virility, even his intelligence.
PLAYBOY: Are you saying this is wue
ol all men, or just Italian men—or per-
haps only yoursell?

MASTROIANNI:  Well, so much depends
on the cemotional climate in  which
vou were raised. You're American, I
speak of mysell and my own country—an
old counury. I remember my grandfa-
ther. He lived o be 90, I used 10 watch
him and admire his authority. Where
has all that gone? What's happened to
that kind of man? Whatever it was that
buried him, it took with it a whole eri, a
whole way of life. It left women doing
some ol the things he did; and this
causes me deep anxiety. But perhaps this
is an erit in which we all [eel lost—a peri-
od ol transition where the only thing
that keeps man going is habit. But here
again, women have the advantage. They
helieve in love, and we men don't even
believe in that anymore. Once men
ducled over women, grand dukes fell at
the leer of ballerinas and whole armies
chased them. But when & man chases a
woman today, we say: “What luck—he
can still run.” We seem 1o have forgot-
ten that love can be a most extraordi-
nary support lor a man. A man in love is
master of the world. Even though love
costs him pain, it's a marvelous kind of
suflering.

PLAYBOY: Does it have to cause suffering?
MASTROIANNI: Yes. And it almost always
ends the same: with disenchanument.
The exception is rare, rare.

PLAYBOY: Still, your friends say that
vou fall in love casily.

MASTROIANNI:  That's  true—but  only
on the level of [antasy. In my imagina-
tion, | work mysell up 10 a Lantastic and
sublime passion for a woman. Then I go
out with her. But since 've areated such
an extraordinary love in my mind—
which isn’t real and exists only within
mysell—I soon realize she isn't excep-
tional after all. Then 1 get tired and go
looking for another one. You under-
stand? I've always felt T lacked the capa-
bilities of real, serious love. For me, it's
always a game in which 1 pretend o
love. And try o make it exceprional.
Maybe one should love without imag-
ining oo much.

What's ironic is that the same thing
works in reverse. Say a woman mects me
and finds me attractive. She imagines me
to be like my screen image—the great
lover. But I'm not a lover type, not in
the conventional sense, anyway. There's
no erotic charge in me. In any case. I
can't assure a woman that I'll be able o
give her what she wants, because what
she wants—whatever it is—isn’t really me.
PLAYBOY: Has any woman cver really
understood you?

MASTROIANNI: No, never. But as T was
saying, just because you're a [amous
movie star, women think vou must be a
passionate and tireless lover—especially
if you're Italiam. The demands are terri-
ble. Not even a superman could meet
them. I wish women would like me in
that context which most resembles me.
I've always tried 10 do screen roles that
weren't for studs or bulls. You've seen
the films I've made: Bell’ Antonio, La
Dolce Vila, Si5. None of the protago-
nists is a big lover who can take a wom-
an in a room lor a night and make
endless love, wham-bam behind a door.
I think the men in my films are much
more normal, even though they possess—
what?>—a certain confusion. And I've al-
wiys sought roles that weren’t domineer-
ing over women: I'm just not thar tvpe.
PLAYBOY: Yct one critic has called you
“the Clark Gable ol the Sixties.” Do you
think the tide fits?
MASTROIANNI: Il anvthing, I'm the anti
Gable. He was the wype ol hero who
was popular yesterday. Gable and others,
like Gary Cooper, played swrong, clean
men, lull of virtue and honesty. They
were decisive and solid and knew where
they were going. Or they lived in a
world which presumed that a he-man al-
ways knew where he was going. But to-
day we don’t know where we've goin
As I explained belore, the system ol vir-
tucs and morals used by our Lathers just
doesn’'t work anymore. It ceased working
some time ago, but now we admit it
openly. We admit our weakness, or at
least our confusion. As Amonioni said.
“Who's a hero under the atom bomb?
Or who 1sn’t one:” So in my roles 1 re-
veal that I am simply human; this
confession ol the human condition is the
dilference between mysell and Gable. In
this sense, I play mysell. He played a
myth—a myth that was credible yesier-
day but I think not today. IT Gable were
to begin again with the same image, |
doubt he would become King Gable.
PLAYBOY: Alberto Moravia  has  com-
pared you to Dino, the protagonist of
his novel The Empty Canvas. He says
you both epitomize “the neocapitalist
hero, alienated from himsell and his so-
cicty.” Do you leel this is true?
MASTROIANNL: In many ways, yes. But
1 don't think I'm any kind of hero,
ncocapitalist or otherwise. IT anything. I
am an antthero or at the most a non-
hero. Thne said 1 had the [rightened,
characteristically  20th Century  look,
with a spine made of plastic napkin
rings. I accepted this—becanse modern
man is that way; and being a product of
my time and an artist, T can represent
him. Il humanity were all one piece, 1
would be considered & weakling.

I hate 1o keep bringing up my grand-
father, but I can’t help comparing my-
sell to him. He was a hero 10 me in a

1g.




way. I try to be like him, but it's no use.
I have a farm at Lucca, where the mod-
ern world has not ver changed the order
ol things. There I put on a velour jacket
like they used to wear, and the servants
say “Buon giorna, Padrone.” 1 kid mysell
into thinking I'm the man my grand-
[ather was. 1 put on the dothes and |
plav. T act at being a man. The illusion
ives mie a sense of belonging to the past
—which is very much more real to me
than the present.

PLAYBOY: \Why?

MASTROIANNIE: It gives me strength-
or at least an illusion of swrengih. 1 go
through certain periods in my lile when
I am nourished mainly by memories.
During recent years I have felt an in-
creasing  desirve 10 go  backward, 1o
plunge mysell into my infancy. Every
other day I go to see my mother, and
sometimes 1 even sleep in her home. It's
not just secing my mother: It's a drive to
return to the past, as though a man such
as mysell, dedicued 10 remembrance of
dreams, could love only two things really
well: Tis own mother and his children—
the past and the [uture. The present is
something vou Hee through as quickly as
possible. So whitever images I cling to,
I'm not a hevo—on or off the screen. My
type just happens to have come into
fashion.

PLAYBOY: But the nonheroic hero s
certainly nothing new in films, is he?
MASTROIANNL: Isn't he?

PLAYBOY: Wouldn't vou call Charlie
Chaplin a classic example of this type?
MASTROIANNI: No, because he wasn't a
hero but a character comedian, even
though he was a leading man. Charlot
was the [ront runner of the nonheroes,
who have since become a common tribe.
We lollow, without any of his genius,
and not always laughing. Today the
public prelers the noncomical nonhero,
just as they prefer the imperfect beauty
of some of their new heroines—Jeanne
Moreau, for example.

PLAYBOY: Do you hnd her ‘kind ol
beauty attractive?

MASTROIANNI: Very much. Moreau is a
fragile, desperate woman—hut  strong
at the same time, because she's a real
woman, all ol her. She's stupendous also
where it counts—ijealons, demanding, in-
dulgent. She lives and lews live, without
confusing love and cternity. She's one ol
the few women 1 know who would be
worth falling in love wih. It doesn’t
matter il she doesn’t have perfect beau
ty: she’s beautiful all the same. Have
vou scen the bags under her eves?
PLAYBOY: Like yours.

MASTROIANNI:  Yes. Maybe there's an
alimity between our two natures.
PLAYBOY: Do vou find Sophia Loren
cqually auractive?

MASTROIANNI: No. She's also very much
a woman, but she hasn't Jeanne's des-
peration. She las a femininity, a ma-
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ternal sense, that is ancient in woman
but rarc to find today. She has a lorce
one can find in one’s own mother, a
moral strength that makes her [ascinat-
ing. I'd say Sophia is a type of woman
that in a short while will no longer exist,
while Jeanne is of 1oday. I feel auracted
to both of them-—but in different ways,
PLAYBOY: To Sophia as a mother im-
age and 1o Jeanne as a lover?
MASTROIANNI: To Sophia as a friend.
I've wken her to my mother's home
many tmes. She’s the only aciress I've
been tied o out of affection for more
than ten years. In the movie world,
that's quite a long time.

PLAYBOY: Arc there any other actress-
es you admire?

MASTROIANNI:  Greta Garbo. T met
her on a recent trip o New York. She
invited me 1o visit her in her apartment.
I suppose she was curious about me. She
is @ very sympathetic and extraordinary
woman. We talked through an interpret-
er. The only thing 1 understood directly
was when she looked at my shoes and
said: “Ah, lalian shocs—Dbeautilul.” 1
was very embarrassed, because they were
English, not Italian. But to make her
happy T said “Yes.”

PLAYBOY: What else did you talk
about?
MASTROIANNI:  Our  conversation  was

broken off by a harebrained American
woman who said 1o Garbo, 1 saw you in
films. How beautiful vou were in vour
epoch,” This made Garbo so angry that
she got up and left. She was right o do
it. That woman should never have said
that. If she didn’t understand that much
about Garbo, she was stupid. An hour
Iater Garbo phoned me at a cockiail pir-
ty to say she was sorry 10 have leflt that
way, and that she liked meeting me. 1
understand her. She [fecls very alone,
and all her life she’s been afraid of
people and crowds.

PLAYBOY: As one who's been mobbed
more than once by female fans, do you
feel that way yourself?

MASTROIANNIE:  Well, most ol that s
just publicity. I'm not actually assaulied
by women, especially in laly. There
have been a [ew hysterical mobs, of
course. But mobs generate their own hys-
teria, and it doesn’t really have anything
to do with the target of their frenzy.
PLAYBOY: You didn’t say whether you
like it or not.

MASTROIANNI: OF course I don't like it
PLAYBOY: Isn’t public recognition one
ol the reasons you becime an actor?
MASTROIANNE: Not  that kind ol rec
ognition. Not even applause, or the
praise ol my peers. No, [ becime an ac-
tor because it exalted me, even as a
child. There is no joy quite so lultilling,
so exhilarating as the extraordinary
emotion one feels when performing. It's
cqual to the thrill you get with a wom-
an. Nothing clse can compare with it.
Normally—and I think most actors are

like this—I don’t feel compleie except
when acting. Alter it's over, I'm incom-
plete again. Not working is werrible. But
at the moment when they oy “Action!”
evervthing you've thought about, every-
thing you've tried 10 loresee, suddenly—
in a flash—comes wogether like an elec-
tric spark. Zzzst! It's the act ol creation,
when all the clements are Tused.
PLAYBOY: Would you call voursell an
instinctive actor?

MASTROIANNI: | oflten say [ am, be-
cause it amuses me: iUs convenient to
say it; otherwise people want to know
what “system™ you use, how you think,
and your reasons. Since all that annoys
the hell out of me, I say I'm “an instine-
tive actor.” But I tell you as a [riend, it’s
not so. It can’t be so. 1 have 1o loresee,
to plan everything, big and liule.
PLAYBOY: [Fellimi has said that vou
have “a supercharge of animal heat”
that invests your roles with life even be-
lore you speak. Wasn't he talking about
your acting instinct?

MASTROIANNL:  Sure. But what sort ol
animal does he mean? An actor sn't a
trained horse that goes into its act, be-
cause a horse can’t act. The personage
must mature within vou. Bur not by
study. I don't study a damn thing. It's
my subconscious that does the work.
Once I've read the seript, and once 've
isolated the character—which T always
seck to resemble me somewhat—it begins
to grow within me during the day, no
matter what I do—like a parasite. So lit-
tle by litle I assimilate 1i—or vice versa.
It comes through the instinct, ves, be-
cause this is inevitable. But not through
study. Take an example: If I have to
play the part of a madman, 1 don’t go 1o
an insane asylum to study madmen. This
doesn’t accomplish anything: it will lead
to a mere imitation. 1f vour character in
the script is written well and involved in
real situations. the madness of the role
will come out by itsell. It will mature
within you, animating vour voice and
vour body of its own volition.

PLAYBOY: That sounds like the Method.
MASTROIANNI: 1 don’t know anvthing
about methods or systems or schools.
But you must make sense ol all the
clements that motivate the mind of a
character. You must select the best in or-
der to better reach the public, caleulat-
ing and using the effect. When 1 prepare
for a scene, I reflect much on whae I
have 10 do. Much. 1T study the gestures
and facial expressions, everything. This
is a technical job, not instinctive, and
i's something an actor must do. Similar-
ly, a painter doesn’t work by instinct
alone; he caleulates his colors belore
frecing himsell into creative action. An
artist, like an actor, must meditate deep-
Iy what he does—perhaps leaning more
on instinct than on culture. That's the
main point. I'm not a culwred actor.
I'm more instinctive than cultured.

When the chucker goes “chock.” T let
mvsell go, and [rom there—bzzat!'—I'm
off. Then something unforescen happens,
some small thing that gives vou 1he
slightest shudder. Something new  and
unexpected occurs; it's that which gives
vou a sense ol creation.

PLAYBOY: Do these unforeseen occur-
rences incude taking liberties with the
script?

MASTROIANNI: Well, T shouldn’t sav this,
but I never study the lines [ recue.
I read the saipt two or three times,
think about it a little. then I throw it
away and can never find it again. Then,
at the Tast minute, T say o the assistant
director: “What's my line?” The exaa
words are not important; that's a me-
chanical element. T never say the exact
dialog. Often I change the words. T like
10 abandon myself o the part; if the
character has matured sufficiently within
me, the words come out by themselves.
So there’s a kind of wrath harnessed at
the last moment, as it once was in the
commedia dell’ arte, when the actors
improvised their lines on the stage.
PLAYBOY: You began your own carecr
as a stage actor; but vou haven't done a
play in nine years. Why not?
MASTROIANNI: Lack of good plays. Where
is the avantgarde theater in Italv? Os-
borne, Tonesco, Miller—alwavs the same.
Actually, Miller asked me to do After
the Fall. When 1t didn’'t come oit, 1
wasn't upset. 1'd already played the role
—and better, too—in 814.

PLAYBOY: You leel that Guido, the di-
rector in Fellini's 814, is the same role
as Miller's Quentin—only better?
MASTROIANNI: Don't vou think it has
more humanity—that it’s more univer-
sal? 1 do. Also, Guido says more about
the loneliness of the intellectual, his in-
capacity to love and communicate with
others, and the resultant aridity that's
the terrible burden of our lives today.
PLAYBOY: Do you leel, then, that 8Su4
is a work superior to After the Fall?
MASTROIANNI: Much superior. Not only
because of content, but also because it's
in cinema. If you know what vou're
doing, il vou have means and the wlent,
films can be invested with more humani-
1y than theater. They can reach deeper
into human beings.

PLAYBOY: But as a performer, don't
you miss the applause ol a live theaer
andience?

MASTROIANNI: No, why should 17 Doces
a  painter need immediae  applause?
Isn't eventual acclaim cenough? Besides,
after creating a role, vou want to do
something  else—not  the same  thing
night alter night. An acor needs 10
renew himself. But [ don’t mean I'm
antitheater. In fact, I am going to do a
musicil shortly in Rome, on the life of
Rudolph Valentino.
PLAYBOY: Can you sing?
MASTROIANNI: I'm going

10 try—even
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though they say I'm tone deaf. What
does 1t mauter? 1 want to have some
fun. Also, I like the prospect of find-
ing new dimensions in the personality
of Valentino. Let's see il there isn't
more to him than the myth ol the great
lover. The success ol a type like Valen-
tino or Marilyn Monroe is incvitably
dramatic, tragic. grotesque—Dbecause the
private lives of these people are almost
always impoverished. Imagine the clfort
it must have taken for Valentino to con-
vince himself that he was really like his
myth-—or, even worse, not like his myth.
I'm sure he made very litle love. That
matkes vou laugh? It makes me cry.
PLAYBOY: Will your portrayal ol Va-
lentino be as self-exploratory as the parts
you've plaved on the screen?

MASTROIANNL:  Perhaps. We'll have 1o
wait and sce.
PLAYBOY: last vear, in a dramatic

change of pace alter your many roles as
the world-weary Latin lover, you turned
in a remarkable performance as  a
bearded,  bespectacled  socialist  labor
leader in The Organizer. Did you see
yoursell in this part, too?
MASTROIANNI:  Very much so. That
film was particularly dear 10 me. It had a
profound human message, and the role
ol the professor was beautiful.
PLAYBOY: Are you a socialist yourself?
MASTROIANNI: I'm the son of workers.
What else could I be? I'll admit I'm
a rose-waler socialisi—that is, I'm not ac-
tive. I don't belong to the party and I
avoul involvement, beciuse it means
compromise. So I stand in the window
and watch. But I vote socialist, because
in our aflluent society it scems logical
that all this largesse should be spread
around a little more equitably.
PLAYBOY: Those are generous sentiments
coming from somcone who is said to
carn 5300,000 per picture.

MASTROIANNIL: Madonna mia! Is it that
much?
PLAYBOY: Isn't it?

MASTROIANNI: I I told vou, the tax
collector would assume it was a lie and
double it It's terrible here. Nobody can
be honest. They figure you're a liar [rom
the start.

PLAYBOY: You're also said 1o have re-
ceived many offers of 8500000 a picture
to work in Hollywood. Do you plan to
accept any ol them?

MASTROIANNI: Maybe. I can't dedde.
PLAYBOY: Why not?

MASTROIANNL: The idea of working in
Hollywood troubles me. Apart from the
fact that I don’t understand English very
well, T just don’t understand the people
there. I don’t understand why someone
like Marlon Brando—who 1s a great
actor—does  films like Mutiny on the
Bounty. And those Westerns! Why are
Americans so obsessed with Westerns? Is
it a problem for them? Why doesn't

Brando, who has a great alent, make
films about the lives of people in New
York, or Chicago, or St. Louis—and not
about men on South Sea islands and
those who live in the mythological world
ol the cowboy?

PLAYBOY: Are you against escapist en-
tertainment?

MASTROIANNI: Of course not. People have
alwavs gone to movies for escape and
relaxation. But they go espeaally if it
also has a meaning for them, if it is
rooted in their lives and touches on
their own problems. Comedy can do this.
Take Chaplin, for example. or Divorce—
Italian Siyle. That was funny. but it
dealt with a serious problem in Ty,
PLAYBOY: What are vour own [eelings
about divorce, Italian style—the institu-
ton, not the movie?

MASTROIANNI: It doesn’t exist. The Church
originally prohibited divorce with the
aim of making marriage important and
beautiful. Yet this has had the opposite
ciicct. Adultery is rife and no one takes
the marriage conwract seriously, because
the element of clioice has been preclud-
ed. Terrible things come from it. Intol-
crable marriages end up in second unions
out of wedlock. Children born  from
these grow up nameless, filled with awful
complexes about their illegitimacy.
PLAYBOY: How do you fecl about the
Church’s stand on birth control?
MASTROIANNL:  It's ridiculous, obsolete.
I cannot believe that those  bishops,
sitting in the Vatican Council, are not
wise men, Surely they see the nceds of
the contemporary world. The rhythm
method, which the Church accepts, sim-
ply doesn’t work out. On the “right”
davs one may not feel like making love
at all. Or il a wile tells her husband she’s
having a “forbidden™ phase. he mav take
up with a tart for the night, which en-
rages and alienates his wile. It's the
cause of countless separations.
PLAYBOY: Many movie murriages wind up
on the rocks. Why has vours lasied?
MASTROIANNI:  I've accepted my wile’s
defects and she’s accepred mine. This is
out of sufferance and I suppose because
we're modern about it It's uscless to
wy and cscape ourselves. Maybe we're
not ideal together; but maybe we are
We're both [ull of defects, many de-
fects. Mavbe we weren’t made 10 be to-
gether: but for this very reason it might
be o easy nol to stay gether. So we
sity, “Lets stick it out all the same.” It's
a kind ol game we want to make work.
PLAYBOY: Does vour Catholicism have
anything o do with why you remain
nanried?

MASTROIANNI:  No, I'm not a real
Catholie, anyway—even though T am re-
ligious. Jesus Christ is an admirable ex-
ample, but he's too remote from men of
todity 10 be a model. Or he's 1oo much of
one to be understood and followed. A
man who dies for others is moving and

admirable, but how many followers can
he have in a world flled with people
who will hardly help you across the
street, let alone die for yvou?

PLAYBOY: How do you fecl about death?
Are you afraid of it?

MASTROIANNL: The thought of it does
bother me a bit.

PLAYBOY: Would you like to be im-
mortal?

MASTROIANNI: Arc vou making an ofler?
Il so. I'd like to remain cternally 35
or Jb—mature, but sull voung and
powerful, like a bull. The idea of grow-
ing old and feeble is extremely annoving.
I'm also unsettled by the thought of
shifting over to spirit form and floating
about like that.

PLAYBOY: Spirit form? You believe in
a life alter death?

MASTROIANNI: Truthfully, no. If T did,
life would be more noble, more n-
teresting, because 1t would have an uldi-
mate goal—that of continuing. If 1 were
a profound Catholic and believed in the
afterlife of the soul, I'd be a man ol
ercater force and more clear-minded,
because I'd have a precise purpose 1o
prepare myself for. But since 1 fear
everything will end with death, 1 say,
“What do I care?” OF course, this leads
to living in a negative manner, because
the end, after all, 1s the end. Over and
out.

PLAYBOY: You fear death; do you also
fear lile?

MASTROIANNI: 1 fear the decisions of
life. Matters requiring solution frighten
me, because I'm not able to do it. P'ro
posals [or work also [righten me. I've
offers for films [rom everywhere—too
many. I agree to them—Dbut then I run
off and hide. For example, 1 told you
1 was doing Rudolph Valentino lor
fun; and i's wue. But there’s another
reason. By accepting this thearical offer,
1 don’t have to worry about the others.
And so I have a modicum ol peace for a
small time. Especially from the Ameri-
cans. When I ger their fantastic oflers, 1
think: “What are they saying? They're
crazy. I'm not that importan.”
PLAYBOY: Still, il you could begin again,
wouldn’'t it be as an actor?
MASTROIANNI: I'd Le both an actor and
an architect. 1 would do a film, then
build a building, then a hlm-—and so on.
The Seagram’s Building in New York
toock my breath away. I'd like to build
one in Rome, a palazzo ol glass and crys-
tal that would also take people’s breath
awiy. Like a great sculpuure. Not to
make money, though. It would probably
lose money. But it would be there for
me to stand before it and say: “Look,
there is something I did which I love
and which will last—at least a liule
longer than myself.”
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LOOK AWAY

there was the southland’s
magnolia and musk, mingled with his
poignant memories of flora—
and the acrid reek of hatred and death

Sfiction By HOKE NORRIS

1 wanT 1o Knxow: Is there anywhere a
land of goodness and beauty? Once |1
thought there was. The swreets were
lined with oaks. The houses were cool
and shuttered. Men and women sat on
porches telling stories. 1 picked blackber-
ries on red ditchbanks and sold them 1o
a Negro who made wine. I fished and
hunted, in sull wawers, in still forests.
The summers were long, the winters
short. With a girl named Flora 1 swung
in a swing with a long rope, and a quar-
ter are ol an automobile tire for a scat.
The rope ascended up and up to the
caken limb, and 1 giggled when her
dress billowed and 1 saw her thighs. The
Hesh was sweet and warm. in warm sun-
hght. We swod outside 1the Negro
church and listened 10 the singing. We
thought we knew them. They were lov-
ing, primiuve and  joylul, and they
cooked for our mothers, cleaned our
houses and dug our ditches, and at night
went away. In the moonlight their skin
shone like the leaves of magnolia. They
sat on therr porches at night, in a dark
city, dark and silent. We sat on our
porches, listening to grandlathers. We
heard the crickets singing. and far away
in the mist at the pond the coaking of
frops. We slept, we ate, we sang, we
plaved. we Joved, and went away.

Sometimes we come back, and want to
know.

Flora and I went away, 1o the univer-
sity. She was one of those beauties with
ohve skin, black hair and blue eyes, and
a long, squareshouldered body. When
we made love she gasped and sobbed
and closed her eves and they lilled with
tears. and her face was raw and naked,
drawn, wild, troubled and profoundly
sad, and then Limdy lighted with wen-
derness and sleep. 1 would never forget.
But (as I learned Luer) there was anoth-
er man, lan Macdonald, whose FLather
was a banker and a planter. They didn't
mary just then. We all went away
again.

Lan went to Harvard. I went 10 New
York, and worked for a magazine. Flora
went to New York, too. New York is a
small own. You can’t hide there, any
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more than vou could in our village. Flo-
rit and 1 came upon ¢ch other again in
the lobby at the Algonquin, alwr the
theater, drinking highballs. She wold me
she was a model. She was a long-necked
New” York Modiglianmi in a fashion ad,
with her hip out of joint. They made
her gaunt and sunken-eved. For six
months we slept wogether, i my place
on Hih Avenue. We argued onlv about
the Negroes who came o my parties.
Flora would leave as soon as a Negro ar-
rived. It wasn't important. So 1 thought.
She vamished, without larewell. on a
summer day, and in the {all she married
Lin Macdonald.

Two years later 1 returned to the uni-
versity for a few days. My Southern ac
cent gentled the way for me, undil 1 wook
out pr card. pencil and note pad.
Then the eye chilled and narrowed. and
the mouth closed o a stony bloodless
line. The mob attacked cars, photogra-
phers, the marshals and the Army of the
United States of America. The state and
local cops grinned. and withdrew. They
would help no nigger get in that door. 1
went away saddened and sickened. but
not persuaded: This was crisis, conflicy;
most unusual. My home was gentle, my
people tender. The violent ones were
strangers agitated, for the moment. by
strange doctrines. They and the crisis
would go away.

Last summer 1 went back again, won-
dering and [earful, yet excited, in a nos-
talgic sort of way, and hoping. 1 wanted

assurance; 1 waned to listen again 1o
the voices of grandlathers on the eve
ning porches. T stll was very young.
At the motel. on the fuse evening, 1
ran inw a reporter I had st met dur-
ing the unpleasantness at the university,
nearly two years before. We had dinner
together. He had been in Mississippi for
a week. “Obey all the laws,” he told me.
“These cops down here will arrest you
for anything—([or nothing. Don’t drive a
car with an outof-state heense  pline.

Don't even approach the speed  limit,
Stop ac all stop signs. Don't cross the yel-
low line. Don’t shack up with a woman.
She may be part of a frame. Don't diess
conspicuously. These Kids coming down
here are just begging for trouble. San-
dals, sncakers, beards—mv God! Some of
‘em are going o ger hwry, or Killed.
Don’t say anvihing in public or on the
telephone. All the welephones you'll use
are tapped. Don’t wravel alone. Don't
wavel at nighe. Don’t wust anvbody.
Therevre some splendid  people  down
here, but they can't do a damn thing to
help vou. You're absolutely alone, in
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one sense, in the most fundamental
scnse, but remember: Always have a
Iriend with you.”

I thanked him, and went for a ride,
alone, in my rented Oldsmobile. 1 never
had liked being one of the pack, picking
each other's brains; 1 would be no head-
(UATLETS Teporter; surcly, day and night,
alone or not, I would be sale. This was
my home. 1 drove the dark streets. 1 had
never remembered them as dark. 1
moved slowly, looking for the porches.
They were dark. Lonesome lighted signs
welcomed me to the Bapust church, the
Kiwanis Club and the howels. In the Ne-
gro secuon the darkness closed down
and the silence was the silence of deep
space. On the porches before the dark
shacks I saw a white shirt, the flare of a
match, and a dark, still presence. The
streets were rutted and gritty. At a cor-
ner I slowed and stopped, and looked
about me. 1 just hadn’t remembered the
place as so dark. I remembered it as
light, and red, blue and green. A car
stopped behind me. I drove on. It fol-
lowed. I saw a sign, QUIET—SICK ZONE,
and laughed, but not much. The follow-
ing car was patient—>5¢ feer back, slow-
ing and turning and speeding as 1 did.
At the motel, when 1 parked, it stopped
its patient. respectful 50 feet away, and
two white faces gazed at me, slack-lipped
and flat-cyed but without expression ex-
cept, perhaps, for slow-witted specula-
tion and assessment. If they were my
shadows, they wcere harmless. 1 forgot
them. In my room I turned on the tele-
vision set in time 1O see an announcer
read the news. The news was that nearly
200 college siudents—Negro and white—
were arriving this weekend. They would
make a revolution, if they could.

1 was here to write a story about them.
The next morning my reporter friend
told me that one of them had been ar-
rested, possibly for driving 30 miles an
hour in a 40-mile zone. I went to the
courthouse. It was a Georgian brick
building, with the customary Greek fa-
cade—fluted columns and Doric capitals
—and on the roof a Romanesque cupola,
and its tiny replica perched upon it. The
grass of the lawn was sparse, brittle and
laded, and the red carth baked and
cracked. At the edge of the square stood
a sign, in the form of a coat of arms,
proclaiming the American Legion's Back
1o God Movement. It listed a dozen or
so churches, from Southern Baptist to
Roman Catholic, and admonished, ¢o To
THE CHURCH OF YOUR CHOICE, BUT Go!
Our Southern people are very religious.
I was right ar home.

In the dim, cool corridor of the court-
house 1 found the deputy who had ar-
rested the alien student. He was a short,
hard, deeply browned young man wear-
ing a revolver on his hip, and on his
head a siraw hat, after the fashion of the
place, with its wide brim curved sharply
up over his ears, like the wings of a

plunging hawk. His name was Fon
Crane. 1 identified myself.

He looked me over, up and down,
with black eyes in a mahogany face. “A
writer? By Gud, you'd beuter be.”

“You want 1o sce my press cards”

Crane took it with slow, sullen fingers,
brought out a small black notebook and
with labor and squinting, copicd my
name in it. His slow, sullen fingers
straightened, barely holding out the
card, forcing me to reach arm’s length
for it. He waited, his eyes slanted at me.
I asked him about the arrest.

“"How c¢ome you know about it so
quick?”

“Another reporter told me about it.”

“And how'd he know so quick?”

“They 1old him at Freedom House.”

“You livin with um, ain’t you?”

“For God's sake,” I ook a deep breath
and wrestled with my anger. 1 wouldn't
be here if 1 were living with um.”

“I can't tell you a thing,” Crane said,
whecling and striding away like a cow-
boy in an old movie.

“Who can?”

“Nobody can,” he shouted, without
wrning. “Nobody in God's world.”

I heard another voice, and turned. 1
was being addressed by a planter type, a
man as well fed and pudgy and ruddy as
a hoar ready for butchering. He was tall
and neat, and he wore a straw hat like
the deputy’s. Behind him I saw a small
group of overalled men slouched in the
dimness of the corridor. They scemed
hazed. as if they stood in fog. I listened
to the planter type, hearing but not un-
derstanding, for the moment.

“Do you live here? Did ‘we send for
you? Well, we do live here, and we
didn’t send for you, and we'd appreciate
it if you'd get out of town.”

There was a sort of Biblical rhythm in
his address; it was nicely wrned and
balanced. And perhaps I should have
appreciated also the fine irony of his
phrasing: the Southern grace of “we'd
appreciate it” and the primitive brutish-
ness of “get out of town.” But in that
time and place—high noon in a South-
ern courthouse—I saw only the naked
loathing of a loathsome man. Behind
him his audience surred, like fish in the
stained waters of a swamp. He spread his
legs and put his hands on his hips. 1 was
incapable of speech. I walked out into
the sunlight.

GO TO THE CHURCH OF YOUR CHOICE,
BUT GOl

Numbed, delaying the time of ac
counting as long as I could, I found my-
self paraphrasing an old Bill Broonzy
lament: Go to the church of your choice,
if you're white you're all nght, if you're
brown stick around, if you'rc black get
back, get back, get back . . . I hummed
the old half-remembered cry, remember-
ing the old half-remembered voice, and
walked o my car. The sweering wheel

was so hot it burned my hingertips. and
my bare arm smarted from a touch of
the door. 1 wrned on the engine and
waited for the air conditioning to cool
the air about me. 1 wembled and sick-
cned, in fear and rage. But I'm a South
erner, too, I whispered; this is my home,
too. The men had moved [rom the corri-
dor 10 the porch of the courthouse.
They stood between two futed columns,
slack and still, squinting in my direction
—a Southern frieze. The plamer type
stood at their center, a tall man in a
white, shortsleeved shirt and  khaki
pants, his straw hat the peak of the pedi-
ment. His lips stirred in speech. 1 cursed
him, and wrned away. Men and women
—white and black—moved slowly, with a
certain  tropical  dignity, through  the
scorched air. Rexall. Piggly Wiggly. Pen-
ney's. Dixie Café. Marlon Brando in
Mutiny on the Bounty. Confederate Hags.
Window stickers: suPPORT YOUR CITH
ZENS' COUNCIL, in red, white and blue.

I could make no assessment, not yet.
And yet, unmistakably, as I drove
around the square, 1 feh followed. The
skin of my back erawled upon its [rame,
and the hairs at my neck stiffened and
itched. T was exposed, naked, alone,
open not only to a bullet but 10 the ob-
scenity of surveillance. In my mirror 1
saw an old Chevrolet sedan approach
close o my rear bumper. 1 cursed. But it
turned into an alley. The street behind
me was cmpty, lor a moment; then an
old black Ford sedan buzzed up like a fly
landing on a mirror. 1 drove slowly,
watching its reflection. A driver and an-
other man. In the movies the passenger
was always said 10 be riding shotgun.
Oaks, maples and magnolias llowed for-
ward and away in the glass, but the Ford
stuck, steadfast, patient and roaring.
The two faces behind me were shadowed
beneath the brims of suaw has like
Deputy Crane’s. They were darkened
and vulpine. But just as the skin and
hair crawled and iched  again, they

turned out of my mirror and vanished.
And now came, creeping up on me, a
Buick station wagon, long, elegant and
new. A white woman was driving; in the
seat behind her there was a Negro wom-
an, afwer the local fashion: In Mississippi
black and white do not integrate the
seat of a car. The Buiek passed me, and
the driver stared. and waved. I did not
recognize her, but in her face I found a
sharp and arresting familiarity—an acute
stirring of the past, now alien and out of
context. Her mouth opened in some un-
heard greeung, or exhortation, or excori-
ation, and 1 cursed again. Even their
women  taunted and  threatened  the
stranger. The Buick hurried on and, alt-
er a hundred yards, slowed suddenly,
pulled to the side of the street and
stopped with a swinging and a swaying.
The driver's door was flung open and
(continued vn page 130)



“They were right. What I needed was a good psychiatrist.”
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Above: Down beside the she side our guy weors o Dacron ond

cotton zip-front surf jocket, by Silton, $13, with novy Vycron

ond cotton shorls, by Doy's Sportswear, $7. In the middle: A beoming
water nymphet sports with o bright fellow in potchwork cotton

modros surf trunks, by Laguna, $7. Top right: A Colifornio party hoppily
goes on the rocks: from left to right, the men are in ploid denim

trunks, by Cotolina, $7; stretch denim surf trunks with wox pocket, by
Jonizen, $7; ond cotton twill lifeguord suit, by Belboo Originals,

$%. Bottom right: A spelunking session begins with the explorer on the
left in nylon surf jocket, by Silion, $11. The chop up front weors

hooded surf jocket of unlined nylon, $10, with motching

62 double nylon surf trunks, $5, both by Pebble Beoch.
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THE WEST COAST WAY

refreshing as a pacific breeze,
the latest in california casuals

attire By ROBERT L. GREEN




WHEN THE PACK at Laguna shoulders its surfhoards out into the Pacific, it looks like anything but a fashion

leader. But the fact is that, in leading the way in casual menswear, the coves and beaches of California have
beaten the Eastern seaboard at its own designing game: When 200,000 surfers go down to the sca in style,
they start a sartorial tidal wave that will make news from Balboa to Baltimore. The rakish aspects of
California auire are apparent not only in beachwear, but throughout the entire sports wardrobe. By glom-
ming the trail-blazing California styles pictured here, you can get a good look at the future of sportswear.

Geared 10 a world of beach frolics and top-down convertibles, the imaginative designers on the West
Coast have put the emphasis on light, bright colors and created an entire wardrobe of “easy” clothes—easy
to look at, easy to get into, easy 10 wear and, when the time calls for it, easy to shuck. The young Cali-

fornian hops into his car and heads for the ocean like a lemming whenever he gets the chance. He wants
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Top: For after-swimming reloxation the guy lounges in Roman-condle-
striped Docron and cotton seersucker hooded parka with zip front,
$15, over Dacron ond cotton shorts, $9, both by Martin of

California. Above: For cocktails our mon sports a siriped Arnel and
rayon demim one-button sports jocket, $40, with complementing

blue slocks, $15, both by Rotner, ond striped sitk he, by Don Loper, $5.
In the middle: A winsome pairing gets ready to heod for the
hinterland. The chap is in o wool knit jocket with suede front, by
Scully Bros., $45, Dacron ond cotton oxford shirt, by Loncer, $7, ond
Dacron ond wool siretch slacks, by Rough Rider, $22. At far right:

A quiet couple perfectly attired for late-afternoon relaxing,

with the man in o heather-blend wool ond mohair cardigon, by Kondel, $19.
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casually correct clothes he can wear over a bathing suit, drape over the back of his car while he goes swim-

ming, and in which he can later pass inspection at the Marco Polo Lounge in the Beverly Hills Hotel.

The biggest single [ashion influence from California is, naturally. seen on the beaches, where adapuations
of the prolessional surler’s trunks are appearing in bold patchworks and bright solid colors. Slightly roomier
than the swimsuits of recent years, the new models do away with the standard zippered fronts and opt for
cither lacing or heavy-duty fasteners. You may be sure these suits will make the beach scene in a big way this
season. Another striking California innovation we foresee creating news is a knit shirt that looks like a
cardigan. In the more traditional sports coats, the California image calls Tor a long, lean silhouette using
the contoured one-button jacket oflsetting closely tapered slacks. On view here, then, is an on-the-scene

showing of the California styles of woday that will be the nauonal fashions of omorrow.
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humor By ALLAN SHERMAN

SEX AND THE SINGLE SHERMAN

WARNING: The following is prelty sexy. It's all about puberty and adolescence and girls and nakedness. For
good or bad, it’s an honest chronicle of my own years of discovery of sex, and it sheds some light on why I am what-
ever I am, and that's why I wrote it. But a lot of people said I shouldn’t write it because it would spoil my image.
So if you like my image better than you like me, please don’t read this. Those who are looking for something like
“The Carpetbaggers” might as well skip this, too. I'm sexy, all right, but not that sexy.

WHEN 1 was a little boy and we lived in Chicago, I had a
whole basement full of toys, and the one T remember most
was a set of electric trains—passenger trains. Each car more
than a foot long, with all the accessories, signals going up and
down, stations, blinking lights, water towers and coal chutes—
the works. Then the Depression came, and my father lost his
business, and we had to move to California.

I remember one day going down to the basement 1o play
with my trains, and there were no trains. No tracks, no blink-
ing lights, no stations, no water towers. My trains were gone.
So were all my other toys.

Sometimes when 1 am in New York even now, I go up to
the second floor of the F. A. O. Schwarz 1oy store and wander
around for two or three hours; meanwhile, people are trying
to get me on the phone, and nobody knows where I am, and
I'm lost as far as the world is concerned, but I'm up there on
the second floor of F. A.O. Schwarz having a ball playing
with the toys. I'm working the electric trains and playing all
the new games and fitting the plastic pieces of model kits
together. I guess what I am really doing is trying to make
something in my life continuous, because from that day when
the trains were suddenly gone, those large solid trains with
lighted cars and the passengers’ silhouettes painted inside the
windows—f{rom the day they disappeared, something else
disappeared with them: my ability, or at least my desire, to
distinguish between what is reality and what is famasy.

I' wonder why, when I started to write about sex, 1 began
with the missing trains. I guess it was because I wanted you to
understand, and I wanted myself to understand, that since the
morning those trains disappeared in Chicago, since the night
my family fell apart through divorce in Los Angeles, since the
first time I was sent away to live with distant relatives, 1 have
lived with the terror that there is nothing tangible, that there
is no one who really wants me, and that anything that is any
fun, anything in the world that is any fun, is not going to
last; one morning I'll look for it, and it just won't be there
anymore.

Nobody ever told me anything about sex. I mean, by the
time 1 was ready for a heart-to-heart fatherson talk, I no
longer had a father. My mother was embarrassed to discuss it,
and was also, I now realize, involved in her own sex problems.
The only preparation I had, I got by osmosis; 1 was a nice
Jewish boy, so I knew you shouldn’t do i, whatever it was, to
nice girls. But all my life I have been auracted 10 nice girls,
the kind you aren’t supposed to do it 10, and they, oo, have
been brought up, at least in my generation, thinking that
they shouldn’t do it either. How it ever gets done between
nice people is a mystery to me. What I think happens is, nice
people do it, but their heart isn’t in il.

The first girl I remember was Natalie. T was living with a
distant aunt and uncle in New York in an apartment house
on Audubon Avenue on the Upper West Side. I was about
ten years old, and so was Natalie. She lived on the same floor,
and we played an interesting game. I imagine we had o

invent this game to rationalize our sexual explorations of
cach other. Because without the game, it would have been a
blunt admission that we were curious about each other’s sex
organs, and this, of course, was a nasty and dirty thing.

We played the game in the hallway. The idea was, we
would run across the hall, and the first one 10 touch a certain
doorknob at the other end of the hall was allowed to see and
touch the other’s privates. This was a real good game. Oh
boy! 1 tell you, I couldn't wait 1o get home from school and
get the game started. And the more we played this game the
more it was a good game. It sure beat football and stickball
and Monopoly, which was also popular at the time. and ring-
alevio and Kick-the-can: and even if Scrabble had been
invented then, I wouldnt have wanted to play Scrabble,
because the highest triple-word score in the world would not
have expressed how much I liked the game Nawalie and 1
played every afternoon. We had no name for our game. The
rules came naturally 10 both of us, and the rules got more
relaxed as the game continued. We never argued about who
won, because losing was just as much fun as winning. I knew
I had a good thing going here, so I didn’t tell any of the other
little boys about my secret game. At the time, I thought
Natalie was the only girl in the world who would play such a
game, but now I realize that I might have made a fortune
with Parker Brothers or Milion Bradley if they could have
seen their way cdlear 0 put out something called The Naulie-
and-Allan Doorknob Game. It would have been a big seller.
with very simplc instructions, and no plastic pieces to get lost.

It was terrible when I had to leave New York and go back
to Los Angeles because my mother had a boyfriend there. My
heart was broken, because I guess in a way, in a ten-year-old’s
way, I had fallen in love with Natalic.

Back in Los Angeles, when 1 was in junior high school,
some boys gave me the word about masturbation. I had never
heard of it, so they gave me instructions. The only problem
was I had feelings of shame. I was a member of The Bov
Scouts of America at the time, and on page 238, I think it
was, of the official Boy Scout manual, it said you shouldn't
masturbate. because it was unhealthy and un-American; 1
hope the Boy Scouts have gotten more progressive and
changed this page, because 1 think kids have 1o masturbate.
In those days it was referred 0 as “self-abuse,” and all kinds
of stories went around among nice boys that if you masturbat-
ed you would grow hair on your palms or go crazy or develop
strange warts or your brains would get soft or vour father
would fall through an open manhole. This turned out to be
mere  propaganda.

I would like 1o say. vight now, that if they expel all The
Boy Scouts of America who masturbate, then next year's Boy
Scout Jamboree is going to be a mighty small and lonely af-
fair; and leU's be honest about it, so will the Campfire Givis
convention.

How is a boy of 13 going to 1ake the pressure off without
it?

There was a girl in junior high school—Geraldine.

I thought she was beautiful and  (continued on page 151 )
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sounds like oo much trouble. There are
a few punch recipes in which Iruit has
to be marinated in liquors for a day or
two. but those are the excepuons. Gen-
erally, an hour or so is all you need for
ripening the strong and the weak, the
tart and the sweer lor a really superior
punch. And yet, as easy as it is, the
punch bowl, with its gleaming island of
ice in a sea of liquor, propels any Gisual
atfair into a gala occasion. The sight ol
the brimming bowl scems o draw
drinkers ol all persuasions, be they light,
moderate or heavy.

As host. you should be willing and able
1o assume the role of benevolent dicta-
tor. You fll your bowl with only one lig-
uor combination—a  happy limitation
that emancipates the madding crowd
from making a choice. 1f you're the kind
of host who wants to remain sober, you
may do so, although this kind of Spartan
discipline isn't really necessary, since the
party, once under way, is completely sell-
serving. Undoubtedly, the best side effect
is what a punch bowl can do for your
ego. When you serve a boule of fine
whiskey or wine, you're given mild cred-
it as a thoughtlul host, but the lion’s
share of plaudits is reserved for the dis-
tiller or vintner whose name appears on
the bottle. When you serve a fine punch,
the hours of glory are yours alone.

Ben Franklin once observed that some
people “can in an instant understand all
arts and sciences by the liberal education
of a liule vivifving punch.” But belore
you can vivily, you must first know how.
For instance, an ounce of Chartreuse
will quickly spread its rich  flavor
through a whole botule of white wine.
An ounce of white wine, on the other
hand. is hopelessly lost in a bottle of
Chartreuse. Add a mere splash of heavy
Jamaica rum to a whiskey punch and it
is instantly cited for its dark flavor. I a
tablespoon ol whiskey in a rum punch
is noticed at all, it is taken as a mistake—
something  dropped in  accidentally.
Thus, while alcohol would seem to be
the staff of life in a punch bowl, it’s real-
ly the diversified flavors of alcohol, sub-
tly balanced, that bring on the special
cuphoria of a successful punch. Even
nonalcoholic flavors must join in the
balancing act with the stronger liquors.
A tart taste such as cranberry juice needs
the self-eflacingness of vodka. The deep
flivor of blucherries marries cozily with
the opulence ol Greek brandy.

You can always peg a veally profes
sional bartender by his icemanship. He
uses ice both to chill and 10 mildly di-
lute. When he twirls whiskey and ver-
mouth with ice in a mixing glass, he
knows the exact point at which the two
ounces of liquor reach their icy peak of
perfection and become three ounces of a
manhattan cocktail. Punch is made cold
in two ways—Dby prechilling all ingredi-
ents from the brandy to the bitters, and
by placing a floating island of ice in the

bowl nscll. As the waves kap against the
ice, the liquid becomes properly diluted.
A few cold punches, such as the cham-
pagne varieties, should not be diluted,
although they are sometimes  ice-gir
i a surrounding vessel of crushed ice.
These days, when the iceman no long-
er cometh, it's sometimes difficult 10 buy
a really good-sized chunk. However. in
our age of the cube, this is no partcular
problem. In [act, cubes are laster in
their chilling effecr than a block. But to
serious punch makers, they are puny
cralt alongside the traditional icy block-
buster in the punch bowl. You can make
vour own by simply freezing water in a
metal or plastic container, a deep sauce-
pan or metal mixing bowl. Normally
vou want a chunk of ice made with two
quarts o water for each gallon of punch.
After freezing, dip the sides of the bowl
in warm water for a few seconds and the
ice will shide casily down the ways. The
top may form a slight peak and rveveal a
crack or two, but the inverted iceberg
will be smooth and should floar serenely.

Il you don't own a punch bowl, there
is an immense variety designed for o
bachelor's equipage. The biggest howl
on record was used at a party given by
Admiral Edward Russell in 1694 at Al-
cante, to celebrate the victory of his
Mediterranean fleet over the French at
La Hogue: The doughty admiral served
a tidal wave of punch i an enormous
marble fountain to some 6000 guests.
The recipe called for four hogsheads of
brandy and the juice of 2500 lemons as a
starter. Eventually, evervbody got high.
including the two boys who alternated
in a small rowboat ladling out punch
to the guests at the vim ol the fountain.
The bovs didn't drink it themsclves.
but eventually toppled over from the
fumes that rose from the lake of hard
liquor. If you are celebrating something
a bit smaller than a fieer victory, there
are several elegant. if less grand. choices
of bow!l available. Old-fushioned but al-
wiys charming Victorian cut-glass bowls
showing the “Full Chase” and ““The
Kill"” are still around. There are thin
modern bowls in the shape ol bramndy
snifters and  huge crockery ones big
cnough for a goose 1o swim in. In an
emergency, of course, you can use any-
thing from a fish bowl to a champagne
bucker. But where punch becomes a hab-
it. as it recently has in many quarners, a
handsome silver or glass bowl on a tray
and a dozen squat punch cups become
the casicst portable bar extant.

The food you serve at a punch party
depends more on the hour than on the
punch itsell. I your guests are gathered
together for the kind of nearly wtal im-
mersion that takes place a the cocktn)
hour, vou'll find what the French call
amuse-gueules very uscful. These are
simply the small cockuail tidbits that li-
erally beguile the palate and nothing
more: salied Macadamia nuis, olives,

cheese twigs simoked oysters or smoked
cod liver on buttered younds of melba
toast. If the party exiends beyond the
twilight. vou should be ready with an
all-inone  casserole—a  chicken  wuras-
zimi, or a beel stew i red wine, either of
which, like the punch bowl aself, can
become the grand cemer of atention.

The punch reapes that follow cach
make approximately a gallon ol potable,
cnough  for eight bibulous guests  at
three rounds apicce.

ORANGE ALMOND BOWIL

I8 oss. blended whiskey

12 oss. Danish aguavit

1 quart plus 8B ozs. orange juice

8 ors. sweer vermouth

1 teaspoon orange biters

Peel ol 2 Luge Calilornia oranges

6 ors. slivered adlmonds

2 tablespoons melted butter

Salt

I quart plus T pint quinine water

Prehear oven at 375°. Place almonds
in shallow pan or pie plate. Pour buner
over almonds, mixing well. Place pan in
oven and bake unul almonds are medi
um brown, stirring once during haking.
Avoid  scorching.  Sprinkle  with  sali.
Chill almonds and all other ingredients.
Pour whiskey, aquavit, orange juice, ver-
mouth and biners over large block ol ice
in punch bowl. Let mixture ripen |
hour. Cut orange peel ino narrow strips
about 2 in. long. Pour quinine water
into bhowl. Sur. Float orange peel and
almonds on punch.

GIN CASANOYA PUNCH

I quart gin

16 ozs. Casanova hiqueur

16 ors. dry vermouth

I quart unsweetened grapelruin juice

L4 cup sugar

I quart club soda

2 lemons

2 bunches mint

Chill all ingredients. Pour gin., Casa
nova liqueur, vermouth and grapefrui
juice over large block of ice in punch
bowl. Add sugar and sur well. Ler mix-
tare ripen 1 hour. Just before serving
add club soda to bowl. Sur. Cut lemons

into  thin shices.  Float  lemon  slices
and mint on punch. If mint stems
are very long. cut ofl and  discard

bottom ends,

HBARBADOS BOWL

I ffth hight rum

8 oz 15)-proof rum

8 mediumssize ripe bananas

1 quarrt plus 12 oss. pincapple juice

I8 ors. (3 cans) frozen concentrated

limeade

12-07. can mango neclar

2 himes

Chill all ingrediems except bananas.
Cut 6 bananas imo thin slices and
place in electric blender with limeade,

(concluded on page 150)
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the bedazzled eyeball, the numbed eardrum,
the scorched psyche, the pyrotechnic sport shirt—
all played an unforgettable role in celebrating
that glorious fourth in hammond, indiana

memoir

By JEAN SHEPHERD

I THREADED MY waY through the midtown, midday side-
walk traffic that eddied and surged over and around the
clutter of construction paraphernalia. It was desperately
hot. My wash-and-wear suit clung to me like some rancid,
scratchy extension of my clammy skin. All around me New
York was busily, roaringly, endlessly rebuilding itself, like
some giant phoenix rising from the red-hot ashes of its
dead self. New York's incurable Edifice Complex blooms
mightily 1in midsummer.

Feverishly, I scuuled through shimmering waves of
asphalt-scented heat toward the cool, dark, expensive
decadence of my favorite French restaurant, Les Mis¢-
rables du Frites, little realizing that in another split second
I was about to savor one of the truly secret subterranean
pleasures of the human soul. Elbowing my way into a
hunched line ol prickly-heated city dwellers plodding
single file over a long-planked gangway, tightly jammed
between an enormous excavation and a line ol throbbing,
bright-orange engines of construction, I saw ahead of me a
short, stout lady wearing a damp flowered dress. cluiching
a Bonwit Teller shopping bag in both hands. Ducking her
head low, she ran interference for me and those behind me
through the wall of ringing sound and metallic heat.

I had reached perhaps the mid-point of the plank gang-
way, breathing shallowly the rising douds of cement dust
and carbon monoxide fumes—a subtle mixture that forms
one of the more insidious anesthetics yet devised, dulling
the senses and clouding the soul—and then it happened. It
was more felt, at first, than heard—a long, low concussion
pushing up suddenly from the gut and exploding in the
brain like a giant comber on the beach of some lost, forgot-
ten sea:

KAARRROOOMNMNM!

For a split second the great concussion hung in mid-air
and then, unthinkingly, my long-dormant GI reflexes
galvanizing into motion, I hurled myself to the clapboards,
digging in as 1 Landed. It was a direct hit! T clung to the
boards, waiting for the second round of the bracket, which
should come, 1 hastily calculated, off to my right. Suddenly
I became aware of an insistent rapping on the back of my
neck, as an elderly citizen behind me croaked:

“Get up, you bum! If you're going to sleep on the
sidewalk, at least find a doorway!”

He stepped over me and sheepishly 1 regained my feet.
Up and down the line I saw other ex-GIs brushing them-
selves off and once again moving forward in the unending
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stream of 20th Century man, bound for
God knows where. 1 peered down
through the haze of the great canvon of
excavation that lay just beyond the bar-
ricades. And then 1 smelled it—the acrid,
faint, lamiliar, naggingly pleasant scent
of dynamite!

Minutes later I sat pensively at a tiny
corner table of Les Misérables, waiting
for my luncheon date w arvive and
vaguely  conscious ol an  indelinable
sense  of cuphoria. It had
started immediately  afier the blasting
operation at the construction site. As 1
sipped my drink, I found mysell musing
about the first time 1 had heard that
primal, soulsatisfving roar of exploding
black powder. And then it hit me. I knew
what had sparked those mingled tinglings
of regret and exhilaration. The Fourth
of July! It had crept up on tiny cats’ feet
—unnoticed, unsung. unbombarded. To-
morrow was the Fourth of July! In just
a few hours it would be the glorious
Fourth, imd here I was without so much
as a sparkler 1o my name. I ordered an-
other drink and settled down  deeper
mto my eider-down bed of remem-
brances. The northern indiuna landscape
of mv vouth began to take form amid
the boules behind the mirrored bar.
Somewhere olf in the distance, the con-
struction ¢rew  set off  another  dull,
thumping blast that jiggled the silver
ware on my table, and it all began to
come back.

Dynamite, heat and excitement were
all intermingled in that Fourth of July
ritual that has long since departed.
What is there about a solid. mokar-rat-
tling explosion that sends the blood
coursing and brings the roses 10 our
cheeks? Nowhere was this indesaribable
pleasure more honored and indulged
than in the mill towns ol Indiana. I re-
member  guys sitting on their from
porches, lighting sticks of dynamite—real
dynamite—and rossing them out into the
street, just for Kicks. They'd sit rocking
back and forth in the swing, snapping
dynamite sticks, which come about six
mmches long, like breaking off a chunk
of a Baby Ruth candy bar. Scotch-taping
a linle fuse on the end, they'd rase it
with suitable flourishes to  their cigar
butts—bbzzzzzzzzz—hold 1t aloft for a
splil second, lhip it back by the garage,
and dive for the floor.

KKAAAABBBOOOOOONAMY

Windows  would  shatter,  crockery
would crash for blocks around, old ladies
would be hurled into the bushes, but no
one scemed o care. Afier all, the Fourth
is the Fourth.

Dynamite was the stafl ol life to the
average hillbilly of the day. He celebrat-
ed with i, leuded with it—even fished
with it. The sporting instinct  runs
strong in the hills. When the fishing sea-
son would open, the river would literally
be aboil with TNT.

POOOOOOOOOONMNMINI

The air for miles around would be
flled with  cathsh, hundieds of  the
sporting elite helding them with bushel
baskets.

The more civilized celebrants of the
Fourth, however, blew their reliel checks
im an orgy ol buying at the fireworks
stand. The fireworks stand. Even setting
the words down on the page causes my
hand 1o iremble and my brow to damp-
en in delicious fear—the sort of fear that
only a kid who has lit a fiveancher un-
der a Carnation Milk can and hurled
humsell prone upon the carth awaiting
the end can know. Criadled in the palm
of the hand, the five-incher—a  hard,
cool. rocklike coylinder of sinister jade
rreen wpped by a vicions red fuse—was
a thing of cruel beauty. And that was
only a fiwe-incher. Fireworks in those
days came m even more lethal and ex-
otic varicties. None, however, was more
porent, more awesome. than the ne plus
ultra of the fireworks world—ithe Dago
bomb. (This was never construed as an
anti-Italian name. by the wav, being
more pro than anyihing ¢lse.) A thing of
exquisite symmeltry, it came in four sizes:
the hveanch, the eight-ingh, the wen-inch
and the sure death. In more eliete circles
it wits known as an “aerial bomb,” but
among real fireworks lans it was most
olten known as “the Dago heister” In
actually looked like those giant nonexist-
ent firecrackers that occasionally  show
up in cartoons—a red. white and blue
tube with a wooden base stained dark
green. and a long red fuse.

Theoreucally, this infernal machine
was 10 be lit by an expert hand, It would
then explode with the hrst, or lesser,
explosion, which  propelled an  aerial
charge of pure white TNT into the am-
bient air, theovetically vertical, {or sever-
al hundred feet, and then—devastation!
—-not once, but several times, depending
on the size ol the bomb. It was not
cheap, the smallest going for hity cents
and the lvgest for around three dollars,
which i the davs of the Depression was
truly a cpital investment. The mere
sight of one of the larger specimens on
the shelves of a fireworks stand sent waves
of awe and excitement  through  the
sparkler buyers. It was truly the big time.

It was a Dago bomb that plaved a key
role in the legend hat was Ludlow Kis-
sel. Kissel found his true ratson d'étre in
the Depression itsell. He worked in idle-
ness the way artists work in clay or mar-
ble. He was i true child of his time. He
was also a magnificent souse. The word
“aleoholhic™ had not ver come imo com-
mon usage, it least not in the sieel 1owns
of Indiana. Nor were there any pompous
Frendian explanations Tor the insatiable
thirst that Kissel nournished. He was a
drunk. and thats all there was w1
He just Dhiked the swfl, and glommed
onto it whenever the occasion demanded
—which was always. And il the store-
boughten variety ol lightning was not

available, he concocted his own—using
raisins, apricots, Fleischimann's yeast, mo-
lasses and dead lies.

Nominally, Kissel worked  in  the
roundhouse at the sweel mill, and for
over 30 vears had been on “the exira
board.” being called only in exwreme
emergencies,  which  occurred  roughly
once every other month or so. He invari-
ably celebrated a day of work by holing
up in the Bluebivd Bar and Grill for
perhaps a week, and then would return
home, propelling himsell painfully for
wird on one loot and one knee. It ook
him someumes upwards ol three hours
to make 1t from the street 1o the back
porch. Au three aa, lyving in my bed-
room. it was kind ol conforting to hear
Mr. Kissel struggling up the steps of his
back  porch, inching painfully siep by
step:

Thump (One).

Long pause . . .

Thump (Two).

Longer pause

Thump (Three in a row!).

A splitsecond pause, then . . .

BUNP BUMP BUMP K- THUMP!

He's back ar the bottom.

Many's the time I was lulled 10 sleep
by this inspiving drumben of dauntless
hunman endeavor braving overwhelming
odds: Kissel trving 1o make the kitchen
door. And then the voice of Mrs, Kissel,
a large, Hower-printaproned lady who
read True Romance voraciously., would
call out: '

“Wiatch the steps. Ludlow. Theyre
tricky.” She loved him.

Kissel. one Fourth of July, plaved a
leading role in a pawiotic tableau that
is even today spoken of in hushed. rev-
crential wones throughout the Midwest.
It was a particularly steamy, hellish-
Iy hot July. The houscllics dung to
the saeen doors and the mosquitoes
hummed  in great  swarming  clouds
among the poplar wees. It was in such
weather that Kissel reached his apogee.
There was something about the bards
and the bees and the hot sun that kin-
died Kissel's blood and stoked an insatia
ble thirst for the healing grape. His
stocky. overalled figure recling through
the wwilight, leaving a wake ol llickering
fireflies, was as much a part ol the sum-
mer Lindscape as the hull golden moon.
Parishioners sprinkling their Liwns would
nod Euniliarly to him as he wove through
the hine sprav of the brass nozeles.

The fatelul  Fourth in  question
dawned hot and  junglelike, with an
overhang of black, lacy storm couds. A
few warm. immense drops  splattered
down through the dawn haze. 1 know.
because 1 was up and ready for action.
Few kids slept Late on the Fourth. Even
as the stars were disappearing and the
sun was edging over Lake Michigan, the
first cherry bombs rent the stillness and
the first littde old ladies dialed the police.

(continued on page 154)




THE INVASION

fiction By AVRAM DAVIDSON

IT WAS AFTER HIS ESCAPE from the infamous E People that Balfour’s usefulness to the Section came into question. Bal-
four, meanwhile, was in a bar, where he had ordered Irish on ice. Just on the corner, waiting for a bus, he had scen
what he thought was an A Person. He didn’t know if it was male or female, but of course it hardly mattered, not
even to another A Person, they were so timid.

He intended to go on to rye or bourbon aflter the first drink, the milder drink. Nothing stronger than tea had
been available to him in the Section’s small, secluded hospital. The bar was clean and dark and quiet, and after the
second sip he asked the dark-haired girl if he could order another whiskey sour for her.

“Yes, you can.”

He moved down the three empty stools and sat next to her. The frothy little goblet appeared and she started to
thank him, but then a shovel grated on the sidewalk outside and Balfour shuddered, gasped, spilled part of his drink.

“I know just how you feel,” she said. “It always goes right through me, too—sets my teeth  (concluded on page 78)

the coming of the e people

had been an adventure in horror—

now he awaited the rest

UNGERER, YULSMAN sPALIL
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INVASION (continued from page 75)

like on edge, you know.”

Tasting  acid, Balfour swallowed,
drank from his glass. “How the E People
make the sound, we don’t know. They
are only superficially similar to us, after
all. It may indicate anger. Or pleasure.
Usually they are very careful to do no
more than mimic us. Perhaps there is
some subconscious, hereditary remem-
brance of the sound. Which is why per-
haps even the noise of a shovel grating
can have the effect it does. By which 1
mean,” he saw his face in the mirror be-
hind the bar, grimaced at it, “that at
some long-forgotten time in human his-
tory there was possibly a prior contact
with the E People.”

The dark-haired girl held the stem of
the cherry and plumped it up and down
in the drink and then licked it off, all
while he was talking. Then she said,
“You sound like a professor or some-
thing. 1 never heard of any E People.
What are they? Oh, and I mean, you're
very kind to buy me this drink. I usually
never have more than one before lunch,
because I'm on a budget. What are E
People?”

Balfour said that he wasn’t supposed
to tell her. ““The world is not yet
ready,” to put it mildly. If T weren't still
so sick I wouldn’t be talking about it at
all. It can’t be what I really think it is, it
can’t be. They think I'm cured, but I'm
not.” His voice was somewhat uneven.

The girl took a tiny bite of the cherry
and a tiny sip of the drink. “That's a
healthy sign, anyway, that you recognize
it. My mother, now, she was away twice,
once for almost a year and once for two
months, and the doctor there, he said to
us, "She recognizes that she needs help
and that’s the first step toward recovery.’
I'm not embarrassed to talk about it. It's
just like any other sickness, that’s the
way I feel about it.”

He shook his head. The glass before
him was empty. He looked at the row of
bottles for one with an American label
and a green revenue stamp, and ordered
a double. The girl with the dark hair
frowned slightly. I hope you had a late
breakfast, or something,” she said.

“No.” He looked at her, feeling his
way. “I suppose I should get something
to eat. But restaurants are crowded and
smelly.”

Very promptly she said, “There's a
Chinese place right near where 1 live,
it’s not a restaurant, they put up the food
to take out. Do you like Chinese food?”

“All right.”

* - .

“What they did to me, what they did
to me, what they did—-"

His voice was rising and she put her
hand over his mouth. It was dark,
though still afternoon, with the curtain
drawn across the window on the air

shaft. They were both naked. It had
been a reliel 1o him when she asked for
money, but although this meant one less
thing 10 worry about, ncither that nor
the other relief had lasted long.

“I can’t let you stay here if you're not
going to be quiet, Bobby,” she said.

"1 can feel them,” he whispered.

“More trouble with the super I don't
need . . . but you're going to be quiet
now, aren’t you?”

“Neginn 2

There was a lipstick-smeared cup of
coffee on the crowded night table; he
shook his head when she offered it be-
fore drinking from it hersell, but he
took the cigarette she offered next.

“You see, now, with my mother,” the
girl explained, “'she had this idea that Qur
Lady was real mad at her because she
broke this promise. She wouldn't eat, she
wouldn't wash, she wouldn’t go out——
Anyway, like 1 say, she was in the hospi-
tal those two times, and they gave her
treatments and pills and now she’s just
like she was before and she even goes to
church and everything. So what I'm
trying to say is . . . the first time you
were in the hospital, maybe it didn't
cure vou completely, but don't be afraid
to go back. The second time is lucky.”

He rolled his head slowly from side to
side.

“What’s it all about, then?” She
leaned over and kissed him. “Want to
tell mer”

A long moment passed while he stared
up at her and her questioning smile.
Then he began to talk. *“This is my own
idea about it,” he said, finallv. He shift-
ed his glance to the burning end of the
cigarette. He shrugged, spoke more
quickly. “Aencas fled from burning Troy
—yes? With his old father on his back.
No—better example. Something like a
barbarian invasion is taking place on the
outer edges of the galaxy. The Huns are
bumping the Tartars and the Tartars
are shoving the Gauls and the Gauls are
pushing the Goths. And the Goths in-
vade Rome because they have no other
place to go. Can you imagine what they
must be up against to scek refuge here?
We don’t know too much about them.
At hirst there were only two types and we
called them the A People and the B
People. Now the list has gotten as far
i

“Do  you
abour?”

She nodded, half tumed to get her cig-
arette from the tray. After a puff she
said, “Like, refugees. But how come
you're not supposed to tell?”

A look of pain and hatred and despair
passed over his face. “Oh, my God,” he
said. “You don’t know . . . the E People
. . . their metabolisms are so entirely
different from owrs!” Then he said,
“What? How come? Ahh . . . it’s a verse

know what I'm talking

from Coleridge, 1 think. About a man,
you see, who's walking down a lonely
road at night,

‘And turns no more his head;

Because he knows a frightful fiend

Doth close behind him tread.”

“That's how come. And that's how
much use it all is. The wave of the fu-
ture, yeah . . . I'm hot. T hurt. I'm sick.”

She asked him if he'd like something
cold to drink, with ice in it

He said he would. "With whiskey.
t00."”

There wasn't any, but she agreed. with
only a little reluciance. to go and get
some if he promised to be quiet and not
go out in the hall with nothing on. He
promised. “Oh, God. I'm sick,” he mum-
bled. “I'm so sick.”

. e .

The liquor store was a smill one and
had just made its afternoon  bank
deposit and didn’t have change. The
man knew her and asked, “Where'd you
get a hundred-dollar billz”

“From the flying-saucer people,” she
said. He laughed, and so did she. In the
supermarker she looked to see what she
could buy fancy e¢nough to justify
presenting the big bill, and in so doing
she forgot to look at the cdock. The
checker wouldn't cash it when she finally
got through the line, and the manager
asked for identification and copied her
name and address from the electric-light
bill. together with the serial number of
the money.

“This is a changing neighborhood and
I'm new here and I have to be careful,”
he said.

“Look at the time!” she exclaimed.

- - -

There was a bad smell and a funny
sound in the apartment. “Bobby?” she
called, her heart going queer. She hur-
ried to open the bedroom door. “Bob-
by?”

On the bed, flaccid, torn and bleeding
from a hundred holes, lay the still-recog-
nizable outlines of what had been Rob-
ert Balfour. On the body, on the bed, on
the floor, on the walls, window and ceil-
ing were the other things. all like tiny-
tiny people. They seemed to grow, even
as she looked at them. And, even as she
looked, two more holes appeared on the
body and two more little ereatures wrig-
gled out of them. There must have been
over a hundred of them. A sound arose,
like the piercing nightwtime sound of
INSCCls.

“Bobby?

“Bobby?”

Powerless. stricken, she slumped for
ward into the room. Then, for the hrst
time, they seemed to sce her. They
turned toward her with onc movement,
and from them now arose another sound
—harsh, shrill, raucous, like the noise of
a shovel grating on a sidewalk.



THE GREAT AMERICAN BUILD-UP

how business and political reputations aren’t born, but made, when the drumbeaters turn fancy into fact

arlicle By MURRAY TEIGH BLOOM

THERE ARE in America today probably
fewer than 50 specialists in the art of the
build-up. All of them are publicrelations
experts. Each of them has handled many
cases, but they don’t like to talk about
their work. In fact, the subject of the
build-up makes publicrelations men
nervously uncomfortable. They now have
august professional societies with impres-
sive codes of ethics, and they look upon
the build-up as the first nonbarber sur-
geons must have regarded the old red-
and-white poles.

Essentially, there are two types of pub-
lic relations. First, there’s the old school,
whose practitioners see their function
as comparable to a good tailor's—who can
make your shoulders seem wider, your hips
smaller, your stomach less protuberant;
raise your height two inches, and gener-
ally make Tony Accardo seem a slightly
unconventional but very friendly busi-
nessman. This type of PR is on the wane.

The current approach is practiced by
Earl Newsom—old Henry Ford and his
grandson are his two great monuments—
who says, in effect: “You must do the
right things; you can't fake them. As a
good PR man, 1 will help you develop
good policies and then I will talk about
them.” This new PR man won't tell
you he cun make you look handsome,
but he will tell you he can make you
interesting, hence newsworthy, hence
promotable.

The real trouble with the old school,
comments an acerbic critic, is that “just
one gaffe will destroy the built-up image
that’s been worked on for years. When
you've finally got the rich jerk looking
like Cary Grant, he turns up in brown
shoes at the April in Pans Ball. As a
matter of fact, that’s what killed Nixon.
He turned up in brown shoes—fAgura-
tively—when he blew his stack during
that famous TV interview in 1962. Good-
bye Checkers, goodbye cloth coat, good-
bye honest Dick.”

“The Great Man racket, which con-
sists of the inflation and labeling of
enormous stuffed shirts, is always with
us,” Stanley Walker wrote in his 1934
classic, City Editor. “Some of the press
agents engaged in this calling confess
that it is the most soul-corroding way of
making a living known to man.” But it
is quite lucrative, and Walker himself,
fallen on rocky times after leaving the

New York Herald Tribune, became part
of the racket. He did puff books on Wen-
dell Willkie and Thomas E. Dewey when
they were making their Presidential bids.
Later he even did one on dictator Tru-
jillo—which must have been among the
most soul-corroding work ever under-
taken.

Assured of the anonymity of selves and
clients, a few build-up experts agreed 1o
talk of their exploits. Complete silence
is an unnatural state for most of themn,
and I think several of them felt the need
to pour forth their ingenuities and de-
vices to a sympathetic listener.

The exact psychic origins of the desire
for the build-up are seldom explored by
the build-up experts. Once he recognizes
the visible stigmata, the PR man needs
only to know his client's avidity, thick-
ness of wallet and staying power. No
build-up expert would ever think of a
mere one- or two-year campaign. They
know—and the wiser ones tell the client
in advance—that for maximum results a
minimum of five years is needed. Since
the cost of the campaign will be some-
where between $40.000 and $125,000 a
year, stick-to-itiveness here can involve
formidable sums.

“The build-up starts out,” an erudite
fellow who is head of one of New York’'s
largest PR firms explained, “with a
heavy hump of hypocrisy. The words
‘build-up’ or ‘personal publicity’ are
avoided with the deliberateness of the
great Oxford English Dictionary’s ex-
cluding four-letter obscenities.

“So we start with euphemisms. The
client says: ‘I want a program directly
connected with the corporation. If I
have 10 make speeches and so on, you
can count on me, but only if it will help
my corporation and its products.” When
he’s made that obligatory little speech
for you, he's said everything: You know
now he wants a personal build-up in the
worst possible way and is ready to spend
good corporate funds to get it. The
more he underlines only, the more the
build-up must be centered on him."”

The older practitioners of the build-
up art used to insist on knowing in ad-
vance what goal the client had in mind:
General Big Man, Governor, Senator, or
even, in time, Presidential Possibility.
The modern operator seldom bhothers:
For one thing, a serious plan would en-
tail admission by the client that he is en-

gaging in a long-term and expensive
build-up using corporate funds. Few are
that honest. One PR man insists: “You

must tell the client who he is, because he
really doesn’t know. Once you've told
him, you have to define very clearly
where he wants to go and, for that mat-
ter, where he could go.” This PR man is
exceptional. Most of the current build-
up operations are designed only to get
the client aloft.

Once the intent is clear, the build-up
expert must make a careful assessment.
How presentable is the client? How well
does he speak? Is he better with crowds
or small groups? (Governor Averell Har-
riman and Frank Stanton, president of
CBS, were built up successfully even
though they are terrible with crowds;
both are good with small groups.)

There are more basic considerations
for the potental build-upee. How well
does he register on TV? Does he have
abnormal sex habits or social peculiari-
ties that might queer a build-up? Several
Hollywood male stars are good box
office even though known in the trade as
practicing homosexuals; so, for many
years, was one of the most famous of all
Americans operating out of Washington.

“When you start seeing a lot of pic-
wres in the press and magazines of the
build-upee surrounded by his loving
wile and family,” 1 was told, “it can of-
ten be a way of squelching a rumor that
the guy's a queer. But if everything elsc
is right with the man, he can get away
with murdeg After all, Thomas Jeffer-
son was once (continued on page 112)
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Above: At friends’ home, Goy gogs it up in host's baggy tux pants, then takes her cue like o trouper and strikes Choplinesque loser's pose.

GOING CONTRARY to the cogent advice of Horace Greeley, July Playmate Gay Colliecr—a
pleasingly proportioned (36-28-35) Californian with keen hazel eyes for a dancing carcer

plans to go as far East as her talented footwork will take her. Twenty-two-year-
old Gay was born in New Orleans, lived in Guam and Nagasaki while her [lather

currently a North Hollywood attorney—fulfilled his Service stint in the Judge
Advocates Corps, then gravitated to the Golden State where she has been diligently de-
veloping her ballet and modern jazz—dancing techniques for the past eight years. As
she told us: “My first objective is to land a dancing role in a Broadway musical. After
all the years I've put in on toe shoes, 1 figure it's time [ started making the rounds of
New York agents’ offices and tried putting some of that practice to work. Eventually, |
hope 10 go o Europe and try out for one of the finer hallet companies, like the Ballet
Russe or the Royal Ballet, and I've already put my Playmate-photo prize money in a
special overseas “ballerina-or-bust” savings account.” Our artful July miss spends her few
dateless nights decorating her new Burbank bachelorette pad in a Spanish Baroque
motif, reading Durrell's Alexandria Quartet and knitting ski sweaters (“Anything's
better than 'TVY). Her favorite kind of evening includes Cantonese cuisine, a Peter
Sellers movie, and “a guy who doesn’t try to make an impression.” We're impressed.

CLOW
PRINCESS

esssssdsstanssssatsnssssacas

miss july is a pretty
californian

who plans to travel
east by stage

Below: Our clossic cutup gives her pop-eyed interpretation of a one-girl Prussion marching band {left}, then takes five (right) for a cup of coffee.
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Top: Miss July proves thot she con be just os windy as the next girl, when it comes to blowing up decarations for her
best girlfriend's birthday porty. “When | moke my mave ta Manhattan,” she confided, “I'm really going ta miss the
crawd | grew up with here in LA™ Battam: At party, Goy points out that “one candle means over twenty-ane.”



PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Two successful restaurateurs were discussing
business when one suddenly dropped his head
and solemnly announced, “Did you know that
my married daughter is having an affair?”
“Is that so,” said the other. "Who's catering

"

itz

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines happiness
as finding the owner of a lost bikini.

Jealously eying her next-door neighbor's new
mink stole, the young wife asked how she had
been able to afford such an expensive item.

“You probably won't believe it,” her neigh-
bor replied, “but T saved up the money by
charging my husband five dollars every time
we made love.”

That night, when her husband tried to fon-
dle her, the young wife, determined to get a
mink of her own, promptly stuck out her palm
and demanded five dollars. Fumbling through
his trousers, the husband complained that he
had only $4.50.

“For $4.50,” she rejoined stubbornly, *you
can only sample my aftection!”

After several minutes of extensive sampling,
however, the aroused wife realized she would
not be able to resist her husband's advances
much longer. In a final attempt to maintain
her newly acquired 1)1 aining position, she
whispered in his car, “If it’s all the same to
you, dear, uhy don't I lend you fifty cents un-
til tomorrow?™

Then there was the 90-ycar-old man who tried
to seduce a 15-year-old girl and was charged
with assault with a dead weapon.

A wild-cyed man dressed in a Napoleonic cos-
tume and hiding his right hand inside his coat
entered the psychiatrist’s office and nervously
exclaimed, “Doctor, I nced your help right
away.”

“I can see that,” retorted the docror. “Lie
down on that couch and tell me your prob-
lem.”

“I don’t have any problem,” the man
snapped. “In fact, as Emperor of France I have
everything I could possibly want: money,
women, power—ceverything! But I'm afraid my
wife, Joscphine, is in deep mental trouble.”

"I see,” said the psychiatrist, humoring his
distraught patient. “And what seems to be her
main problem?”

“For some strange reason,” answered the un-
happy man, “she thinks she's Mrs. Schwartz.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines popula-
tion explosion as the result of so many over-
bearing women.

In the midst of one of the wildest partics he'd
ever been to, the young man noticed a very
prim and pretty girl sitting quictly apart from
the rest of the revelers. Aj ]prmchmg her, he
introduced himself and said, “I'm afraid you
and I don't really fit in with this jaded group.
Why (Iont I take you home?”

“Fine,” said the girl, stmlmg up at him de-
murely. “Where do you liver”

~§

The wealthy Frenchman’s beautiful wife had
died, and while the husband stoically con-
trolled his gricf throughout the funeral pro-
ceedings, the wife’s lover sobbed loudly and
made an open display of his loss. The husband
observed this demonstration patiently and
then, when the services were over, walked over
to the younger man, put his arm around him,
and said sympathetically, “Don't be so upset,
mon ami. I plan to marry again.”

iy L tmsen

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines philan-
dever as a man with a perfect sense of two-
timing,.

A recent survey showed that the nine out of
ten doctors who preferred Camels  have
switched back o women.

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard
to Party Jokes Editor, pLaYBoY, 232 E. Ohio St.,
Chicago, 11l 60611, and earn §25 for each joke
used. In case of duplicates, payment is made
for first card received. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“He can’t go out tonight—he’s being punished!”
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THE MAN WITH
THE GOLDEN GUN

this was it, the point of no return
Sfor secret agent 007, the showdown in
the game that must culminate in death

Conclusion of the final novel

By IAN FLEMING

SYNOPSIS: When James Bond arrived at the Thunder-
bird Hotel at Bloody Bay, Jamaica, he found there the
smell of new paint and Jamaican cedar—and also the
unpleasant aroma of death.

He had been assigned by M, his Chief on Her
Mujesty's Secret Service, to kill the notorious Scava-
manga, “The Man with the Golden Gun,” hired assassin
for Fidel Castro and confidant of the hoodlum kings
of the Western world. Bond had tracked his prey through
numberless ports in the West Indies, and finally ran him
down in a Jamaican brothel. Theve he learned that
Scaramanga was planning an Apalachin Conference of
“international businessmen” at Bloody Bay. and needed
an assistant host in this enterprise. As “Mark Hazard.”
a slightly disreputable British insurance investigator,
Bond got the job. Thus was set the stage for 007s
final adventure.

More than ever befove, the odds were high against
Bond, but he did have allies. Based in Kingston was
Mary Goodnight, Bond’s former secretary, now assistant
to Commander Ross, his predecessor as M’s investigato
in Jamaica who had mysteriously disappeared; and two
CIA men—the ubiquitous Nick Nicholson and Bond's
old [riend, hookhanded Felix Leiter, both posing as
employees of the Thunderbivd.

At the hotel, an odor of high gangstevism arose from
Scaramanga’s guest list. Theve was Sam Binion, of varied
and sovdid background, who dealt in “real estate”;
Leroy Gengerella, of Miami, a big operator in “the
entertainment world”; Ruby Rotkopf [rom Vegas: Hal
Garfinkel [rom Chicago; Louie Paradise, the Phoenix
slot-machine king—and. finally, Mr. Hendriks, “the
Dutchman,” representing what their host blandly de-
scribed as “European money.”

Of them all, the mnystevious Hendviks was by far the
most sinister, It was Bond's guess that no other man in
the Thunderbird could have challenged Scaramanga’s
dominance.

The conference itself was held in a locked yoom with
Bond stationed on guard outside. At his post. 007
placed the bowl of an empty champagne glass against
the door, put his ear to its base. and listened. He
heard Scavamanga boast of the murder of Commandey
Ross. Then the hiller described his plans to sabotage
the sugar-cane market in the Caribbean and put the
heat on his gatheved guests for increased “dues.” When

Wounded, stunned and at the end of his strength,
James Bond staggered into the swamp—and
there was Scaramanga, blood-soaked, driven by
hunger and thirst, biting into the body of a snake.

ILLUSTRATION BY HOWARD MUELLER
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one of them objected. Bond heard the
golden gun yoar and a scream of terror
and  pain—and theve was no  further
sound from the dissenter.

Bond learned, too. that “the Dutch-
man” was. n fact, vesulent divector of
the Soviei K.G.B. for the Caribbean. and
that Gengerella was a Mafta chief. Bond
learned also that Scavamanga planned to
kel hime—at the proper time, of course.

At 3:30 the following morming, Bond
was awakened by a noise outside his win-
dow. It was Mary Goodnight, golden
hatr agloiwe in the moonlight. She had
come to warn him: The hounds were on
the scent—ithey soon wondd learn his true
identity—and  therr  quarry would be
“Marvk Hazard.”

To calin her, Bond took his secretary
into the sanctuary of his unbugged bath-
raom, and to drown hiy vorce, turned on
the shower.

“Don’t worry abont me_ I think I can
handle the situation all vight. Besides,
I've got help. You just tell H. (). you've
delivered the message and that I'm here
and about the two CL4 men”

He got to his feet. She stood up bestde
him and looked at him.

“Bul you will take care?”

“Sure, sure.” He patted her shoulder.
He turned off the shower and opened
the bathroom door.

A silken voice from the davkness at
the end of the bed smd, “Step forward,
both of vou. Hands clasped belund the
neck.”

Scavamanga turned the lights on. He
was naked save for his shoris and the
empty holster below his left arm. The
golden gun was tramed on Bond.

BOND LOOKED at him incredulously, then
to the carpet inside the door. The
wedges were sull there, undisturbed. He
could not possibly have got through the
window unaided. Then he saw that his
clothes cupboard stood open and that
light showed through inwo the next-door
room. [t was the simplest of searet doors
—just the whole of the back of the cup-
board. impossible to detect from Bond's
side ol the wall and. on the other, prob-
ably, in appearance. a locked communi-
cating door.

Scaramanga came hack imwo the center
ol the room and stood looking at them
both. His mouth and eves sneered. He
said, T didn’t see this picce of tal in the
line-up. Where you been keeping ic, bus-
ter? And why d'vou have o lnde it awav
in the bathroom? Like doing it under
the shower?”

Bond said, “We're engaged 1o be manr-
ricd. She works in the Brivish High Com-
missioner’s Office in Kingston. Cipher
clerk. She found out where 1 was staying
from that place you and I met. She came
out to tell me that my mother’s in hospi-
tal in London. Had a bad [all. Her
name’s Mary Goodnight. What's wrong
with that and what do you mean coming

busting into my room in the middle of
the night waving a gun aboutr And
kindly keep your foul tongue ro your-
sell.” Bond was pleased with his bluster
and decided to take the next step oward
Mary Goodmight's freedom. He dropped
his hands to his sides and wroed to the
girl. “Put your hands down. Mary. Mr.
Scaramanga must have thought there
were burglws about when he heard that
window bang. Now. I'll get some clothes
on and take you out o vour car. You've
got a long drive back o Kingston. Are
vou sure vou wouldn’t rather stay here
for the rest of the nighty I'm sure Mr.
Scaramuanga could find us it spare room.”
He urned back to Scaramanga. “It's all
right, Mr. Sc vangza, Ul pay for it.”
Mary Goodnight chipped in. She had
dropped her hands. She picked up her
small bag from the bed where she had
thrown it opened i oand began busying
herself with her hair in a lussy, leminine
way. She chauered, Lalling in well with
Bond’s bland picce ol very  British
“Now-look-here-my-mammanship.”  “No,
honesily. darling. T really think I'd bet-
ter go. I'd be in terrible wrouble i 1 was
Late at the othee and the Prime Mimister,
Sir Alexander  Bustamente, vou know
he's just had his eighueth birthday, well,
he's coming o lunch and vou know His
Excellency always likes me w do the
flowers and wrrange the place cards and,
as a matter of fact,” she wrned charm-
ingly toward Scaramanga, “it's quite
a day for me. The party was going 10
make up thirteen, so His Excellency has
asked me to be the fourteenth. Isn't that
marvelous? But heaven knows what I'm
going to look like alier tonight. The
roads really are terrible in parts, aren't
they, Mr—er—Scramble. But there it is.
And T do apologize lTor causing all this
disturbance and keeping vou {rom your
beauty sleep.” She went toward him like
the Queen Mother opening a bazaar, her
hand outstretched. “Now vou run along
ofl back to bed again and my fancé”
(Thank God she hadn't said  James!
The girl was inspired!) Il see me safely
off the premises. Goodbye, Mr., er 2
James Bond was proud ol her. Tt was
almost pure Joyce Grenfell. But Scara-
manga wasn't going to be wken by any
double talk, limey or otherwise. She al-
most had Bond covered from Scaraman-
ga. He moved swiltly aside. He said,
“Hold it ladv. And vou, nmuster, stand
where vou arce.” Marv Goodnighe let her
hand drop o her side. She looked in-
quiringly at Scarmmanga as if he had just
rejected the cucumber sandwiches. Real-
Iv! These Americans! The golden gun
didn’t go lor polite conversation. [t held
dead steady between the two of them.
Scaramanga said 1o Bond, “OK. I'll buy
it. Put her through the window again.
Then I've got something 1o say o vou.”
He waved his gun at the girl. "OK, bim-
bo. Get going. And don’t come wespass-

g on other people’s lands  again,
Righe? And you can well His triggin® Ex-
cellency where to shove his plice cards.
His writ don’t run over the Thunder-
bird. Aline does. Got the photo? OK.
Don’t bust your stays getting through
the window.”

Mary  Goodnight said icily, “Very
pood. Mr., er 1 will deliver vour
message. I'm sure the High Commission-
er will take more careful note than he
has done of your presence on the island.
And the Jamaican governmem also.”

Bond reached out and wok her arm.
She was on the edge of overplaving her
role. He said, “Come on, Mary. And
please tell Mother that I'll be through
here in a dav or two and I'll be tele-
phoning her from Kingston.” He led her
to the window and helped, or rvather
bundled her out. She gave a brief wave
and ran ofl across the lawn. Bond came
away from the window with considerable
reliel. He hadn't expected the ghastly
mess to sort asell out so painlessly.

He went and sat down on his bed. He
sat on the pillow. He was reassured to
feel the hard shape ol his gun against his
thighs. He looked across ar Scaramanga.
The man had put his gun back in the
shoulder holster. He leaned up against
the clothes cupboard and ran his finger
reflectively along the black line of his
mustache. He said, “High Commission-
er's Ofice. That also houses the local
representative of  your famous  Secret
Service. 1 suppose. Mister Hazard. that
vour real name wouldn’t be  James
Bond? You showed quite a turn ol speed
with the gun tonight. I seem 1o have
read somewhere tha this man Bond fan-
cies himself with the hardware. 1 also
have information to the effect thar he's
somewhere in the Caribbean and that
he's looking for me. Funny-coincidence
department, ch?”

Bond Lwghed easily. 1 thought the
Secret Service packed up at the end of
the war. Anyway. Trind 1 can’t change
my identity o suit your hook. All you've
got to do in the morning is ring up
Frome and ask [or Mr. Tony Hugill, the
boss up there. and check on my swory.
And can you explain how this Bond
chap could possibly have tracked you
down o a brothel in Sav' La Mar? And
what does he wane [rom vou anywayz”

Scaramanga contemplated him silendy
for a while. Then he said, “Guess he may
be lookin® for a shooun” lesson. Be glad
to oblige him. But you've got something
about number three and a hall Love
Lane. Thats what 1 hggered when |
hired you. Bur coincidence doesn’t come
in that size. Mebbe 1 should have thought
again. I said from the hrst T smelled
cops. That girl may be your hancée or
she may not, but that ploy with the
shower bath. That's an old hood's wrick.
It's probably a Scoret Service one, too.

(continued on page I138)
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“It’s very romantic and all that, but don’t you
realize you're standing over an open grating?”
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rallying: an always exhilarating, occasionally manic autosport that combines competition with conviviality

Below: Morning muster finds enthusiostic rollyists putting heads together over instructional fine print while cor is given safety check by officiols.
Above: On lhe road ofter plotting out their initial course of oction, confident couple in XK-E clip off milecge in determined foshion
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sports By CHARLES BEAUMONT

A NOTED avtosmosite authority once remarked:
“The first car could never have remained alone
on carth for long. Someone would have had 1o
build a second model just so there could be a
race.”

I the pundit had substuituted the word “rally”
for “race” he would have been just as correct.
The rally (which. madentally, should not be
spelled “rallve”™—a form as archaic as “compleat”
—except when a particular evemt, such as the
Rallye Auwomobile Monte-Carlo, calls for s
use). springing Irom o royalty-blessed beginning
and maintumng an upper-class wadition, is ful-
Iv as ancient and cqually sporung as the more
spectacular hegivas of  speed  held on ctosed
courses. It is a preasion driving contest wilizing
public roads, and can involve as many as several
hundred automobiles, cover up o 12,000 miles
and deliver almost any Kind ol thrilling experi-
ence the normal man might hanker for.

In this country, rallies, as weekend pastimes,
have grown to amazing and, o some, alarming
popularity. Those who find cause tor alarm in-
clude highly civilized Palm Springs Indians,
dirt farmers on the plains of Canada, wild and
domestic animals. seclusion-secking lovemakers,
ferrvboat captains, gane wardens, trout hsher-
men—all of whom have lelt the drasuc eftects
of this particular brand of auto mania.

It wkes a powertul influence 1o shaner the
lives and jor nervous svstems of such an ill-assort
ed cuich of kith and Kine as those enumerated
above, but a rally is the inserument with which
the job geis done.

The dictionary defines “rally™ in vather mun-
dane Fashion as “a coming together of persons for
common action.” But it also hints at the real
nature of such an event by including these de-
scriptive phrases: “a recovery from dispersion or
disorder™; 1o acquire fresh strength or vigor™;
“an exchange ol blows™: and "to ridicule good-
humoredly.” With a hule imaginauon it can be
scen that the author of these dehnitions was ac
tally desanibing a rally wherein hundreds ol
automobiles and their crews “come ogether for
common action” against a highly complicated
set of driving instructions; foresceing that a cer-
tain proportion will be forced to “recover from
dispersion or disorder”™ after having gone astray:
anticipating the need for “renewed strength and
vigor” following the cifori ol shoving onc's car
out of a muddy soft shoulder; decrving the “ex-
change ol blows” between driver and navigator
when lelicity begins o fray under pressure and
laughing with those who “rnidicule good-hu-
moredlv” the stragglers who come in hours after
the victory banguet.

It may be dithcult for the wnmimitated o see
how such a sport could sweep the country unless
drastic legishution enforced  paraapation, but
like those who dig bongo drumming. skindiving
and goldhish swallowing. its devotees love their
hobby with a missionary fervor. We have found
ralhies an exhilaratng form ol auwtomouve com-
prtition. a worthy joust with time, speed and
distance, and, should you hnd yoursell in a posi-
tion to indulge, consider 1t with an open and
vouthful mind. On a pleasant Sunday aher
noon, in the snug, leather-upholsiered bucker
seats of a mimble sports car, with a charmi B

Above: Wild cow-posture cor jom occurred when uncertain rollyists followed on
outo thot looked os if it knew where it wos heoding. The blind were obviously leod-
ing the blind. Below: One of the joys of summer rallying is olfresco lunch break.
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Rally equipment, clockwise from ten: Mileage calculatar, $14, by Stevens. At-
tachable sports-car timer, $45.60, by Racine. Stop-watch recarders: 1/5-secand,
split-action madel, $72; 1/100-minute version, $48.50; 1/5-second model with 17-
jewel precision movement, $145, all by Hever. {Below them: Two-button wrist
chronogroph, $111, by Gollet.) No-glore clipboord, $19.60, by Racine, with 12-hour
timer, $41.40, by Golco. ltalian knit and leather driving gloves, $8.95, from Haon.
Rapid calculator, $125, by Curto. Letters, 50¢ eoch, lorge numbers, 75¢, and small
ones, 50¢, all from Hoon. Altimeter, registers up to 15,000 feet, $9.50, by Airguide.
Speedpilot timer, $89.50, ond Twinmoster distance measurer, $89.50, both by Holdo.
Above Speedpilot: Dynometer for checking brake efficiency, $29.95, by Bowmonk.

Below: Crew of MG Sports Sedon decides to combine logging in ot check point with
some leg stretching. Short-wave rodio an officials’ toble broadcasts time signals.

companion at your side to share the challenge
and be drawn closer by mutual effort, it is guar-
anteedd to take years off your outlook. Later,
with cocktails and dinner, in the good fellow-
ship of kindred spirits and plenty of expansive
conversation on the day’s activities, it is obvious-
ly the Good Life, and trophies won or lost be-
come incidental.

The mention of wrophies obviously puts this
sport in the amateur class, and so it is with the
vast majority of the events staged in the United
States. It therefore becomes not too difficule a
game to play and the prerequisites are few: an
automobile (not necessarily a sports car), a part
ner who can be (nay, should be, as [ar as any
red-blooded young man is concerned) female, a
few simple and inexpensive instruments and an
ample quota of self-conhdence. The last-named
ingredient, it will soon appear, is of the utmost
nnportance. A rally, in the best wradition of
amateur competition, requires total sel{-reliance.
It 1s you against the pack—and may the best
mman win,

Dictionary definitions aside, a rally involves
point-to-point driving over an exactly specified
route, maintaining given speeds to arrive at an
unrevealed destination at an unspecified time.
This is somewhat like solving an algebraic cqua-
uion where both X and Y are unknown, but ral-
ly experts become so skilled that they arrive
with less than a second of error over a 500-mile
course.

Lest this seem like a dry mathematical exer-
ase or an organized tour for little old Iadies,
consider that these precise events are run in the
dead of winter through the Adirondacks, across
Canada, or over the 11,000-foot passes of the
Continental Divide at speeds difficult to main-
tain even in the best weather. Others take the
entrants through the Everglades, up the Chis
holm Trail, into Grand Canyon country and, in
fact, along necarly any highway, freeway, toll
road, side road, logging road and fire trail you
can find on the map. The top rallies have a
definite separational effect on men and bovs,
and even the nearcasual Sunday-afternoon out-
ings that end at beer busts or watermelon picnics
can involve some pretty hair-raising episodes.

The Affair of the Palm Springs Indians might
be cited in this connection, since it began in all
innocence and almost ended in a 20th Century
scalping festival.

This particular tribe had the commendable
foresight to scttle on a forsuken piece of desert
real estate in California which they knew would
later become (‘xtrcm(’.ly destrable o pa]chct's as
a winter rewreat from Eastern cold and Los
Angeles smog. Their reservation, although some
what eroded by the intrusion of palatial resi-
dences, goll courses and luxury hotels, is still a
primitive, albeit well-financed, oasis. The In
dians enjoy a definite amount of privacy, and
the dirtsurfaced access road that meanders
through their domain is not frequently used.
Visitors are not molested, but are certainly not
encouraged. The untraveled reservation road in-
trigued the rally committee of a Southern Cali-
formia sports-car club, always secking the
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Above left: Cobro pilot looks resigned to his fote os eternal feminine in young lody couses her to poss up map interpreting in fovor of freshen-
ing her moke-up. Above right: A more othletic type of repoirwork occupies Porsche poir os blowout blows their chonces of coming close to pre-
scribed time for rolly's finol leg. Below: A toast to the winning teom’s loving-cup bearers ot cosual beer-bosh bonquet thot tops off rally big show.
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oltheat, scenic or unusual to include in
an event

The survey party, charting the course
some weeks ahead, encountered no op-
position or hostility and probably ig-
nored the fact that the Indians existed.
On the day set for the rally, the spar-
kling, sunny fall weather attracted an
unexpectedly large turnout and, seem-
ingly, hall the sports cars in Los Angeles
were at the starting line loaded with
high-spirited enthusiasts.

The red men, lounging on the porches
ol their houses. which border the dirt
lane, were at hrse amused by the unusual
amount of traffic as car after car hurded
by: but then, as there appeared 10 be no
end to this parade, began to be annoyed
as each of the participants stirred up a
cloud of dust which failed 10 settle he-
fore another unconcerned rallyist blast-
ed along and added more topsoil 1o the
atmosphere. Finally, pale under the lay-
er of silt, and red-eyed with rage at this
violation and aerial dispersion of their
property, the Indians met in tribal
council and declared war on the automo-
biles. Making use of the wedapons at
hand, they scattered nails, barbed-wire
fragments, broken hottles and acks
across the road and sat back to await the
loud popping noises that inevitably
followed.

After a goodly number of cars had
been halted at the booby-trapped section
and the frantic crews were hurriedly
Jacking up their disabled vchicles, the
Indians sauntered out and invited the
contestants to take their rally elsewhere.
This admission of culpability in causing
the participants to lose the one commod-
ity which they regarded as more precious
than diamonds—time—and the impres-
sion that they were on a state highway
brought the rallyists’ tempers to a point
hotter than the desert sun. Another Lit
de Bighorn was almost precipitated,
and only the intervention of club
officials managed 1o bring about the
lighting of a peace pipe. There are some
entrants who still aver that if one more
car had stormed by in its own aura of
dust, fircarms would have been the next
resort of the Palm Springs Indians and
that the U. S, Cavalry would have had
trouble quelling the well-hecled revolr.

Such  sensitivity to the continuous
shock wave of passing cars at close inter-
vals is not unique with our red breth-
ren: herds of sheep and cows have been
put to flight by rallyists roaring up farm
roads in the dead of night or early in the
morning, and irate ranchers have been
known to level shotguns at passing con-
testants . anger and frustracion.

Rallies, of course, are not continuous-
ly larded with such encounters, and the
events staged in this country do not all
involve the supreme tests of man and
miachine that characterize those held in
other pares of the world, but they are le-
grumate descendants of the Herkomer

Fahrt, an automobile trial of 1904,

Its successor, the Prinz  Heinrich
Fahrt, which began in 1908, was the im-
mediate ancestor of the present-day Al
pine Rally. one of the toughest and most
prestigious and the model for all other
similar events.

The association of royalty in these
early-day wrials inaugurated a  blue-
bloaded or upper-bracket miasma which
still persists, and the sport is generally
regarded as something like yachting or
grevhound breeding in many places. It
was necessary to have some kind ol in-
fluence o get the pre-World War One
events on the road. since most cities and
villages had ordinances against “scorch-
ers” that restricted a vehicle's progress to
the pace of a man carrying a red fag, or
something  similar, and the daredevil
chaufleurs of that innocent era were will-
ing to risk their necks at speeds perilous-
ly high in the 40-mph bracket. With the
assistance of Prince Henry of Prussia.
brother of Wilhelm II, Kaiser of Ger-
many, these safety regulations were
waived for the trials, and the Prinz Hein-
rich was named in his honor.

The Alpenfahrt was born simply be-
cause members of the Austrian automo-
bile club discovered an unclimbable
mountain road and realized that it
would make a superb rally obstacle—a
state of mind which still persists among
rallymasters. The first Alpine autracied
23 entries, of which 15 remained in the
contest after they saw the Katschberg.
the 25-percent grade which so delighted
the committee. Five cars managed to
make the climb without assistance from
man or beast and their makers widely
advertised the fact. The result was that
within a couple of years the list was up
to 95 widely assorted vehicles ranging
from Rolls-Royce to Model-T Ford.

The Alpine, barring time out for
wars, has annually maintained its repu-
tation as a car destroyer and a wringer-
out of men. It imposes conditions so
difficult t0 meet that triumphs over its
twisting length are counted as manufac-
turing achievements as well as testi-
monials 1w the durability of driver and
navigator.

International  competition is not al-
ways the eventual goal of amateur ral
lyists, but a certain percentage of those
whom you might encounter on a1 modest
cub rally around Weehawken, New Jer-
sey, might be planning such a foray in
the future. To these people, the rally is
a gripping drama in which anything not
specifically forbidden is permissible. As o
result, some ol the contestants arrive at
the start with cars having electronic com-
puters worthy of MIT coupled 1o speed-
ometers and clocks, or a back sear full
of hand- or bauery-operated calculators,
stop watches, 24-hour clocks, short-wave
radios capable of receiving official time
signals from the Naval Observitory and
every device known to assist in rapid

mathematical equating this side of Al
bert Einstein, Such an accent on time-
and-distance accuracy. as opposed w the
hard-driving  European type rally, has
grown up because in most sections of the
country at most times of the vear, the
roads are in excellent condition and
public officials frown on wrning  ow
highways into more of a race course than
they already are.

Oddly enough. the threat of a ticker
seemingly adds a bit of spice, and raily
veterans develop a separate sense which,
sharpened by participation in a hundred
brushes with the law, tells them where to
wread lighddy.

Such avid enthusiasts and the electron-
iccomputer set, naturally, form only the
hardened inner core. Ranging outward
from that particle are the more-and
more-casual types until, on the outer pe
riphery, are found the seatof-the-pants
navigators and drivers who use the radio
merely to get ball scores.

Rally equipment of an intricate sort
will not replace common sense, and if
you have a tendency 1o get lost in rele-
phone hooths, perhaps vou had better
consider some less demanding  hobby.
However, if you are reasonably quick to
decide which s your left hand, as op-
posed 10 your right, and are capable of
working simple mathematical problems
of addition, subtraction and division,
you should at least give the sport a whirl,
If you understand a slide rule or can
learn to operate a circular version of one
that is wranslated into miles, time and
speed, you are in great shape for a yro—
assuming you want to navigate. 1f you
fancy yoursell as one who can instine
tively maintain a set speed and keep a
sharp eye for roadside details, it might
be the driver's side for you.

Navigation scems o be the fly in the
pudding for those who say they'd like o
go the route but are fearful. However,
a few years ago onc of the best club ral-
lyists in Southern California mvariably
showed up in his crisp linle MG TC
with a pad of paper strapped o one leg,
his wrist watch tightly wound and a slide
rule in his carcoat pocket. Undail they
barred this Lindbergh-ype approach, be
cause somebody considered it dangerous
to read. write and drive at the same
time, the lone wolf was taking home
enough suitably engraved wophies to
stock a jewelry store. So, navigation
shouldn’t be 1o much of a problem for
onc unoccupied person.

To assay that statement. let us exam-
ine the typical onc-day rally so popular
in this counury. The rallymaster, or
rally chairman, and his commitee plot
out a route, using largescale maps. then
survey it by car to determine if there are
any real gut-busting hazards or impedi-
ments that would add wo great an ele
ment of luck to the running. Then it is

(conlinued on page 122)
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TLE GAME OF HIDE AND SEEK

the very reason for their passionate liaison held the seeds of its bittersweet impermanence
Siction By HERBERT GOLD

NEW YORK is for lovers, it's on their side, he thought, stretched out cooling by her flank; but not for this parched
lover. He sultered the thirst of the yvearning man who had drunk from a cool, tempting, secretly corrupted spring.
There was salt on his tongue. He thrust himsell onto his back—thinking position—and thought himsell into a mote
of dust idly floating in the brilliant latc-alternocon sunshine that suddenly poured into the room through the blinds.
He left Helen, lovely Helen, fainting lor only a moment into the damp trench made by her body in the bed; he be-
came mere idle dust; he floated; he swirled. It was the best he could do. No uvse trying to sleep.

The mote decided that New York is for lovers who need the thrill of Heeing from public into private excitement,
for those who flatter their pride in a daring, secret rewreat amid the crowd, lor the light and easy hand-holding
very voung. These lovers rise beautifully 1o the sea-swell challenge ol the Fantastic crested city.

Not Mike, wounded in his conjugal war. Not Helen, whose bitter and cautious delight in Jove had helped
to make her an actress of rare quality. (“Ah'm the Queen ol Ofl-Broadway,” she sometimes explained. “Ah'm
the Reignin® Queen of the most irrelevant plays you have ever seen. That don’t scan, but it's true.”)

They were drunkards of love. They had taken their fill, yet needed more. How  (continued on page 118)
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a tribute to the mediterranean playground’s
OF THE RlVl international panorama of sun-kissed,
barely clad, pleasure-prone beachcomelies

 CARLTON




Left: Golden-tressed Arlette Dobson [Miss Englond, 1961), o London foshion model, shores poddle bool with Swedish shipmate Uschi Bernell off
Corlton Beoch at Connes. Below left: Bosom-deep bother Clorence Cowvieux, dromo student ond doughter of o Poris restouroteur, upstages
Connes’ polaotiol Hotel Corlton. Below right: Motorbooting off Cop d Antibes, monokinied bollerino Jode Maillol tokes eye-filling odvontoge
of recent French court decision ollowing topless beach ottire. Bottom: Finnish film starlet Miriom Michelson reflects on lolest St.-Tropez swimweor.




Below: Copenhagen coed Anne-lis Swensen adds impressive new dimensions (36-22-36) fo the Riviera's bare-bosomed look in beachwear as she
enjoys o top-down ride along the Cannes Croisette. Bottom left: On vocation in San Remo, winsome Rhinelander Inge Bohm, a professional
translator wha migrates fo the sunny shores of Italy’s Riviera di Ponente eoch winter from her home in Wurzburg, is fetchingly framed by netting
at fishermen's dock. Bottom right: Noontime shopper loselyn, a 21-yeor-old Cannes dental assistont, doesn't need local gendarme to stop troffic.




IF YOU BELONG to that international fra
ternity of peripatetic young males who
enjoy following the girls who follow
the sun, you'll find the Riviera’s sun-
drenched beaches and coastal highlands
the happiest possible hunting grounds
for the female of the species. From the
tny scaside village of Le Lavandou, ai
the western tip of France's resort-stud-
ded Cote d’Azur, to the naval port at
Spezia, some 200 miles away on the east-
ernmost Iringes of Italy’s fashionable
Riviera di Levante, you'll always be
within arm’s reach of an eye-hlling array
of bikini-clad femininity. The Riviera's
contingent of female sun worshipers is
almost as unlimited as it is uninhibited,
and the young male with a modicum of
loot can afford 10 be as discriminating as
he chooses in selecting companions with
whom to share his itinerary.

Far from being a homogencous group.,
the girls of the Riviera are as diverse a
collection of beachcombing beauties as
you could ever have the good lortune to
encounter. In [act, during the height of
the resort season, which extends from
early January through July, only a third
of the female population on the Coe
d'Azur is even French born. Instead, it's
the climate-conscious northern Euro-
pean girl and her adventure-seeking
American sister who comprise the ma-
jority of this international playground’s
tanned-torso set. Not until kate summer
do the majority of vacationing femmes
frangaises Hock to this Mediterranean
mecca of sunshine and seminudity in
search of a new skin tone and the right
male companion to admire it.

In addition to being the spice of every
man'’s lile, variety is one of the intriguing
qualities that has helped make the Rivi-
era girl a creature of universal appeal.
She probably spends most of her year in
London, Paris, Frankfurt, New York, San
Francisco or even Minneapolis, Stock-
holm, Madrid, Rome or Lisbon. She may
be a Balkan ex-princess whose parents
fled to western Europe belore the Iron
Curtain was drawn tight, or the daughter
ol a wealthy Oriental merchant who emi-
grated from Indo-China when the French
army was defeated in 1954, Or she may
be one of the myriad aspiring actresses
who roam the Croisette at Cannes, hop-
ing to be discovered by some interna-
tional movie mogul. She might be a
recent graduate of Stanford or Sarah
Lawrence whose unsuspecting father is
convinced that an extended Mediterra-
nean holiday is just what his litde girl
needs to broaden her outlook. Or per-
haps she’s the typically intense young art
student who annually pays homage to the
gallery exhibits at Antibes, Biot, St.-Paul
and points east. Her background and in-
terests are likely to be as unpredictable as
womankind itself. But whether the Rivi-
cra girl ol your choice hails from Seattle
or Saigon, dances at the Lido or clerks
for aswufly (lext continued on page 126)

Below: Aboard a friend's yocht in the harbor ot Portofino, Madeleine Arentoft, o delec-
toble Donish undergroduote from the University of Copenhogen, disploys the kind of well-
rigged lines (36-21-36} thot have brought mony o male to the Ligurion secside. Studying
to become o librarion, this bookish beouty prefers well-reod to well-heeled moles.




Below, clockwise from top left: Chestnut-hoired Reine Rohon, 17-yeor-old video storlet from Poris, returns to scene of her 1964 Connes triumph,
where she londed o TV film confroct just minutes after posing ou noturel for film-festivol photogs; Hanoi-born Thoo Phuong, doughter of ex
Emperor Boo Dai of Vietnom, lends her inscrutable charms to St.-Tropez white-sonded Epi Ploge; British monnequin Terry Barella tries for ollover
ton ot Cros-de-Cognes; French movie minx Veronique Vendell (see In Bed with Becket, PLavBOY, Februory 1964) odorns the strond ot Cap-Ferrot.




Below, left to right: Hazel-eyed Christione Thiry, a Katongo-born Belgion belle currently employed os a doncing instructor in the Conory
Islonds, eschews the use of customory bikini ot St.-Tropez' Tohiti Beoch; Milan model Héléne Urbini showers off after a doy's surfing in the Gulf
of Ropollo. Boitom, left to right: Connes hairdresser Jocqueline Luccioni, a 19-yeor-old notive of the Céte d Azur, finds ofternoon sun over the
Croisette best for browning; Tania Bosset, an opulently endowed mademoiselle from Lyon, holidoys in Nice between semesters ot the Sorbonne.




Left, top to bottom: Stotuesque Elen Stroetingo, o 21-yeor-old sculptor's model from Amsterdam, is hobitué of rocky coostline neor St.-Rophasl;
Parision pop chonteuse Cotherine Fronk, who recently mode film debut in Vodim's Circle of Love, catches 40 winks at Connes. Below, in three-
picture sequence: Viennese vocotioners, blonde ond blue-eyed Renata Aldigeri ond her designing female componion, couturiére Inez Beinhaver,
sample the local Ligurion vintners' harvest, then bosk on beach ot Sonto Margherito before cooling off in the briny atop trusty woter cushion.




Below: On temporory leove from her undergroduote philosophy curriculum ot the Aix-en-Provence Lycée, redheoded Virginie de Solenn, o 16-
yeor-old notive of centrol France, tokes five on the sonds ot Colonque d'Estérel between filming sequences of The Longest Night, in which she
ploys o bit port. Bottom, left to right: Pert Parisienne Claudio le Boil shops for botiste of one of the stylish boutiques olong St.-Tropez woterfront;
sun-worshiping Swiss miss, Josick de Cupper, full-time lob essistont ond port-ime Europeon cover girl, hos o penchont for cigorillos ond the seoside.




Below left: Born and roised in Algeria, where she taught French to elementory school children until two yeors ago, Simone Dorot represented
France in the 1961 Miss Universe contest ot Miami. Now a full-time droma student in Nice, she hopes to develop her tolents as a comic actress.
Below right: Denise Perrier, whose father is mayor of neorby Fréjus, sips on aperitif at the elegont Eden Roc Hotel in Cop d'Antibes. Bottom:
Andelo Krejci, a 20-yeor-old British ballet student from Strotford-on-Avon, does her sunning—sons suit—on a secluded strond outside St.-Tropez.
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Below left: Titian-tressed Christione Pavesi, an houte cauture madel fram the Left Bank, attracts o crowd of male admirers at the casina in
Cannes. Below right, top to battom: Corrine Bedu, a successtul Paris fashian designer wha recently toured the Middle Eost ofter jetting ta
Beirut for a special shawing of her latest line, is a dimpled devotee af less-crowded coast ot Miramar; Tunisian-barn Simone Bovinah awns her
own St.-Tropez boutique, teaches Bedauin folk dancing an the side, and shows fine farm (38-23-37) even while sitting out o frug at local baite.




Below, left to right: Eva Schouloud, Polish-born émigré from behind the Iron Curtoin, now mokes her summer home at Portofino when she's not
disploying her abundant {39-24-39) ossets in the Corps de Ballet at Milon's Lo Scola Opera House; Florence Fougere, o comely Connes bikini
model ond avid off-hours go-carter, prefers privacy of her own sun deck. Bottom, left to right: Cloire Davidson, a 22-yeor-old donseuse at o
Liverpool discothéque, takes her leisure ot Ste.-Moxime pod:; Annie Pouliquen, a nurse ond amateur shutterbug from St.-Malo, weekends at Biot.
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Below: Coron Gardner, o generously proportioned {38-24-36) London video vocolist ond © prominent up-ond-comer in British cinemo, hos
londed speoking ports in such flicks os A Hord Day's Night, Yellow Teddy Bears, A Shot in the Dork, ond prefers orty otmosphere of St.-Paul-
de-Vence for her onnuol Riviero retreot. Typical of the filmic femoles who frequent this quiet inlond spo, Coron comes to the Céte d Azur
to escope bright lights of the moviegoing milieu, spends her holidoy dobbling in oils ond poring over on unread backlog of mystery novels.
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“Well, you've finally
convinced me, Mr. Wyngate.
I'm ready to throw

in the towel.”



Ribald Classic
from the folklore
of the Magyars

the
choice

of ilonka
the chaste

WOE CAME TO THE Laxp when the ancient
town ol Buda was besieged by Turkish hordes
and only a few scattered garrisons held firm.
Food ran low; but worse, the community
water supply, the most vital factor to con-
tinued resistance, was depleted to an extent
that brought despair to the hearts of all.

In one of these tiny garrvisons. a few pitiful
survivors fought on. Finally, one brave man
disguised himselfl as a woman and then went
forth to reach the waters ol the Danube that
meant life o his companions. He gambled
that not cven the herce Turks would kill a
woman in cold blood. But he had hardly
gone more than a few paces from the sheler-
ing garrison when an arrow pierced his heart.

“The disguise—it {ailed,” sighed an aged
leader of the survivors.

“Then 1 shall go for water,” volunteered
Honka, [aivest of all the virgins ol Buda.

“Never!” The leader shook his head. “The
Turks would think you but another man in
disguise and kill you with their shalts.”

“Then I shall go without the robes!”

Despite the protests (some of them feeble)
of her companions, llonka stood fast. She
commanded all to avert their eves as she
disrobed. Then, completely unclad and love-
ly as the dawn itself, she stepped lorth into
the sunshine to face the hated foe, carrying
two empty water buckets.

As the sun glinted on her golden skin, it
revealed a magnihcent figure that even priva-
tion had been unable o harm. Her rich
curves gleamed and sparkled in their newly

found freedom. In truth, she seemed more
woddess than thirsty survivor.

Not a sound came {from the enemy as she
moved bravely wward her goal.

At the river, llonka bent forward and drank
her fill. filledd the buckets.
Only then was she aware ol a reflection other

Alterward she

than her own in the clear water. It was that
of a handsome voung Turk. Like Ilonka, he
was nude. He moved swiftly, and only after
his particular thirst had been slaked did he
permit Houka to return 1o her companions’
redoubt with her two brimming buckets of
water. There the survivors gratefully gulped
the clear liquid, but the leader bade them
spare onc full bucket:

“So that poor llonka will not have to walk
again among the uncouth foe.”

That evening, as the garrison slumbered, a
figure arose from among the sleepers, stealth-
ily moved to the precious bucket of water,
lifted 1t
cmptied it on the thirsty earth.

carclully and  then  deliberately

Looking about to make certain none had
observed, the figure quickly stole back from
whence it came and lay again upon the
the hltered
through the clouds, the light revealed the

ground.  As moon  suddenly
features ol the one who had dumped the all-
vital water.

It was the lovely young Ilonka herself. A
faint, anticipatory smile played over her [ull
lips as she dreamily stared at the moon over-
head. For tomorrow was another day.

—Retold by William Danch ﬂ
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AMERICAN BUILD-UP

publicly accused by the president ol
Yale ol being a rapist and John Quincy
Adams was publicly tagged with procur-
ing a voung American girl lor a Ru
noblenun.”

Today we live in an even easier age,
and build-up men don’t worry unduly
about a client’s private life—as long as
he conduers himsell with some discretion.

“What oflten happens is that the
scarch for power and fame by these
men” points out a leading PR expert,
“replaces the sex drive o a great degree.
Oh, they fool around a litde, but hell,
who doesn’t? As long as he stays out of
the tabs and the company profits don't
disappear, it’s not a major problem dur-
mg the build-up.”

One man who has handled many
build-ups employs a simple litmus test in
fixing his fee. “In order to find out how
tough a job it's going 1o be, | lirst suggest
the man as a possible speaker o the
New York branch ol the Security Ana-
lysts Association. If they're enthusiastic,
I know he and his company have possi-
bilities. I they have wouble catching his
name, I know I have a tough one and 1
raise the fee or beg off.”

There ave other basic items 1o uncover
by talking to his associates: What papers
and magazines does he really read: All
of them say The New York Times and
Fortune, but that's what they think is
expected of them.

Another expert discussed the methods
emploved by most ol them in making
their client bigeer than life-size:

“I will first arrange to have him invit-
ed as a speaker or a panel member at a
meeting ol the American Management
Association; or, if his interest is in get-
ting to be a big man on international or
lorcign trade matters, we would try lor a
spot at a Council on Foreign Relations
or a Pan American Union meeting.
Those first speeches we write Tor him are
the key ones. They're designed to create
a str, to be eminently newsworthy, Of
course, we want clips as a result of his
speech, but more important, we want
his comments to be remembered by oth-
cr trade-association executives and heads
ol various national organizations. When
they cast around for speakers [or future
meetings we want them to think of our
man. Once you've got a man launched
right, there’s a big self-generating [actor
at work for vou. I"urlmmlcly, there are
nuny  navonal  organizations  in  the
country that need speakers at their an-
nual conventions—prelerably  speakers
they don’t have to pay for.”

Occasionally the build-up men have a
stafler who writes most of the speeches

needed for clients, but more often

112 they're assigned to professional ghosts—

(continued from page 79)

who get anywhere from $750 to S1500 a
speech.

“There are a hundred headaches
here,” a build-up expert said. “Usually
the client comes to us having heard a
smattering about Washington ghos
how Eiscnhower won the election with a
line written by Emmetr J. Hughes (1L
clected, T shall go 1o Korea'). Or how
John Kenneth  Galbraith  wrote that
great line for Kennedy, “Let us never
negotiate out of fear; but let us never
fear 1o negotiate.” So he wells us: Get me
somehody to give me some great lines
like that. Or he decides that President
Johnson's siyle of short. choppy sen-
tenees is lor him and why can't we get
someone like George Reedy or Jack Va-
lenti to write the stuff. We nod amiably
and react as il he's come up with great
penewrating insights and then when we
figure we've allowed him to impress us
chough with his inside knowledge, we
get down 1o business. We discuss possi-
ble subjects for his speeches and inevita-
bly we find that he wams 1o 1alk about
something that's of interest only to his
branch of the indusoy, or he really
doesn’t have a thing 10 sav. So we usual
Iy start from scratch. There's always the
temptation o give business audiences
the things they want o0 hear over and
over agin: attacks on big government
and wasteful spending or rising  taxes.
But those things won't get space for our
man. Foeryone sayvs those things. We
have 1o hnd a new approach for him
and even a o say it The
month we're geuing up his first few
speeches is when we really earn our
keep.”

Basically,

new way

the speeches the client
makes will depend not so much on style
or dclivery, or even on the groups he
talks to, but on content: What does he
say that's newsworthy or quotable or
worth repeating? These qualities will get
him space. Tame and lurther invitations
to speak. And that's what he's paving lor,

One business-speech  ghost
who has participated in several build.
ups said: “Before 1 do any writing, 1
study the client closely: What kind of
voice range, inflections and speech prob.
lems does he have? Evervthing has to
be tailored preuy much to his cur-
rent equipment, because once you start
talking of *voice training,” you're in a
ticklish area; iUs pointing out an imper-
fection to a man who has a few million
bucks. So to save time all around, you
give him simple words that he can't
mispronounce and you hope he really
practices his speech so that he's just not
going to read it word for word without
ever looking up.”

vaeran

In the carly stages the build-upee goes
through his specches carefully, changing
a word here, a line there and occasional
Iy adding a funny story he once heard in
someone else’s speech. “These guys usual-
Iy don’t know how to handle humor or
deliver a funny line, but they hear other
people ger yoks and want some, t0o,”
one expert said. “But then, he's no worse
than some ol the Washington characters
a month before the Gridwon Dinner:
The honored guests are expected 1o
Keep them rolling with special quips.
Once even President Kennedy had the
whole White House staff producing gags
for a short, funny. ofl-the-record speech
at the Gridiron Dinner. But at least
Kennedy knew how to handle a funny
line.”

One way to overcome the obviously
prepared and read speech is to make
spontancous departures from the text.
This, of course. is also prepared and re-
hearsed in advance. No one wants a rep-
ctition of the inadvertent [rankness that
overtook former Secretary of Interior
Douglas McKay when he was campaign-
ing for a Senate seat in Oregon. After
bumbling through a prepared and rou-
tine oration, he put his manuscript aside
and spoke up with renewed  timbre:
“And now I'd like 1o sav a lew words of
my own.”

Not only the first speech, but the fir
tmpression the client makes on the press
is of great importance. The build-up ex-
perts tell and retell the lesson of the
Hubert Humphrey haunt. When Hum-
phrey first went to Washington as a Sen
ator in 1948, a4 press-association reporter
mnterviewed him and wrote that he was a
“glib and gabby Ireshman Senator.” For
the next decade those adjectives inevita
bly found themsclves in almost every in-
terview with Humphrey—Dbecause most
newspaper writers look at the clips be-
fore writing. Some experts believe the
bhauming reiteration  of  those words
helped keep Humphrey from getting the
1960 Presidential nomination.

Recendy the builder-uppers have been
cultivating the national advertisers (such
as Blue Cross, Northeastern Insurance
and Bell Telephone) who key their pro-
grams around some leading corporittion
president who [avors their product or
actwally uses i, "Ics like the movie cross
plug,” an ex-Hollywood flack pointed
out. “We lend the prestige of our man
and they provide the space and the copy.
If vou shop around you can find a lot of
tic-ins for your client and they don’t cost
you a cent. Great stufl.”

Many of the wicks are not quite as
straightforward. One expert has  used
what he calls his “fire alarm™ gimmick
for several build-ups. “The trick,” he
smiled, “is to create trouble and then
have your man solve it. How? OK, in




“Oh, splendid. Here comes Munro with the olives.”
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this industry we have a [riendly union
leader—1I do favors for him and he recip
rocies—and we arrange a little quickie
wildcat strike in our client’s industry but
not at his plant. Things look very black,
but our man goes in and smooths the
waters magically. The wildcat sirike is
over—and  who ges the ceditz Of
course. You don’t even always need a
solution. Just have your man create well-
publicized alarms and lears and he'll
make the headlines.”

The build-up men usually have a
Washington oflice or associate. A chance
lor a dlient 1o westily before a House
or Senate committee hearing is avidly
sought

“This serves several purposes,” one ex-
pert pointed out. "We can work up a
prewestimony  statement  that’'s handed
out in advance o the press. We uy to
get in a really newsworthy comment that
will make news and build up our man.
But even if it doesn’t make the papers
big, our client loves to be able 1o te!l his
pals at the country club: ‘Oh, the Senate
asked me to come down to Washingtlon
to testily on the widget industry.” Real
casual, of course.”

The Johnson administration’s encour-

agement of American exports to im-
prove our bialance of wade has helped
the build-up men.

“It's become quite a thing, this big
E for Export which the plant can
fly from its stack and the president
can Irame i his ofhee,” T was told.
“Since a lot of smaller firms, say with
STOLCHOOC0-STH,C00000 or less in |Pro-
duction, seldom have any foreign mar-
kets, it's no great vick for them o build
up somie foreign sales. The beauy ol it
15, since they start with almost nothing,
any increase is apt to be a very high one
pereentagewise, and that’s what they're
making these L lor. So. my
man. following our advice, gets an B
in Washington and with a linle Iuck
we'll have him to the White House for
a handshake. Automatically he’s a big
man in his state by this time.”

The build-up man knows that after
he's run through his preliminary bag of
wricks he has o shift gears—Dbecause his
client will be interested in more than
just space-grabbing. By the second vear
he wants more substantial confirmation
that he is becoming a big man. He
wants honors—plagues and awards that
he can display in his big private office.
Il he's become oo conwroversial in his

awards
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grab for fame, these approved exccutive
grafhti may be dithcult 1o come by. “The
hirst vear's gone fine.” one ol the builder-
uppers explained. “Now in the second
year he wants solider recognition. Since
he may not be quite ready for the higher
accolades such as being invited to lunch
in the private dining room ol Tnne
Inc.. with Henry Luce, or getting invited
10 the Gridiron Dinner in Washington.
or being a dinner guest at the White
House—and I'm not ready o have a
book ghosted for him—we have o seck
out a flock of lesser substtutes: awards,
prizes and honorary degrees.”

First come the simple preliminaries: a
low license-plate number in the states
that still go in for this nonsense. Several
have made the low-number  plates a
source of exua state income by putiing
special  assessmemts on them, but siill
they are desred as a symbol ol status.
The build-up man can get these without
too much wouble: Over the vears he has
built up allies in strategic state capitals.
His annual S18.000 Christmas gift list
IS quile genuine.

The leading  flight  clubs—United’s
100,000 Mile Club, American’s Admirals
Club, TWA's Ambassadors and  Pan
American’s Clipper Club—are no great
hurdle for a top exccutive. Mostly they
cnable you 1o use special waiting rooms
at lecading airports and to put their
membership plaques on your office wall.
Membership requirements for all “clubs™
are quite elastic, calling for “personal
interviews” or “conwributions 1o avia-
tion™ and, of course. lots of flving.

There are some awards almost openly
for sale. One for businessmen given
every vear, and lairlv well publicized,
has a telltale stigmata, The top three
of the ten awards are to obvious Some-
bodies. But the remaining seven are to
“Who-he?” types whose build-up men
have Kicked in a modest S1000 or 51500
for the kiwy, plus an indeterminate
er sum publicizing the fact that the
awardee has received the prize. By this
extra promotion on the part of the seven
unknowns, the value of the prize should
be cven higher the following year. It
isu't always logical. but PR often isn't.

De Gaulle has become one ol the
build-up men’s favorite  Frenchmen.
When he publidy instituted a thorough
overhaul of the French Legion of Honor
awards, making their distribution much
more restricted, he created a ready-made
excuse for the build-up men who are in-
variiably pressed lor it along about the
second or third year of the client’s rise to
fame. Nowadays the build-up artist cin
say: “T'he way things arve, I don’t think
itll help vou 1o have an award [rom De
Gaulle when we ave ready Tor Washing
ton.” And Washington almost always
figures prominently in the client's plans.
Sull, a French award is valued and the
build-up boys can work out an Honorary
Citizen of Paris deal when the client
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goes to France. At a small but impressive
ceremony he gets a beautiful medal and
an engraved certificate: Parisian chari-
ries are alwavs gratelul o fon donors.

Inevitably, the next swep for the
hooked addict is the honorary college
degree. This calls for some hinesse, con
sidderable tme and usually lots of money.
One build-up man. adept ar the art ol
what he calls “snagging the H. C.crap”—
the degree is labeled honoris causa—de
tailed his most recent success:

Y This chienmt was a sell-made man who
built up a large business connected with
a certain engineering item. When he
came to me, he said that he had decided
a build-up would be cheaper than psy-
choanalysis. and 1l T did my job rigin
he'd have something 1o show for it In
his second year he decided he was ready
tor an honorary degree hrom an engi-
neering college.

“I knew this couldn’t be one of those
cockanmumie mail-order colleges. It had
to be real and reputable. 1 looked
around and gor i touch with the de-
partment head in a certain Eastern engi-
ncering school. T talked vaguely of my
client’s  benevolent  tendencies  towand
engineering. How he's dving 1o do some
thing for engincering students. We dhs-
cussed  the  possibility of his  coming
down for a talk on his specialiv to sen-
iors . . . of his doing a piece lor the col-
lege’s engineering journal. It was quite
vague, but all through it I kept stressing
the great benevolence that welled up
in my man. Finally. at the lourth ses
sion with the dean I decided it was time
for T-O-T." (He explained quickly.
“Tochus oyf tish,” Yiddish for buttocks-
on-the-able. Since the PR mim was a
genuine  white  Anglo-Saxon  Protes
tnt, I could only marvel at how cer-
tain Yiddish  expressions had  become
a  lingua lranca among  New  York
“communicators.”)

“I did it with a throwaway line. “You
know, it would be wonderful il we could
get him an honorary degree.” There was
a pause. It the pause went hevond wen
scconds 1 was in wouble. But after no
more  than  hve, the beantilul words
came: TlThat’s worth looking  into.” 1
wits in. Later 1 found out how much:
S2000000 It was worth  every  tax-
deductible dollar to my client.”

Other build-up men 1 spoke o work
through the college vice-president in
charge ol development, a higher-learn.
ing cuphemism for Tund raising. Some
hitd worked deals Tor as littde as $S5000,
but the average secemed 1o be in the
S25,000-0-575,000 range, olten spread
out over a few vears ol giving. About
hall of the 3000 honorary degrees award-
ed each June are obtained this way., Of
course, when you're a certified big man,
things are much casier.

Benevolence has alwavs been a sure

11 route to prominence in America, but

direct gifts—unless they run into the
millions—are hardly likely 10 rate a
front-page story. However, with some
imaginauon, even lar smaller gifts are
Likely 1o be remarkably effective.

“We had this client who wanted to
give away SH0,000 10 charity.” 1 was told.
“But he wanted the money o bring the
kind of results that a million bucks
should bring. A real challenge. So we de-
cided to use an old. useful techniques: 1i
you can’t get a prize. give one.

“We worked out an annual prize
award for owstanding work in his held.
We give two awards of ST000 cach and
the administration  and  presentation
luncheon and judging costs run to an-
otler STO.000 a vear. But [or his S12.000,
look what he gets: First, his name is on
the award. The award gets reams of
good publicity every vear. A lot of busi
nessmen v 1o ger on the judging com-
mittee. so that gives my man a lot of
wrading leverage for any favors he may
want from them. Then finally, we have a

reputable  college  administering  the
awards—which means, ol course, that

the least they can do for my man is give
him an honorary degree, because the col-
lege gets a lot of publicity each year
when the award is announced. Any time
we want to switch colleges we can easily
pick up another honorary degree for
ham.”

Nondeductible, but even more potent
in the build-up process, can be the polit-
wal donations. As evervbodv knows, in
the old davs the party fat cats could
snawch an ambassadorial or ministerial
post. The Kennedy Administration put
more prolessional foreign-service oflicers
in the posts. And for the brst time in
American history, three magazine wrirers
—John Bardow Maran., Witliam  Au-
wood and Edward M. Korrv, who had
helped write speeches in the 1960 cam-
paign—were rewarded  with embassies.
Today a certain number of posts are sull
carmarked for the big givers who wiam
the honor of being called Mr. Ambassa-
dor long alter the ceremonial et
from Timbukiu or Kabul.

A leading New York PR man who
does a lot of work for forcign govern-
ments, spelled our the requirements:

“Naturally, it takes a Jot less money
and work 1o make a man ambassador to
Veneruela, Liberia or Cambodia, sav,
than to get him appointed to Rome.
I'he essential requirements e that he
possess a reasonably cean record. most
of the social graces and a lot ol money.
For the lower echelon he will need au
teast three- to hive-hundred thousand dol-
lars to be spent on the endeavor, with
about a fourth of thar gommg to camn
contributions. For London, the
Court ol Saint James's—the  diamond-
stucdded brass rving on this carrousel—
several millions are needed. In addition,
the honor will run into several hundred
thousand of his own money in enter-

tainment costs once he gets it. Rome is
next in line for social position  and
presuge.  though not as  demanding
financially. Pans, which used 1o be on
a par with Rome, has recently become
less glamorous and more the spot for a
professional.”

Increasingly. men whose build-ups are
aided with sizable political comributions
scem to be less mterested in the loreign
posts. “If power and prestige are what
vou're after.” one commented. “taking a
[oreign post is a Torm ol exile. The pow-
cr center s here, never there. They can
forget who the hell vou are rveal last
when you're holding the fort in Dar es
Salaam.”

For these party comributors there are
many positions ol prestige and some im-
portance right in the U.S. These posts
are particularly desirable, because they
do not require the full time ol the
appointee. There are chairmanships of
various commissions, Presidential com-
mitlees, posts as consultants o cabinet
members and various kinds of member-
ships on U.S. committees working with
and in the UN. Nearly all of these are
served without pay, but are much sought
after. Many of these entail interesting
social obhigations: others call for a yearly
forcign wip in which the Presidential
appointee is treated with great care by
the embassy staff. The best Washington
estimate is that there are 500-700 of
these desirable part-ume appoinuments.

Ihere 1s a more important considera-
tion even il the build-up candidate has
money o spurn. “The most likely busi-
ness type to go into politics 15 an execu
tive who is over hifty,” I was told by an
ollicer of the Effective Citizens Organiza-
tion, a nationwide bipartisan group in
Washington whose purpose is to get
American businessmen involved in poli.
ues. “He has cervun disabilines: He s
usually friendless in cither party and is
ignorant ol issues, illlinformed and dis-
mterested. Once he has decided thar it
might be nice w go into politics, he is
convinced that it can be bought via pub-
lic relations build-up, and thae all pols
are a stupid hunch anyway.

“When his buitd-up  experts finally
persuade him that elective ollice is an-
other game enuirely, he can start p'aving.
First he has to gee the support ol some
twemy people in the party who really
count. And before he can gee their sup-
port, his voting record is going o be
taken apart, IThe's been an independent,
he's dead, plain dead. No independent
has ever made it on the state level or
ligher.

“His minimum qualification for [ur-
ther consideration is hikely 10 be a mini-
mum of wwo years of hard work inside
the party—plus campaign gilts in accord
with his ability to give. He supports the
party’s candidates, programs and plat-




forms and gets around to the hundred-
dollar dinners. Once he has been eased
in, then the PR build-up job is in order.
But ceven here he has o coordinate it
with the parnty and be carelul not 1o dis-
lodge men who have worked in the party
for years and perhaps don’t have the
moncy he does. He starts low: assembly
candidate, state senator mavhe, or even
mayor. These are natwral jumping-olt
peints {for higher ofhces. When clected, he
can put on all the build-up steam he can
alford. Afier that, anything is possible.”

Perhaps because there are so few of
them, the build-up men often speak with
great respect of the men in public life
who do not allow themselves o be

sucked into the build-up vortex. Their
awitude is akin o that of the sporting-
house madam who bowed with respect
when the town's last virgin passed her
door.

They poimt o Frederic G. Donner,
chairman of General Motors, the world's
Largest manufacturing corporation, who
genuinely eschews any publicity and al-
most never grants  press  conferences.
Juan T Frippe, prestdent of Pan Amer-
ican World Airways, is also known for
his refusal o ke pare in the build-up
psychodrami. Adminedly,  these men
don’t need it they are already big men.

The build-up s hikely 10 remain part
of subterranean and subliminal America
lor a long ume 1o come. It obviously

fills & great psvchic need in a land that
spurns formal honors and titles. (A recent
Gallup Poll showed that 70 percent ol
all Americans favored some kind ol ofli-
cial honorary system.) Perhaps. though,
as the mechanics of the build-up become
more transparent o i more sophisticated
public, fewer men will want 10 endure
the expensive five-year ritual. Such stead-
last abstainers should themselves be ve-
warded. Instead ol adorning their office
walls with  dubious American
and  loreign—they should hang  there
the works ol some of the bewer French
impressionists.  These have had  their
own great build-up—and  they're sull
going strong.
(¥ ]

honors
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I—I | D'E AN D SEEK (coniinued from page 97)

could this man and this woman do more
for each other than pleasure?

If Mike Curtiss could have lacked for
women, it would have been bewer. He
might have dreamed of love, and then
found @ girl (almost every man docs),
and then put wogether fact ol girl and
dream ol love.

Or is that the wrong way, too? The
mote wriggled in mid-air like a pale spi-
rochete. Mike  felt himsell  growing
heavy, becoming his body again alwer the
flight of love.

Again Alike told himself that the trou-
ble was his own Lrult—the sins of moony
adolescence visited on his moony age.
Dreaming too huod first was his flaw. As
the drinker scratches a dry rage for obliv-
ion into his heart, so he had raged
throngh women for some ideal of perfect
beaury. perlect sweetness, perfect perlec-
ton. “Why do vou look at me like thag,
Mike?” one frightened givl had asked.

“I don’t know, lady. You like 10 be
looked az”

Had he not earned his trouble? Yes.
But now Helen, lovely Helen, who asked
him: “Why do you look at me like that,
Mike="”

“I don’t know why, kid. I love you.”

“Well. Well. Well, I like to be looked
at like thar, Mike. You're nice.”

He did not need her 1o be perfect. He
only needed her 1o be perfectly s,

Now she stirred in her sleep. She was
waking. She did not know he had only
recently heen a mote of dust in the close
air. She breathed quick hot Kisses into
his car. She was saying something,.

During the time of his marriage, he
had goten money and older and know-
ing, and many lovely women seemed to
like men who are knowing and older
and at least a licde bit moneyed. So
things were different after his divorce,
different Irom college and dillerem from
marriage. and yet not entively different.
He had fled for his life fvom an unhap-
pv. constricted woman who clutched be-
cause she could not dance. In New York
he had found a life in which once again
he was chosen by others and cunningly
had 10 work out wavs to resist, strategies
lor case and freedom.

New York was full of quick, questing,
constricted girls, sex breathed hunndly
over the restaurants and the theaters
and the expense accounts. Mingled in
this hreah, like the aiv of hallwavs, were
hopes of love. The next hallway would
be sweet, would be sweeter. The next
girl would be less frightened. The ever-
lasting cool music of nighuime Manhat-
tan promised silence, was surrogate for
silence; it covered silence and space: the
music grew louder and more angled—
variation on unstated melodies, elabora-
tions on a too natural, distracted gift of
song. The prey mracked down the hunt-

118 ¢cr. Then it coupled; they coupled; he

coupled, still alone, depleted, acquaint-
ed with gricl and strange o the lady by
his side.

Helen promised another joining and
another privicy. She had needs, but was
more than an empry space o fill. She
gave hersell value. Just as she chose the
play she might do, the movie she might
consent 1o ke a part in, so she had cho-
sen him, not because she needed a man
but because she needed thes man. She
cared [or him—or so he believed.

“Youll brenk my bones that way,”
Helen whispered in the heavy dark. T
love . Break them. You care lor real,
don’t you? Docs vour car still hurtz” She
had bit undil a drop of the slow lymphy
blood had stained their pillow.

The mote of dust swam away: he
sucked it into his lungs. He ok a deep
breath ol bodies and roses. The roses
had scemed like a good exuavagam win-
ter idea. Now they sweated their heavy
hagrance mto the aparunent.

He was hungry a liule, but he was
more tired. She tirned eagerly, refreshed
by her brief nap. He wied 10 hold her
where she was, right there, stay there in
his arms.

“Break them, Mike!”

“Let's just stay here”

“So many men,” she said thoughtfully
afterward, insisting on getting up 1o pop
a cantaloupe for both of them, “so many
men don’t really care enough. We” (she
meant wonien) “have o do all the car-
ing.” There was a responsible pout on
her tired, saushed face. Scent ol roses
and ripe cantaloupe. It was fresh and
chilled. Good, good idea: they ate, dan-
eling their naked legs from ihe bed,
putting the rind in an ashtray. He Kissed
her on the shoulder—what a good friend
she was. to hind a cantaloupe during
this season!

“It's been a nice seat belt, goodbye,”
she said, grinning her lopsided grin.
This was one ol their houschold jokes.
Once they had pushed wogether the twin
beds m a motel o make love, and he
had fallen o the crack between the
beds, and as the beds shid apart and he
sank slowly to the carper, he had called
up like a drowning man, “Oh goodbye,
it'’s been a great wrip but 1 forgot 1o fas-
ten my seat belt——" And they had
laughed like crazy children, vickled each
other and roared with crazy delight, and
strerched and made bridges and dipped
cach other like nuny acrobas into the
widening gap between their beds.

“May I sce you tomorrow:” he asked.
“It's Sundav. May T see vou all day? Let's
ger out ol own for the day.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, darling, T made a
Iuncheon date. What a silly thing to do
on i Sunday, and it’s a silly person—you
don't know him. Bur I'm having cock
tails at Willy John's, I just have to put

in an appearance—join me there. They'd
love 0 meet yow.™

Silence.

“They know all about you. They
know how special vou are. Somchow |
didn’t even have o tell them. they just
had o look at me. They say 1 even look
different, Mike."”

Silence. She siraighiened his rvind in
the ashtray—a bit of pedantic housckeep-
img o show him she really didn’t think
Sunday luncheon dates make any scunse
at all. And cockuails, too—no sense at all.
She straighiened his vind 1o el him how
special, how different, how she cared.

“I'd vather see vou alone,” he sad m
last, “I've seen you enough in crowds. |
know how you are in a crowd. You han
dle them fine”

“Please.”™

“I'll wait tll youre [ree. Tell me
when. Right now.”

“Don’t you want (0 s¢c me tomorrow,
darlingz” she asked.

“I already answered that question.”

“Not at allz”

“You mean,” he smid heavily, “you
have another party vou must go to in
the evening? And if I want o see you,
there’s another cowd for me to waich
you inz”

More silence. Creakings through the
walls: pipes. steps, all the business ol the
pucblo dwellers making their steady, ir-
regularly clicking din. Radios. Elevators.
The Lexington Avenue bus. Silence of
fret between Helen and him.

“I go to parties,” she said, patient and
indulging him, “because I like them. It's
fun. And because it's part of my career—
my business—as you well know, and be-
ciruse i

“As T well know.”

“And beciuse it's even more fun when
you're there. I see you having a good
time, you can't fool me, you enjoy it
when people Liagh at your jokes. They
Iisten o you. I like waching—you're
marvelous, Mike. Who likes to be alone
all the time?”

“Not all the vime,” he said stnbbornly,
shutting his eves because they were rich-
Iv naked and this conversation seemed
to strip them ol their healithy, vich, desir-
ing flesh; it made their arms and leas
spindly in the Late-alternoon light; he
winted 1o cough. “Not all the time, just
sometimes. Just tomorrow.”

“You have a way,” she insisied,
“you're awlully good at parties for a
man who grouches so much. 've seen
you just walk in and take over. Now just
don’t grouch me, Mike!” She shook her

head fhirtatiously: he had sind how it
tossedd her thick hair, cropped  thickly.
She liked o win loving batles agiinst
him; she would not give up. “You're a
natural with people, and against your
own will. Do you think maybe tha's



why, Mike? People fecl the weight, the
friction of real character. Is that it> Tell
me your sccret, s'il te plait”

He would not be flirted by her when
he was asking very much more. He did
not smile.

“The way you laugh and look at peo-
ple. Mike, they're putty in your hands.
They just give up. You're the Pic-eyed
Piper.”

“I've had my hands in too much put-
tv,” he said. “I'd rather you looked at
me, and [ want to give up amusing
people. Mavbe you should stop being so
amusing, t00.”

This time he caught her hard. Perhaps
it was his hoarse, imperative voice, still
with that special resonance after the aft-
ernoon’s lovemaking. Perhaps it was this
combined with his cold sarcasm. Her
joke of flattery had fallen flac: bombed,
as her Iriends pur it It was surely also
that she was deeply susceptible to him,
for her Lice turned waxy all at once, as
if abruptly the sense of their profound
trouble together had caught up with her
body, and the pale and pink case of sa-
tiety deserted her. He was aware of the
bluish markings under her eyes: Great
Lales sinus, she had explained before he
had scen anything bat her flagrant beau-
tv. She spoke almost in a whisper, avert-
ing her head, ashamed. 1 don't care for
anyone but you, love, but don't force

me. I don’t take forcing. That's why I
run my life my own way. Ohio wied to
[orce me—that's why I burned the
bridges and put up my camp in Manhat-
tan. I make my pretend. T do my special
way of reading a line. 1 like a good
night's work, fighting it out from eight-
thirty till eleven, delending some imagi-
nary soul, cleaning it bare—decfending
mysclf—and then wking it casy. My in-
dependence. Tt doesn’t mean I don’t love
you."”

Stubbornly he shook his hcad and
pressed his lips; and he felt like a wom-
an who savs Be with me more 10 a man
determined to build his hife on achieve-
ment and motion, an enemy to love al-
though requiring it—as the fire needs
wood in order to be hot and active, but
tells its need of wood by reducing it 1o
gray ash. She had no right 0o do this!
When women take up masculine vices,
and men grow petulant and sulky, there
is a violation of history. This thought, a
sudden access ol prissy conservatism,
might have amused him in another mood.
Now he still did not smile. He remem-
bered that increasing numbers of young
women are beginning to suffer the male
discases—ulcers, cardiac [ailures—noth-
ing sacred. We don’t demand the right
to Fallopian tumors and hysterectomics,
he thouglt. Why do they nced our
gastritis, too?

“Why are you grinning?” she asked.

“Joke. You'd be putty if I said. But
it's really a complaint and pretty nasty.”

“You don't want me to be an actress?”

“I want vou to be good to yoursell.”

She shook her head slowly. Her yearn-
ing cyes overtook his vindictive imagina-
tion and he was sorry for his angry,
whimsical generalizaions. She was very
dear 10 lum, a worn, distracted beawy,
and her anxious eves were filled with
moist ¢ffort. Even il distracied, she cared
only lor him among men. She liked oth-
er things and other people and other
men, but as a man he pleased her most.
Yes. That should be enough. And she
wias hot always distracted.

“Mike,” she said, “vou've got both the
flibbers and the nasties today. Let’s have
some soup. Keep up the old blood
sugar.”

She sprang to her [eet; she ran. Her
long legs like a new-found girl's, the
coiled spring of her strength-——good
stock, tough good animal nature. She
opened a can: she did kitchen work; she
leaned and smiled while the pot came to
a boil. She used a large spoon to guide
the canned clam chowder imo  two
plates. With her forearm she touched his
robe, which she had appropriated to wear
over nothing but her fine exwravagant
flesh, to protect it from any stain ol
soup. She looked worn, even more beau-
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“Oh, we just went lo the mouvies and had a soda.”
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tiful without make-up, the fust lines of
age gathered about the eves and on her
handsome [ull throat. Her eyes, gray and
tender, locked themselves into his over
the raised spoon belore she would taste
it. He blinked, grinned, and reached up
her arm through the wide sleeve,

“Don’t, I'll spill,” she said, but made a
quick grateful smile. “Let me come here
someday and cook vou a real meal. Re-
member the fivst time, the first time |, '
She cut the semence adrift while she
did her own work of remembering, and
then joined it again. “When we bought
everything and had it all readv? Steaks
and succotash and frozen strawberries?”

Yes. It was the week before she did the
Lorca play for that educational network.
She had come busily through his door in
the afternoon, all prepared for cooking,
with crisp celery stalks ar the wp ol the
sack, and had even put on an apron. She
had spun around to show him how much
like a linde cook she could scem; the
apron was silly and lovely, llying. He
had taken her 1o his bedroom in the
dving light of an Ocwober afternoon,
and when they awoke during the night,
it had seemed beuer just to nibble on
crackers. case their thirst with orange
Juice, drowsily talk, and then return to
bed. The [rozen strawberries lay melting
in the sink.

“I remember,” he said.

“But about tomorrow you don’t re-
member? Bad sign, very bad. I'm slip-
ping. In the evening you even promised
to go 1o the party. The Trouts? Put on
your thmking cap. You must remember,
you complained so.”

“Yes, swe, sure. But I'm not going. T
think I said why abreadv’—and with an
impaticnee belore her weasing clfore that
he could not conceal—"but I'll say 1t
again il you ask me 10

“Are you angry with me? Do I—did 1
do somecthing  wrong?"  She  blushed.
“Just now? Does your car huri?”

“No, no, no, don’t connect with that—
with the other room. I want to see vou, |
never aire ol you—please, Helen!—but
I don’t see you anymore in the crowds,
1 don't sce vou at all”

Her eyes were darkening with shame
and worry. She wanted him to be happy
with her. This was making her a hule
angry and she did not like o be angry.
Anger was one of the things she had left
back in Ohio. except lor the play anger
ol thearer, That was diflerent—a line in-
structional  reminder and  use  of i
“Maybe it's that you don’t see vourself,”
she said.

She meant that he was oo susceptible
to crowds and that it was a weakness. He
should be able 1o hold on o what he
was, what he wanted, despite the crowds.

It was a weakness, then. All right.

But still unlair of her.

“Probably  you're right,” he said.
“Probably it’s just selfish, that's what

you're thinking. I wouldn’t deny it for
an instant. There's nothing wrong with
sclfishness sometimes.” He touched her
bare, slender, helpless wrist in the flop-
ping sleeve. “Selhishly I want to be alone
with vou, Helen” ’

He watched the naked struggle of wor-
ry and shame turning in her bruised
eyes. Years ago he had learned that an-
ger always wins this contest in the eves,
even if anger has been abolished. Once
more he wried for love i the race with
anxicty. "We're good alone. We're fine
alone. We're not alone enough.”

But what about tonight? she was
thinking. she did not want 1o be angry
with him. Nor did she wint to wrn it
against hersell. Fleet wroubled  pride,
homeward vearning! She bent 1o breathe
softly on her spoon and 1ake the soup.

“I don't see why we can’t risk it more
often,” he insisted stubbornly.

Just as stubbornly she made the deci-
sion. not o understand him. Despite
love, despite desire, despite hope, she
could not wrn from her way to his. I
was i decision made for her by the deep,
anxious accent at the left side of her
mouth, even by the fine laughter lines in
the delicate skin at the corners of her
eves.  “About  tomorrow,”  she  said.
“Look. I'll explain. I'm not jusiifying,
Mike, you know we don’t do thar, but
I'll explain. There's this man I have o
meet, sort of by accident—you know.
Hell, vou could even be there. But
they've cleared the rights 1o a new play
by Sartre, Christopher Fry adaptation,
and I'm perfect for it T haven't read it
vet. bur evervone says I'm right. You
know, the beautiful and smare intellec-
tual type. Trained by Mike Curtiss—you
know. Come on, Kkiss. Kiss- i

He did.

“Ah that's betrer. T know it when vou
sulk, T feel it right here”—-she felt her
own stomach, she felt his and squeered
it feels like jealousy, you know? Awful,
awful feeling. Especially when a person
is tving to be so good, Mike—really
trving.”

She waited. She had challenged him to
rise to her. Faith and toughness. They
witited  together.

A winter chill pierced the walls de-
spite steam heat and drawn curtains and
the scent of roses. Through the litde
kitchen in which they sat, he saw the fe-
rocious white triangle of light from the
gooscneck lamp pointed oward a pseudo-
brick linolevm wall pasted up by the
last occupant. The light burned day and
night. He liked o imagine it as sunlight,
squinting his eves: he liked to imagine
love as love. The body's ache, glee and
spasm  was  a seemung of love, and
differed only from the steady true thing
as the ceascless Light differed from sun.
It had no shades and changes; it had no
rhythm ol fading and blazing; 1t did not
provide the fixed, nourishing and con-
suming center ol life.

Helen ate her soup in silence. The
next gesture should be his. The steam of
curots and clams and spices warmed
him. Surely it was foolish 1o talk long-
ingly of being alone when they had this
absolute privacy of nakedness and food
together. She had  the right w0 fecl
wronged—they had spent the whole day
m music and silence and the thick sirug-
gle of Hesh. But they were not alone, ci-
ther, and she should know that he was
right, too.

His aparmment faced on a court. He
could feel the weight of the flais over-
head resting on his shoulders; he thrust
his head out 1o bear the burden. Sur-
rounded by schedules and plans, prod-
den under by obligations, he wanted 1o
escape 1o eat grass, like a sick dog.

“Let's go o the country tomorrow,”
he said. “Sundav. VIl rent a car. Can-
cel all those things. There's no reason
not w.”

“Fme!” Her eves brighiened:  she
loved projects. “Let’s make a real date
for it. ler’s put it on the schedule for
next week.”

“Let’s not. Let's just do it tomorrow.”

“Darling., I can’t.”

He shrugged.

She came around the table 10 sit on
his lap. He felt the marvelous warmih of
her body through the robe she was wear
ing. through his pajamas. She put her
head down on his shoulder so that her
burning cheeks lay agamst his neck. She
whispered that her skin was all rough

from rubbing against his beard. He
thought of his clectric razor. No, he

thought of the gleaming black  cord
hanging loose [rom the socket in the
bathroom.

“I'm sorry about tomorrow, darling,”
she said, 1 reallv wish, but B

“Me, 100"

“Please meet
Write it down.”

“I'll remember.”

“Please. 1 suppose 1 should go home
now, it's so late, but &

She began 10 touch him with her
hands.

Before going downstairs to get her a
cab, he led her once more back into the
bedroom. She would think that s
meant they were together and  alone.
Thev hid from the city, from the world,
trom cach other, in cach other’s arms.

Then she would go. She had a busy
life. Tomorrow they would meet over
cocktails and he would wiatch her in the
cowd. Lightly she would squeeze his
hand to let him know she thought only
of him, and then she would pass on 1o
greet another friend, a possible contact.

But right now her hands were impera-
tive on him. Th(:y asked over his body,
they demanded, they promised. His car
hurt, Greed. Pride, Hope. Hide! Hide,

hide, hide.

me  tomorrow  night.
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wraversed and measured as accurately as
possible, sometimes using a “hifth wheel”
of extreme precision 1o ger readings in
one hundredths of a mile. An average
speed is computed which takes into ac
count the terrain and wafhe, then sec
tions of the run are set up with check
points at the conclusion ol each segment.
These interim stops break up the total
distance and are hopelully located where
contestants  are  least  likely to expect
them, and concealed so that rallyists can-
not dawdle or speed up 1o correct lor
whatever variation in ume they may feel
they arce in possession ol at the moment,
Time over or under the deal set for ar-
rival at a check point is irredeemable.

Instructions  are  mimeographed and
handed out as the entrants assemble lor
the start, usually in the parking lot of
some shopping center where an extra 50
or 100 cars imposes no great problem.
Then, at one-minute intervals, the con-
testants are Hagged oft, each with a start-
ing time stamped on his route card. At
eiach ol the check points tine of arrival
is noted o the split second and entered
on the card. At the conclusion, the team
with the smallest ol variation in time
is adjudged the winner.

A premium is placed on the commit-
wee's ability 1o devise vuthlul bur ar-
duous instructions and o lay ouwt a
course demanding the utmost in alert-
ness. By their excellence in meeting
these requirements, annual rallies ol cer-
tain clubs become lamous.

Other groups become more noted lor
the excellent parties that follow their
outings and some radical organizations
have practically dispensed with the me-
chanical aspect of the whole thing and
merely meer 1o have a ball.

One such larseeing brotherhood is the
Rachelors” Sports Car Club of  Holly-
wood (so larseeing, in [act, that it has
an auxiliary: the Bachelorenesy in whose
contests driving ability is strictly second-
ary to animal cunning. A typical rally
staged by this cluteh of spirits ended
with the winner heing seleced on the
Lasis of his date weming the most reveal-
ing hikini at the beach party alterward.

Such antics are atso wvpicd of another
extremely loose-knit West Coast organi-
rtion, Loy Bovrachos Vuitandos Sports
Car and  Rar Slugging  Club, whose
time-and-distance contests are chiefly con-
cerued with geuing o the proper desti-
nation on the right day and in a sober
state—so as to be in shape for the pro-
longed socializing which is rigidly plor-
ted. The club (whose name may be
wvranshited as “The Visiting Drunkards™)
rallies only 1o the weekend festivals that
arc so popular with natives and tourists
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not compatible with the old home town
is permissible and, in fact, is both ex-
pected and encouraged,

From these ravesties on the principles
ol the Alpenfahrt it is possible to move
upward in infinite degree, but, with the
exception of strictly prolessional rallies.
it must be said that the social aspect and
the attractions ol the opposite sex are in
no small part responsible for the popu-
larity of rally clubs.

Between  evenws, there is a  great
amount of plunning that calls for meet
ings and gerrogethers which, more olwen
than not. take place in the congenial at-
mosphere ol restaurants or private clubs
whose surroundings are conducive to an
casy inlormality. The coeducational bias
ol these clubs is emphasized by the cur-
rent favor with which the young profes-
sional woman and college student look
upon the sports car or small imported
auto. Acquiring one usually leads o con-
tict with other owners of the same muake,
and should one be the advenwurous,
pleasure-loving  wype. entree  into  this
sporting activity is the net result.

Romances are born. Hower, culminate
and disintegrate in various ways as driv-
ers and navigators form teams or trade
pariners over the course of a season.
And many a fiancée who has refused 1o
learn math or expose hersell o the cle-
ments has Tound herself left home on
weekends or has seen her bovirviend with
another woman coolly manipulating a
slide rule as they roarved past.

Very Tew experienced contestants ever
run out of gas, but an amazing number
suffer from an nability to consistently
distinguish  right from left. and thus
take the wrong . I they lorge ahead
and end hopelessly lost in some bosky
dell or hnd themselves so Far off schedule
as to make continuing out of the ques
tion, and swop for refreshment at a hos
pitable inm. who can point the finger?

One  Midwestern  club’s  Moonlight
Rally, which rakes place in the lush
carly summer, meanders through fertile-
smelling farmlands and alongside wood-
ed Likes and rivers so appealing that
sullers  from an ahmost  embarrassing
number  of swragglers, considering  the
simplicity ol the route.

The subject ol geting lost, aside [rom
such romantic peceadilloes, is a wuchy
one among the serious minded, simply
because it can happen to the best and
the consequences can be thrilling as well
as amusing. Whenever a car fatls to show
up at the finish, it is generally assumed
that the pair went astray and, rather
than face the gibes of [ellow competi-
ors, headed for home, However, there is
no guarantee that the missing persons
are indeed at home or will ever be heard

from again; they could well be in the
hold ol a [reighter bound for Tasmania.
One event in the great open  spaces
looked pitifully simple because of the
paucity of roads on which the careless
could take the wrong direction: yet,
somchow, a dozen cars drove right up 10
the opening of a mine shaft and were
apparently  prepared 1o aceept it oas
merely a drastic hazard, had they not
been restrained by the caretaker ol the
abandoned property.

This press-on-regardless  attitude  of
rallyists is legend and stems [rom two
inherent qualities that must be present:
(1) the directions ol the commitee are
in most cases absolutely accurate and
(2) cach comestant must have supreme
confidence that he has performed cach
and every instruction correctly. To wav-
er or doubt is to full into ervor and end
up last or in a different country. Even if
all the other cars are going north and
your navigator says “head south.” vou
crry on—even at the price ol your neck.

An overlooked instruction in a fast
moving series once sent a pair of en-
thusiasts onto a busy suburban [reeway
in the dim light of predawn, headed the
wrong way—a chilling [act not discov-
ered unul they had cheerfully waved,
honked and blinked their Lights back at
a number of friendly drivers who had
saluted in similar fashion.

These mental lapses are olten aided
and abewed by instructions which, con-
testants sometimes feel, border on the
misleading even i the “navigational™
rallies, not o mention those designed as
“wrick” rallies. Even the clearest and
most revealing instructions are taxing
when they come thick and fast. A wypical
example will illusirate the point:

“Continue on  State Swureet at 343
mph. Turn R. at Mobil stition. At hrst
blvd. stop, change average speed 1o 27.5
mph. Tuwrn L. 1100 yds. past stop sign.
Turn R at fuist paved road past railroad
tracks. (Note: You must obey RR Mag-
man, do not cross in front ol wains, this
is a switch yard.) At end of paved stretch
change speed to 41.7 mph and wurn L. at
first road designated as  state  route.
(Note: Whenever a numbered route you
are on goes neither to the right nor left
at a T and the next route mstruction
amnor be executed at this point, tnn
right and follow the new route to the
next action point) . . ."

Oftumes the rallymaster becomes so
engrossed with introducing obstadles 1o
areate pressure that he throws logistics
out the window. Recently, one big event
piled up o Goastic walhe jam at a ferry
arossing which the committee had envi-
sioned only as a sweathox. The ferry
made a wrossing every en minutes and
the picture ol the poor soul who just
missed and had 1o wait while 1wen pre-
cious minutes ticked off was undoubred-




Iy hilarious, However, overlooked was
the fact that the Terry had room lor only
five cars at a ume and, if they arrived on
schedule there would be a car a minute,
not counting regular Sundav wathe. At
the appointed hour, twice as many rally
cars were arriving as were able 1o depart.
and alter a few trips the monumental
chaos and loss of wemper can perhaps be
imagined.

“Trick™ rallies in which every elfflort is
made to contuse the entrant fall some-
where hetween the competitive runs and
the sheerduck, out-toavea-ball  albairs
which resemble wreasure hunts. Verging
on the serious are the “photo” rallies,
where the rowte changes are revealed
only by aerial photographs which bear
little resemblance to the same spot when
viewed Irom ground, or car, level. At the
end of the scale nearest the jaunts of the
Bachelors. or the Borrachos, are mirror
rillies which have instuctions prioted
upside down and  backward; or poker
runs (contestanis pick up a plaving card
at ¢ach check point and the best five-
card hand wins): rallies where the in-
structions are i the form ol sorambled
anagrams; rebus rallies, wherein draw-
ings or cartoons replace words: rallies in
which a dcheck-point ofhcial cuddling a
Teddy bear could be a mute cue lor vou
to head lor a nearby wild-animal farm
(if there’s also a spot called Big Bear
Falls within driving distance, lots of
Iuck). There are also demoniacal rallies
which employ Lttle-known symbols—dis-
tances might be indicated in  leagues,
links, furlongs, poles or perches (a
iVorld Almanac will prove as indispensa-
ble as your ignition kev in such cases);
there wre rhymed rallies. crossword-puy-
rle rallies, and rallies which dely descrip-
tion and the participants,

Since the avowed mtention of the rval-
Iy 1s to enable the enthusiastic car owner
Lo participate in a nonracing event that
will give him the pleasure of handling
his car under cincumstances  different
from his evervday drving and veturn
him a sense of well-being and happiness,
it becomes a case ol
The level of skil and devotion apphied
10 the cause will determine whether the
vally fan remains in the “rally 1o the beer
keg™ class or seeks out the type of thing
the Colorado Region ol the Sports Car
Club ol America stages in February of
cach vear: the Seven Passes Rally—a
high-speed o through the snow-cov-

back

to cach his own.

ered, dce-encorusted roadds of the
Rockies.

The progression might go something

Colorado

like this: Young man buys cr, [leels
sporting, joins club which contains good-
looking women available as rally part-
ners, attends functions, dances, parties,
has ball. At one of these parties he meets
another y.m., a real rally nut who was

once 13th in the Continental Divide and
would have been higher placed had his
navigator not been a complete clor. He
deseribes the inricacies of  keeping on
schedule while nosing through herds of
cttle that roam the unlenced pastures
and the tingling sensation ol passing a
huge diesel truck blind on a 12,000-Toot
pass. Fired with drink and enthasiasm,
the first young man asks for a chance o
mavigate for this expert on 1he next big
one and is accepred.

He knows navigation, having helped
his own lovely but somewhat inept navi
pator. but he now that his
mexpensive circular shide rule is much
too basic for the big leagues and he must
invest in a Curta “pepper null” binary
calculator. if he is not of a mind 10 go
ino the more esoteric electronic com-
puters priced at several hundred clams.
He will probably spring for a couple of
vool
have,
wrist

discovers

stop watches and has, or should
an exgemely accurate pocket or
wittch, in case one or the other
stops. In addition, he will need a dip-
hoard equipped with a light and a supply
ol pencils.

The car owner will undoubtedly have
equipped his vehicle with a brand of tive
known among the cfan as one that re-
tains its original circamlerence 10 a high
percentage regardless of speed (so that
his special odometer reading in one hun-
dredths of a mile will not be 100 affected
by variations in tive size) and he is also
likely 1o have installed @ ser of high-pow-
ered driving lights or a spodight and
even o short-wave radio, as mentioned
carlier. This aggregate can tack on more
than 5500 to the hist price of his car. but
the combination would be in prey Tair
shape to compete. Il the car is an open
voadsier. preferred by many, car coats
and other motoring habilimenms would
run up the 1otal another nowch or 1wo.

Il the team hnds dsell working well
together, the  girlfviends  will  quickly
be relegared 10 lolling beside the pool or
hefore the fiveplace at rally headguaners
while the males challenge the conditions
that prevail.

1Thus the cvale begins, and gl the en
thusiast has the temperament and  free-
dom o wavel, he might wind up on a
Factorv-spousored weam competing in the
great overseas rallies such as the Mome
Canrlo, the Lic
Iv improbable East Alrican or the Round

Rome-Licge, the wild-

Australia, which spares no obstacles of
mountain and desert for 12.000 incred
iblv dithcult miles.

This might seem a far ay [rom a
Bachelors' Car Club’s Wine
Cellar Tour, hut the end result is the

Sports

same: press on regardless and have a

good time.

’GATOR
TAIL

Newest, most advanced fishing
rods on the market. 100%
stronger, 500% more consistent
in “action" ;
Send 50¢ for Roddy 64 page
tull color annual, plus
information on 'Gator Tail rods.
P.0. Box 431, Gardena,
California 90247

FIBHING TACKLE ENGINEERSB

Would you rather be the richest
man in the graveyard

or prone at the poolside
pavilion at the Stardust
Hotel™ in Las Vegas?

Don’t answer till you've
checked the second
alternative.

*where your “resort dollar” buys more.
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us to the view that the use of such
expletives could be  properly al-
lowed where such use was honest
and the dramatic development suffi-
cient to warrant the inclusion of
rough language.

Our excursions on a carclfully
controlled  basis  were  gencrally
found acceprable, but required us 10
answer many individuals in the au-
dience who ook exception o our
liberalized policy and held us up to
censure. Our response to such criti-
cism endeavored to point out that
the mere mentions of “hell” and the
occasional expletive, “damn,” were
not in themselves profane unless
they were contained in a statement
of divine mmprecation. Our best ef-
forts to reason with our critics more
than often proved unsuccessful.

In connection with the unscripted
Tonight and Jack Paar programs,
we lack the normal contrel avail-
able to us with a scripted dramatic
presentation. All guests on these un-
scripted programs are cautioned to
avoid rough language which proves
offensive to individuals and  seg-
ments of the audience: and when
they fail 1o observe this request, we
excise their intemperate utterances.

You will appreciate the Tact that
the editors assigned to this delicate
task of assuring that what you sce
and hear meets some reasonible
standiards of taste and propriety are
often in that uncomfortable posi-
tion where they must choose be-
tween the sensitivities of individuals
in the audience and the right of the
total audience to an unobstructed
performance.  Olen,  these  judg-
ments are subjective and allow for
difierenee of opinion. Your spirited
rejection of our endeavors in this
instance is not only unusual but
cheering.

Thank you for letting us have the
value ol your healthy opinion.

Carl M. Watson
National Broadcasting Co.
New York, New York

I leave the judgments to you. As for

me, well, I'm downright disturbed, but
not beaten,
Donuld C. Ziperstein
Leesburg, Virginia
If your opinion is recogmized as being
“healthy,” then what can Mr. Watson
deduce about the opinions of the clam-
orons evew of evitics whose sensibilities
are shattered by an occasional off-color
word? We weve watching Johnny Carson
one evening a shorl time ago, when the
censored gaps in sound became so dis-
turbing that we turned off the set in
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times even phrases, from the taped sound-
track of that particular program has
become so common that recently Johnny
began doing bits about it on the air.

The letter from NBC is a fascinating
narrative of an elephant stampeded by
a neurotic mouse. One gets the impres-
sion that the network moguls ave at the
mercy of any nitwit who happens to have
a five-cent stamp. By theiy own admis-
sion, an adult and responsible policy was
scrapped because efforts to reason with
their prudish critics proved unsuccessful.
It should come as a surprise to no one,
including NBC, that pathological prudes
are by definition immune to reason. But
why does anyone pay attention to them—
that’s the mystery! There ave all kinds of
crackpots around, living oni their lonely,
pathetic lives; but only the erackpot with
a compulsive need to censor whatever
happens to upset him is seriously listened
to by others and treated as though he
were a stable member of society.

SUICIDE IN SCANDINAVIA

Over here, on the other side of the
pond. we are very interested in America's
re-examination of traditional concepts
of morality. There are many American
attitudes that seem strange o a Scan-
dinavian. For example, the question of
sniall children on public beaches. It's
quite normal here 1o see young children
bathing nude. And I am grateful that we
can be so normal and natural without
hearing a voice cry that it is wrong to
look at the human body.

Rabbt Tanenbaum smd in the Tria-
logue discussion that the suicide rate in
Sweden s enormous because there has
been a breakdown in traditional morali-
ty. I certainly hope he didn’t mean sex-
ual morality! This would mean that if a
man and woman were having sexual con-
tact outside marriage, they might then be
expected to kill themselves. That would
very quickly reduce the population
drastically.

I think if Rabbi Tanenbaum would
look into the statistics he would find
that most American suicides go unre-
ported. In the small populations of the
Scandinavian countries 1t is much easier
10 keep accurate statistics. And the Scan-
dinavian's tolerant attitude on such mat-
ters also contributes to more accutiate
reporting.

There are three ways of handling
|)crsiml.'|l problems: You can fight them;
you can disregard them: or you can just
give up. The last vecourse olten leads o
suicide. Usually when people commit
suicide it is not just because of one or
wo |n‘uljlcms, but because ol a whole
complex ol things which may or may not
include sexual problems. But rarely is sex
the mun thing,

We are delighted with prLAYBOY in
Denmark. Too bad it is so expensive
here.

Ib Kidde-Hansen
Frederiksberg, Denmark

BETWEEN THE LINES

While reading through the March 5,
1965, issue of Time magazine, I came
across an article in the “Religion™ sec-
tion under the subheading “Morality,”
which describes a meeting of theologians
at Harvard Divinity School. Although
PLAYBOY is never mentioned, these
theologians seem to be reiterating The
Playboy Philosophy. 1 strongly suspect
that the words “"Helner” and “rraysov”
were on every theologian's tongue, and
that the editors of Time saw fit to delete
what would amount to praiseful refer-
ences to a rival publication. On the off-
chance that you haven’t seen this article,
I quote it

LOVE IN PLACE OF LAW?

The 20th Century's sexual revolu-
tion directly challenges Christinnity’s
basic teachings against [ornication
and adultery. Some progressive
church thinkers now advocate a
“new morality” to take account of
these facts of life. What they pro-
posc is an ¢thic based on love rather
than law, in which the ultimate cri-
terion for right and wrong is not
divine command but the individu-
al’s subjective perception of what is
good lor himscll and his necighbor
in cach given situation.

More than 900 clergymen and swu-
dents gathered last week at Harvard
Divinity School to ponder the new
morality and its significance for
the church. Inevitably the speakers
reached no definitive conclusions,
but they generally agreed that in
sone respects the new morality is a
healthy advance, as a genuine cffort
to take literally St. Paul's teachings
that through Christ “we are deliv-
ered from the law.” “Lists of cans
and cannots are meaningless,” said
Princeton’s  Paul  Ramsey.  Yale's
Protestant chaplain, the Rev. Wil
liam Sloane Coftin, similarly ap-
proved the new morality’s concept

of “guideposts™ rather than “hitch-
ing posts,” although he thought that
the church would have o be re-
Sll'll('llll'(‘(l Lo ilCC('l)l il 45 a “'IIY
of life.

In defense of wradition, Ramsey
suggested  that  the new  morality
could not ignore the divinely given
natural link bertween sexual rela-
tions and procreation.  Harvard's
Gordon  Kaufman answered that
the perfection of contraceptives was
breaking this link . . .

Joseph Fletcher of the Episcopal



Theological School i Cambridge
thought that no sexual relationship
should be absolutely condemned by
the church . ..

The core proposition of the new
morality, argued Flewcher, is that
“there is only onc thing which is
always good regardless of circum-
stances, and that is neighborly con-
cern, social responsibility, agape
—which is a divine imperative.” In
the situational approach of the new
morality, he said, “one enters in-
to every decision-making moment
armed with all the wisdom of the

£

culture, but prepared in one’s free-
dom to suspend and violate any
rule except that one must as respon
sibly as possible seck the good of
one’s neighbor.” Which is quite a
long thought for an 18-year-old dur-
ing a passionate moment in the
back seat ol a car.

We here ar the University of Chicago
immensely enjoy reading Helfner's Phi-
losophy and find it to be one of the few
lights of reason in an otherwise dark-
ened socicty.

Manfred White
Chicago, Illinois

=t

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues  raised  in
Hugh M. Hefner's continuing editorial
series, “The Playboy Philosophy.” Three
booklet veprints of “The Playboy Phi-
losophy,” including installments  1-7,
8~12 and 13-18, are available at $1 per
booklet. Address all correspondence on
cither “Philosophy” or “Forum” to: The
Playboy Forum, vravsoy, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611.
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GIRLS OFTHE ﬁNIEﬁA (continued from page 101)

British barrister, gambles at  Monte
Carlo or spends all her waking hours on
a water cushion at St.-Tropez. it really
doesn’t matter. For once she's ensconced
at her favorite strand along the Cote
d’Azur or her [avorite sidewalk café
overlooking the Ligurian Sea, she be-
comes a member of that unique and
eminently desirable breed of female: the
Riviera girl.

If one were asked to single out the
qualities that separate the Riviera girl
from the rest of her gender, the first
characteristic that would come to mind
is her nonchalant unsell-consciousness
among large crowds while adorned in
the absolute minimum of clothing. It’s
possible 1o trace the origins of this fe-
male cult of maximum exposure back to
a bright afternoon in 1927 when actress
Ina Claire crashed the gate of the swank
Juan-les-Pins  casino wearing only a
translucent pair of beach pajamas. From
that day forward, the Riviera girl has
had but one all-consuming goal: the
public display of her body.

With the advent of the bikini in 1946,
the Riviera girl carved a permanent
niche for herself in the annals of ana-
tomical history. For the girls of the Rivi-
era, the bikini became much more than
just an accepted uniform. It became
their bond, their banner, their symbol of
sartorial, social and sexual emancipa-
vion. Year after year, American swimsuit
designers who eschewed the bikini had
tried unsuccessfully o will this brain
child ol the Riviera's couturiers into ob-
scurity. But the Riviera girl could not he
put off. With each new trip to her own
particulin Riviera stomping grounds, she
took along a new—and brieler—Dbikini.
displaving  her  increasingly  revealed
charms on well-attended public beaches,
ceven ambling up to—though not quite
through—the doors of the better casinos.

In accordance with the Riviera girl's
endless quest for maximum exposure of
her nawral gilis, the St-Tropez d
ers began several vears ago o fc.llule
a new and daring line ol bikinis that
sported a low-cut bra wired henecath
milady’s bosom, for maximum uplift
and outthrust. This move undoubtedly
established the precedent for the intro-
duction of that lest boon 10 Riviera
mankind: the monokini. A descendant
of Amenrci’s topless swimsuit, the even
more abbreviated monokini mer with
] igent opposition from local law
This ume, they felr, the Rivi-
era girl had dehnitely gone oo far.

Or so it scemed until a preuy 21-year
old Parisian gvm teacher named Clau-
dine Durand arrived in Cannes early
this year—to be arrested for wearing
nothing more than a fairly modest mon-
okini while engaged in a fast round of
ping-pong outside the tent ol an enter-

cnforcers.

126 prising beach concessionaire. Her en-

suing trial and conviction on charges
of being “an outrage to public decency”
would normally have been enough 1o
quell the ambitions of other girls with
similar proclivities in beachwear. But
this was the Riviera, and Claudine's Tate
became a cause célébre. Appealing her
case 1o the Aix-en-Provence appellate
court, Claudine was acquitted when the
judges concurred, with classic Gallic gal-
lanury, that “the spectacle of the nudity
of the human body has nothing intrinsic
in it that would outrage normal, even
delicate decency”—thus paving the way
for a dramatic mcrease in bare-bosomed
beautics who will make their annual pil-
grimage o the Cote d"Azur this summer.
The next logical step in socially accept-
able Riviera beachwear—already taken
on remoter beaches—will undoubtedly
be nothing at all,

There is yet another common charac
ter trait peculiar to the girls of the Rivi-
era—one  which has always been  of
invaluable aid to the compamon-secking
male traveler who frequents these [e
male-flooded shores. For reasons best
known only to hersell, the Rivicra girl is
a remarkably sedentary creature. Wher-
ever she makes her pad along the resort-
studded Cote d’Azur, she tends 1o stay—a
fact of Riviera lile that enables the male
suitor to acquaint himself with the di-
vergent backgrounds and twastes that sep-
arate the wypical girl of St.-Tropez from
her curvacious counterpart in Cannes.
The only migratory influences the Rivi-
era girl adheres to are those dictated by
age: As she grows older she tends to
move her beach blanker eastward along
the coast in search of a slightly less
[renetic habitat. This progression is so
gradual, however, that it may well ke
her 20 years to move a mere 30 miles up
the coast; but it does help explain why
the girls end 1o be a lew years older
and wiser at each resort along the Cote
d’Azur.

Once the resourceful male tourist has
familiarized himsell with the Riviera
Llandscape and, more importantly, discov-
ered which brand of Riviera girl habit-
wates exch ol the pleasure stops along his
coastal itinerary, he should be able to
disunguish  the subtle differences  be-
tween a Nice girl and her Antibes sister
with little more than an approving
glance. Heading castward by car, the
venturesome  newcomer  begins his  re-
searches into the mystique of Riviera
femimnity at Le Lavandou.

A rather unprepossessing  little com-
munity, Le Lavandou has the good for-
tune to be the port from which ferries
taxi back and forth daily to the Ile du
Levant, Europe’s [amous nudist sanctu-
ary. Habiwués of the island who elect 10
greet incoming guests at the public dock
are obliged to wear what the French apt-
ly call un minimum. It consists of a tiny

triangle of cloth held in place with
string. After traveling a suitable distance
into the interior, however, le minimum
is cast aside and couples are free to carry
on their daily activities in the same man-
ner in which couples have been carrying
on since Adam discovered Eve.

Back on the mainland, it's only a few
kilometers” drive from Le Lavandou to
the town that Bardot made famous: St.-
Tropez. Ever since that summer when
ex-hubby Roger Vadim took his young
bride and a camera crew down to this
previously remote fisherman’s paradise
to film And God Created Woman,
“Saint-Trop” has  reigned  supreme
among Riviera resorts as the uninhibited
arbiter of feminine fashions for the en-
tire Cote d’Azur, and the favorite jump-
ing-off spot for thousands of would-he
BBs who begin training early for their
hopeful roles as future monarchs of
Mediterranean womanhoaod.

Bv nature, the average St-Tropez fe-
male tends to be young, impressed with
all things artistic, habitually broke, ready
to swing at the drop of a bongo drum-
beat, and an ardent devotee of la vie
bohéme. She usually dozes all day on the
beach, draped in little more than a thin
coating of Bain du Soleil, then suddenly
comes alive after dark, when you'll prob-
ably find her in deep discussion at one
of the beachside colfechouses, dancing
with abandon 1o the rhythms of a back-
alley bistro’s jazz combo, or heading.
perhaps, toward some secluded spot on
the beach for a moonlight swim-—sans
suit—with the lucky voung man who
has managed 1o capuure her vivid ado-
lescent  imagination for the evening.
Day or night. more olten than not, she
exudes that inimitable aura of provoca-
tive pubescence that has helped Turnish
St-"Tropez with its reputation for being
one of the swingingest spots on the Med-
iterranean since the last days of Pompeii.

For those who care to add an occasion-
al touch of elegance to their beachcomb-
ing. St-Tropez also caters to a slightly
more formal. but no less letching, crowd
of feminine wonders. Members of the
Riviera’s jet set arrive by vacht in
August: meet at L'Esquinade and Mous-
cardins (the lauer being the area’s only
purveyor ol haute cuisine bearing a Mi-
chelin wwosstar rating):; buy the latest in
sports  and  beachwear  siylings  from
Choses or Madame Vachon's, St.-Tropez’
two leading fashion emporiums: then
head for the same tiny boites and bistros
frequented throughout the year by the
low-budgeted bohemian beauty and her
guitar-playing beachmate. H you hope 1o
cash in on the annual appearance of
these betrer-bred darlings of the Riviera,
you'll have 1o work fast, lor their sty
is generally briel, and they soon weigh
anchor and rewreat en masse 10 the same
scafaring milieu [rom whence they came.

From St-Tropez, you may clect 1o
make a few casual pit stops on your way
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to that wildest and wackiest of all Rivi-
era resorts: Cannes. 1f so, your compre-
hensive study of the Riviera girl will
best be served by short stopovers in such
residential commumnities as Ste-Maxime,
St-Raphaél and  Miramar. Here the
beaches are  considerably  smaller and
more private, the local female popula-
tion less wransient and a trifle more re-
served. The girls who live in these small
municipalities are often the offspring of
French aristocracy. Needless to say, any
attempt to strike up a meénage 4 deux in
such company must be made with the
utmost tact and sophistication. Playing
the Continental will be well worth the
cffort if you should succeed in persuading
one of these well-bred provincial lasses
to invite you for a weekend sojourn at
the Lamily manor and a leisurely wour of
the verdant and  admirably  secluded
countryside.

Then comes Cannes. Since its emer-
gence as an international film  center
with the inception of the annual Cannes
Film Festival in 1946, this thriving play-
ground for femmes fatales has become
the unofficial capital of the Riviera. The
festival kicks off a summer scason of sim-
tlar cinematic celebrations that last until
the Venice Festival in September. Dur-
ing those two frenetic weeks in May
when Cannes is besieged by major pro-
ducers,  directors, stars and hordes of
aspiring young actresses, you can be as-
sured of finding more than your hill of
exotic damsels from every port of call
When the city’s opulent Palais du Cinema
opens its Grand Salle to the screen elite
and their cnemaphilic admirers, the
Riviera girl 15 at the height of her allure
and never out ol sight. This hectic holi-
day brings out the best, as well as the
beast, in most Riviera girls, and you can
take your pick of Munich models, Danish
ballerinas, American exchange students,
and the comeliest of comrades from Mos-
cow—many of whom will be ready and
willing to partake of the pleasures of
festival time with an enterprising young
male who shares their taste for la vie
Joyeuse.

If your schedule includes Cannes in
May, it’s best to plan ahead and arrange
for the most strategic accommodations.
Setting  up  your temporary bachelor
headquarters at such hotels as the Carl-
ton, Martinez, Réserve Miramar or Gray
d’Albion will put you in the enviable
position of having to wavel no farther
than your main lobby to surround your-
sell. with a plethora of potential female
partners for the day. The “day,” in this
case, will consist ol a quick dip in the
Mediterranean followed by @ midday
smack at one of the myriad sidewalk eat-
eries along the Croisette. after which
you'll repair to your digs 1o change mto
something suitable for the busy and bac
chanalian evening ahead. Your Riviera
girl for this particular evening will

128 Pprobably enjoy starting off the night's

divertisements with a trip to onc of the
nearby cinema houses which offer con-
tinual showings ol the festival's manv
filmic candidates for the coveted Golden
Palm Award. Then it's time for a sump-
tuous repast at Drap d°Or or Chez Félix,
both of which feature large dining ter-
races overlooking the sea. Afwer dinner,
vou and your date can take a long drive
along the beach o the outskirts of town
for an all-night session ol terpsichorean
frenzy ac the Whisky a GoGo.

Although the film festival marks the
scason’s high point of revelry along the
Riviera, the rest of the year in Cannes is
far from unrewarding. especially in
terms of abundant and accessible distalf
vacationers. Il youw'd prefer 1o avoid
the heavy crowds and sky-high prices
that prevail in May, you can bide vour
ume unul the annual regattas stare in
summer, or tike in the Mimosa Festival
in February. No matter when vou wrive,
it always seems to be holidaytime in
Cannes. The girls are always the cream
ol the international arop, and most have
descended on the beaches with but two
goals in mind: a tan and a man—but
not necessarily in that order.

For the most part, the Riviera girl
prefers Cannes because she can mingle
there with the scions of wealth and ele-
gance. She nuy not be able to afford
more than a buttered brioche for break-
fast, but at least she’ll have the satislac
tion of eating it in the shadow of the
Hotel Carlton or the Grand Casino. But
despite her usual lack of funds and her
taste for the blandishments of the good
life, the typical Cannes female is not an
expensive or demanding creature. Of
course, she won't abject if you insist on
taking her to a fine restaurant or buying
her a bagatelle 1o remember vou by, but
she’ll probably be amply appreciative if
yvou offer mercly to share vour beach
blanket and wreat her to a liter of pink
Provengal wine—or cven, as is often her
whim, a cold Coke. The Riviera girl is
in Cannes sirictly 10 have a good time,
and she'd rather have it with a consid-
erate and atentve voung man of modest
means than spend her evenings alone.

Leaving Cannes behind, you'll quickly
bypass the tourist traffic at Juan-les-Pins
and make your next stopover in Cap
d"Antibes. Most of the girls who frequent
this elegant spa are previous habituds of
some other Riviera setting. There is no
sct type of female 1o scarch for here; An-
tibes is the closest thing to a melting pot
of Riviera femininity that the Cdte
d’Azur has to offer. Almost every Riviera
girl decides to go there sooner or later—
and uvsually to the Eden Roc. Perched
atop a rocky promontory, this lavish sea-
side caravansary features an Olympic-
sized swimming pool. nawural-rock diving
platforms, scuba diving, snorkeling, and
a host of other aquatic appurtenances.
At this most democratic of Riviera re-
sorts, Europe’s café society traditionally

rubs wet shoulders with the bronze-
skinned beauties of Cannes, the straight-
haired “Zazies” of St-Tropez. and the
cool-eved  divorcees of Cap-Ferrat and
Monte Carlo. And il you tive ol meeung
your attractive Antibes compamon  at
Eden Roc's well-populated poolside, you
can always sugeest a more artistic alter-
noon sctting in which to conduct an m-
timate téte-i-téte:  the local Grimaldi
Museum, famed for its incomparable
Picasso collection, 10 which many couples
go daily o strengthen their cultural
bonds and interpersonal contacts.

Bohemianism reappears between An-
tibes and Nice along the Cros-de-Cagnes,
but its slightly more refined than tha
exhibited by the teenage wemprresses of
St.-Tropez. The girls at Cagnes are Beats
from the better brackets, and many ol
them are the [rends. hancées. daughiers
and miswresses ol beuer-known French
and British flm producers and directors
who have their villas in nearby St.-Paul
and La-Collesur-Loup, wwo adjoining
communities that comprise a sort ol
Riviera-type Beverly Hills. Whenever
the sun is out, which on the Riviera is
practically every day between breaklast
and cockuails, you'll usually find an ar-
resting assortment of these uninhibited
upper-bohemians taking the sun totally
au naturel on the sands at Cheval sur la
Plage, the nearest private beach to their
palatial hideaways in the surrounding
hills.

On to Nice. The girls here are very
much like those you'll meet in Cannes;
most of them are endowed with the same
sybaritic appetites. but there are subtle
shadings that help differentate the two.
The average Nice girl is slightly older—
about 22 as opposed to 19 or 20. She
dresses in high fashion: her hair is al-
ways impeccably coilfed: and her inter-
ests are, as a rule, on a slightly higher
intellectual plane. While Cannes is basi-
cally an overgrown village whose peren-
nial party atmosphere has rubbed off on
its visiting hordes of bikinied beachcomb-
ers, Nice is a major city of France. Its
cosmopolitan attitudes have had their
effect on the female citizenry, The girls of
Nice are more likely to be found in the
great indoors—in the [ashionable casinos
playing chemin de fer and sipping Grand
Marnier—than outside on the terraces
where their Cannes counterparts tend to
establish their evening's beachhead.

The astute male visitor to Nice can
greatly enhance his opportunities  for
hnding winsome weckend wravelmates if
he remembers o take along—of all
things—a set of skiing duds. With the re-
sources of a typical Riviera resort at her
disposal every day ol the year, the Nice
girl will probably be overjoyed at the
idea of being invited for a snowbound
holiday at Auron or Valberg, two of the
closer year-round Alpine winter play-
grounds that can be reached by car with-
in a few hours. And if you should




happen to run across one of those few
French females who isn’t as at home in
ski pants as she is in her bikini, all the
more reason for asking her to the Alps.

Monte Carlo, your last pleasuwre stop
along the French Riv has managed
to retain its legendary reputation as the
permanent plavground of the idle rich,
despite the fact that s beaches have
long been accessible o the general pub-
lic. This is the last—but lar Irom the
least—resort along the Cote d'Azur for
the majority of Riviera givls who hegan
their Mediterranean meanderings vears
ago among the sun-worshipers of the Ile
du Levant and the swinging cellar set at
St-Troper. Now they are no longer girls.
The typical lemale devotee of Monte
Carlo’s strand has long since passed into
womanhood, but she can sull wear a
bikini with an wir ol natural grace and
allure that any St.-Tropez ingénue would
envy. Aler all, she was around when the
fashion began. She is the grown-up child
ol the Rivicra's exposure explosion: all
that’s been added is that special appeal
which comes only with seasoning.

The height of the Riviera rites at
“Monte” accompany the annual arrival
ol the jer set in January for the Monte
Carlo Rally, and the steady stream ol in-
coming Ferraris and Lotuses continues to
crowd the sureets ol Prince Rainier's tiny
domain until Lue Mav. when the Grand
Prix de Monaco caps off the season’s fes-
tivities. But the poolside pulchritude at
the Hatel de Paris is a year-round local
attraction:  and although the BBs of
Saint-Trop and the Claudia Cardinales
of Cannes have given way chronologi-
cally 1o the ewernally desivable Julictte
Grecos and Bella: Darvis of this peren-
nial meeting—and mating—grounds for
Core d'Azur femmes, Monte Carlo and
its chic casino clienele will  provide
vou with a host ol heart-warming
memories to include in your romantic
researches.

Crossing 1he Franco-Ttalian horder at
Port-Saint-Louis. vow'll pass through a
rather arid swetch of Riviera {rontier
that takes in such tiny, sun-washed Tual-
uan resorts as Ventumighia, Bordighera
and Ospedaletti. Aside from a gentle
economic renaissance vecently begun at
the last, where new pensiones and a lux-
urious new hotel—Le Rocce del Capo—
have been buile ac the edge of the sea,
you'll find these spots rather dated and
generally unsuitable Tor purposes ol fe-
male pursuit. Immediately o the east.
however, lies the first of the Ialian Rivi-
era’s major pleasure ponms, San Remo,
followed by a 150-mile stretch of equally
clfervescent spas at which to continue
your quest ol Liguria's loveliest.

The girls of the Italian Riviera are a
much less polvglot congregation  than
their Cote d'Azur counterparis. Most of
them are pure-blooded Italian ragazzas,
easily identifiable by their dark eyes and

sensuous mouths, their slightly less ab-
breviated bikinis, their provocative olive
complexions—and  their  atractively
full-blown figures. You will find this in-
triguing Italian version of the Riviera
girl in magnificent  profusion at the
open-air bars ol San Remo's Excelsior
Hotel and Samia Margherita's Capo de
Nord-Lst, sipping sweet red drinks or
nursing cups of hot espresso; the Riviera
signorina is fundamentally a nondrink-
cr. She is at her bountiful best in the
evenings, when she appears clegantly at-
tired at the many waterlront calés and
trattovias which form the focal point of
night-life activity in such resort locales as
San Remo, Diano Marima, Alassio, Savo-
na, Portohino and Levanto. For the girl
ol the Italian Riviera, style is a [etish,
and she spends a far greater proportion
ol her hard-earned lire on clothes than
does her Cote d'Azur cousin. Typically,
she takes great pains o ensure that her
beach hat 1s ol the Latest and most ex-
pensive Lashion, that her slacks are the
exact shade of pastel her ensembie ve-
quires, and that her public image is best

fitted to arouse the ardor of cven the
most jaded male admirer.,

Though the majority of Italian girls
manage 1o preserve their innocence un-
til they muarry, the Italian Riviera draws
more than its Lur female share of unat-
tached Slavs, Scandinavians, Rheinland-
crs, Anglo-Saxons and  Americans who
are less interested in being chaste than
chased. But they tend 1o be a trifle move
sedite and selective—though no less un-
inhibited—in their pwrsuit of pleasure
than those who llock 1o France's shores.
Organized night life on the Talian Rivi-
era consists mainly ol digging dubbed-in
movies and listening 1o strolling trouba-
dours: thus, with litde ¢lse to do after
dink but pair ofl, Italv’s Riviera girl
wants to make sure that she winds up
with the male admirer who merits her
evening's undivided attentions.

The first and toremost [emale popula-
tion explosion along the Ligurian coast-
line occrs with scasonal regularity on
the beaches of San Remo, Tialy's bohemi-
an equivalent ol St-Tropez, in the heart
of the Riviera di Ponente (Coast of the

“I'in_afraid Linda Sue's been working
too hard in the garden lately.”
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Setting Sun). With the tourist trade as its
raison d'étre, San Remo entertains an
unending stream of bikinied beachniks
who lie in multitoned rows along its
white-ssanded  sirand  and  promenade
cach alternoon up and down its palm-
lined drives and amid the Mediterra-
nean flora ol its many public parks. At
dusk, vou'll find the average San Remo
girl in animated conversation at  the
Bagm Lido Bar or the Canadian Tea
Room. Later in the evening. vour best
ber would be to single her out [rom
among the throngs of twisting Tvrrhe-
nians who frequent the crowded back-
street discothéques of the city’s quaing
old quarter. But wherever vou locate
her. she'll probably be receptive to vour
ofter of an anisette or a Galliano. A show
of good manners should pave the way
for a memorable, il lleeting, friendship.
Another must on vour Ligurian itin-
crary is Genoa. the New York of the
Riviera. Like the girl vou left behind in
Nice, the wypical Genovese is a sophisti-
cuted native of the Riviera. and her
tastes are generally more cultural—and
more expensive—than those of other Li-
gurian females. Her Livorite haunts are
the myriad sidewalk cafés and empori-
ums that line the Via Roma, Genoa's
cosmopolitan counterpart of the fashion-
able Promenade des Anglais in Nice. It
will probably take a liule more time—
and a lot more loot—to impress vour fa-
vorite Genovese  companion, but she's
likely 1o shower you with the same warm-
hearted  affection  that has made  the
Halian givl among the most sought-after
Circes on the Continent.
Farther east, along Italy's exclusive
Riviera di Levante (Coast of the Rising
Sun), you come to that cluster of seaside

village resorts which cater 1o the yacht-
ing set and 10 the better-heeled class of
Riviera ragazzas: Portolino, Santa Mar-
gherita and Rapallo. Here vou'll en-
counter the same luxurv-loving brand of
sensual sun followers that you dated at
Eden Roc or Monte Carlo. In Portolino,
they congregate at poolside and barside
in the lavish Hotel Splendido 10 make
plans—and swike up acquaintances—for
the evening. Just around the Portofine
promontory lie the other 1wo play-
grounds of this resort triumvirate, Santa
Margherita and Rapallo, whose beaches
offer the most appealing assortment of
bikinied, monokinied and no-kimed
Riviera girls o be found anywhere
along the I coast,

A perfea way o end your tour of
the Ligurian lLandscape is 1o charter
a hydrofoil from one of the boating
concessions at Portofino and, with a wa-
ter-spritely feminine companion as vour
first mate, lolow the coast down to
Riomaggiore and the eastern end of the
Italian Riviera. You'll then be an hour's
stroll. from  the  internationally  famed
Cinquererre vineyards; a late-alternoon
sampling of some of Ttaly's finest vin-
tages should put vour seafaring partner
in the right mood for the moonlight
vovage back to port in Porwolino.

In the final analysis, it won't really
matter whether your Riviera travels take
you nearest and dearest o the girls of
St.-Tropez or San Remo, Monte Carlo
or Porwohino; for it's only the nearness
that counts. When the time comes for
au revoirs and arrivedercis, you'll under-
stund why fellow beauty lovers every-
where hail this shimmering seacoast as
a land of incomparable delight.

“Why, John—of course you may bury me in the sand . . . !’

LOOK AWAY

(continued from page 60)

the woman—in a blue shift and sandals.
bare of head, arms and legs—jumped out
and waved both arms. 1 thought she
might jump up and down. I slowed, just
a hittle, and then Nloorboarded the accel-
crator and lunged past her. The Negro
woman gaped in  astonishment. The
white woman waved and shouted. At the
last instant I thoughe: Tt was Flora. Flo-
ra. Then, antly, no, it could not be.

In my mirror I saw her stand waving
for & moment, then her arms slowly [ell.
and she, o, vanished. T slowed my car,
vemembering the warming: Don’t even
approach the speed limit. In o moment |
wrned imo a single-lane divt road, and
looked back. The Buick station wagon
blurred by on the highway. Unwittingly,
[ supposed. T had shaken my tail. I
stopped in the silence and sohitude of
scrub pine and empty skyv. and began
Lwghing. If ever | saw Flora again I'd
have 1o 1ell her: Her wwin sister like a
jumping juck beside a car, waving at a
stranger. I'd grow a beard and don san-
dals. and tell her someday. My langhter
died and T whispered her name. The okd
remembered  jovs pentled and  finally
misted the bleak unhappy land about
me. I had not forgotien. But 1 would
not sce Flora, even if she called. T want-
ed no involvement down here, with rela-
tives, or strangers, or old girls. But that
wasn’t Flora. It couldn’t have been. She
would never exposc hersell so grotesque-
ly. Best forget, and do what 1 had to do.

I drove on, slowly, in the red rutted
road. The church was out this way some-
where: or its ashes were. My tinted
windshicld clouded the sky. It was 100
degrees out there, in that hungry, angry
land; inside the air-conditioned car, per-
ll.’lp'i 80, and blowing. I drove on, past
cmpty cotion fields and cornfields; heat
waves shimmering on tin rooltops; pas-
tures, and cows n the shade of the oaks;
a dog dead in the ditch (buzzards cir-
cing above): a cow and a redbird;
shacks tumbling down (Gone 10 Chica-
go): i swamp, cypress growing in dark
strined water: tiger lilies and yellow dai-
sics, and stunted pine and oak in hot
bottomless forests as empty and hushed
as the day belore aeanon.

Such was my lLand, and the land of
Flora, Ian Macdonald, Deputy Sherilt
Fon Crane. the planter type, and the
grandlathers—the land of my childhood.
I always forgot, unul I came back, and
even then the memory was hard  and
slow in coming. like a doomed birth. I
always remembered the swing and the
sweet warm thighs, and the blackberries
on red ditchbanks and the evemng
porches—these 1 remembered with the
warmth and the longing of a man lor his
childhood. But the hard-borning memo-




rics were the others: They were impossi-
ble—impossible the heat, fear and hate.
But in memory lay the omens of what 1
would find here. Without wanting or
willing it. I heard the memory ay: A hot
August day, and a Negro hanging [rom
the Iimb of an oak. Yes. I had seen it It
would not be denied. I sought other
scenes, and listened for other voices: the
porches, and the slow tender voices of
hospitality and hope. And saw the Ne-
gro’s lestering, bloating body pendulant,
swinging, a clock running down. I drove
on, in my sad, beloved, despised land,
but still hoping that memory had erred.

The ashes of the churdh stained the
center of a grove of singed wees. The tin
panels of the rool were blackened and
twisted: fused glass glistened in the sun-
light: the bell lay tongueless and mute
in the ruins. I was unerly alone, in the
hush of deep counury. I walked slowly
about, resurrecting the temple from its
ashes. Here to old Zion they'd come in
their wagons and their buggics, and later
in their old cars and wucks, litde black
girls in white dresses, and men and wom-
cen more somberly clad. There at the
pine boards of their picnic table they'd
eaten their Sunday-meeting dinners, I
had heard their singing: Beulah land,
Lord, and the blood of the lamb. Here
at the edge of the grove Just Sleaping
Iny the dust of Rebecca Alcorn, a slave
at birth, at death a handful of dust be-
neath ardificial poinsettias. And  there
Mother At Jesus Feet, here Lance Burl
beneath a pattern of oystershells, born a
slave, too, but now At Rest; here an in-
fant’s unmarked grave, beneath a peb-
bled mound a child might have erected
at the seashore, forgotten, [ading and
dimming into the forest other unmarked
graves, sunken, weeded and lost.

Such was what they burned, when
they burned old Zion.

But still I could not yet assess and re-
ject. I wanted 1o know.

Down the road a mile or so I found
the home of Jerry Burl, the grandson of
Lance Burl who lay now beneath the
oystershells. Jerry Burl sat on the porch
of a ncat, small [rame house painted
white. Tremendous blue hydrangeas
bloomed in the yard, beneath a tremen-
dous oak. Behind us stood Burl's wile,
just beyvond the front screen, hazed and
dimmed, a shadow on shadow. She lis-
tened, but never spoke. A fresh scar red-
dened the black skin at Burl's hairline:
he held a jaw in a cupped hand.

“So you found the church, and Grand-
pa Burl's grave. Lance Burl had him 1wo
wives sold away from him in the slave
tmes, and after the War got him anoth-
er wife, my grandma. He founded old
Zion, and he caught his death of pneu-
monia one day in February, Nineteen-
hundred, aged seventy, sittin on the

peak of the roof, repairin the shingles,
They put on a tin roof in Ninewecen-
twenty. We keep his grave real neat. I
think the shells are right prewy. I can
just barely remember him, like a [aded
picture in an unlighted room, at twi-
light. The lace just won't quite come up
out of the gloom, out of the past.”

Jerry Burl's eyes were marbled blue
with age. He wouldn’t quite look at me.
I sat there and remembered James Bald-
win. James Baldwin said that they hated
all whites; that no white man ever in all
his life could really know a Negro. Per-
haps, I thought, James Baldwin was
wrong. I kept trying to know Jerry Burl.
I listiened to his voice and searched in
his [ace. He wouldn't quite look at me.

“It was a mistake, a terrible mistake,”
he said. He held his hand at his jaw, his
blued cyes on the glaring middle dis-
tance where the piny woods grew. “We
hadn’t used that church buildin for no
Freedom School. Never used it so. And I
never been in trouble, in all my lile,
with white or black. Always got along,
got along. Maybe I would like to vore,
yes, but you know how things are
around here. They just don’t want us to
vote. They just won't let us vote. And I
got land. I got sons and daughters.

“But they come anyway, Wednesday
night a week ago, after our leaders’ and
deacons’ meetin. We broke up about ten
o'clock, and went out, and there was two
cars parked there in the driveway. The
men got out and one of um pulled me
outen my car and said Where your
guards? And I said What for we need
guards? we got no guards. And he said
You a goddamn liar and he hit me up
here on the head with the barrel of his
pistol, and I went down on my knees,
not prayin, [allin, and heard my wife
scream. He hit me again, here on the
side of my face, with his fist, and I heard
a pistol shot, a signal, and saw men com-
in up outen the woods with guns. They
looked 1o be white, twenty or thirty of
um. And they dragged my wile outen
the car and 1 cried out Spare her, but
one of um said to her We goin to whup
you, too, we teach you to hold Freedom
Schools, and they hit me again and
kicked me, and held a club over my wile,
and she said Let me pray. And the man
said It's too late for prayin, and she said
It's mever 0o late for prayin, and she
prayed. And the man said Leave her be,
and let him live. The good Lord an-
swered her pravers. But my jaw is all out
ol whack. The teeth don’t meet. 1 got 1o
see a doctor, or a dentist, or somethin.”

“Did you recognize any of them?”

I heard a movement, a slight breath of
speech. Looking about, I saw that his
wile had lelt the doorway. The rectangle
of shadow was empty. I wurned back o
him. “Did you, Mr. Burl? Did you recog-

e

nize any of them?

The ancient Dblued eyes flickered
across mine, and away. He sat silemt,
holding his jaw. The lines of his lace
were black chiseled in black. I repeated
my question again.

“Can T trust you?” he asked. “Can 1
trust you, white man?"

“You can trust me.”

“Can I, white man? Really?” His eves
gazed straight into mine, and in my turn
I wavered and looked away, remember-
ing James Baldwin. “I don’t mean noth-
in personal, white man. You know
what I mean. You know why I ask.”

“I know.”

“Yes. Maybe vou do know. So I say
this. I don't say it mysell. T say what oth-
cr folks say. And they say: There was a
policeman part of that crowd.”

“I' just met a Deputy Fon Crane at the
courthouse, Mr. Burl.”

“You don't say.”

“Yes. Was he the officer there?”

He sat still through a long pause. “It
ain’t what I say,” he whispered at last.
“It's what they say. I say nothin.” He
sighed. “Except up in New York I got a
boy and a girl livin. You from New
York. Maybe vou can call um.” Once
more his eyes flickered and crossed mine,
and turned away. He gave me his chil-
dren’s names, addresses and telephone
numbers, [rom memory, precisely, watch-
ing my pencil record them. “If you call
um, tell um their father's had a litde
trouble, but he’s mendin now.”

And on my way to the motel that aft-
crinoon, ourraged, enraged and sickened,
I got lost. A all, slow white man walked
to my car and stood in the hot Southern
sun and patiently and meticulously told
me the way. “You're welcome, suh, any
time.” He'd have carried me there on his
back, if I'd asked him. And that night in
the dining room i waitress gave lessons
in the graces of hospitality, and at the
end said Thank you and come back, and
when I paid my bill the cashier said
Thank you and come back, and I knew
that they meant every slow honeyed sylla-
ble that they spoke.

And I knew that il I'd met Deputy
Sherilf Fon Crane at another time, un-
der a different sky, we might have
bought each other drinks and swapped
lies about cards and women and guns,
and the planter type would have served
me bourbon neat and fed me barbecue,
and Jerry Burl would have Lowed and
said Yes suh and held my coat for me.

“Goddamn such people,” I said, in my
room.

I had forgotten Flora, and the woman
beside the car.

It was early twilight. Through the pic-
ture window of my room, outside in the
hot misted air, 1 could sec white kids
playing in the swimming pool, and in
another quarter of the landscape, Negro
Kids playing in the sweet. Above the
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hum of the air conditioner 1 could hear
their voices, without knowing which
cime from white lips, which from col-
ored lips. The voices at least were deseg-
regated. The telephone rang. 1 went to
it, remembering, All the telephones
vou'll use arc tapped.

“All right. you bastard, what you doin
down here? You down here writin about
the niggers?”

I sat down on my bed. She laughed. “1
just wanted you o know right off. Fred,
where you and I stand on a cerwiin mat-
ter. Now we can lorget it. Come on out.
We'll eat and drink and be very merry.”

“Flora,” 1 said. “Flora.”

“Not necessarily in that order. Per-
haps simultaneously. Fred, don’t hang
up. I'm sorry il I offended you. Won't
vou come out, please?”

She pleaded. In numbness and anger,
I refused. Tomorrow night? No. Any
night? Perhaps—if I had tme. I heard a
faint chick and scratch on  the line.
Tapped, 1 whispered. wapped. Flora
shouted: What was T saving? Nothing, 1
said. Where was her husband? I asked.
He was out somewhere. He was always
out somewhere, these days. He had a ca-
reer, and a cause. Didn't T know? 1
didn’t know. I should have. Please, Fred
-—I couldn’t be so close, and not come to
see her. It wasn’t right—it wasn't decent.
She had to sce me. She got so lonesome
sometimes, so longing for the old days.
Wouldn't I come? I said, “Call again,”
and hung up, with wembling fingers.

1 thought I could sce her face: blue-
eved and glowing, and fainty mocking,
with just enough acid in the eves and at
the mouth to favor the honey in her
voice. Real Southern. Suluy Southern,
and knowing and sardonic. So I imag-
ined her, and slept poorly . . .

Flora in pigtails and a short white
skirt swung in a long swing made of a
rope and a quarter arc of old automo-
bile tire. She was wearing no pants, but
I couldn’t quite reach fr enough to
touch. She was swinging naked by the
feer of a festering bloating black body,
laughing, flowing in honey and acid, far
away and very close, caressing the black
[estering flanks and gazing out at me,
daring and mocking.

Finally, again, the day glared. In the
swimming pool the white kids swam and
splasllcd, and shouted and Laughed, and
in the swreet, before their shacks, the Ne-
gro kids pushed an old grocery cart
about, and shouted and laughed. The
High Official, a man all bald head and
hospitality, assured me that the state and
local police could and would maintain
law and order, that Mississippi wanted
only the restoration of constitutional
government, that the outside Reds were
agitating and roiling up the nigras who
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years, thit he knew of no more loval and
devoted body of men than the state and
local police, that there was one county,
the Coumy of X . not far
from where we sat, where there was no
law, only bootleggers and white farmers
and tenant nigras where they even head-
lighted deers and no stranger  should
venture because there was a swamp in
that godforsaken place and you could
sink a body in it forever and many a
body would rise there among the cypress
and the raulers and moccasins on the
final day of judgment when the last
trump sounded, and that the state’s own
Liw-cnforcement  ofhcials  would  main-
tain law and order, and that the report-
ers never old the truth about the South,
only lies, and that he was delighted 10
talk to me amd come back any ume.

The Exccutive Dirvector: Shriner’s di-
amond pin in his kipel, on his wall a cer-
tificate of membership in the chamber
of commerce, a portrait of General Lee,
and a photograph ol his son in boy-scout
uniform, the Southern air condittoned
by machine and honeyed by hospitality.
“We've been invaded every summer for
ten years, and we'll win this invasion,
just as weve won all of um, with
another wiumph for constitutionul gov-
ernment and law and order. Our local
and state police are a splendid band of
men. They are fully trained and capable
ol handling any c¢mergency . . . Glad 1o
talk to you, suh. Come back, any time.”

Flora: We would sit in the shade of
the evening and talk New York and
magnolias, moonlight, starlight  and
cathsh. Ian's coton and her bridge.
Would T come, please?

At the rally for The Candidate: The
band played Dixie and Darktown Strul-
ters’ Ball hur not the national anthem.
Full-voiced, [ull-bodied, they sang Wish
[ was in the land o cotton, and jelly roll
blues, though the tractor was now in the
cotton, and jelly roll down in New Or-
leans meant men and women togethering,
man—roaring the contradiction and the
obscenity in the restless cool conditioned
air, whooping and hollering among the
Confederate flags couchant upon their
stafls, while the Hi-Steppers [rom The
College all legs and breasts stepped high,
silencing and stilling for prayer (Give us
peace, O Lord, and [reedom [rom agitat-
tors), and hollering and whooping again
for The Candiditte: Return to constitu-
tional government; they'd listen o the
South again someday, they'd know some-
day we were the counuy's last hope,
Lord God of hosis be with us yet, God
bless Mississippi and her fine law-en-
forcement ofheers.

On the telephone: Flora's iterated in-
vitation, and the faint scratch and click
of the tapped line. I said “No,” and
goodbye. Flora hung up. 1 waited, and
laughed. A man’s voice, small and re-

mote, said, “You son of a bitch, get out
of town.”
- - -

It was 92 degrees at 9 o'clock in the
morning, the air heavy and wet. Some-
thing had 1o happen. to surrender, some-
where. At 11 the clouds were swelling
and blackening over the city, and at
11:30 lightning and thunder came down
upon us, and in a few minutes a blind-
ing, gray, lush rain. The temperature
dropped 24 degrees in five minutes, but
it would be hot again before night. A
sorrowlul man said: "I wish I could walk
10 you. I wish I could be your Iriend.
There are some of us—perhaps many ol
us. We don’t like what's goin on. But
it'd ruin me—destroy me. They own the
legislature, the governor, the Senators
and the Congressmen, and every law
oflicer in the state. I even had 10 go to
that rally last night, and bellow along
with the rest of um. I'm sorry, suh. T just
can’t take the chance.” The man seemed
close to tears. Really a rather lugubrious
performance. altogether. Perhaps he ex-
aggerated. Perhaps he didn't. In another
land, beneath a diflerent sky, we might
have gone hshing together.

The day was already heating up agamn.

“Would vou,” the man asked, impal-
ing me with a pair of Negro cyes,
“would you trust vour life to these splen-
did local olhcers?™

Here was another man I wanted 1o
know. I knew his name: Flovd Ander-
son. Would James Baldwin permit me to
know him as more than a name and an
organism? The Negro eyves awaited my
answer, amused. mocking and  patient.
They were the new Negro eves. I'd never
seen them in the South of my childhood.
That South was now suddenly the Old
South. In that Old South the questions
were never asked. Everybody knew, and
was silent. The Negro swung [estering
and pustulant at the end of his rope,
and nobody cared.

I told Floyd Anderson that I didn’t
think 1 would wtust my life to these
splendid local officers. No. T did not [eel
entirely safe. Not even in a house called
Freedom House. Least of all in that
house. In the lintel of the front door
there was a quite near pautern of six bul-
let holes, At a front corner there was a
black, lacerated bomb scar. It was a
small dingy white [rame house in the
colored scction, beside a gritty, rutned
street. Parked before it were three old
cars, bloated and small-windowed in the
fashion ol a few vyears ago. They had
brought 18 volunteers, o a revolution.

Floyd Anderson leflt me to answer a
telephone. An old amusing  befuddled
question asked nself: What am I doing
here? This wasn’t my fight. It was theirs.
It wasn’t my cause. It was theirs. I didn’t
even wust causes; I didn't wust people
with causes. The [alcon eye, the hard
purpoese in the face, the hard evangelis-



tic voice, the single obdurate adamant
cure for all ills—the total preposterous
paraphernalia of Cause repelled me,
provoked my hard and resisting hostility
and mistrust, and sent me fleeing to the
reasonable, the sane, the uncommitted.
But here I stood, and remembered the
labor union I had covered once in the
South, years ago: the dingy rooms fur-
nished with broken Turniture, lighted by
a single nuked bulb hanging from a wire
1o a llyspecked ceiling; the clutter of
pamphlets and booklets; the total devo-
tion and disarray of the people and their
methods and their utterances; and final-
ly, the sullen defeat. Just so here: a card
table holding stacks of pamphlets; a sofa
gutted and spilling itself upon the dingy
floor; the frenetic sur and rush of bodies
and voices; the same indignant telling ol
tales: police brutality and commercial
conspiracy against the Cause, the People.
But defeat? here? Perhaps not. Yet why
did they wry, in a hot hostile land?

They wore sandals, sneakers, Levis,
shilts, shorts, sweat shirts and  jerseys
bearing the names and crests of distant
colleges, and long straight female hair
hanging  doorlike abour tired melan-
choly unpainted faces, and shaggy uncut
male hair above hornrimmed glasses.
And they were young—younger by [ar
than the CIO organizers—and dedicated
and so far unscnred. And they were
black and white all wgether. No wonder
Mississippi hated them.

I turned back o Floyd Anderson, who
was speaking softly into the telephone,
his fingertips lightly holding the black
cord. His father was a dentist in Jackson-
ville, Florida. He was a slight, tan Negro
whom 1 could imagine singing We Shall
Overcome, and swaying and lameming,
and dancing with a snapping of his
hngers—a wound-up spring of a man,
with a beard. A beard, and a Negro, and
a Cause, in the South. He was studying
lor his docor’s degree at Harvard. He
would write his thesis on Keats. In my
Old South a Negro as anything more
than a servant or a laborer had been
unthinkable. You just couldn’t have in-
tegrated Keats and Floyd Anderson.

“So you're alraid,” he said, returning
to me, amused and sardonic. “But you
have a right 1o be here, don’t youz”

“Of course 1 do.”

“So do we. We cnry no club, no gun,
no bomb. They are the lashers, the hbomb-
ers, the murderers. Yer many of you
whites say we ought to stay at home. We
ought to be prudent, 10 wait. What in
hell are we doing here? I'll tell you what
were doing here, white man. We're
teaching the Negroes child care, num-
tion, sanitation, Negro history—God
knows they'll never ger that down here—
and we're helping them get the vote
What's so bad about tha?”

I was making dutiful notes.

“So a cat named Joe gets himsell ar-

rested for assaulting Sam, and Joe cries
out Sam hit me on my fist with his chin.
You sece? We are shot, bombed and
murdered. We are arrested just lor being
here, and thrown into jail, and if we're
white the jailer delivers us into the
hands of the white drunks m a cell and
says Boys here’s a nigger-lover, you know
what to do with him. And so the drunk-
en citizens in that cell beat the blood
and the brains out of us. And the Negro
ones of us are beaten by the cops them-
selves. And the cops and every mother
other one ol "em cries Foul, and Inva-
sion, and Subversion . . . So you've
talked o Jerry Burl”

I looked up ar him, starded.

“Well, Jerry Burl lied to vou,” he said,
smiling and nodding. mocking, watch-
ing. “Don't be so shocked, white man.
Everybody lies, down here in this coun-
ury. ‘The history of the South is one long
uninterrupted lie. White to black. Black
to white. The Negro tells the white man
what he thinks he wants 1o hear, and the
white man tells the Negro what he
thinks he ought o hear. But some of us
have stopped lying, white man, and the
whites don’t like what theyre heiring,
and the Negroes don’t like whae they're
hearing. They'd been using old Zion for
months. I spoke there once mysell. Old
Burl was right there in the Amen corner,
patting his foot and nodding and saying
Amen.”

“But I was going to write it the wav
he told me. He old me a lie, and would
have let me believe it and wrie it.”

“Yes. Who can you trust, now, down
here? Any time, anywhere? Just yoursell,
white man, and sometimes not even
yoursell. T don’t trust you.”

“But why'd he lie to me?”

Anderson shrugged. “He thought you
wanted o hear it that way, perhaps. On
perhaps he lost his nerve.”

“Can you blame him?”

“I've been beaten, too”

He looked a1 me square and hard, un-
forgiving and scornful.

“I'll be beaten again.”

“No,” I began. but he went on.

“I'm on my way back out to old Zion
now. I've got to talk o him about his
case. We're going to file suit. You want
to go along, call him a liar 1o his [ace?
Say. white man, you want to drive me
out? give me a lil?”

“I couldn't do that. I'd compromise
my posttion.”

Flovd Anderson smiled and nodded. 1
protested: T couldn’t afford 10 get in-
volved. I couldn't let mysell become
identified with either side.

“Don’t sweat it,” he saiud. “Don’t sweat
it, white man.”

He was laughing at me, bent and e,
his lips tight and bloodless against the
white beauty of his reeth. “You know
somethin, white man?” he said, speak-
ing Southern Negro now. “You know
somethin?  This  here's  Hospitality
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134 ing else at all.

Month down here in this great state.
Hospitality Month. And I'm going out
and look at a burned church and talk o
a old man that they beat the hell outen.
And they gonna follow me out there,
maybe, and someday they gonna arrest
me again, and beat the he!l outen me
again, and maybe slit my throat and drop
me in a swamp. Yes, suh, boss, ves, sub,
cap’n, hallelujah, praise de Lawd . . ."”
- - -

“I'll come,” 1T said to Flora, at last,
when she called that evening. “I'll come,
il you won’t mention The Question,
The Cause, and if you won't call people
Red agitators and black miggers.”

“Grant me just one teensy-weensy lit-
tle Luugh,” she said. “"What's black and
white and red all over? Give up? The
Methodist church, these days. Ger it?”

“You've just lost me.”

“Oh, Fred, for God's sake, don’t be
solemnn and tiresome.”

I went. Faintly in the moist evening
air hung the scent of honeysuckle. A
nightingale would sing, and the darkies
would chant and dance in the quarters.
But at the Macdonalds' the ladies would
weep no more, the darkies would sing no
more. Theirs was no white Southern
mansion. They lived in one ol those
houses  that look 520,000 and cost
S100,000—a ranch house, large, long, low,
straight and flat, that rambled about in
a grove ol oaks, maples and magnolias.
The Buick station wagon swod in the
driveway, and behind it a black Conti-
nental. T had seen this place in a
hundred magazines and in a thousand
lllil(ﬁt‘ﬂ. Because i[ wWis L'"(.'I'y“‘llt‘l'l'. “ Wis
nowhere. At the moment it filled a need:
I wanted 10 be nowhere.

Bevond the screen of the fromt door
waited the figure of a woman, like the
figure of Mrs. Jerry Burl beyond her
sereen. She was leaning against the door
[rame, one leg crossed behind the other,
arms crossed and clasped beneath her
bosom—dimmed, hazed and softened
against darkness. She was a Rubens
figure now—no more the Modigliant of
the fashion ads—and perhaps, I thought,
pausing, a New Orleans whore waiting
in her crib.

Watching and  waiting, smiling in
faint mockery, she let me walk the
breadih of the flagstone terrace. Then,
with a grand slow movement, she swung
the screen open. She embraced me,
kissed me, wetly and largely, upon my
lips, and with an arm hooked through
mine led me into the house,

“You never did approve of me, did
you, Fred? I'm not sure I approved of
you. But the question never came up,
did itz I promised T wouldn’t mention
you-know-what . . ." She talked under
some compulsion or other, gushing and
breathless. She was dressed in sandals
and a white shilt and, I thought, noth-
... but I just couldn’t

take it any longer. T was living in con-
stant [ear. Not of being hurt. Oh, no. I
could always take care of mysell. But
fear of being touched by onc of them.
You see? You understand, Fred:”

She had led me into a long, wide liv-
ing room that was pure Scandinavian—
all low, long lines, dark blond wood,
and brass and stainless steel. On each
side the room was walled by a vast slid
ing door of glass, one looking toward the
road, one toward a terrace that sloped
away into the gloom of the grove. The
fireflies were out; they Hickered and
dimmed  like tiny  distant  Christmas
lights. Bevond them a forest grew, bend-
ing away and down into running water,
A bar stood next to a wemendous hre-
place that had never been used. The
room itsell seemed unused, an aban-
doned way station of some sort. Flora
was  pouring drinks. Her shift  was
straight, plain and full, but it might as
well have been transparent. In  faint
curves, in the suggested movements of
flesh against [abric, 1 could see what lay
benceath, and I whispered an oath to my-
sell, for an old lost delight. She turned,
paused, her lips parted, and nodded and
laughed. “But Fred,” she whispered, “be
carelul how you look at me. Remember,
I'm a married lady now. A married
Southern lady.”

Black hair and blue eyes, olive skin,
ripe, sweet and sour as a lemon (l]‘(:l)—
Flora. We drank together. Bourbon and
branch water. I had forgotien its author-
ity. I welcomed it. just now.

“I want vou to understand, Fred,” she
said. I want you to understand because
I'm still fond of you.” She sipped her
drink and looked away. “We're raised to
fear the wuch. You know how we're
raised. Momma tells her daughter horror
stories about colored men and wha they
do, because her momma told her, and
we're o tell our daughters, and the men
believe them, too. You can’t blame us,
Fred. Please don’t blame us.”

“I don't care, Flora. Goddamn it, 1
don’t care anymore. Coming South has
made me not care.”

“Do you care if you don’t care?”

"I feel guilty.”

“You damn liberals. You're all just a
big old sweet bag of guilts, you are,
honey.”

She walked about the room, swinging
her hips, swinging her drink. She was
talking Southern girl now, with that
sometimes amusing, sometimes cloying
and frustrating, rise of inflection at the
ends of sentences. where other voices
dropped. The odd chantlike rhythm of
it left you eternally suspended above a
height, waiting for an end thin never
came. Perhaps it was all part of a game
they plaved. She sipped and pouted, and
drank. We refilled our glasses, and listen-
mg to her Southern girl walk, watching
the beautiful suggestion of movement
beneath her shift, I remembered my

dream of her. She could; metaphorically,
she could swing by the feet of a lynched
Negro. Metaphorically, she and all her
kind had swung by those dead black feet
all their lives. Christ, I whispered to my-
sell, and the husband entered.

Lan Macdonald was ordinary, T discov-
ered:  handsome, precise, just  right.
Right height, right coloring, right
weight. right voice. Ordinarv. In tan
slacks, white shirt, blue crested blazer.
He could have appeared with Flora in
one of her ads. Harper's Bazaar, per-
haps. with a gin and wonic in his hand,
in the background a Continental and a
white house. Evervwhere, and nowhere.

“Well, Mr. Ives,” he said, at the bar,
“vou don't seem to have lost your South-
ern accent. I can’t say the same for Flo-
ra. She came back ending every sentence
with Already vet, and speaking of Yurp
and Tily.”

“Oh, Ian. for God’s sake . . ."”

“The longer I stay around here.” 1
said, “the deeper my good old Southern
accent gets. A sort of oral protective
coloration.”

“I'm sure you need no prorection
here. Mr. Ives.”

Flora laughed, but she stood in the
wings now, lor suddenly my talk was with
the man. He was so solemn | was certain
he had been offended. I was rather sur-
prised, and pleased. Ruffle his [eathers a
lictle, T said o mysell. Pull that slick
blond hair down over those pale blue
cyes. Perhaps | spoke with the authority
ol the bourbon. Perhaps because he now
had Flora and I didn’t. T had loved her.
I loved her again.

“It's dangerous to talk Yankee around
here,” I said. “It'd be like talking Eng-
lish at the Kremlin. Do you know a
deputy sheriff named Fon Crane, Mr,
Macdonald? He wears a gun and a
screaming-cagie hat 2

“He's a fine, dedicated oflicer of the
law."”

“Who beats up old men and burns
churches.”

“Oh. I see,” he whispered, flushing
and drinking, and then gazing into his
glass. 1 see. You hive been getting
about, haven’t you?” The coat of arms
on his blazer was Harvard's. Veritas. 1
remembered, with the aunthority and the
glee ol the bourbon, the Harvard man |
had met wwo hours belore. The near
Ph.D. The Keats man. I had forgouen
Flora.

“Ah, fair Harvard.” T said. “Do you
happen to know a fellow alumnus of
yours named Flovd Anderson?”

“Don’t beheve I know an Anderson.”

“Oh, Fred, cut it out, lan’s only Har-
vird  Business.”

“Flora! Come to think of it, Mr. Ives,
I believe 1 do know a Floyd Anderson.
Could it be the same man?”

“You boys are sure hitting it off, aren't
you?r”

“Could be,” T said.




“Where'd you meet him, Mr. Ives?”

“At Freedom House. He's a Negro.”

“Oh, God.” Flora said, rom the
depths ol disgust. “You promised.”

"You promised.” I said. “Floyd Ander-
son was gomg out into the counry this
alternoon 1o investigate the burning of
the church, and the beating of the old
man. Mr. Macdonald.™”

He was mixing himsell another drink.
He ignoved my empry glass. T went to
his side and mixed my own.

“You know the casesz™ T asked.

“They were never reported to the
police.”

“Perhaps with good reason.”

“Our police are very elicient.”

“So I've heard, in certain endeavors.”

“Oh, goddamn it, Fred,” Flora cried.
“Can’t we be Iriends?”

“How can they investigate a crime if it
isnt reported to them?”

“He's going to file suit. And he'll lick
you, Mr. Macdonald, he and his army.
Not just in the baule, in the war”

“Fred, Ian,” Flora shouted, bounding
between us, “cut it out, right now. Tan,
let me el you abour Fred. Fred's going
1o write a great novel about the South.
About a white bov and a coloved boy
growing up together, playing together,
hunting and fishing together. And then
separating, and the white boy coming
back and finding out that he and the
colored boy are now strangers, encmies,
even, and fhghting over the same high-
yaller wench and  hghting over civil
rights and all dhar . 0"

“It's been done,” T said. “It's been

£

Industries and chairman of the board . ..

done a thousand times.”

“And Fred, let me tell you about lan.
Tan's going 10 be the next governor, and
then a Senator. It's all worked out. He
has two passions, mathemutics and poli-
tics. He's written a book. did vou know?
called The Nature of Numbers, and it
was published by the Harvard Univer-
sity Press. And he publishes a magazine,
the Southern Citizen.”

“He publishes thaz”

“He does indeed. Isn't that grand?

Her hushiand stood as cold and still as
a corpse against the bar. 1 was beginning
to see how angry he was. His Lace was
white, his Tips bloodless and thin. “Yes,”
he said, coldly, with cold control, “my
book sold hive thousand copies. Quite a
sale. they well me, for a university press
book. And my magazine has a circula-
tion of two hundred and three thou-
sand. and it's growing every day. all over
the country. And did vou know that 1wo
ceven numbers multiplied always produce
an even number, an odd number and an
even number muluiplied always produce
an even number. but two odd numbers,
even the same odd numbers, multiplied,
always produce an odd number. that
there's a genetics to it of a sort, as there
15 in human muluplicaton, and did you
know that integration has never i histo-
ry succeeded in strengthening a commu-
nity or a nation, that even in Alrica the
white-controlled Republic of South Atlri-
ca is more productive and prosperous
than the entire remaining contunent,
that miscegenation has been a lactor in
the decline of past civilizations such as

Egyvpt, Greece. Rome, India and Portu-
gal, that Brazil and Cuba have long
been centers of miscegenation, that inte-
gration would result in miscegenation
and a mongrelized population without
pride ol race. nation or religion, and
would thus weaken the United States,
and that when the Communists take
over our country they’ll turn the South
over to the nigeers. Please excuse me. |
must make a telephone call”

He put down his glass and marched
out. I whispered 10 mysell, The man
veally believes. he really  believes
Flora stood before me  dimmed  and
hazed, her avms crossed again beneath
her breasis. She nodded, slowly, with a
profound sadness, touched by a trace of
defiance in the ult of her lace. "Now
vou know.” she whispered.

“He's going 1o be governor? Senator?
and you his lady?”

“Me his Tady. I can put up with some
things in exchange for other things.”

“Are they worth iz”

“You know they arve. And perhaps 1
won't he putting up with anything at
all. Let us drink, Fred. Let us drink.™

“Are vou alrad?”

OO0 him? Oh, no. He's a gentleman. A
gentle man.”

“And vou love him.”

“Let us drink.”

“Are you afraid 10 disagree with him?
with the others down herer”

“1 might be. Evervbody else is. Bue |
might also agree with him. Letr us drink,
Fred.” We drank.

Ian Macdonald called from another

‘.. . Jorget for a moment that I am J. Griswold
Klechley, president of Amalgamated Titintum

»
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room. She went out—with unscemly
haste, it seemed to me—and above the
hum of air conditioning I heard the slow
low sounds of their voices. 1 wanted very
much to hear their words. They re-
turned o the room. He bowed in my di-
rection, his blue eyves as sightless as glass
and off in their aim by about twen de-
grees. “Mr. Ives, 1 must tender my apol-
ogies. A matter ol pressing husiness . . .
My wile must now be both host and
hostess. Please come back 10 see us.”

I wish to do the nun no injustice. He
is no doubt a gentleman. and a gentile
man, alter his fashion. Bur I swear (ve-
membering the stfiencd body and the
vght bloodiess lips) that he would not
have surprised me il he had clicked his
heels, shot his hand out in the Nan sa-
tate, and velped “Heil Hitley!™ Perhaps
I had seen wo many late movies, but
just so he left. without the ceremony but
with the spirit.

Flora and I drank, in silence, stained
by a stale, warped presence: we waited
for the return ol something lost. The
spirit. between us was dead; 1t revived
hard. Dinner was candlelit. upon a long
blond board, served by black shadows.
We drank wine the ved ol cherries, and
ate beel red and bloody as & wound and
Flora's lips. A haze, a gliner and a glim-
mer, settled upon the night. in the room.
All surlaces were heated  hard  and
bright. Somewhere, somehow, we crossed
a [rontier; we gazed anr each other, cating
and waiting. We ate a grea deal.

But in the living room she stood
apart. at the broad back window, look-
ing out upon the terrace and the forest.
We were still waining, 1 thought; listen-
ing and waiting. Faintly I could hear the
tlk and the clater of the servanes, and
the air conditioning like bees in clover.

“He won’t be back for a long time,”
she said ar last. “He has a cause, and he
has a girlfriend. T have neither. Southern
white ladies have no causes, and no
lovers.”

A maudlin, boozy pity swelled up
strong enough 1o choke me. I wemt 1o
her and put my hands on her shoulders.
she swept them oft, wrembling and re-
treating. No, she shouted, no, no.

She wrned o the window again. “The
mosquitoes out there would ecat you
alive right now,” she said. In a moment
three hgures moved across the dimmed
Landscape, at the far edge of the terrace,
like the children of Israel in Green Pas-
tures, two women and a man, black. Her
eyes followed them undl they vanished,
as il off stage. “"They toie enough stuif
home with them in those umbrellas 1o
feed the whole block,” she said, with a
tough, short Liugh.

“Perhaps they need 0.”

She almost lost me again, with her
laugh. I declined 1o be lost. She waited
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“Now, Fred, now, now, and now.”

Again I slept poorly. T dreamed
dreams clamorous with chaos, with cries
and crimson flamings and flashings. Red
serpents and red mouths, raw  wounds
and a black noose, and a black bady
swinging, a scarlet woman coiled about
it like a serpent. nude. brazen and un
speakable. T awoke with @ erv. The taste
ol stale oil was in my mouth; my stom-
ach and head were in flames. Tomato
juice, red and cold, was all T could swal-
low. "You wa'n't hungry, were vou?”
saicd the waitress. “Well, thank you, and
come back.” T would go home now, and
not come back. I would leave unhnished
business behind me. 1 packed, and in
weikness and nausea longed for Flora
again. I would call her: go to her. Res-
cue her? It was an old and melodramatic
and preposterous notion, in the light of
day. but it held me, pensive, with grow-
ing determination. I closed my bag and
my typewriter and set them beside the
door, and sat upon my bed, the rele-
phone at my right hand. It would be
now, and forever, or never. I heard the
children’s integrated voices agan, white
and black. Yes. Flora. How did she Teel?
what did she believe? what did she be-
lieve in? I would find out. T reached lor
the telephone, just as it rang.

I hoped, of course, with a flaming of
jov and anticipation. Instead 1 heard
mysell addressed by a harsh, alien voice
that. omitting the ameniues, rushed 10
its message: “I'm calling the reporters
and writers 10 tell them that Flovd An
derson and one of the volunteers, Lewis
Niles, have disappeared, are missing, and
their e has been found sunk o a
swamp ten miles southeast ol here. They
went to the church late vesterday aflier-
noon and interviewed some people out
there, and just vanished, sometime early
in the night. We're asking the FBI . . "

My arm  straightened: my  hingers
opened, and the wlephone dropped into
s cradle. I walked slowly to my door,
past my bag and typewriter, and out to
my car, ad sat sweating in i for a long
time. “Flora,” T whispered, finally, as il
rehearsing a speech T would make, some-
day, “Flora, I did a terrible deed. 1 he-
rayed them, He made me angry and 1
betrayed them. We bewraved them. Now
somehow we've got to make amends.” 1
drove out through the town and the
country. I spoke an absurd line, alone in
the car: “Come away with me. Fly away
with me. Look away.” T parked helore
the house and crossed the lawn. On the
Iront 1errace 1T stopped, looking through
the vast window into that vast living
roon.. 1 saw a table cluttered with the
scraps and the tools of breaklast. Two
hail-flled glasses of t1omato juice, red
and cold, siocod beside the plates. Flora
and her husband sat on a long sofa. He
still wore his blue blazer. Their heads
were close together. Once they looked

about, as they 1alked, their eves flashing
and secking. Then they were together
again, whispering. Not in alfection, but
close and inseparable. There was some
thing practical and businesslike about
their dlinging images—ithe 1wain, bound.
King and queen of nothing, nowhere.

“Oh, Christ,” 1 said. “Oh, Christ,” and
left them forever.

In my room I called once more. A
servant answered. Toasked  for Flora.
Faintly on the line I heand again a whis-
per, a tiny scrape and seratch. In a mo-
ment Flora answered, cool and  slow,
with perhaps a faint cution in her
voice.

“Flora,” T said. “T had to call vou. 1
had 10 speak o yvou again.”

“Perhaps you shouldn’t, Fred.”

“Flora, my darling, I'll never [orget.”

“Fred, please.”

“Will you lorget? Will you ever for-
e’

“Oh, IFred, of course I won't forget.
But please. Fred. you mustn't.”

“I finally agreed w go last night for
one reason only, Flora, Because we used
o sleep rogether.”

“Ired, please, but yes, we did, didn't
We, Yes, Ves.

“And then again last night, Flora.
Will you cver lorgets”

“No, Fred, 1 won't forget.”

“Will you sce me again®”

“Perhaps. Someday.”

“Flora, my phone is tpped.”

I hung up. and sat staring at it. In a
moment it began ringing. I rested my
hand upon i1, feeling it vibrate wo the
sound of bells. My hngers closed about
i, but my hand did not lift. T bowed
my head. Perhaps T was one of them
now, Perhaps they had made me Irom
birth one of them. "It was a joke,” I
whispered, “a joke, Flora.” A dirty joke,
and nobody was laughing. I clutched the
phone. Let e keep ringing. I was sale, so
long as it rang. At any ume I could pick
it up and say w Flora, “I'm SOITy, my
dear.” But 1 was lost among them, with
him, in their ilth. It rang, and it stopped
ringing. I walked out the door.

“Thank you, and come back,” said the
cashier,

On the way to dthe airpore 1 tarned on
the radio for the news. Instead 1 got a
morning prayer meeting. Our Southern
people are very religious. A Preshyterian
preacher was saving, “Oh isn't it great
to be alive on this beautiful morning?”
I ourned it ofl. 1 arvived av the anrport
jJust in time for the next plane out. The
stained water of the swamps receded
beneath the wings. The weeks coiled
like rampant dragons on an Oriental
screen. The forests spread,  darkened,
and closed upon the land. Perhaps 1 will
never know what I want to know. Per-
haps I will know only that I will never
be young again, and that I will never
be clean again.

(Y]




“Uh—Myr. Fitman, would you mind doing
your push-ups somewhere else?”
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THE GOLDEN GUN (continued from page 90)

Unless, that is, you were screwin’ her.”
He raised one eyebrow.

“I was. Anything wrong with that?
What have you been doing with the Chi-
nese girlz Playing mah-jongg?” Bond got
to his feet. He stitched impatience and
outrage on his [ace in equal quantities.
“"Now look here, Mr. Scaramanga. I've
had just about encugh of this. Just stop
leaning on me. You go around waving
that damned gun of yours and acting
like God Almighty and insinuating a lot
ol tommyrot about the Scaret Service
and vou expect me to kneel down and
lick your boots. Well, my [riend, you've
come 1o the wrong address. If you're dis-
satisfied with the job I'm doing, just
hand over the thousand dollurs and I'll
be on my way. Who in hell d’'you think
you are, anyway?”

Scaramanga  smiled his thin, cruel
smile. “You may be geuing wise o that
sooner than you thmk, shamus.” He
shrugged. “OK, OK. But just you re-
member  this, mister. If it turns out
vou're not who you say you are, I'll blow
vou to bits. Get me? And T'll st with
the little bits and go on to the bigger
ones. Just so it lasts a heck of a long
ume. Right? Now you'd better get some
shut-eye. I've got a mecting with M.
Hendriks at ten in the conference room.,
And I don’t want to be disturbed. After
that the whole party goes on an excur-
sion on the railroad I was tellin® vou
about. IU1ll be your job o see that that
gets properly organized. Talk 1o the
manager first thing. Right? OK, then. Be
sceing v Scaramanga walked imo the
clothes cupboard, brushed Bond's suit
aside and disappeared. There came a de-
asive click from the nexi-door room.
Bond got 1o his feer. He said “Phew!”
at the wp ol his voice and walked off
mto the bathroom to wash the last two
hours away in the shower.

He awoke at 6:30, by arrangement with
that curious exmrasensory alarm  clock
that some people keep i their heads
and that always secems 10 know the exact
time. He put on his hathing mrunks and
went out to the beach and did his long
swim agiun. When, at 7:15, he siw Scara-
manga come out of the east wing fol-
lowed by a boy carrying his towel, he
made for the shore. He Listened Tor the
twanging thump ol the wampoline and
then, keeping well out of sight of it, en-
tered the hotel by the main entrance
and moved quickly down the corridor to
his room. He listened at his window to
make sure the man was stll exercising,
then he wok the master key Nick Nichol-
son had given him and slipped across
the corridor 1o number 20 and was
quickly inside. He left the door on the
latch. Yes, there was his target, lving on
the dressing table. He swrode across the
room, picked up the gun and slipped
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next come up for firing. He put the gun
down exactly as he had found it, got
back to the door, listened, and then was
out and across the corridor and into his
own room. He went back to the window
and histened. Yes. Scaramanga was still at
it. It was an amateurish ploy that Bond
had executed. but it might gain him
just that [raction of a second that, he
felt it in his bones, was going 0 be lile
or death for him in the next 24 hours.
In his mind, he smelled that slight whiff
ol smoke that mdicied that his cover
was smoldering at the edges. At any mo-
ment “Mark Hazard of World Con-
sortium” might go up in flames like
some clumsy ethgy on Guy Fawkes Night
and James Bond would stand there, re-
vealed, with nothing between him and a
possible force of six other gunmen but
his own quick hand and the Walther
PPK. So every shade of odds that he
could shilt o his side ol the bourd
would be worth while. Undismaved by
the prospect, in fact rather excited by i,
he ordered a large breakfast, consumed
it with relish and, after pulling the con-
necting pin out of the ball cock in his
laviatory, went along 1o the manager's
oflice.

Felix Leiter was on duty. He gave a
thin managerial smile and said, “Good
morning, Mr. Hazard. Can [ help youz”
Letter’'s eyes were looking bevond Bond,
over s right shoulder. Mr. Hendriks
materialized at the desk before Bond
could answer.

Leiter said, “Good morning.”

Mr. Hendriks replied with his little
Germanic bow. He said, “The rele-
phone operator is saving that there is
a long-distance call from my oflice in
Havana. Where is the most private place
to tuke it, pliss?”

“Not in your bedroom, sir?”

“Is not sufliciently private.”

Bond guessed that he, too, had bowled
out the microphone.

Lenter looked helplul. He came out
from behind his desk. “Just over here,
sir. The lobby telephone. The box is
soundproof.”

Mr. Hendriks looked stonily at him,
“And the machine. That also is sound-
proof?”

Leiter looked politely puzzled. “I'm
alraid 1 don't understand, sir. It is con-
neaed directly with the operator.™

“Is no matter. Show me, pliss.” Mr,
Hendriks followed Leiter 10 the [ar cor-
ner of the lobby and was shown into the
booth. He carelully closed the leather-
padded door and picked up the receiver
and talked into i, Then he stood wait-
ing, watching Leiter come back across
the marble floor and speak deterentially
to Bond. “You were saying, sir?”

“Its my lavatory. Somecthing wrong
with the ball cock. Is there anywhere
else?”

“I'm so sorry, sir. I'll have the house
engineer look at it at once. Yes, certain-
ly. There's the lobby toilet. The decora-
tion isn't completed and it's not officially
in use, but it’s in perfectly good working
order.” He lowered his voice. "And
there's a connecting door with my office.
Leave it for wen minutes while T run
back the tape of what this bastard’s say-
img. 1 heard the call was coming
through. Don’t like the sound of it. May
be your worry.” He gave a linde bow and
wiaved Bond toward the cenwral table
with magazines on it. “1[ you'll just take
a scat for a few moments, sir, and then
I'll take care of you.”

Bond nodded his thanks and wrned
away. In the booth, Hendriks was talk
ing. His eves were fixed on Bond with a
terrible intensity. Bond felt the skin
crawl at the base ol his stomach. This
was it, all right! He sat down and picked
up an old Wall Street Journal. Surrepti-
tiously he tore a small piece out ol the
center of page one. It could have been a
tear at the cross-fold. He held the paper
up at puge wwo and waiched Hendriks
through the litde hole.

Hendriks watched the back of the pa-
per and talked and listened. He sudden-
ly put down the receiver and came out
of the booth. His face gleamed with
sweat. He ook out a clean white hand-
kerchiel and ran 1 over his [ace and
neck and walked rapidly off down the
corridor.

Nick Nicholson, as neat as a pin, came
across the lobby and, with a courtly
smile and a bow for Bond, took up his
place behind the desk. Tr was 8:30. Five
minutes later, Felix Leiter came out
from the inner office. He said something
1o Nicholson and came over to Bond.
There was a pale, pinched look round
his mouth. He said, “And now, if you'll
[ollow me, sir.” He led the way across
the lobby, umnlocked the mensroom
door, [ollowed Bond in and locked the
door behind him. They stood among the
carpentrywork by the washbasins. Leiter
said wnsely, "I guess you've had i,
James, They were talking Russian, but
your name and number kept on aop-
ping up. Guess you'd beter get ot of
here just as quickly as that old jalopy ol
vours'll carry you.”

Bond smiled thinly. “Forewarned is
forcarmed. Felix. T knew it already.
Hendriks has been told to rub me. Our
old friend at K.G.B. headquarters, Semi-
chastny, has gov it in for me. I'll tell you
why one ol these days.” He told Leiter
ol the Mary Goodnight episode of the
carly hours. Leiter listened  gloomily.
Bond concluded, “So there’s no object in
getting out now. We shall hear all the
dope and probably their plans for me at
this mecting at ten. Then they've got this
excursion business alterward. Personally,
I guess the shooting match’ll 1ake place
somewhere out in the coumuy where



there are no witnesses. Now, if you and
Nick could work out something that'd
upset the Away Engagement, I'd make
myscll responsible for the home pitch.”

Leiter looked thoughtful. Some ol the
cloud lilied from his face. He said, I
know the plans for this afternoon. Off
on this miniature traim through the cane
helds, picnic, then the boat out of Green
Island Harbor. deep-sea fishing and all
that. I've reconnoitered the route for it
all.” He raised the thumb of Iis lelt
hand and pinged the end of his sieel
hook thoughtfully. “Ye-c-es. It's going 1o
mean some quick action and a heap of
luck and I'll have o ger the hell up o
Frome for some supplies from  your
Irviend Hugill. Will he hand over some
gear on vour say-so? OK, then, Come into
my ofhce and write him a note. IUs only
a halt hour’s drive and Nick can hold
the Irone desk for that time. Come on.”
He opened a side door and  went
through into his oflice. He beckoned
Bond to tollow and shut the door be-
hind him. At Leiter’s dictation, Bond
wok down the note to the manager of
the West Indian Sugar Company sugar
estates and then wene out through the
washroom and along to his room. He
ok a strong nip ol straight bourbon and
sat on the edge ol his bed and looked un-
seeingly out of the window and across the
lawn to the sea'’s horizon. Like a dozing
hound chasing a rabbit in its dreans, or
like the audience at an athletics meeting
that lifts a leg o help the high jumper
over the bar, every now and then his
vight hand wwitched involuntarily. In his
mind’s cye, in a variety of imagined cir-
cumstances, it was leaping for his gun.

James Bond gave a deep, relaxed sigh.
His eyes came back into focus. He
looked at his watch. It said 9:50. He got
up, ran both hands down his lean lace
with a scrubbing motion, and went out
and along the corridor to the conference
roon.

- - -

The scrup was the same. Bond's travel
literature was on the buffet 1able where
he had lelt i He went through into the
conlerence room. It had only been curso-
vily tidied. Scaramanga had  probably
said it was not 10 be entered by the staff,
The chairs were roughly in position, but
the ashuays had not been  empticd.
There were no stains on the carpet and
no signs ol the carpet having  been
washed. It had probably been a single
shot through  the heart. With  Scara-
manga’s solt-nosed bullets, the internal
damage would be devastating, but the
fragments of the bullet would stay in the
body and there would be no bleeding,.
Bond went round the table, ostentatious-
Iy positioning the chairs more accurately.
He idemified the one where Ruby Rot-
kopl must have sat, across the table from
Scaramanga, because it had a cracked
leg. He dutilully examined the windows
and looked behind the curtains, doing

his job. Scaramanga came into the room
followed by Mr. Hendriks. He said
roughly, "OK. Myr. Hazard. Lock both
doors like yesterday. No one 1o come in.
Right?”

“Yes.” As Bond passed Mr. Hendriks,
he said cheerfully, “"Good morning, Mr.
Hendriks. Enjoy the party last night?”

Mr. Hendriks gave his usual curt bow.
He said nothing. His eyes were granite
marbles.

Bond went out and locked the doors
and ook up his position with the bro-
chures and the champagne glass. Imme-
diately. Hendriks began talking, quickly
and wgenty. fumbling for the English
words. “Mr. S, I have bad troubles to
report. My Zentrale in Havana spoke
with me this morning. They have heard
direct [rom Moscow. This man”—he
must have made a gesture toward the
door—"this man is the British secret
agent, the man Bond. There is no doubt.
Iam given the exact deseriptions. When
he goes swimming this morning, I am
examining  his  body  through glasses.
The wounds on his body are dearly 10
be seen The scar down the right side of
the face leaves no doubt. And his shoot-
ing last might! The ploddy [ool is proud
ol his shooting. I would like 1o see a
member of my organization behave in
zees stupid Tashions! T would have him
shot immediately.” There was a pause.
The man’s one aliered, became slightly
menacing. His tirget was now Scaraman-
ca. "But, Mr. 5., how can this have
come about? How can you possibly have
let it arrive? My Zenwale is dumlounded
i the mistake. The man might have
done much damage but lor the watch-
fulness of my superiors. Pliss explain,
Mr. S. I must be making the very full
report. How is it that you mre meeting
this man? How is it that you are then
carrving him elen into the center of The
Group: The details, pliss, mister. The
full accounting. My superiors will be
expressing sharp criticism ol the lack ol
vigilance against the enemy.”

Bond heard the rasp of a match
against a box. He could imagine Scara-
manga sitting back and going through
the simoking routine. The voice, when it
cane, was decisive, uncowed. “Mr. Hen-
driks, 1 appreciate your outht's concern
about this and I congratulate them on
their sources of information. But you
tell your Cenual this: I mee this man
completely by accident, at  least 1
thought so at the time, and there's no
use worrving about how it happened, It
hasn’t been easy 1o see up this confer-
ence and I needed help. T had 1o get two
managers in a hurry from New York to
handle the hotel people. Theyre doing
a gond job, right? The floor staff and all
the rest I had to ger from Kingston. But
what I really needed was a kind of per-
sonal assistant who could be around o
mike sure that everything went smooth-
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ly. Personally, I just couldn’t be bothered
with all the details. When this guy
dropped out of the blue, he looked all
right to me. So I picked him up. But I'm
not stupid. I knew that when this show
was over I'd have o get rid of him. just
in case  he'd  learned  anvthing  he
shouldn’t have. Now vou say he's a mem-
ber ol the Secrer Service. I rold you at
the beginning ol 1his conference thac 1
eat these people for breaklast when 1
have a mind to. What vou've wld me
changes just onc thing: He'll die woday
instead of tomorrow. And here's how it's
going to happen.” Scaramanga lowered
his voice. Now Bond could hear only
disjointed words. The sweat ran down
from his ear as he pressed it to the base
of the champagne glass. “Our excursion
... rats in the cane - unfortunate

accident belore 1 do it . . . nasty
surprise . . . details 1o mysell | vou
will tind it very [unnv.” Scaramanga

must have sit back again. Now his voice
wias normal. “So T think you have noth-
mg w worry about. The man will be
gone by this evening. Are you satished? [
would do it now just by opening the
door, but two blown [luses in two days
might cause gossip around here. And
this way there will be fun for everybody
on the picnic.” -

Mr. Hendriks® voice was flat and unin-
terested. He had carried out his orders
and action was about to follow, definitive
action. There could be no complaint of
delay in carrying out orders. He said,
“Yes. What vou are proposing will be
satisfactory. I shall observe the proceed-
ings with much amusement. And now 1o
other business. Plan Orange. My superi-
ors are wishing 10 know that everything
15 in order.”

“Yes. Everything's in order at Reyn-
olds Mewl, Kaiser Bauxite and Alumina
of Jamaica. But the material you sup-
plied is highly volatile. It will have o be
replaced  in the  demolition  chambers
cvery five years. By the way,” there wis a
dry chuckle, 1 was amused to see that
instructions on the drums were in sever-
al African languages as well as English,
All ready for the great black uprising, 1
suppose? You might give me warning of
The Day. I hold some pretty vulnerable
stocks on Wall Street.”

“Then you will lose a lot of money,’
saicd Mr. Hendriks flatly. T shall not be
told the date. T do not mind. I hold no
stocks. You would be wise to keep your
money in gold or diamonds or rare post-
age stamps. And now the next mateer. It
is of interest 1o my superiors to be able
to place their hands on a very great
quantity of narcotics. You have a source
[or the supply of ganja, or marijuana as
we call it. You are now receiving your
supplies in pound weight. I am asking
whether you can stimulate vour sources
of supply to providing the weed by the

140 hundredweight. It is suggested that you

then run shipments ro the Pedro Cays.
My friends can arrange for collection
from there.”

There was a briel silence. Scaramanga
would be smoking his thin cheroot. He
said, “I (hink that could be arranged.
But the ganja laws have just been con-
siderably stiflened. There are big prison
sentences. Consequently, the price has
gone through the rool. The going price
today is £16 an ounce. A hundred
weight of the stulf could cost thousands
of pounds. And it's darned bulky in
those quantities. My fishing boat could
probably only ship one hundredweight
at a ome. Anvway, where's it for? You'll
be lucky o get those quantities ashore,
A pound or wo is dithcult enough.”

“1 am not being told the destinations.
I assume it is Tor America. They are the
largest  consumers.  Arrangements  have
been made to receive this and other con-
signmertts initially ofl the coast of Geor
grr. I am being told that this area is [ull
ol small islands and swamps and is al-
ready much lavored by smugglers. The
money is of no importance. 1 have in-
structions to make an inial outlay of a
million dollars, but at keen market
prices. You will be receiving vour usual
ten percent commission. Is it that vou
are interested:”

“moalways interested inoa hundred
thousand  dollars. Tl have to ger in
touch with my growers. They have their
planttions  in the Maroon country.
That's in the center of the island. This
is going 1o take time. I can give you a
quotation in about two weeks—a hun-
dredweight of the stufl F.O.B. the Pedro
Cays. OK?”

“And a dare? The Cays are very flae
This is not stull to be left lying about.
1SIT L Lt

“Sure. Sure. Now, then. Any other
business? OK. Well, I've got something
I'd like o bring up. This casino lark.
Now, this is the picture. The govern-
ment is tempted. They think 'l stimu-
Late the tourist mdustry. But the heavies
—the bovs who were kicked out of Ha-
vana, the Vegas machine, the Miami jok
crs, Chicaigo—the whole works, didn't
take the measure of these people before
they put the heat on. And they over-
played the slush-Tund approach—put oo
much money in the wrong pockets. Guess
they should have employed a publicre-
Lations outhit. Jamaica looks small on the
map, and I guess the Syndicates thought
they could hurry through a neat little
operation like the Nassau job. But the
Opposition  party got wise, and the
Church, and the old women, and there
was talk of the Mahia taking over in Ja-
munct, the old "Cosa Nostra™ and all that
crvap, and the spiel Hopped. Remember
we  were ‘in’ coupla years

oflered an “in
back? That was when they saw it was a
bust and wanted to unload their promo-
tion expenses, coupla million bucks or
so, onto The Group. You recall 1 ad-

vised against and gave my reasons. OK
So we said no. But things have changed.
Different party in power, bit of a wourist
slump last year, and a certain minister
has been in ouch with me. Says the cli-
mate’s changed. Independence has come
along and they've got out from behind
the skirts of Aunty England. Want 10
show that Jamaica’s with it. Got comph
and all that. So this Iriend of mine says
he can get gambling off the pad here.
He told me how and it makes sense. Be-
fore, 1 said stay out. Now I say come in.
But it's going 1o cost money. Lach of
us’ll have o chip in with a hundred
thousand bucks 1o give local encourage-
ment. Miami'll be the operators and get
the [ranchise. The deal is that they'll
put us in for five percent—but off the
top. Get mez On these  figures, and
thevre not loaded, our juice should have
been carned in eighteen months. Afwer
that it's gravy. Ger the photo? But your,
er. Iriends don’t seem too keen on these,
er. capitalist enterprises. How do you
hgure 2 Will they ante up? 1 don't
want for us w go outside for the green.
And, as from yesterday. we're missing a
sharcholder. Come o think of i, we've
got to think ol that, 10o. Who we goin’
to rope in as number seven? We're short
ol a game [or now.”

James Bond wiped his ear and the
bottom of the glass with his handker-
chiel. Tt was almost unbearable. He had
heard his own death  sentence  pro-
nounced, the mvolvement of the K.G.B.
with Scuramanga and  the Caribbean
spelled out, and such minor dividends as
sahotage of the bauxite industry, massive
drug smuggling into the States and gam-
bling politics thrown in. It was a majes-
tic haul in area Intelligence. He had the
ball! Could he live to touch down with i?

James Bond moved away [rom the
door as he heard Scaramanga’s passkey
in the lock. He looked up and yawned.

Scaramanga and Mr. Hendriks looked
down at him. Their expressions were
vaguely interested and reflective. It was
as if he were a bit of steak and they were
wonderimg whether to have it done rare
or medium rare.

- - -

At 12 o'clock they all assembled in the
lobby. Scaramanga hid added a broad-
brimmed white Stetson to his immacu-
Late wropical attire. He looked like the
smartest plantation owner in the South.
Mr. Hendriks wore his usual stufly suit,
now topped with a gray Homburg. Bond
thought that he should have gray sucde
gloves and an umbrella, The four hoods
were wearing calypso shirts outside their
slacks. Bond was pleased. If they were
carrying guns in their waistbands, the
shirts would hinder the draw. Cars were
drawn up outside with Scaramanga's
Thunderbird in the lead. Scaramanga
walked up to the desk. Nick Nicholson



was standing washing his hands in invisi-
ble soap and looking helpful. “All set?
Everything loaded on the wrain? Green
Hurbor been wold? OK, then. Where's
that sidekick of yours, that man Travis?
Haven't seen him around today.”

Nick Nicholson looked serious. “He
ot an abscess in his tooth, sir. Real bad.
Had 1o send him in 10 Sav’ La Mar 1o
have it out. He'll be OK by this alter-
noon.”

“Too bad. Dock him half a day’s pay.
No room for sleepers on this outfit.
We're shorthanded as it is. Should have
had his snappers attended to before he
ook the job on, "K#”

“Very good, Mr. Scaramanga. I'll tell
him.”

Scaramanga wurned 1o the waiting
group. "OK, fellers. Now this is the
spiel. We drive a mile down the road to
the station. We get aboard this liule
train. Quite an outhit that. Feller by the
name of Lucius Beebe had it copied for
the Thunderbird company from the en-
gine and rolling stock on the little old
Denver, South Park and Pacific line,
OK. So we steam along this old cane-
ficld line about twenty miles o Green
Island Harbor. Plenty birds, bush rats,
crocs in the rivers. Mebbe we get a liule
hunting. Have some {un with the hard-
ware. All you guys got your guns with
you? Fine, fine. Champagne lunch at
Green Island and the girls and the mu-
sicll be there o keep us happy. After
lunch we ger aboard the Thunder Girl,
by Chris-Craft, and take a cruise along to
Lucea, that’s a litde township down the
coast, and sce if we can catch our dinner.
Those that don’t want to fish can play
stud. Rightz Then back here for drinks.
OK? Evervone satshied? Any sugges-
tions? Then let's go.”

Bond was wold 1o get in the back of
the car. They set off. Once again that
offered neck! Crazy not to take him
now! But it was open country with no
cover and there were four guns riding
beiind. The odds simply weren't good
cnough. What was the plan for his
removal? During the “hunting” presum-
ably. James Bond smiled grimly 1o him-
seil. He was feeling happy. He wouldn’t
have been able 1o explain the emotion.
It was a feeling of being keyed up,
wound taut. It was the moment, after 20
passes, when you got a hand you could
b’l'l an—not II('L'('.‘-.‘ﬁll'l‘l}" “.'il], but bet on.
He had been after this man for over six
weeks. Today, this afternoon  perhaps,
wis 1o come the pav-ofl he had been
ordered o bring about. It was win or
lose. The odds? Forcknowledge was play-
ing lor him. He was more heavily fore-
armed than the enemy knew. But the
cnemy had the big battalions on their
side. There were more of them. And,
taking only Scaramaenga, perhaps more
talent. Weapons? Again leaving out the
others, Scaramanga had the advantage.
The long-barreled Colt .45 would be a

[raction slower on the draw, but its length
ol barrel would give it more accuracy
than the Walther automatic. Rate of
fire? The Walther should have the edge
—iand the first empty chamber ol Scara-
manga’s gun, if it hadn't been discov-
ered, would be an additional bonus. The
steady hand? The cool brain? The sharp-
ness of the lust o kill? How did they
weigh up? Probably nothing to choose
on the first two. Bond might be a shade
rigger-happy—of  necessity.  That  he
must watch. He must damp down the
fire in his belly. Get ice cold. In the lust
to kill, perhaps he was the stronger. Of
cowrse. He was fighting for his life. The
other man was just amusing himsell—
providing sport for his friends, display-
ing his potency, showing off. That was
good! That might be decisive! Bond
said to himself that he must increase the
other man’s unawareness, his casual cer-
titude, his lack ol caution. He must be
the P. G. Wodehouse Englishman, the

limey of the cartoons. He must play casy
to take. The adrenalin coursed into
James Bond's blood stream. His pulse
rate began to run a fraction high. He
felt it on his wrist. He breathed deeply
and slowly to bring it down. He found
that he was sitting forward, tensed. He
sat back and wied o relax. All of his
body relaxed except his righe hand. This
wis in the control of someone else. Rest-
ing on his right thigh, it still twitched
stightly [rom time to time like the paw
of a sleeping dog chasing rabbits. He
put it into his coat pocket and watched a
turkey buzzard a thousand fect up, cir-
cling. He put himsell into the mind of
the John Crow, watching out for a
squashed 1oad or a dead bush rat. The
circling buzzard had found its offal. It
came Jower and lower. Bond wished it
bon appiétit. The predator in him
wished the scavenger a good meal. He
smiled at the comparison between them.
They were both following a scent. The
main difference was that the John Crow
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was a protected bird. No one would
shoot back at it when it made its final
dive. Amused by his thoughts, Bond’s
right hand came out of his pocket and
lit a cigarette for him, quietly and obedi-
ently. It had stopped going off chasing
rabbits on its own,

The station was a brilliant mock-up
from the Colorado narrow-gauge era—a
low building in faded clapboard orna-
mented with gingerbread along its caves.
Its name “Thunderbird Halt” was in
old-style ornamental wpe, heavily ser-
ifed. Advertisements proclaimed “Chew
Roscleaf Fine Cut Warranted Finest
Virginia Leaf,” “Trains Stop for all
Meals,” “No Checks Accepted.” The
engine, gleaming in black and yellow
varnish and polished brass, was a gem. It
stood, panting quictly in the sunshine, a
wisp of black smoke curling up from the
tall stack behind the big brass headlight.
The engine’s name, "THE BELLE,” was on
i proud brass plate on the gleaming black
barrel and its number, “~o. 1,” on a sim-
ilar plate below the headlight. There
was one carriage, an open affair with
padded loam-rubber seats and a daftodil
surrey roof of fringed canvas to keep off
the sun, and then the brake van, also in
black and yellow, with a resplendent
gilt-armed chair behind the convention-
al wheel of the brake. It was a wonderful
toy even down to the old-fashioned whis-
tle, which now gave a sharp admonitory
blast.

Scaramanga was in cbullient form.
“Hear the tramn blow, folks! All
aboard!” There was an antichmax. To
Bond's dismay, he ok out his golden
pistol, pointed it av the sky and pressed
the wigger. He hesitated only momentar-
tly and fired again. The deep boom
echoed back from the wall of the station
and the stationmaster, resplendent in
old-fashioned uniform, looked nervous.
He pocketed the big silver turnip watch
he had been holding and stood back ob-
sequiously, the green flag now drooping
at his side. Scaramanga checked his gun.
He looked thoughtfully at Bond and
said, “All right, my friend. Now then,
you get up fromt with the driver.”

Bond smiled happily. “Thanks. I've
always wanted 1o do that since 1 was a
child. What fun!”

“You've said it,” said Scaramanga. He
turned to the others. “And you, Mr.
Hendriks. In the first scat behind the
coal tender, please. Then Sam and Leroy.
Then Hal and Louie. I'll be up back in
the brake van. Good place to watch out
for game. 'K

Everybody took his seat. The station-
master had vecovered his nerve and went
through his ploy with the watch and the
flag. The engine gave a wiumphant hoot
and, with a series of diminishing puffs,
got under way, and they bowled oll along

142 the threcfoot-gauge line that disap-

peared, as straight as an arrow, into a
dancing shimmer of silver.

Bond read the speed gauge. It said 20.
For the first time he paid auention to
the driver. He was a villainous-looking
Rastalar in direy khaki overalls, with a
sweat rag round his forchead. A ciga-
reue drooped {rom between the thin
mustache and the swraggling beard. He
smelled quite horrible. Bond said, “My
name’s Mark Hazard. What's yours?”

“Rass, man! Ah doan talk wid buckra.”

The expression “rass” is Jamaican for
“shove it.” “Buckra™ is a wough colloqui-
alism [or “white man.”

Bond said equably, I thought part of
your religion was 1o love thy neighbor.”

The Rasta gave the whistle lanvard a
long pull. When the shriek had died
away, he simply said “Sheeit,” kicked the
furnace door open and began shoveling
coal.

Bond looked surreptitiously round the
cabin. Yes. There it was! The long
Jamaican cutlass, this one filed o an
inch blade with a deadly point. It was
on a rack by the man’s hand. Was this
the way he was supposed to go? Bond
doubted it. Scaramanga would do the
deed in a suitably dramatic fashion and
one that would give him an alibi. Sec-
ond executioner would be Hendriks,
Bond looked back over the low coal
tender. Hendriks” eves, bland and in-
diflerent, met his. Bond shouted above
the iron clang of the engine, "Great fun,
what?” Hendriks™ eyes looked away and
back again. Bond stooped so that he
could sce under the wp of the surrey.
All the other four men were sitting mo-
tionless, their eves also fixed on Bond.
Bond waved a cheerful hand. There was
no response. So they had been told!
Bond was a spy in their midst and this
was his last ride. In mob-cse, he was
“going to be hit.” It was an uncomfort-
able Feeling having those ten enemy eves
watching him like ten gun barrels. Bond
straightened himself. Now the top half
of his body, like the iron “man™ in a pis-
tol range, was above the roof of the sur-
rey and he was looking swraight down
the flat yellow surface to where Scara-
manga sat on his solitary throne, with all
his body in lull view. He also was looking
down the little train at Bond—the last
mourner i the funeral cortege behind
the cadaver that was James Bond. Bond
waved a cheery hand and turned back. He
opened his coat and got a moment’s re-
assurance from the cool butt of his gun.
He felt in his trouser pocket. Three
spare magazines. Ah well! He'd ke as
many of them as he could with him. He
flipped down the codriver's seat and sat
on it. No point in olfering a target un-
til he had to. The Rasta flicked his ciga-
rette over the side and lit another. The
engine was driving herself. He leaned

against the cabin wall and looked at
nothing.

Bond had done his homework on the
1:50,000 Overseas Survey map that Mary
had provided, and he knew exactly the
romte the little cane line took. First
there would be five miles of the cne
ficlds, bewween whose high green walls
they were now wraveling. Then came
Middle River, followed by the vast ex-
panse of swamplands, now being slowly
reclaimed, but still shown on the map as
“The Great Morass.” Then would come
Orange River leading imo Orvange Bay,
and then more sugar and mixed lorest
and agricultural small holdings until
they came to the little hamlet of Green
Island at the head of the excellent an-
chorage of Green Island Harbor.

A hundred yards ahead, a wurkey buz-
zard rose from beside the line and, after
a lew heavy faps, caught the inshore
breeze and soared up and away. There
came the boom of Scaramanga’s gun. A
feather drifted down from the great
right-hand wing ol the big bivd. The tur-
key buzzard swerved and soared higher.
A sccond shot rang out. The bird gave a
jerk and began to tumble untidily down
out of the sky. It jerked again as a third
bullet hit it before it crashed into the
cane. There was applause from under
the yellow surrey. Bond leaned out and
called to Scaramanga, “That'll cost you
five pounds unless you've squared the
Rasta. That's the fine for killing a John
Crow."”

A shot whistled past Bond's head.
Scaramanga laughed. “Sorry. Thought I
saw a ra.” And then, “"Come on, Mr.
Hazard. Let’s see some gunplay from
you. There’s some cattle grazing by the
line up there. See if you can hit ¢ cow at
ten paces.”

The hoods guffawed. Bond put his
head out again. Scaraminga’s gun was
on his Lap. Out of the corner of his eye
he saw that Mr. Hendriks, perhaps ten
feet behind him, had his right hand in
his coat pocker. Bond called, I never
shoot game that I don't cat. If vou’ll eat
the whole cow, I'll shoot it for you.”

The gun {lashed and boomed as Bond
jerked his head under cover ol the coal
tender.  Scaramanga laughed  harshly.
“Watch your lip, hmey, or you'll end up
without it.” The hoods hiw-hawed.

Beside Bond, the Rasta gave a curse.
He pulled hard on the whistle Linvard.
Bond looked down the line. Far ahead,
across the rails, something pink showed.
Still whistling, the driver pulled on a le-
ver. Steam beldhed from the wrain's ex-
haust and the engine began 1o slow. Two
shots rang out and the bullets clanged
against the iron roof over his head. Scara-
manga shouted angrily, “Keep steam up.
damn you to hell!”

The Rasta quickly pushed up the le-
ver and the speed of the train gathered
back to 20 mph. He shrugged. He



“Which way s what water, honey?!”
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“I'll sure be glad when you get
off this damned pop-art kick!”

glanced at Bond. He licked his lips wet-
ly. “Dere’s white trash across de line.
Guess mebbe it's some [rien’” of de boss.”

Bond stramed his eves. Yes! It was a
niked pink body with golden blonde
hair! A girl's hody!

Scaramanga’s  voice boomed against
the wind. “Folks. Jes' a litle surprise for
you all. Something from the good old
Western movies. There's a girl on the
line ahead. Tied across it. Take a look.
And you know what? It's the girlfriend
of a certain man we've been hearing of,
called James Bond. Would you believe
it An’ her name’s Goodnight, Mary
Goodnight. It sure is good night for her.
If only that fellow Bond was aboard
now, 1 guess we'd be hearing him holler
for mercy.”

James Bond leaped for the accelerator
lever and tore it downward. The engine
lost a head of steam, but there was only
a hundred yards to go and now the only
thing that could save the girl was the
brakes under Scaramanga's control in

144 the brake van. The Rasta already had

his cutlass in his hand. The flames [rom
the furnace glinted on the blade. He
stood back like a cornered animal, his
eyes red with ganja and fear of the gun
in Bond’s hand. Nothing could save the
girl now! Bond, knowing that Scaraman-
ga would expect him from the right side
of the tender, leaped to the left. Hen-
driks had his gun out. Before it could
swivel, Bond put a bullet between the
man's cold eyes. The head jerked back.
For an instant, steel-capped back teeth
showed in the gaping mouth. Then the
gray Homburg fell oft and the dead
head slumped. The golden gun boomed
twice. A bullet whanged round the cabin.
The Rasta screamed and lell to the
ground, clutching at his throat. His
hand was still cdenched round the whis-
tle lanyard and the hiude train kept up
its mournful howl of warning. Filty
yards to go! The golden hair hung for-
lornly forward, obscuring the lace. The
ropes on the wrists and ankles showed
clearly. The breasts offered themselves to
the screaming engine. Bond ground his

teeth and shut his mind to the dreadful
impact that would come any minute
now. He leaped to the lelt again and got
off three shots. He thought two of them
had hit, but then something slammed a
great blow into the musde of his left
shoulder and he spun across the cab and
crashed 1o the iron floor, his face over
the edge of the footplate. And it was
from there, only inches away, that he
saw the front wheels scrunch through
the body on the line, saw the blonde
head severed [rom the body, saw the chi-
mi-blue eyes give him a last blank stare,
saw the fragments of the showroom
dummy disintegrate with a sharp crack-
ling ol plastic and the pink splinters
shower down the embankment.

James Bond choked back the sickness
that rose [rom his stomach into the back
ol his throat. He staggered 1o his [eet,
keeping low. He reached up for the ac
celerator lever and pushed it upward. A
pitched battle with the wtrain at a stand-
still would put the odds even more
against him. He hardly felt the pain in
his shoulder. He edged round the right-
hand side of the tender. Four guns
boomed. He Hung his head back under
cover. Now the hoods were shooting, but
wildly, because ol the interference ol the
surrcy top. But Bond had had time to
sce one glorious sight. In the brake van,
Scaramanga had slid [rom his throne
and was down on his knees, his head
moving to and fro like a wounded ant-
mal. Where in hell had Bond hit him?
And now what? How was he going to
deal with the four hoods, just as badly
obscured from him as he was from them?

Then a voice Irom the back of the
train, it could only be from the brake
van, Felix Leiter's voice, clled out
above the shrick ol the engine’s whistle,
“OK, you four guys. Toss your guns over
the side. Now! Quick!” There came the
crack of a shot. "I said quick. There's
Mr. Gengerella gone to meer his maker
OK, then. And now hands behind your
heads. That's beter. Right. OK, James.
The baule’s over. Are you OK? If so,
show yoursell. There’s still the final cur-
tain and we've got o move quick.”

Bond rose carelully. He could hardly
believe ! Leiter must have been riding
on the buller behind the brake van. He
wouldn’t have been able to show himself
carlier for fear ol Bond's gunfire. Yes!
There he was! His fair hair tousled by
the wind, a long-barreled pistol using s
upraised steel hook as a rest, standing
astride the now supine body of Scara-
manga beside the brake wheel. Bond's
shoulder had begun to hurt like hell. He
shouted, with the anger of tremendous
reliel, “Goddamn you, Leiter. Why in
hell didn’t you show up before? 1 might
have got hure.”

Leiter laughed. “That'll be the day!
Now listen, shamus. Get ready to jump.
The longer you wait, the farther you've



got to walk home. I'm going to stay with
these guys for a while and hand them
over to the law in Green Harbor.” He
shook his head to show this was a lie.
“Now get goin’. It's The Morass. The
Landing’ll be soft. Stinks a bit, but we’ll
give you an cau-de-cologne spray when
you get home. Right?”

The rain ran over a small culvert and
the song of the wheels changed 10 a deep
boom. Bond locked ahead. In the dis-
tance was the spidery ironwork of the
Orange River bridge. The still shricking
train was losing steam. The gauge said
19 mph. Bond looked down at the dead
Rasta. In death, his face was as horrible
as it had been in dife. The bad teeth,
sharpened from eating sugar cane from
childhood, were bared in a frozen snarl.
Bond took a quick glance under the sur-
rey. Hendriks™ slumped body lolled with
the movement of the train. The sweat of
the day still shone on the doughy checks.
Even as a corpse he didn’t ask for sympa-
thy. In the seat behind him, Leiter's bul-
let had torn through the back of
Gengerella’s head and removed most of
his face. Next to him, and behind him,
the three gangsters gazed up at James
Bond with whipped eves. They hadn't
expected all this. This was to have been
a holiday. The calypso shirts said so. Mr.
Scarmmanga, the undeleated, the unde-
featable, had said so. Until minutes be
fore, his golden gun had backed up his
word. Now, suddenly, evervithing was
different. As the Arabs say when a great
sheik has gone, has removed his protec-
tion, “Now there is no more shade!”
They were covered with guns from the
front and the rear. The wain siretched
out its iron stride toward nowhere thev
had ever heard of belore. The whistle
moaned. The sun bheat down. The dread-
ful stink of The Greatr Morass assatled
their nostrils. This was abroad. This was
bad news, really bad. The tour director
had left them to fend for themselves.
Two of them had been killed. Even their
guns were gone. The tough [faces, as
white moons, gazed in supplication up at
Bond. Louie Paradise’s voice was cracked
and dry with terror. “A million bucks,
mister, if you get us out of this. Swear
on my mother. A million.”

The faces of Sam Bimion and Hal
Garhinkel liv up. Here was hope! “And a
million.”

“And another! On my baby son’s
head!”

The voice of Felix Leiter bellowed an-
grily. There was a note ol panic in it
“Jump, damn you, James! Jump!”

James Bond stood up in the cabin,
not listening to the voices supplicating
from under the yellow surrey. These
men had wanted o wartch him being
murdered. They had been prepared 1o
murder him themselves. How many dead
men had each one of them got on his
tally sheet? Bond got down on the step
of the cabin, chose his moment and

threw himsell clear of the clinker track
and into the soft embraces of a stinking
mangrove pool.

His cxplosion into the mud released
the stench of hell. Great bubbles of
marsh gas wobbled up to the surfice and
burst glutinously. A bird screeched and
clattered off through the foliage. James
Bond waded out onto the edge of the
embankment. Now his shoulder was real-
ly hurting. He knelt down and was as
sick as a cat.

When he raised his head, it was to see
Leiter hurl himself off the brake wvan,
now a good 200 yards away. He scemed
to land clumsily. He didn't get up. And
now, within yards of the long iron
bridge over the sluggish river, another
figure leaped from the train into a
clump ol mangrove. It was a tall, choco-
late-clad  figure. There was no doub
abour at! It was Scaramanga! Bond
cursed feebly. Why in hell hadn't Leiter
put a hinishing bullet through the man’s
head? Now there was unhinished  busi-
ness. The cards had only been reshuflled.
The end game had still o be plaved!

The screaming progress of the driver-
less wrain changed o a roar as the wack
ok 1o the wrestles of the long bridge.
Bond watched 1t vaguely, wondering
when it would run out of steam. What
would the three gangsters do now? Take
to the hills? Ger the wain under control
and go on to Green Harbor and wy 1o
take the Thunder Givl across o Cuba?
Immediately the answer came! Halfway
across the bridge, the engine suddenly
reared up like a bucking stallion. At the
same time there came a crash ol thunder
and a vast sheet ol flame and the bridge
buckled downward in the center like a
bent leg. Chunks of torn ron spraved
upward and sideways and there was a
splintering cvash as the main stanchions
gave and slowly bowed down toward the
water. Through the jagged gap, the
beautiful Belle, a smashed oy, folded
upon itself and, with a giant splintering
of iron and woodwork and a volcano of
spray and  steam, thundered into the
river.

A deafening silence fell. Somewhere
behind Bond, a wakened wvee frog tin
kled uncertainly. Four white cgrets flew
down and over the wreck, their necks
outstretched  inquisitively. In the dis-
tance, black dots materialized high up in
the sky and circdled lazily cdoser. The
sixth sense of the mrkey buzzards had
told them that the distant explosion was
disaster—something that might yield a
meal. The sun hammered down on the
silver rails and, a few yards away from
where Bond lay, a group of yellow but-
terllies daneed in the shimmer. Bond got
slowly 10 his feet and, parting the but-
terflies, began walking slowly but pur-
posclully up the line toward the bridge.
First Felix Leiter, and then alter the big
one that had gor away.

Leiter lay in the stinking mud. His
left leg was at a hideous angle. Bond
went to him, his finger to his lips. He
knelt beside him and said softly, “Noth-
ing much I can do for now, pal. I'll
give you a bullet to bite on and get
you into some shade. There'll be people
coming before long. Got 10 get on after
that bastard. He's somewhere up there
by the bridge. What made you think he
was dead?”

Leiter groaned, more in anger with
himself than from the pain. “There was
blood all over the place.” The voice was
a halting  whisper bewween  clenched
teeth. “His shirt was soaked in it. Eves
closed. Thought il he wasn't cold he'd
go with the others on the bridge.” He
smiled [aintly. “How did you dig the
River Kwar stumez Go off all righe”

Bond raised a thumb. “Fourth of July.
The crocs’ll be siting down to table
right now. But that damned dummy!
Gave me a nasty turn. Did you put her
there?”

“Sure. Sorry, boy. Mr. S, wold me to.
Made an excuse 1o spike the bridge this
morning. No idea vour girlfriend was a
blonde or that you'd fall for the spiel.”

“Bloody silly ol me, I supposc.
Thought he'd gou hold of her last night.
Anyway, come on. Here's your bullet
Bite the lead. The storvbooks sav it
helps. This is going 1o hurt, but I must
haul you under cover and out of the
sun.” Bond got his hands under Leiter's
armpits and, as gently as he could,
dragged him to a dry parch under a big
mangrove bush above swamp Ievel. The
sweat of pain poured down Leiter's face.
Bond propped him up against the roots.
Leiter gave a groan and his head fell
back. Bond looked thoughtlully down at
him. A faint was probably the best thing
that could have happened. He wok Lei-
ter’s gun out of his waistband and put
it beside his left, and only, hand. Bond
still might get into much wouble. If he
did, Scarnmunga would come aler Felix.

Bond crepe off along the line of man-
groves toward the bridge. For the time
being he would have o keep more or
less in the open. He prayed that, nearer
the river, the swamp would yield to drier
land so that he could work down toward
the sea and then cut back toward the riv-
er and hope 1o pick up the man’s tracks.

It was 1:30 and the sun was high.
James Bond was hungry and very thirsty
and his shoulder wound throbbed with
his pulse. There were perhaps a hun-
dred yards to go to the bridge. On
Bond’s lelt, the mangroves were sparser
and the black mud was dry and cracked.
But there were sull soft patches. Bond
put up the collar of his coat 1o hide the
white shirt. He covered another 20 yards
beside the rail and then struck off left
into the mangroves. He found that it he
kept close to the roots of the mangroves
the going wasn’t o bad. At least there
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were no dry twigs or leaves to crack and
rustle. He wried to keep as nearly as pos-
sible parallel with the river, but thick
patches ol bushes made him make small
detours and he had to estimate his di-
rection by the dryness ol the mud and
the shight rise of the land toward the
riverbank. His ears were pricked like an
animal’s lor the smallest sound. His eyes
strained into the greenery ahead. Now
the mud was pitted with the burrows ol
land crabs and there were occasional rem
nants of their shells, victims of big birds
or mongooses. For the first time, mosqui-
toes and sand flies began 1o attack him.
He could notslap them ofl but only dab
at them soltly with his handkerchiel that
was soon soaked with the blood they had
sucked from him and wringing with the
white man’s sweat that artracied them.

Bond estimatted  that he had pene-
trated 200 yards into the swamp when
he heard the single. controlled cough.

- - -

The cough sounded about 20 yards
away, toward the river. Bond dropped 10
one knee, his senses questing like the
antennae ol an msea. He waited five
minutes. When the cough was not re-
peated, he crept forward on hands and
knees, his gun gripped between  his
teeth.

In a small clearing ol dried black
mud, he saw the man. He stopped in his
tracks, trying to calm his breathing.

Scaramanga was lying stretched out,
his back supported by a clump of sprawl-
ing mangrove roots. His hat and his high
stock had gone and the whole of the
right-hand side ol his suit was black with
blood upon which insects crawled and
feasted. But the eyes in the controlled
face were sull very much alive. They
swept the clearing at regular intervals,
questing. Scavamanga’s hands rested on
the roots beside him. There was no sign
of a gun.

Scaramanga’s face suddenly pointed,
like a rewriever's, and the roving scruriny
held sieady. Bond could not see what
had caught his attention, but then a
patch of the dappled shadow at the edge
of the clearing moved and a linge snake,
beautifully diamonded in dark and pale
brown, zigzagged purposefully across the
black mud toward the man.

Bond watched, fascinated. He guessed
it was a boa of the Epicrates family, at
tracted by the smell of blood. Tt was per-
haps five feet long and quite harmless to
man. Bond wondered il Scaramanga
would know this. He was immediately
put out of his doubt. Scaramanga’s
expression had not changed, but his
right hind crept soltly down his trouser
leg, gemtly pulled up ihe cuff and re
moved a thin, stileitostyle knife [rom
the side of his short Texan boot. Then
he waited, the knife held ready across his

146 stomach, not clenched in his fist, but

pointed in the flick-knife fashion. The
snake paused for a moment a few vards
Irom the man and raised its head high o
give him a fnal inspection. The forked
tongue licked out inquisitively, again
and in, then, sull with s head
held above the ground, it moved slowly
lorward.

Not a muscle moved in Scirmmanga's
face. The eyes weve dead steady, wirtch
ful slits. The snake came into the shad-
ow ol his trouser leg and moved slowly
up toward the glistening shirt. Suddenly
the ongue of sieel that Iay across Scara-
manga’s stomach came o life  and
leaped. It wranslixed the head of the
smake exactly in the cemer of the brain
and pierced through it, pinning it 10 the
ground and holding it there while the
powerful body thrashed wildly, seeking a
grip on the mangrove roots, on Scar:
manga’s arm. But immediately, when it
had a grip, its convulsions released its
coils, which flailed oft in  another
direction.

The death soruggles diminished and
finally ceased altogether. The snake lay
motionless. Scaramanga was careful. He
ran his hand down the [ull length of the
snake. Only the tip of the tail lashed
bricfly. Scaramanga extracted the knife
from the head of the snake, cut off its
head with a single hard stroke and threw
it, alter reflection, accurately toward a
crab hole. He waited, watching, to see if
a arab would come out and take it. None
did. The thud of the mrival of the
snake’s head would have kept any crab
underground for many minutes, how-
ever enticing the scent ol what had
made the thud.

James Bond. knecling in the bush,
witched all this, every nuance of it, with
the most carelul attention. Each one of
Scaramanga’s  actions,  every  fleeting
expression on lis face, had been an in-
dex ol the man’s awareness of his alive-
ness. The whole episode of the snake
was as revealing as a temperature chart
or a lic deteaor. In Bond's judgment,
Mr. Scaramanga, for all his bloodleting
and inmternal injuries, was stll very much
alive. He was still & most formidable and
dangerous man.

Scaramanga,  his sk sauslacrorily
completed, minutely shifted his position
and, once again, foot by foor, made his
penetrating  examination of  the  sur-
vounding bush.

As Scaramanga’s gaze swept by him
without a Ilicker, Bond blessed 1the dark-
ness of his suit—a black patch of shadow
among so many others. In the sharp
blacks and whites [rom the midday sun,
Bond was well camouflaged.

Satished, Scaramanga picked up the
limp body of the snake, laid it across his
stomach and carelully slit it down its un-
derside as Lar as the anal vent. Then he
scoured it and carclully ewched the skin
away from the red-veined fesh with the

precise flicks and cuts of a surgeon. Every
scrap of unwanted reptile he threw to-
wiard crab holes and, with each throw, a
flicker of annovance arossed the granite
face that no one would come and pick
up the crumbs from the rich man's able.
When the meal was ready, he once again
scanned the bush and then, very care-
fully, coughed and spat into his hand. He
examined the vesule and flung his hand
sideways. On the black ground, the spu
tum marde a bright pink scrawl. The
cough didn’t scem to hurt him or ciuse
him much eflort. Bond guessed thae his
bullet had hit Scaramanga in the righe
chest and had missed a lung by a frac-
tion. There was hemorrhage and Scara.
manga was a hospital case, but the
blood-soaked shirt was not telling the
whole truth.

Satished with his inspection of his sur-
roundings, Scaramanga bit into the body
ol the snake and was at once, like a dog
with its meal, absorbed by his hunger
and thirst for the blood and juices of
the snake.

Bond had the impression that, if he
now came forward from his hiding place,
Scaramanga, like a dog, would bare his
tecth in a furious snarl. He got quietly
up from his knees, took out his gun and,
his eyes watching Scaramanga’s hands,
strolled out into the center of the little
clearing.

Bond was mistaken. Scaramanga did
not snarl. He barcely looked up from the
cut-olf length of snake in his two hands
and, his mouth full of mear, said,
“You've been a long while coming. Care
to share my meal?”

“No thanks. T prefer my snake grilled
with hot butter sauce. Just keep on eat-
ing. I like 1o see both hands occupied.”

Scaramanga sneered. He gestured
his bloodstained shire. “Frightened ol a
dying man: You limeys come pretty
soft.”

“The dying man handled that snake
quite efliciently. Got any more weapons
on your”" As Scaramanga moved to undo
his coat, “Steady! No quick movements.
Just show your Dbele, armpits, pat the
thighs inside and our. I'd do it mysell,
only I don’t want what the snake gor.
And while you're about it, just toss the
knile into the trees. Toss. No throwing,
il you don’t mind. My wigger finger's
been gewting a bit edgy wday. Seems 1o
want 10 go about its business on its own.
Wouldn't like it to take Yet,
that is.”

Scaramanga, with a flick of his wrist,
tossed the knife into the air. The sliver
of sicel spun like a wheel in the sun-
shine. Bond had 1o step aside. The knile
picrced the mud where Bond had been
standing and stood upright. Scaramanga
gave a harsh laugh. The laugh trned
into a cough. The gaunt lace contorted
piinfully. Too painfully? Scaramanga
spit red, but not all that red, There
could be only slight hemorrhage. Per
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haps a broken rib or two. Scaramanga
could be out of hospital in a couple of
weeks. Scaramanga put down his piece
of snake and did exactly as Bond had
told him, all the while watching Bond’s
face with his usual cold, wrrogant stare.
He finished and picked up the picce ol
snake and began gnawing it. He looked
up. “Saushed?”

“Sufhciendy.” Bond squatted down on
his heels. He held his gun loosely, aim-
ing somewhere halfway between the two
of them. “Now then. let’s talk. "Fraid
vou haven't got too much time, Scara-
manga. This is the end of the road.
You've killed too many of my [riends, 1
have the license 1o kill vou and I am
going 10 kill you. But I'll make it quick.
Not like Margesson. Remember him?
You put a shot through both ol his
knees and both of his elbows. Then you
made him crawl and kiss your boots. You
were foolish ¢nough to boast about it 1o
your [riends in Cuba. It got back 10 us.
As o matter ol interest, how many men
have you killed in your lile?”

“With vou, iCll make the round fifuy.”
Scarimanga had gnawed the last seg-
ment of backbone clean. He tossed it to-
ward Bond. “Eat that, scum, and get on
with vour business. You won't get any
sccrets out of me, il that's your spiel. An’
don’t forget. I've been shot at by experts
an” I'm still alive. Mebbe nou preascly
kicking, but I've never heard of a Limey
who'd shoot a delenseless man who's
badly wounded. They ain’t got the guts.
We'll just sit here, chewing the Fat, until
the rescue team comes. Then 'l be ghad
wial. What'll they get me

o go for
lor, chz”

“Well, just for a start, there’s that nice
Mr. Rotkopl with one ol your [amous
silver bulles in his head in the river
back ol the hotel.”

“That’'ll march with the nice Mr. Hen-
driks with one ol your bullets some-
where behind his Tace. Mebbe we'll serve
a bit of vume together. That'd be nice,
wouldn't it? They say the jail at Spanish
Town has all the comlorts. How about
it, limey? That's where you'll be lound
with a shiv in vour back in the sacksew
ing department. An” by the same token,
how d'vou know about Rotkopl:”

“Your bug was bugged. Scems vou're a
bit accident-prone these days, Sciraman-
ga. You hired the wrong sccurity men.
Both your managers were from the CIAL
The tape’ll be on the way to Washing
ton by now. That's got the murder of
Ross on it, too. See what 1 mean? You've
gol it coming Irom every which way.”

Fape isn't evidence in an American
court. But 1 see what you mean, shamus.
Mistakes seem o have got made. So
OK,” Scaramanga made an expansive
gesture of the righe hand. “Take a mil-
lion bucks and call it quits?”

“T was offered three miilion on the
train.”

“I'll double that.”

“No. Sorrv.” Bond got to his feet. The
Ieft hand belhand his back was clenched
with the horror of what he was about o
do. He lorced himsell to think of what
the broken body of Margesson must
have looked like, of the others that this
man had killed, of the ones he would
kill alresh if Bond weakened. This man
was probably the most efficient one-man
death dealer in the world. James Bond
had him. He had been instructed o take
him. He must take him—lving down
wounded, or in any other position. Bond
assumed Gisnalness, tried to make himscll

the enemy's cold equal. “Any messages
for anvone, Scarwmanga: Anv instruce
tons? Anvone you want looking alter?

I'll wake cive of it il i's pevsonal. T'H
keep it 1o myscll.”

Scaramanga laughed his harsh laugh,
but carelully. This time the laugh didn’t
turn into the red cough. “Quite the liule
English gentleman! Just like 1 spelled i
out. §'pose you wouldn't like 1o hand me
vour gun and leave me to mysell Tor hve

minutes like in the books? Well, vou're
right, bovo! I'd crawl alter you and
blast the back ol vour head ofl.” The

eves still bored imo Bond's with the ar-
rogant superiority, the cold superman
quality that had made him e greatest
pre gunman in the world—no drinks, no
drugs—the impersonal triggerman who
killed for moncy and, by the way he
sometimes did i, tor the Kicks.

Bond examined him carelully. How
could Scarmmanga Ll o break when he
was going 1o dic in minuwes? Was there
some  last trick the man coing (o
spring? Some hidden weapon? But the
man just lay there, apparently relaxed,
propped up against the mangrove roots.
his chest heaving rhvihmicallv, the gran-
ite of his e not aumbling even mi-
nutely in defeat. On his forehead, there
was not as much sweat as there was on
Bond's. Scaramanga lay in dappled black
shadow. For ten minutes, James Bond
had stood in the naddic of the dearing
in blazing sunshine. Suddenly he fele the
vitality oozing out through his feet into
the black mud. And his resolve was
going with ii. He said. and he heard his
voice ring out harshlv. “All right, Scara-
nuinga. this is 1. He lified his gun and
held it in the two-handed grip of the tar-
get man. “I'm going to make it as quick
as I can™

Scaramanga held up a hand. For the
first time his face showed emotion. "OK.
feller.” The voice, amazingly, supplicat-
ed. “I'm a Catholic, see? Jes' let me sav
my last praver. OK? Won't take long,
then vou can blaze Every man's
vot 1o die someume. You're a fine guy as
guys go. It’s the luck of the game. If my
Bbullet had been an inch, mf:i)bc two
inches, o the right, icd be you that's
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dead in place of me. Right? Can 1 say
my praver, mister?”

James Bond lowered his gun. He
would give the man a lew minutes. He
knew he couldn’t give him more. Pain
and  heat and hunger and  thirse. Tt
wouldn't be long before he lay down
himself, right there on the hard cracked
mud, just to rest. I someone wanted to
kill him, they could. He said, and the
wortds came out slowly, tredly, “Go
ahead, Scarmmanga. One minute only.”

“Thanks, pal.” Scaramanga’s hands
went up to his face and covered his eyes.
There came a drone of Latin which
went on and on. Bond stood there in the
su his gun lowered, watching
Scaramanga, but ar the same time not
watching him, the edge of his focus
dulled by the pain and the heat and the
hypnotic litany that came from behind
the shuttered face and the horror ol
what Bond was going 1o have to do—in
one minute, perhaps two.

The fhingers of Scaramanga’s right
hand  crawled  imperceptibly  sideways
across his lace, inch by inch, centimerer
by centimeter. They got to his car and
stopped. The drone of the Latin prayer
never altered its slow, lulling tempo.

And then the hand leaped behind the
head and the dny golden Derringer
roared and James Bond spun round as if
he had taken a right 10 the jaw and
crashed 1o the ground.

At once Scaramanga was on his fecet
and moving forward like a swift cat. He
snatched up the discarded knife and
held it forward like a tongue of silver
lame.

But James Bond twisted like a dving
animal on the ground and the iron in
his hand criacked viciously again and
again—Htive umes, and then fell out of his
hand onto the black carth as lis gun
hand went 10 the right side of his belly
and stayed there, cluiching at the terri-
ble pain.

The big man stood [or a moment and
looked up at the deep blue sky. His
lingers opened in a spasm and let go the
knife. His pierced heart stuttered and
limped and stopped. He crashed fat
back and lay, his arms Hung wide, as if
someone had thrown lum away.

After a while, the Land crabs came out
of their holes and began nosing at the
scraps of the snake. The bigger offal
could wait umil the night

ne,

The extremely smart policeman [rom
the wreeking squad on the railway came
down the riverbank at the normal, dig-
nificd gait of a Jamaican constable on
his beat. No Jamaican policeman ever
breaks into a run. He has been taught
that this lacks authority. Fehx Leiter,
now put under with morphine by the
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after a bad man in the swamp and that
there might be shooung. Felix Leiter
wasn't more explicit than that, but
when he said he was from the FBI—a
legitimate cuphemism—in Washington,
the policeman wied o get some ol the
wrecking squad o come with him and,
when he [ailed. sauntered cautiously off
on his own, his baton swinging with as-
sumed jauntiness.

The boom of the guns and the explo-
sion of serceching marsh hirds gave him
an approximate fix. He had been born
not Lar away, at Negril, and, as a boy, he
had olten used his gins and his slingshot
in these marshes, They held no fears for
him. When he came to the approximate
point on the riverbank, he wurned lelt
into the mangrove and, conscious that
his black-and-blue uniform was desper-
ately  conspicuous, stalked  cautiously
from clump to clump into The Morass.
He was protected by nothing but his
night stick and the knowledge that 1o
kill a policeman was a capital offense
without the option. He only hoped that
the good man and the bad man knew
this, too.

With all the birds gone, there was
dead silence. The constable noticed that
the wracks of bush vats and other small
animals were running past him on a
course that converged with his target
arca. Then he heard the rauling scuttle
of the crabs and, in a moment, from be-
hind a thick mangrove clump, he saw
the glint ol Scaramanga's shirt. He
watched and lListened. There was no
movement and no sound. He swolled.
with dignity, into the middle of the
clearing, looked at the two bodies and
the guns and ook out his nickel police
whistle and blew three long blasts. Then
he sat down in the shade ol a bush, ook
out his report pad, licked his pencil and
began writing in a laborious hand.

A week later, James Bond regained
consciousness. He was in a greenshaded
room. He was under water. The slowly
revolving lan on the ceiling was the
screw of a ship that was about to run
him down. He swam for his life. But it
was no good. He was tied down, an-
chored to the bottom ol the sea. He
screamed at the wop of his lungs. To the
nurse at the end of the bed it was the
whisper of a moan. At once she was be-
sidle. him. She put a cool hand on his
forchead. While she took his pulse,
James Bond looked up at her with unfo-
cused eyes. So this was what a mermaid
looked like! He muttered “You're pret-
ty,”" and gratefully swam back down into
her arms.

- - -

Two weeks later, James Bond was sit-
ting up in a chair, a owel round his
waist, reading Allen Dulles on The Craft
of Intelligence and cursing his fate. The

hospital had worked miracles on him,
the nurses were sweet, particularly the
onc he called “the mermaid,” but he
wiited to be off and away. He glanced
at his watch. Four o'clock. Visiting time.
Mary Goodnight would soon be there
and he would be able to let off his pent
up steam on her. Unjust perhaps, but he
had already r1ongue-lushed everyone in
range in the Imspilnl and, il she got ino
the ficld of fire, that was just 100 bad!

Mary Goodnight came  through the
door. Despite the Jamaican heat, she was
looking Iresh as a rose. She was carry-
ing what looked like-a typewriter. Bond
recognized it as the Triple-X decipher-
ing machine, Now what?

Bond grunted surly answers to her in-
quiries after his health. He said, “What
m hell’s thar lorz”

“It's an “Eves Only. Personal from
M.” she said excitedly.

“Doesn’t the old bastard know I've
only got one arm that’s working? Comc
on, Mary. You get cracking. I it sounds
really hot, T'll take over.”

Mary Goodnight looked shocked.
“Eves Only” was a top-sacred prefix. Bur
Bond's jaw was jutting out dangerously.
Today was not a day for argument. She
sat on the edge ol the bed, opened the
machine and ook a cable form out of
her bag. She laid her shorthand book be-
side the machine, scratched the back of
her head with her pencil 10 help work
out the seing for the dav—a compli-
cated sum mvolving the date and the
hour of dispaich of the cable—adjusted
the setting on the central cvlinder and
began cranking the handle. After each
completed word had appeared in the lit-
tle oblong window at the base ol the ma-
chine, she recorded noin her book.

James Bond watched her expression,
She was pleased. After a few minutes she
read oul: UM PERSONAL FOR 007 EYES
ONLY STOP YOUR REPORT AND DITTO FROM
ToP FRIENDS [a cuphemism for the CIA]
RECEIVED STOP YOU HAVE DONE WELL AND
EXECUTED AYE DIFFICULT AND HAZARDOUS
OPERATION TO MY ENTIRE REPEAT ENTIRE
SATISFACTION STOP TRUST YOUR HEALTH
UNIMPAIRED [Bond gave an angry snort]
STOP WHEN WILL YOU BE REPORTING FOR
FURTHER DUTY QUERY. IN VIEW OF THE
OUTSTANDING NATURE OF THE SERVICES RE-
FERRED TO ABOVE AND THEIR ASSISTANCE
TO THE ALLIED CAUSE COMMA WHICH IS
PERHAPS MORE  SIGNIFICANT THAN YOU
IMAGINE COMMA  THE PRIME  MINISTER
PROPOSES TO RECOMMEND TO MER ll.-\_'F_.‘iT\‘
QUEEN ELIZABETH THE IMMEDIATE GRANT
OF A RNIGHTHOOD STOP THIS TO TAKE THE
FORM OF THE ADDITION OF A KATIE AS
PREFIX TO YOUR CHARLIE MICHAEL GFORGE
stor [James Bond uttered a defensive,
embarrassed laugh. “Good old cipherines,
They wouldn’t think of just putting
K € M 6—much too easy! Go ahead, Mary.
This is good!”] IT 1S COMMON PRACTICE




TO INQUIRE OF PROPOSED RECIPIENT
WHETHER HE ACCEPTS THIS HIGH HONOR
BEFORE HER MAJESTY PUTS HER SEAL UPON
IT STOP WRITTEN LETTER SHOULD FOLLOW
YOUR CABLED CONFIRMATION OF ACCEPT-
ANCE PARAGRAPH THIS AWARD NATURALLY
1IAS MY SUPPORT AND ENTIRE APPROVAL
AND EYE SEXND YOU MY PERSONAL CON-
GRATULATIONS ENDIT MAILEDFIST,”

James Bond again hid himsell be-
hind the throwaway line. “Why in hell
does he always have to sign himself
“Mailedlfist” for M’z There's a perfeedy
vood English word "Em.” It's a measure
uscd by printers. Bur of course 1t's not
dashing enough [or the Chiel. He's a ro-
mantic at heare like all us silly bastards
who get mixed up with the Serviee.™

He said to Mary Goodnight. avoiding
her eyes, “Mary, this is an order, Take
down what follows and send it wonight.
Right? Begins, quote MAILEDFIST EYES
ONLY STOP ACKNOWLEDGED AND GREATLY
APPRECIATED STOP AM INFORMED BY HOS-
PITAL AUTHORITIES THAT EVE SIIALL BE RE-
TURNED LONDONWARD DUTIABLE IN ONE
MONTH STOP REFERRING YOUR REFERENCE
TO AYE HIGH HONOR EYE BEG YOU PRESENT
MY HUMBLE DUTY TO HER MAJESTY AND
REQUEST THAT EYE MAY BE PERMITVED
COMMA IN ALL HUMILITY COMMA TO DE-
CLINE THE SIGNAL FAVOR HER MAJTESTY
15 GRACIOUS ENOUGIL TO PROPOSE TO CON-
FER UPON HER HUMBLE AND OBEDIENT
SERVANT BRACKET TO MAILEDFIST PLEASE
PUT THIS IN THE APPROFRIATE WORDS TO
THE PRIME MINISTER BRACKET EYE AM AYE
SCOTTISH PEASANT AND EYE WILL ALWAYS
FEEL AT HOME BEING A SCOTTISH PEASANT
AND EYE KNOW COMMA SIR COMMA THAT
YOU WILL UNDERSTAND MY PREFERENCE
AND THAT EYE CAN COUNT ON YOUR IN-
DULGENCE BRACKET LETTER CONFIRMING
FOLLOWS IMMEDIATELY BRACKET ENDIT
OHOHSEVEN.”

Mary Goodnight closed her book with
a snap. Bond smiled. “I'd like all those
things. The romantic streak of the 515—
and of the Scot, for the matter of that. 1
just refuse to call myself Sir James Bond.
I'd laugh at myscll every time 1 looked in
the mirror to shave. It’s just not my ling,
Mary. The thought makes me positively
shudder. 1 know Ml understand. He
thinks much the same way about these
things as I do. Trouble was, he had w0
more or less mherit his K with the job.
Anyway, there it is and I shan’t change
my mind, 56 you cin buzz that oll and
I'll write M a letter of confirmation this
eveming. Any other business®”

“Well, there is one thing, James.”
Mary Goodnight looked down her preay
nose. “Matron says vou can leave at the
end of the week, but that there’s got to
be another three weeks” convalescence.
Had you got any plans where to go? You
have to be in reach of the hospital.”

“No ideas. What do you suggesi”

“Well, er, I've got this little villa up
by Mona dam, James.” Her voice hur-
ried. “It's gor quite a nice spare room
looking out over Kingston harbor, and
it’s cool up there. And il you don’t mind
shaving a bathroom.” She blushed. “I'm
afraid there’s no chaperone, but you
know, in Jamaica, people don’t mind
that sort of thing.”

“What sort of thing?” said Bond, teas-
ing her.

“Don’t be silly, James. You know, un-
marricd couples sharing the same house
and so on.”

“Oh, that sort of thin
dashing 1o me. By the w
room  decorated

! Sounds pretty
ay, is vour hed-
i pink, with white
Julousics, and do you sleep under a
mos(uito nee:”’

She looked surprised. “Yes. How did
vou know:” When he didn’t answer, she
hwrried on. “And  James, it's not far
from the Liguanca Club and vou can go
there and play bridee, and goll when

you get better. There'll he plenty of peo-
ple for you to talk to. And then of
course I can cook and sew buttons on for
vou and so on.”

Of all the doom-raught graffii a
woman can write on the wall, those are
the most insidious, the most deadly.

James Bond. in the full possession of
his senses, with his eyes wide open, his
feet flat on the linoleum floor, stuck his
head blithely between the mink-lined
jaws of the wap. He said, and meant it,
“Goodnight. You're an angel”

At the same time, he knew, deep
down, that love from Mary Goodnight,
or from any other woman, not
enough for him. It would be like wking
“a room with a view.” For [immnes Bond,
the same view would always pall,

Wwius

This concludes the four-part sevializa-
tion of lan Fleming's final James Bond
novel, “The Man with the Golden Gun.”

“I call 1t lobbying, too.”
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PUONCH BOWL

Blend until smooth. Pour over block of
ice in punch bowl. Add both kinds of
rum, pineapple juice and mango nectar.
Stir well. Let mixture ripen 1 hour
before serving. Cut remaining 2 ba-
nanas into slices about 14 in. thick. Cut
limes into thin slices. Float banana and
lime slices on punch.

PHI BETA BLUEBERRY

1 filth vodka, 100 proof

16 ozs. Metaxa

16 ozs. bottled blueberry syrup

12 ozs. lemon juice

2 quarts club soda

2 lemons

1 pint cultivated blueberries

Chill all ingredients. Pour vodka,
Metaxa, blueberry syrup and lemon juice
over large block of ice in punch bowl.
Let mixture ripen [ hour before serv-
ing. Pour club soda into bowl and stir.
Cut lemons into thin slices. Float lemon
slices and blueberries on punch.

(continued from page 70)

APPLE GINGER PUNCH

24 ozs. apple brandy, either calvados
or applejack

2 ozs. maraschino ligueur

2 ors. kirsch

I quart pincapplegrapefruit juice

24 ozs. preen ginger wine

1 quart plus 1 pint ginger beer

2 red apples

2 yellow apples

Chill all ingredients. Pour all liquids
except ginger beer over large block of
ice in punch bowl. Stir well. Let mixture
ripen I hour. Cut apples, with skin, into
wedgelike slices, discarding core. Just
before serving, pour ginger beer into
bowl. Float apple slices on top.

MOSELLE BOWL
1 very ripe pineapple, medium size
12 ozs. sugar
12 ozs. Grand Marnier
16 ozs. brandy
4 24-0z. bottles moselle wine

“Any society that must kill lions to prove its manhood
is not ready for self-government.”

I quart large ripe strawberries

Cut ends off pincapple; remove shell
and all “eyes” and cut lengthwise into
4 picces. Cut away hard core from
each picce, then cut crosswise into thin
slices. Place pincapple, sugar, Grand
Marnier and brandy in salad bowl or
mixing bowl. Marinate, covered, mn re-
[rigerator at least 24 hours—A8 hours if
possible. Wine must be well chilled.
Pour wine into punch bowl with large
block of ice. Add pineapple mixture and
stir well. Let mixture ripen in bowl 14
hour before serving. Cut stems off straw-
berries. Cut lengthwise in half and floar
on punch.

CAPE COD CRANBERRY PUXNCH

2 quarts plus 6 ozs. cranberry juice

I quart 100-proof vodka

6 ozs. cherry liqueur

1 tablespoon orange-flower water

24 ozs. orange juice

I teaspoon ground cinnamon

V4 teaspoon ground allspice

L4 teaspoon ground nutmeg

2 limes

Chill all liquid ingredients. Mix cin-
namon, allspice and nutmeg with a
small amount of vodka until a smooth
paste, free of lumps, is formed. Pour the
paste and all other liquids over large
block of ice in punch bowl. Stir well. Let
mixture ripen 1 hour before serving.
Cut limes into thin slices and float on
punch.

FLORENTINE PUNCH

2 2l-oz. boutles coffee-cream marsala
wine

2 24.0z. boutles Ttalian rosé wine

1 fifth plus 8 ozs. brandy

4 ozs. lemon juice

2 oranges

Chill all ingredients. Pour both kinds
of wine, brandy and lemon juice over
large block of ice m punch bowl. Stir
well. Let mixwre ripen 1 hour. Cut
oranges into thin slices. Cut slices in hall
and float on punch.

CHAMPAGNE BLUES

4 filths dry champagne

I hlth blue curagao

8 ozs. lemon juice

Pecl of 2 lemons

Chill all ingredients. Cut lemon peel
into strips 114 10 2 ins. long and 14 in.
wide, Pour curagao and lemon juice into
glass punch bowl. Stir well. Add cham-
pagne and sur slightly. Float lemon peel,
yellow side up, in bowl. Do not use ice
i punch bowl. It may be surrounded
by cracked ice, if desired, by placing
glass bowl in bowl ol kwrger dinmeter.,

The high-spirited  anthology abave
would do honor to the best efforis of a
Garrick or a Johnson, and might even
slake the thirst of Admiral Russell,
Come, gentlemen, fill the cup . . .



IR0 B 0 LN (continued from page 67)

I was in love with her. T followed her
from a distance. I thought about her all
day, and I dreamed about her at night.
Finally, I got up enough nerve to ask
her to go with me to a school dance. She
laughed in my face and said I didn’t
appeal to her because T had a hooknose.

1 looked in the mirror. 1 knew 1
wasn't a handsome devil. I knew T had a
tendency to plumpness. A Clock Gable
(that's what Grandma called him) I knew
I wasn't. What I saw in the mirror was
a fat, ugly gargoyle with a hooknose like
the beak of a vulture. Well, from thar
day unul June 6, 1944, for ten vears, 1
felt such a shame about my ugly nose
that 1 would not sit in profile to any-
body. If I was with someone, I always
sat divectly in front of him—or especial-
ly her. If 1 was traveling in a bus or
strectcar full ol strangers, 1 would sit
with my hand over my nose and pretend
to be rubbing it thoughtfully. I had this
sense ol shame that 1 had something aw-
ful on me, something 1 couldn’'t cover
up. and people could see it wherever |
woenit.

When I got out ol the Army | took mv
S200 mustering-out pay and 1 went w a
cernn Dr. Oscar Becker in Chicago. On
June 6. 1944, it was D day. at the Mi-
chael Reese hospital, he performed a
submucous resection on my nose, what
they call a plastic job. He supposedly
gave me a beautiful Greek nose. Also, [
am supposed to breathe better, although
this hasn’t happened yer, and my nose
was 21 years old in June

Dr. Becker was a lamous man in those
days among self-conscious Jewish girls
and boys. His fee was $200, and it in-
cluded hospital, surgery and pre- and
postoperative treatment. 1 suppose now
it is probably around 52000.

I was terrified of the operation. Dr.
Becker gave me a local anesthetic, so 1
was conscious while he was chipping
away with a little mallet and chisel on
my lormerly ugly nose. To [orget my
fears during the operation, I started
singing a current hit song and Dr. Beck-
er sang the aliernate lines.

I sang: “Won't you tell me when . ..

Dr. Becker: “We will meet again?”

Together: “Sunday, Monday or al

ways?”

Alter I caome out with my new nose,
nobody noticed that 1 looked any
different. But [ felt better, and this

shame about my nose went away, and
was soon replaced by different shames, ol
course.

Among my counterparts at the Uni-
versity of 1llinois. Northwestern Univer-
sity and the University of Chicago, Dr.
Becker's noses  blossomed  everywhere.
You could recognize a Becker nose. It
had a special and distinct design, like the

post-War Buicks with the three holes, 1
hasten o add that Dr. Becker's noses
had only the standard two holes.

- - -

But the Buicks did have three holes,
and I must digress 1o tell vou that 1 am
very proud to be one of the lew people
m the world who know the authentic
name of these holes in the Buicks. When
that model came out in 1949, myv hiend
Howard Merrill and I were writing
comedy together, and we were curtous
about the three holes in the new Buidck.

The American  public loved those
three holes. One season the Buick peo-
ple eliminared the three holes, and the
public was outraged, and not one single
Buick was sold that year, so the next
year they restored the holes, and every
thing was all better. Well, neither How
ard nor 1 could attord a Buick of om
own. but we liked those holes oo and
we went around asking Buick owners
whv thev loved their holes, and they
couldn’t or wouldn't answer. We'd ask
them what the holes were called, and
they would shrug their shoulders and
say. “Who knows?”

. “Holes. Holes arve holes.”

tn, “Dont bother me with foolish
questions.”

some ol them blushed when asked this
question, and we concluded that these
holes are some sort ol sex symbol, and
that people who drive Buicks are getting
some kind of jollics that Pontiac and
Mercury owners can never really know
or feel

To this day, Buicks sull have the three
holes, and the bigger, more expensive
models have jour holes. The Buick peo-
ple have driven their designers crazy
redesigning these holes tor 16 years, and
they have presented the American public
with round holes, square holes. teardrop-
shaped holes, oblong holes, rectangular
holes, rhomboid holes, parallelogram
holes—every kind of hole that engineer-
ing science has yet created, but, American
know-how and ingenuity being what it is,
I'm sure we can look forward to new and
more thrilling holes [rom the Buick peo-
ple in the yvears to come. It is all a part
of what President Johnson has called
The Great Society.

The other car manulacturers have
ricd to compete with Buick in many
ways. They have put protuberances on
their cws—Ilitde things that stick out;
they have folded and sculpted the sheet
metal; bur the simple faith ol the Buick
people in their three holes comes shin-
g through. year alter year, and we
Americans know a good thing when we
see it.

I live in Hollywood, where vou sce
people driving Rolls-Royees and Mark
X Jaguars and Dual-Ghias; but when
they ger out ol their 525,000 cars in

front of the Beverly Hills Hotel, their
laces lack the serenity. the basic animal
satisfaction, of the Buick owners, who
drive up, get ourt ol the car, pat it softly
on the trunk, sigh and light a cigarette
as they leave their beloved three-holed
machine and enter the pink hotel.

And so, many vears ago, when How-
ard Merrill and I first saw the true
meaning and importance of these three
holes in the Buick, we wanted to know
what the name of these holes was. And
we asked Buick owners and Buick deal-
ers. 100, but they didn't know; so finally
we wiote to General Motors, and after
manv wecks there came a reply. The
holes are called:

Cruiserline Ventipoits.

Honest 1o God, that s their name. 1
wouldn't make up such a thing.

Bewween  Geraldine’s disparaging  ve-
mark and the Dr. Becker nose, ten years
elapsed. Ten years in which 1 was un-
able 1o make overtures—let alone first
acts—to lovely nice girls for whom ]
vearned. But 1 did not starve for femi-
nine companionship, thank God.

There was Shmoozie.

It was during one ol my periodical
migrations to Chicago. 1 was auending
Tuley High School and living with
Grandma and Grandpa across the street
Irom Humboldt Park. Shmoozie was a
girl on the block.

1 believe that on every block in Amer-
ica there exists a Shmoozie. Of course,
nowadays blocks arent what they used
to be, because they now have these gar-
den housing developments with subdi-
ons and play areas, and the streets are
curved and don’t begin and end the way
a real streer should. and people don't
live on square blocks anvmore. and
nowadays they wouldn’t write a song like
Love Is Just Avound the Corner, beeanse
there s no LOoTnet

But in those davs there was a corner
on every block, and there was ar least one
Shmoozie on every block. She was a girl
who was anybody’s girl. Shmoozie was all
we ever called her, and nobody ever
knew her by any other name, first or
last. Shimoozie was a girl that when it
came time lor sex education you went to
Shmoozie. Usually another boy fixed you
up with her, and you went out in
Humboldt Park afier wwilight in the
summer  evenings, toward ten o'clock,
and vou crept into the bushes there, and
Shmoozie let you {ool with her privates
or, in her case, her publics.

Fhere was a whole summer in Chicago
when | was hiding in the bushes with
her every night pracricallv and it got me
real hot and aasy.

Shunooxe, wherever you are foday,
and whatever high  josition you mav
hold in the councils of American wom-
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anhood, I shall be forever grateful to
Yo,

I do not know what has become of the
Shmoozies of America today, but [rom
what I hear, I think what has happened
is that every ginl has opened up a liule
Shmoozie depariment of her own. But in
the days of my yvouth, before World War
I, there was sull a difference between
the so-called respectable girls and  the
shmoozies: The former wouldn't, and
the Latter would. Mavbhe the Shmoo-
zics had neurotic problems that made
them shmooze quickly: 1 don’t know. Be-
cause when any guy on the block had a
dine with Shmoozie, it was with the ex-
press purpose ol going behind a bush in
Humboldr Park and doing stufl with her.
You didn’t have o take her to the mov-
ics. You didn’t have to buy her a soda.
You didn’t have 10 give her a build-up or
use a line or give her a snow job. She just
put out. It was her way of making
fricnds—and of me she made a lilelong
friend.

Sad to say, I can’t for the life of me
recall what she looked like, or the color
of her hair or her eves, because 1 never
saw her except in the dark.

But I must tell you that even alter
that long hot crazy summer with Shmoo-
zie, when I lelt Chicigo o go back to
Los Angeles, I was still, technically, a
virgin,

When next we find me, yovo that 1
am, I iim bouncing in Los Angeles again.
This was during mv all-day movie peri-
od. T was about 14 or 15, and my sex lile
consisted  of  wild, passionate dreams
which costarred Alice Fave and/or Bety
Grable and /or Ginger Rogers. (Much as
I loved the Marx Brothers picuues, 1
was never able 1o ger up any sex fanta-
stes featuring Margaret Dumont.) But
now, looking back on these torrid
dreams—now, when 1 osce Miss Faye or
Miss Grable or Miss Rogers on the Late
Late Show, they seem as virginal and in-
nocent as Iowas then. Compared 1o
Romy Schneider and AMarilvn Monroe
and Elizabeth Taylor, the sexpots of mv
puberty could have banded wogether and
opened a nunnery.

- - -

Next cune Condhita.

My steplather had hegun wheeling and
dealing. and for a while there he was in
the chips and my parents now had a
sleep-in maid. This  luscious  Mexican
areature, Conchita, got my libido all fired
up, and she knew it She was about 17
years old, and unreasonably well devel-
oped, with long black haiv and hips that
operated on a 21-jewel movement as she
slithered  around  the house. Conchita
could simglebreastedly have laid waste
the entire Boy Scout movement.

I followed her around like a hypno-
tized bird following a snake. T had the
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night long, 1 violated the Official Boy
Scout regulations.

After a few weeks, Conchita had me
doing the housework, pushing the carpet
sweeper, or washing the dishes, while she
stood in the corner with her motor run-
ning. cating my mother’s candy and sing-
mg Perfidia or La Cucaracha in Spanish.

That was when I got the mumps, and
the doctor came o the house and
warned me that I must not get out of
bed wuntil T was cured, because the
mumps cin be very serious 10 a young
bov (in lact. onc’s testicles can atrophy).
But how could T stav in bed when all
through the day I could hear the sugges-
uve rustlings ol Conchita’s dress and the
sensuous surains of her off-key Perfidia,
and every few minutes she would insin-
uate her bosom into my room just to see
il T was all right? I aawled out ol bed.
Just to see her smile. Just to be in the
same room with her. 1 followed her
around the house, oblivious to the pain
m my groin, thinking it was passion,
when actually it was the swan song of
one of my testicles. I am pointing this
out not for sensationalism, but because
I am wying 1o give this article all of the
suspense and cliff-hanger aspects that it
had in real life. I only want you to know,
dear reader, that when Conchita ran
away o get married a month Later, there
I was, a mere youth of 15, with only one
Lall left, and sttt a wvivgin.

- - -

Now we come to Miss Giggle.

I guess it was my junior year in high
school, a bunch of my friends decided
that I had been a virgin long enough,
and they ook me 1o San Berdoo.

San Berdoo is the nickname ol a town
called San Bernardino, about 60 miles
[rom Los Angeles. If you are old enough
to have listened o the old Bob Hope ra-
dio show, you will remember he used o
make a lot ol jokes about San Berdoo,
and you probably didn't understand
why the studio audience laughed their
heads ol Tt was a Southern California
“mside” joke. Everybody in Los Angeles
Knew that Sam Berdoo had a swreet, D
Street, on which  every house was a
whorchouse, rvanging [rom what they
called the bull pen, where you walked
mto a hule courtvard and all around
you in tiny stucco houses there were girls
hanging out ol windows, asking il you
wanted "o have a lide party:” where
the price was one dollar, on up to the
firsiclass houses, where the price was
two dollars.

The whole idea sounded very racy to
me. A horny group of five ol us was or-
ganized by my [riend Morton, and one
Friday night we drove out to San Ber-
doo. I was pretty nervous and shaky, but
Morton was a model ol self-confidence.
He parked the car and we wrooped up
the stairs ol a large [rame house and

Morton rang the bell. A middle-aged,
white-haired woman opened the door.

“Why, good evening, Morton,” she
said, “and how are yon?”

I don’t think T will cver again be
quite as mpressed as I was ae that mo-
ment when the madam called Morton by
his first name. And this was one ol the
Lancy two-dollar places.

We went into the house, and there
was a parlor and five girls came out, one
for cach ol us, and we all had the hots in
two scconds. The one with me wis not
the one 1 really wanted. She was a
plump bleached blonde with a weird
gigele. The one I liked was fooling with
one of my friends: she looked a liule
like Conchita, but I didn't have the
heart 1o reject the prostitute sitting on
my lap. I have never been able 1o say o
any  human  being—man, woman, or
child, prostitute or President—"1 don't
want vou. I want the one over there.”

So I went upstairs with Aiss Giggle,
inte a hwle bedroom which was her
working quarters.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

“What Tor?” I asked.

“What for? What do you mean, what
for?”

I had never been naked in [ront of
any female except my mother in my life.

“Just a minute here!” 1 said.

Miss Giggle unbutoned or unsnapped
something in back of her, and all of a
sudden she was naked. She was the first
all-naked girl 1 had ever scen.

“See” she said, “easy. Now I'll help
you.

sShe did, and she was the soul of
efhcicency.

Then she went and got a pan and
filled it with warm water and soap.

“What are you doingz” 1 asked, stand-
ing there naked. wying w cover mvsell
with my hands like September Morn.

“First 1 wash you,” she said.

Cleanliness, 1 thought, is mext lo
godliness.

But 1t had nothing o do with clean-
liness. The Tact s that Miss Giggle and
her associites had a lot ol clientele like
me. 15-16 vears old and very horny and
standing there naked with a naked lady
for the first time in vour life, and by the
time she had finished soaping you, forget
i, Charlie. it was all over,

When I went down the stairs, T gave
the other guys the signal as i o say it
had been real great. Bedruse, goddamnit,
I was not going to admit that I had now
been o a whorchouse and still hadn't
gotten laid.

L L] -

At this point, dear reader, you might
be thinking to yowrself: “Good [ord,
this man is 39 years old, is he going to
tell us that he’s still a vivgin?”

Read on and be assured that your sus-
pense s almost at an end. For in the



“But, Mr. Hefner,
I spectfically asked for
a transfer to a Playboy Club
city with a low pollen count.”

=N Lewis
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next paragraphs I get deflowered by a
girl for whom, to this day, I have mixed
emotions which run from gratitude o
rage, and back.

- - -

Her name was Eleanor.

I had a reputation even in high school
for being funny, and Eleanor kind of
liked me, and a bunch of us went on a
wienie bake to the beach at Santa Moni-
ca. It was night and we roasted hot dogs
and toasted marshmallows and  drank
Cokes on the sand, and later when the
fire became glowing embers, we wemt in
swimming, and alterward we huddled
together on the blankets we had brought
to keep warm. Not only did one thing
lead to another, but T made every effort
to speed up the whole process, and
Eleanor made very liule effort o slow
it down, and the next thing I knew we
were doing it. We were doing it prety
good as far as | was concerned, and 1
remember thinking, This is even betler

than it’s cracked up to be, and then 1
remember losing track of what 1 was
thinking, and then, just at the very
moment when she should have said al-
most anything else, Elcanor whispered
to me the most crushing words 1 had ever
heard:

“Say something . .
said.

Well, theve you have 1t. There you
have my years of puhr'rf}', and as I look
hack over them, and as I rvealize that I
now have two childven, both going
through these awful years, I wonder, Oh
God I wonder, why it has to be like that.
Why does it have (o be that every hu-
man being I've ever mel is hung up and
mixed up and tovtured all his life by the
mistakes and fumblings and shames and
gutlls of those years? Wiy can’t there be
a simple way, a beantiful way for a child
to encounter this loveliest experience on
carth for the first lime?

. funny,” Eleanor

“Don’t get any ideas—I'm just here for scolding.”

APERRANY REEGSHN,

(continued from page 71)

Carbide cannons that had gathered
dust in basements for a year roared
out, greeting the dawn, By seven a.M. the
first dozen pairs of evebrows were black-
ened and  singed, and .'lll'f.‘;t(l)' the
wounded were being buttered with Un-
guentine and sent back into the [ray.
The sun rose higher and higher; the
asphalt began to simmer quietly and
stick to the tres and tenmis shoes of the
passing throngs. Lilac bushes drooped
Tragvantly and the cicadas buzzed in the
cottonwoods. And through it all the
steady, rolling salvos of exploding ten-
inchers, in counterpoint to the machine-
gun fusillade of Chinese hrecrackers, paid
homage 1o our War of Independence.

As the day wore on, the barrage grew
steadily louder; but Kissel had not yet
made his appearance. He was undoubt-
edly stoking his private furnace in prep-
aration for his own pyrotechnical piéce
de résistance—which, when it came, was
well worth waiting for. Liule did we
realize that we were shortly to be the
observers of a scene that would be re-
counted around warm  hearths  through
the long winter months ol vears to come.

Up in Chicago, the White Sox and the
St. Louis Browns had worked their way
painlully into the wop of the third of
the first game, a scoreless tie, when Kis
sel appeared on the shimmering horizon,
weaving  spectacularly and  carrving  a
large paper bag with the painstaking
care of which only a totally committed
drunk is capable. At first no one paid
much attention to the struggling figure
as it inched its way from lamppost 1o
fireplug. Little girls burned sparklers on
porches, and I was carefully depleating a
string of Chinese ladyfingers. These are
uny firecrackers with pleated fuses, all
woven together, and designed for the
rich and profligate to fire off simulia-
neously by simply lighting the main luse.
No kid i his right mind ever did that,
ol course; instead, we carvelully disen-
gaged them and hred them off one by one
—under garbage cans, on porches and
behind dogs. My mother, at regular in-
tervals, called from the kitchen window
the Fourth of July litany of all mothers:

“You're going o lose an eve il you're
not carelul!™ This was, of course, purely
ritualistic, and was only a minor annoy-
ance. Bruner had already suflered a flesh
wound ol a routine nature: His right
hand was swathed in grease-soaked gauze,
heroic proof that he could hold a three-
incher in his hand when it went off and
still survive. He was now back on the
scene, working as a lefty.

In short, it was a Fourth like any oth-
er, up to the moment Kissel Iurched to a
halt in the middle of the street, reached
into his paper bag—and pulled out the
most  simster, the most awe-inspiring
Dago bomb ever scen in northern Indi-




ana. It was a thing of truly prodigious
stature, being fully a foot and a half
high and a good three inches in diame-
ter, and 1 was the first all-black Dago
bomb anyone had ever seen. Startled
faces appeared at windows: sparklers
flickered out for blocks around; kids
started converging [rom woodsheds, wree
houses and vacant lots, gathering around
Kissel in a growing circle—at a respectful
distance. With the maddening delibera-
tion of the perpetually foghound, Kissel
Iaboriously positioned the black beauty
dead in the center of the asphalt road-
wity and stood back to survey the scene,
weaving slightly. The crowd drew back
and watched silently, excitement hang-
ing over the multitude in a thin blue
haze. The cbony monster swood  bolt
upright and alool. Waves ol heat from
the pavement caused the scene 1o ke
on a strange, shimmering unreality.
Only the dull grunts ol distant can-
nonading broke the stillness. The skics
overhead were gray and threatening.

Kissel, at stage center, struggled to
find a match—the way drunks invariably
do, going through pocket after pocket
after pocker [umblingly, hnding only
pencil stubs and brass keys. It seemed to
go on lorever, until hnally a wense on-
looker stepped forward with a book of
matches. Kissel ok it gravely. paused
for a moment, and then belched—a deep,
round, satislying, shuddering burp of
the sort that can come only from a vast
internal lake of green beer. The crowd
applauded and shilted impatiently, all
eyes riveted on the dull black menace
that stood with such dignity in the cen-
ter of the road.

Finally he struck a march; instantly, it
went out. He struck another. It, 1o,
flickered and died. And another, and an-
other. The audience grew restive, but no
one dared to leave. In [act, more viewers
of this historic event were arriving by
the minute. Kissel, as is so often the case
with the serious drunk, scemed totally
unaware ol the drama he was creating,
and with furrowed concentration contin-
ued o surugsle with the mawchbook,
lighting match after match. Suddenly,
out of the arowd, a kid darted, an expe-
rienced  detonator of high  explosives:
shoving into Kissel's palsied hand a stick
ol briskly smoldering punk, he wrned
and scurried back into the throng—and
into the pages ol local folk history.
Thinking at first that he had been given
a cigar, Kissel gazed at it numbly for a
moment and then dimly perceived that
here was the means ol lighting the [use
ol the colossal Dago bomb.

Shuffling forward, punk in hand, he
made several futile passes at the fuse,
With cach lunge the crowd retreated,
and then, with the inevitability of Greek
drama, in the tut silence, the telliale
hiss sounded forth clear and unmistak-
able. The assemblage rolled back in a
mighty wave, then turned and waited,

cringing—while Kissel, unaware that the
fuse was lit, continued to fumble at it
with his punk. Someone called out:

“Hey, Kissel, Tor God sake, it’s Lit!™

Kissel raised his head questioningly
and said:

“What's lic?"

Time was growing short. Kissel didn't
budge. The [luse was disuppearing.
Then, suddenly and without warning,
the ominous hissing stopped. Fuses had
been known o lie dormant like this
lor hours, scemingly extinguished—and
oz o

Oblivious, Kissel continued his labors
with the punk. A moment later the
weacherous fuse, in its  unpredictable
way, began to hiss [rantically. Seeing at
Iast that the monster was lit, Kissel be-
gan his getaway. Recling in a hall arcle,
befuddled, wrailing punk smoke, he stag-
gered forward—and knocked the Ulack
monster over on ils side, still hissing
ficrcely, and only seconds remaining!

The crowd, seeing disaster unreeling
belore its eyes, hit the dirt en masse,
Those on the Iringes dove into the bush-
es: others simply moaned pitcously and
dug in. It was good waining, as events
turned out, for later years. The Dago
bomb lay on its side, is ugly snout
aimed at the houses that stood 200 [eet
or 50 away. Cooler members ol the mob
shouted 1o those in the houses:

“Look out, it's coming! Close your
windows!"

The luse sputtered on. Kissel himselr,
now aware of the nature of the rapidly
approaching catastrophe, made a cour-
ageous but futile attempt to right the
bomb. Someone yelled: “Get down, Kis-
sel, you'll ger killed!” He [ell over
backward and lay flattened on the as-
phalt, waiting for the call of his Maker,

And then it happened. With a sting-
ing, shuddering report, the black mon-
ster propelled s deadly carwridge of
dynamite out along the earth in a skip-
ping, sizzling, screaming horizontal tra-
jectory that struck terror into the very
marrow of the bones ol those [ortunate
enough to be on the scene. Parting
spectators like the Red Sea, 1t skimmed
over the sidewalk, across the lawn and,
with a whistling sizzle, zoomed under
Kissel's front porch. For a long, preg-
mant moment the universe stood still.
Fingernails  clawed  the earth;  heads
burrowed into hedges. Then . . .

KAA-ROOONM!

The thunderous explosion rocked the
neighborhood. The slats of Kissel's porch
bellowed  outward;  its  Hoor  boards
plunged instindy to the ground. A great
yellow, swirling cloud of dust rose over
the lilac bushes. Another eternity passed
—perhaps three seconds—and then an-
other, and louder, detonation thundered
over the landscape:

KA-KAA-BAA-ROOOM!—this  time
caving in the rose trellis of the house
next door. The crowd heaved and dug

deeper as two more giant explosions—
KAA-RAAA-BOOM! BOOM!— sounded
almost as one, these two under Mr.
Strickland’s Pontiac. A heavy cloud of
dust swirled for a moment and all was
still, except for the pattering of the
quict raindrops—and oil [rom Mnr.
Swrickland’s crankcase.

Kissel slowly pulled himsell w0 his
knees and made his statement, which has
become part of the legend:

"My God, what a doozy!™

He had said it for all of us. As the
crowd gor slowly 1o its feet amid the
quiet tinkling of glass and the heavy,
sensual smell of oxidized dynamite, they
were hushed with awe; they knew they
had been evewitnesses 10 history.

- - -

I idly stirred my third bloody mary
as off m the middle distance another
mufiled blast [rom the construction gang
bloomphed and jiggled the bottles be-
hind the bar. A passing cab sent a
reflected shalt of light across the mirror
behind the bar. It broke into a thousand
colors amid the bottles, and subtly I was
reminded ol yer another historic mo-
ment in the annals of Fourth of July
celebrations—my father’s showdown with
a Roman candle.

The Roman candle, a truly noble and
inspired piece of the pyrotechnician’s
art, 15 a long, slender wand that spews
forth colored, flaming balls that arch
high into the midmight sky, one alier the
other, with magnificent eftect. Held in
the hand, it is one of the few picces of
lireworks that call fTor real talent and
skill on the part of the operator. The
Roman candle is graded according to
the number of fireballs it can discharge,
ranging [rom eight to, in some cascs, as
high as two dozen, but these are very
rare and expensive. There are few expe-
riences that rival for sheer unadulter-
ated ecstasy the feel of a Roman candle
in full bloom, launching its fireballs into
the heavens with that distinetive PLOCK
... ssssssss ... PLOCK . | . ssssssss L. .
PLOCK . . . sound, and the slight recoil
as each missile arches heavenward.

My lather was unquestionably one ol
the great Roman-candle men ol his time.
That is, until that awful night when he
met i Roman candle that was fully his
match, if not more. He was so irresistibly
drawn to fireworks that he actually be-
came the proprictor ol a freworks stand
unique commercial establishment
that has, like the May fly, a short but
very merry life. For those who have
never seen a fireworks stand, a briefl
description would not be amiss. They
were uswitlly wooden stands, ex—roadside
fruit dispensaries, [estooned with red,
white and blue bunting, over which was
a large red-on-white sign reading simply
FIREWORKS. And the shelves were lined
with the greatest assorument of potent
pleasure this side of the Bilunore har.

Space does not allow a [ull enumera-
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tion of all these magnificent creations:
the Mount Vesuvius, for example—a sil-
ver cone that when lit and placed on the
ground spewed forth a glorious shower
of gold, blue and white sparks high into
the air. emulating the eruption ol its
namesake; the racks of slender, sinuous
Roman candles ol several calibers: and
arsenals of Dago hombs, of course. And
there were the cherry bombs—ah, whar
pristine. geometric. tensile beauty; per-
fect orbs of brilliant cirmine red, packed
chockablock with imminent destruction;
and the torpedoes-—malevolent weapons
designed for hand-to-hand celebration.
Many a grown man today curries in
liis shins a peppering of tiny round peb-
bles sustained [rom wo-close [amiliarity
with this tiny terror, For the uninitianed
1 should explain that the torpedo was
perhaps an inch high and a half inch in
diameter, made to be hurled against
a brick wall or a passing Hupmobile—
a contact weapon of singular violence
that showered its shrapnel—tiny rock
fragments—over an arca of 50 yards or
more. But the lordly monarch ol them
all was the skyrocket. Skyrockets were
available in a  wantalizing  varviety of
pay loads—Irom the tiny 25-cent variety,
hardly larger than a five-incher, which
was wired to a yellow pine stick topped
with a red nose cone and mide 1o be
launched from an upright, empty quart
milk bottle; up to the mammoth five-
dollar rocket that stood a full four feet
and was launched from a special angle
iron and handled with extreme care—it
being possible 1o bring down a DC-3
with the proper hand on the sights.
There were pinwheels, too, which
came in many sizes and colors and could,
if misused, be no less spectacularly disas-
wrous. I personally saw one pinwheel
climb right up the side ol a garage, over
the roof. and spin a block and a half
down the alley before it finally fizzled
out—after burning down 300 feet of
fence and two chicken eoops. There
were many other fireworks of a lesser na-
ture, such as red devils, which were a
particularly unpleasant picce ol busi-
ness: red, paper-covered tablets designed
to be scratched on the pavement or
ground under vour heel o a spuuering,
hissing nastiness. They didn't explode,
merely hissed and burned and gave stu-
pendous hotfoots to anyone who hap-
pened 1o siep on them. There were also
prosaic lirecrackers of all sizes and de-
grees ol destructiveness, and  sissified
odds and ends for grandmothers, girls
andd smaller  kids—sparklers, caps and
those strange little aspirin-size tablets
that when lit produced a long, sinuously
climbing ash and were called “snukes.”
All of these and more my father dis-
pensed over the counter at his fireworks
stand on the state highway, where the
heat waves rose and fell and the big-
time spenders bought the stufl by the

156 bagluls lor their blondes and their egos.

As the Fourth drew close, his stock
ol fireworks slowly dwindled unul the
day isell arrived. The outht from which
my [ather ordered the stult wouldn't take
any material back that wasn’tsold, which
meant that as the Fourth drew to a close,
what was sull lelt on the shelves was
ours 10 detonate and revel in. It was the
Depression. ol course, and few families
had more than a couple of dollus or so
1o spend on gunpowder, so our entire
neighborhood would wait Tor our return
[rom the closed stand on the last mo-
ments ol the Fourth. About T1:30 par—
the sky above filled with bursting aerial
bombs and skvrockets, the rattle of cherry
bombs and muskerry thrumming darkly
in the distance—my father would say,
"OK. lets close up,” and immediately
begin 1o load what was left of his stock
into the Oldsmobile. Usually we had left
a lew of the greatest, heaviest and most
expensive picces, as well as several pounds
of torpedoes and sons-o-guns, @ few huge
rockets and a couple dozen big pinwheels
and a rack or two of heavy-caliber Roman
candles.

When we arrived home on this par-
ticular Fourth, the neighbors were already
standing on the porches and in driveways
and lining the curbs and watching from
windows. My father unpacked his weap-
onry in the vacant lot on the corner. Sur-
rounded by his boxes of ammunition, he
was a magnificent figure of a man—ien
feet tall, at least—as he prepared 10
bombard the heavens on behali of [ree-
dom and the Stars and Stripes.

An artist of pyrotechniques, he pro-
gramed his displays like a true showman,
starting off with a few nondescript pin-
wheels and Mount Vesuviuses, gradually
working up through the lesser skyrockets
and aerial bombs to his final statement,
a brace ol great Roman candles [ully five
fect an length and 1wo inches in diame-
ter. He rose to his absolute fullness of
artistic power when clutchimg one of
these 24-ball beauties, his body swaving
sinuously with the innate rhythm of the
born Roman-candle shooter as he sent
ball after ball arcing higher and higher
into the midnight skics.

The appliuse had grown from stage to
stage, through the skyrockets, and now
he stood in the center of the arena, the
flickering lights of distant acrial displays
silhouerting him against the night sky as
he took out the two magnificent Roman
candles that he had saved for last—the
largest and most powerful of his al.
He was one ol the few Roman-candle
men who ever darved 1o fire two candles
at once, using both hands simultaneous-
ly: timing each 10 alternate launching
with the other, thereby achieving an al-
most continuous display of spectacular
Roman-candle artistry.

It was now no more than a minute or
two before mdnight, and another
Fourth of July would be history. Milk-
ing the moment theatrically for all it

was worth. he lit both candles. The
crowd surged forward. Then the first
ball-PLOCK—arched green and spar-
kling from his left hand, high up over
the aclephone wires 1oward a distant
clond. PLOCK-—his right hand spit a
golden comet, even higher than the firse.
His timing was magnificent! PLOCK—
the left hand shot a scarler sweak up-
ward even higher. PLOCK—again the
right hand. PLOCK PLOCK—now they
were coming [aster and faster as my old
man picked up the beat, and the cowd
sensed a perlormance in progress that
was 1o become classical in its execution.

On the horizon Hickered the lightning
of a gathering summer storm. PLOCK—
my [ather sent another ball blazing
white into the northern skies. PLOCK—
i blue one, this time toward the Big
Dipper. PLOCK—a green arrow darted
toward the moon. The audience swayed
in unison as my father, both arms weav-
mg  magically, paid homage with his
synchronized Roman candles o General
Washington and the Conunental Con-
gress, to the Boston Tea Party and the
Minutemen. It was almost midnight now
and my lather, displaying the bravura of
a Roman-candle Beethoven, knew that
he was down to the last three balls.

PLOCK—the right hand sent a yellow
star blazing inmo the firmament. PLOCK
—the lelt: but something was wrong. A
few tiny sparks sizzled briefly from the
mouth ol the lefthand candle. He
licked the tube out and upward again;
then,  suddenly,  without  warning:
K-TUNK! From the lefchand candle a
Haming red ball emerged—Dbut from the
wrong end! The old man dodged aside,
but it was too late. The ball skitered
along his forearm, striking his elbow
sharply, and disappeared into the short
sleeve of his pongee sport shirt!

The crowd gasped, women screamed,
children wailed, as my father imperturh-
ably launched the final ball from his
right hand toward the North Star. At
that moment, the red ball rcappeared
between his shoulder blades, and his pon-
gee shirt burst into spectacular flames.
With a bellow he raced up the sidewalk,
over the lawn and—trailing smoke and
firc—disappeared into the house with a
resounding slam ol the screen door. After
a briel second of silence, the sound of
the shower could be heard going full
blast from within the darkened house.
Swnned lor an instant, the cowd re-
mained silent, then loosed a great roar
of cheering and applause. They knew
they bad wimessed the finest perform-
ance of a great artist.

Outside Les Misérables in the clang-
ing street, the blasting continued; the
bottles ratded behind the bar. Raising
what remained of my bloody mary, 1
said quictly to no one in particular:

“Well, here's to the Fourth.”



WAIT'LL
You
MEET THE

SURF GANG,
RALPHIE.
THEY'RE 50D
OEDICATED.

A TRUE SURFER
DDESN'T
THINK ABOUT
ANYTHING
BUT

SURFING.

URFING CAPTURES THE HEART OF DUR HEROINE
ASIT WILL CAPTURE YOURS -+ THIS GOOD, CLEAN,

HEALTHY SPORT WHERE ONE SEES LITHE, TANNED,
WELL-KNIT BODIES DISPORTING THEMSELVES AMIOST
THE CRASHING SURF IN A STARTLING ARRAY OF
i'| BRIEFS AND BIKINIS.

THE SURFING PART IS VERY TIRING, HOWEVER, AND
YOU MIGHT NOT GO FOR THAT.

w".féf\a ; . LOOK OuT

sl W | For THE LITTLE
OLD MAN !
TEM,
LOCKED
IN AND
SQUEAKING
THROUGH
A RED-HOT
TUBE -~ A
WHIP-
TURM
WwiLL
WIPE

THEY'VE GOT
THE STAR OF
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[N/ Su! RALPHIE -
[N YOU INSULT THE

BIG KAHUNA ! HE

\ 1S THE LEADER.

THERE
| WAS AT
WAIMERA, TWENTY -
FOOT PIPES ROLLING
UP IN PERFECT SETS
= JUST ME AND MY
SURF BUNMY -

STRANGE !
w+ SUDDENLY
THE AIR IS STILL
NO VOICES - NO
BIRDS - NO WAVES
« AS IF SOME

UNKNOWN OREAD
A 1S APPROACHING ~ &

GIVE ME A WOODIE
ANYTIME. YOU GET A DING IN YOUR SKEG
AND YOUR FOAMIE’'S HAD 1T/

-NOT
EVEN
ACCIDENT €
CRIME 2 EARTH-
QUAKE 2 SOME -
BODY SHOULD LEAO
THESE PEOPLE
INTO BETTER
WAYS !




LANDLUBBER! YOU WHO SPEAK OF
LEADING MY GREMMIES | AM LEADER
HERE ! | AM THE SUPREME HOT DOGGER
ON THE BEACH ** THE HIGH HO-DAD  THE
BIG KAHUNA ! WHO ARE YOU, SURF - NERF 2
KNOW YE A SURFER FROM A SKATE BOARD ?

~ A BAGGIE FROM A BIKINI 2

THERE YOU GO - BRINGING IN RELIGION f JUST BECAUSE :

SURFERS HAVE SPECIAL WAYS, IT'S NO REASON TO FEEL
DISCRIMINATED AGAINST —

DISCRIMINATION WORKS IN
SUBTLE WAYS. YOU CAN FEEL IT IN A
GLANCE ~ IN A CURLED LIP —

COME LEAVE THIS \J
OUTSIDER, ANNIE .
HIS PRESENCE
DESECRATES THIS
GREMMIE -GROUND.

OON'T MIND THE BIG KAHUNA,
RALPHIE. HE DOESN'T MEAN

WHAT HE SAYS. COME LIE DOWN
IN THE SUN BY ME.

COME « YOU WILL
BE MY BEACH BUNNY.
TOGETHER WE WiLL
WAIT FOR A WAVE., J

[ MAYBE I'D BETTER GO,
ANMNIE . NOT KNOWING *

ANYTHING ABOUT SURFING, |

| KIND OF FEEL LEFT ouT? J| |

- A QUIET KICK !
= TROMPING ! (QUCH!) SOMEHOW N\t
IT SETS YOU APART f (0OE!) - MAKES Y
YOU FEEL UNWANTEO f (UGH!)
= THAT'S WHY I THINK I'D
BETTER GO -

L
NOW WAIT! DON'T

: GET HYSTERICAL! RUN

';_z FOR THE HIGH GROUND! DON'T

LOSE YOUR HEADS! YOU'RE
RUNNING THE WRONG WAY f

LOSING

{ OURHEADS!
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YOU'VE
LOST YOUR

BIKINIS

LOST YOUR
SENSES !

LOST YOUR |,
PERSPECTIVE! /*

PLAYRBOY

.,

1 TR - IT'LL PEEL )
R @ -, \FOREVER! |

—

HER HEAD 1S WEDGED IN THE
BREAKWATER AND IF SHE DOESN'T
GET LOOSE IN FIFTEEN MINUTES, THE
TIDE WILL COME IN AND DROWN HER
~+ANO THE WHOLE BIT !

LOOK OUT! WERE HEADED : Me
FOR THE ROCK PILE !
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BIG

{ KAHUNA!
WHAT'LL
OH BIG
KAHUNA?

FURIOUSLY !
[N No' NO v

-A SHARP
RAP, JUST BELOW
THE CENTER OF

GRAVITY
A

o/ LET TWIS BE A LESSON

WHAT
A BRAIN !

e
YOU'RE
My VERY

HERE,

'| PAILS AND BAIL

ALL OUR MIGHT !
“NO,NO! THAT
WON'T WORK !

TO YOU AGAINST
DISCRIMINATION, BIG

KAHUNA -~ FOR A STRONG

SOCIETY IS A SOCIETY
OF MANY DIFFERENT
TYPES WHO CAN DO

AND MEET MANY
DIFFERENT SITUATIONS.

YOU'RE RIGHT !
FROM NOW ON
WE'RE GOING TO
TREAT YOU LIKE
A REGULAR
HOT DOGGER.
THE SURFERS

LIKE YOU ON
THE BEACH —

STAND ASIDE !
I'LL TELL YOU WHAT
TO DO! - THE PRIMARY
BOULDER LIES ACROSS A
FULCRUM WHICH FORMS
A COMPOUND LEVER WITH
THE THIRD BOULDER «~ LET
“L"BE THE LOAD AND"E"
THE EFFORT ARM AND
“W” THE LOAD ARM -
THEREFORE, 1, TIMES W
EQUALS E TIMES € —

BIG KAHUNA
IS SUDDENLY
A LITTLE

- WITH YOUR
BRAINS, YOU CAN
HELP US GET RID OF
THE SNORKELERS !
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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
iterns 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.

EILATITO S R A e 5
Honda ................. 2nd C
Levi'sSlacks . ..ovivvnvnnnn.. 23
Minolta Cameras ...... T L
Ricoly Gameras ....c: s S
Sawyer’s Slide Projectors ... .34
Sunbeam Auto ..o s L,
Triumph Auto .......... ...48

Use 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, ete. If your
question involves items you saw
in PLAYBoOY, 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 St., Chicago, I1l. 60611

PLAYBOY

[ 3 yrs. for 520 (Save 510.00)
[ 1yr. for 58 (Save 52.00)
[ payment enclosed [ bill later

TO:

nime

address

city state zip code no.

Mail 1o PLAYBOY

232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611.
cu

NEXT MONTH:

BEAUTIFUL RACE

P
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SHEL'S ISLAND TOF PLAYMATE

“BARBARA"—A ROMANTIC TALE WHEREIN A WRITER AND A
MOVIE STAR MEET ON A PLANE AND INTERRUPT THEIR JOUR-
NEY FOR ONE BACCHANALIAN NIGHT—BY ROBERT RUARK

ROBERT SHELTON, IMPERIAL WIZARD OF THE UNITED KLANS,
EXCORIATES THE CIVIL RIGHTS LAWS, THE NEGRO, THE NORTH,
THE PRESIDENT, THE PRESS AND THE FEDERAL GOVERNMENT
IN AN EXPLOSIVE, EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“WHAT'S NUDE, PUSSYCAT?”—COMEDIAN WOODY ALLEN
CAVORTS THROUGH UNDRESS REHEARSALS FOR HIS NEW FLICK
WITH URSULA ANDRESS, PAULA PRENTISS, PETER O'TOOLE,
PETER SELLERS AND THE BARE BELLES OF PARIS' CRAZY HORSE

“THE MOST BEAUTIFUL RACE IN THE WORLD"—THE FAST-
PACED TALE OF GREEDY DRIVERS PLOTTING TO TURN AN AUTO
CONTEST INTO A BOAT RACE—BY PAUL DARCY BOLES

“SILVERSTEIN ON FIRE ISLAND"—OUR BRYNNER-DOMED
BEARD VIEWS THE GAY GOINGS ON AT THAT NOTORIOUS PLAY-
GROUND OF SUN, SEA, SAND AND SEX—BY SHEL SILVERSTEIN

“MILESTONES OF SUCCESS”—OUR CONTRIBUTING EDITOR,
BUSINESS AND FINANCE, RECOUNTS SOME SUCCESSES TO DIS-
TILL VALUABLE EXECUTIVE GUIDELINES—BY J. PAUL GETTY

“MELODRAMINE"—A ROLLICKING, GALLOPING FANTASY IN
WHICH A MODERN JEKYLL USES A NEW HALLUCINOGEN TO
STUNNING SENSUAL EFFECT—BY HENRY SLESAR

“WHERE THERE'S SMOKE THERE'S IRE"—AN INFLAMMA-
TORY EXCURSION INTO THE TRIALS OF TOBACCO FANCIERS
BESET BY SELF-APPOINTED WEED KILLERS—BY POYNTZ TYLER

“FORE!""—PLAYBOY'S GUIDE TO GOLF: ITS UNIQUE PLEASURES
AND ITS LORE, PLUS A REPORT ON THE BEST IN COURSES AND
LINKAGE GEAR FOR THE PASSIONATE PURSUER OF PAR

“THE HISTORY OF SEX IN CINEMA"—PART FOUR EXPLORES
THE FAR-OUT FILMIC EROTICISM OF THE TWENTIES, EUROPEAN
STYLE—BY CRITICS ARTHUR KNIGHT AND HOLLIS ALPERT

“PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR"—A PICTORIAL TRIBUTE TO THE
NEW WINNER ELECTED BY OUR READERS' THREE-WAY-TIE-BREAK-
ING BALLOT AS THE MOST BEAUTIFUL OF THE PREVIOUS ANNUM
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PRAODUCT OF SCOTLAND

BLACK & WHITE

BUCHANAN'S
BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY
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One good Scotch deserves another?!

Blackie: Some people like traditional Scotch.
Whitey: Aund some prefer the light.

{ S0ul CnteauTOs FOL UIA
| T RUECemann DISTILLING CORPORATION
1 MEw YORR. MY

gy—

Blackie: Two dillerent 1astes.
Whitey: So how could any one Scotch satisfyv both ?
Blackie: That's why we have two Scotches.

“"BLACK & WHITE.” the Great Traditional ...
Whitey: And Exira Light “"BLACK & WHITE.”
Blackie: Both have the character of Scotland in every drop.
Whitey: Equal in quality. ..
Blackie: ldentical in price.
Whitey: Yes. one good Scotch deserves another.

“BLACK & WHITE”

TWO SCOTCHES OF EXCEPTIONAL CHARACTER
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In 1769, Alexander Gordon gave the English

another exhilarating activity to enjoy on the ice.

What a good skate Mr. Gordon was. Gave 18th century England its favourite indoor icc sport.
Brilliantly smooth, briskly dry Gordon’s. Uniquely refreshing on summer dog days.

One reason the English have been so devoted to it for 196 years. It’s still biggest seller there.
As 1t 1s throughout America. And all the rest of the grateful world. Next time the dead

heat of summer has you tn the doldrums, take a tip from the cool-headed English.

Stnce you can’t take an exhilarating spin on the ice, take a spot of Gordon’s on it.

PRODUCT OF U.S.A. DISTILLED LOXDON DaY GIN, [00% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. 90 PROUF. GORDON'S DRY GIX COL, LTD. LINDEN, NEW JERSEY.
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