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Suddenly a really new car comes your way.

'68 DODGE CHARGER.
What a great shape to be in.

You've just about had it with cars in
the shape they're in. Then you see it.
Charger for '68. Fresh, vibrant, excit-
ing. With everything you've been
hopefully looking for in an automo-
bile, from disappearing headlights to

With a dash of rare excitement...

door pockets that hold your maps
when you hit the open road. And all
this beauty, convenience, and willing-
ness to get up and go comes at a
surprisingly modest price. A price
that includes, by the way, a V8 engine

teamed with a slick 3-speed manual
transmission. What else? Bucket seats
up front. All-viny! trim. A suspension
system built to take on and handle
almost any driving situation. And more
than twenty safety items ranging from




and a pocketful
of thoughtfulness.

If you won't be happy until

it's yours, you've got

dual master cylinder brakes to an
energy-absorbing steering column
and wheel, to seat belts, front and
rear. And yet, for all its eagerness and
spirit, Charger for '68 can be a sur-
prisingly docile car as well. Your wife

need not fear it. Charger will take her
down to the corner mailbox as pleas-
antly as it will take you to a noon busi-
ness appointment 150 miles away.
But enough of this. One look at the all-
new Charger at your Dodge Dealer's

says more than any number of words.
So why not go take that look? Today.
We warn you: You won't be happy till
it's yours. A brand-new 1968 Dodge
Charger of your own. That's the only
cure for Dodge Fever we can think of.

Drive safely. It's also contagious.
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Great taste
whenever
you light up...

Some cigarettes run out of taste after you smoke a few. But not Viceroy.
Viceroy starts with great tobaccos, then adds natural flavor fresheners...
to make sure the good taste never quits.

© 1967, BROWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORPORATION % Fhe wHark of Duality in Fobacco Fhoductt



NORDEN GREEN

PI-AYBII- SINCE FEBRUARY of 1958, when we pub-

lished a rripartite takeout on the beat
world, the striving of youth to transcend ethical, social and
artistic convention has become a far-flung and highly diver-
sified phenomenon, often referred 1w as a “revolution.”
Some of the avant-gardesmen of 1958, however, are still on
to what's happening. Herbert Gold, who authored one of
the pieces in our survey of the Beats. provides us with
the insightful text for The New Wave Makers, this month’s
portrait (with ten pages of photos by Eugene Anthony) of the
sell-siyled Love Generation—the hippies who fight the estab-
lishment by dropping out of its constrictive mores, Gold—
whose fictional evocation of the Bay City hippie scene, Pea-
cock Dreams, appeared in last June's pLAYBOY—claims to have
witnessed not only “the first great bein” (with his onetime
fellow college student, now grand guru Allen Ginsberg) but
also “the first rock-dance-light-show celebration where acid was
put in the Jello.” During recent travels in North Alfrica,
Europe and the U.S. S. R., Gold cxlplorctl the global aspects
of this upheaval, on which he touches in his impressionistic
pprose portrait.

Tlre Crazy One, an eloquent account of the briel, mercurial
career of a magnetic, maladroit Mexican bullfighter, bears the
by-line ol Norman Mailer, the adult ferrible of American
letters. Mailer's latest novel, Why Are We in Vietnam?, a
scathing survey of our national neurcses, was released last
month by Putnam; he is currently laboring on another major
fictional work.

New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison, whose investi-
gation of an alleged plot to assassinate John F. Kennedy has
made him a messiah to some and a madman to others, is the
subject of our exclusive, explosive Playboy Interview. Garrison
was quizzed by freelance writer Eric Norden, who helped us
interview Mark Lane last February.

Diverse opinions about man’s mechanical servants in the
age ol automation are examined in Ernest Havemann's
Computers—Their Scope Today and Max Gunther’s Gom pul-
ers—Their Built-in Limitations. Havemann began work on
his article the day after sending two manuscripts to his editor
a volume on birth control and 2 college psychology text. He
found his subject “a refreshing change not only from contra-
ceptives and conditioned reflexes but also from horse racing,
the subject of my last ¥LAYBOY picce” (June 1967). Gunther
—author of The Sontcs Boom in last May's issue—augmented

GUNTHER

MAILER RUSSELL
his research by taking a cram course in computer program-
ing: “'I seem to have passed, and the course taught me to be
happy in my career as a writer: I'd rather be almost anything
than a computer programmer.”

Our lead fction, The Pop-Op Caper—a private-eye
stunner that spoofs its own genre—comes [rom the busy
pen of William F. Nolan. whose novel Logan’s Run (his 15th
book since 1958) was recently published by Dial. Nolan has
finished a saeenplay based on the book and is writing a novel
abour the exploits of Bart Challis, The Pop-Op Capey's hard-
nosed hero. Also at work on a screenplay is Ray Russell,
whose Ripples—a sci-fi tale with a surprise ending, crafted in
less than a thousand words—provides us with another memo-
rable fancy. Ray's been helping MGM adapt Washington
Irving's classic Ripp Van Winkle for the screen.

The lighter side of this month’s pravsoy includes 1Would
You Do It for a Penny?, in which Harlan Ellison and Haskell
Barkin describe the wiles of a young man who picks up, in
addition to his victuals, a companion at his neighborhood
supermarket; and Cleaner than Dirt. wherein D. G. Lloyd
shows how Supreme Court rulings on prurience can work for
or against lit'ry classics. real and imaginary. Barkin has been
[ashioning a novel while writing publicrelations material
for a land-investment firm; co-author Ellison—author of 15
books, more than 500 stories and articles and an upper-echelan
TV and movie scriptwriter—was recently selecied by Cosmo-
politan, for whatever it may be worth, as one of Hollywood's
four most eligible bachelors. Lloyd is a comedy writer for the
Johnny Carson show and has just finished a play that he
modestly claims is “being scrutinized wiih feverish apathy by
any number (one) of producers.”

Enough? Hardly. Herein are the ballot for our annual
Jazz Poll, revised, renamed—it’s now the Jazz and Pop Poll
and expanded this year to include the stars of superpop:
Robert L. Green's Fall & Winter Fashion Forecast; the latest
in leather accessories: and a guide to the gustatory glories of
the English breakfast. In addition to The New Wave Makers,
our pictorials include an uncensored preview of The Fox,
the Mark Rydell-directed film  version—starring  Anne
Hevwood, Keir Dullea and Sandy Dennis—of D. H. Law-
rence’s probing tale of awakening libidos and erotic libera-
tion; plus unhurried rendezvous with our statuesque
October Playmate, Reagan Wilson. Altogether, a tidal wave
ol delights from our own estimable gang ol wave makers.
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Whatever you add to your vodka drinks...
start with the patent on smoothness.
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80 PROOF. DISTILLEO FROK GRAIN. GOROON'S ORY GIN CO.. LTO., LINDEN. N.J.
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Budweiser. is the best reasbn
in the world to drink beer



Of the 332 brands of beer
brewed in America,

only Budweiser
is Beechwood Aged.*

D K Thavs vty when
the chips are down,
. no other beer stacks
up with Budweiser
for taste and
drinkability.
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POLICE LINE-UP
Kenneth Rexroth is to be compli-
mented for his July artide on The Fuz:.
1 hope every cop in the country reads it.
Since most police departments are un-
derstaffed, wvicesquad members assigned
to public rest rooms could more profit-
ably spend their ume on the sureets,
instead of enticing weak-minded individ-
uals to commut “crimes” that otherwise
would not have occurred. Police depart-
ments can be effective only when they
lcarn that their funciion is to profect
cinzens, not to make criminals of them.
G. D. Byrd
Playa Del Rey, California

Hats off to Kenneth Rexroth and 1o
rLavsoy for providing a most enlight-
ening article, The Fuzz. Being a student
in New York City, 1 find Rexroth's views
on police forces 10 be quite valid. His
article showed insight into the psychol-
ogy and sociology of being an ofhcer. Iis
analysis of the man, his job and the
people with whom he comes in contact
was thorough and well defined. Alwo-
gether, a hne article.

Theodore H. Knupp
Hunter College
New York, New York

As a graduate of San Jose State College
with a major in law enforcement and
administration, I wish to commend Ken-
neth Rexroth for his first-rate thinking.

Richard Baker
Chincoteague, Virginia

The Fuzz was one ol the most knowl-
edgeable and timely pieces I have ever
read in rraveoy. Congratulations.

Roy F. Mather, 111
Newport Beach, California

The Fuzz, apparently written by a
member of the hippie Iringe group, con-
tains nothing constructive. I find only
negative, nihilistic attitudes, highly criti-
cal of everything and everybody. While
agreeing with the right ol dissent, we
must also not¢ Justice Holmes' rule of
time, place and method. In any equity
action, the pluntiff must come into court
with clean hands. This the hippies can-
not do. Until they mend their ways
and become responsible, constructive citi-

zens, I would deny them the right to
criticize our police. If they do not like the
way things are done here, 1 suggest they
go elsewhere. Since no other country,
not even Cuba, would have them at any
price, thev should remove their un-
kempt, unshorn, unshaven and mal-
odorous persons 1o some of the islands at
the western end of the Aleutian chain.
There, they could be as irregular as they
desire, and the rest of us could go about
our business without their interference.
G. R. Preston

Romeo, Michigan

One might balance your allusion to
Justice Holmes with a more recent quota-
tion from Justice Felix Frankfurter: “Ii
s a faiv summary of history to say that
the safeguards of liberty have been forged
in controversies involving not very nice

people””

Rexroth’s article is as full of holes as
a police target. He claims that the police
ofhicer 1s not a soldier. We at the Ameri-
tan Federation of Police hold the op-
posite view. He is unilormed, armed and
comes under military command. His duty
15 1o preserve the righis of the citizens,
protect their property and their lives—
il need be, with his own. At the very
moment that you read this, war is being
lought in our streets, towns and citics.
It may already have affected vou.

Rexroth introduces the old diché—
police brutality. He must think police
are supermen with badges. But they bleed
like anyone else when hit with rocks;
bullets fired at them don’t bounce off.
These men have to defend themselves,
and when they do, it's called brutality.

Without hesitation, Rexroth states that
there are “millions of Emma Goldmans™
—whom he describes as a “free lover
and anarchist”—in the United States to-
day. I hope he is wrong. But when so-
called civil rights leaders disobey the
law, when they train to resist the police,
when they kill in cold blood these very
ofhcers whom Rexroth degrades with the
word “luzz,” then it's time to take stock
of a bad situation,

I, myself, have known the pain of line-
ol-duty injury. 1 have seen the suffering
ol officers wounded and the griel of the
families of those comrades who died to
defend Rexroth’s right to walk the streets
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Get a hoot with

the fresh new look of comfort

Some men buy Hush Puppies® boots for the way they feel—agreeably
soft. cushiony. plain comfortable. Others for their not-so-plain good
looks—ranging from trim-cut side zips to sleek high riders. Relax into
a pair in smooth |eather you can shine or famous Breathin’ Brushed
Pigskin®. From about $15, for wherever your boot life takes you.

A product of

WOLVERINE %, WOLVERINE WORLD WIDE, INC., ROCKFORO, MICHIGAN 49341 — makers ol
WA S

WORLD o

Hush Pappies

BERAND CASUALS

Hush Puppics® casuals and Wolverine® brand shors and bools, ski producls and gloves,

safely. His opinion does discredit to the
memory of these fine men and to the
valor of the officers who serve his city,
now and in the future.

Gerald S. Arenberg

Executive Director

American Federation of Police

Venice, Florida

MESDEMOISELLES DE PARIS
Your July pictorial essay on The Girls
of Paris was a masterpiece. Your girls
were beautiful, your descriptions up to
date and your facts true in every detail.
Thanks for making me feel great 1o be a
Frenchman living in Paris. Your article
—with photos—should be reprinted for
every bachelor tourist planning to visit
the City of Light. The only thing we
lack here is a Playboy Club.
Daniel Y. Cros
Paris, France
Our London Club is just an hour
away.

The Girls of Paris article was truly
perfect—most informative and well writ-
ten, I'm sure that travel-minded males
all over the world—including Parisians
—will profit [rom your genecrous advice
on the haunts and habits of the Parisian
female. In my opinion. she reigns su-
preme among all the women of the
world. As for your pictures, what can I
say? They knocked me out.

John R. Forchette
U.S.S. Providence
South China Sea

Never in all the years I've been read-
ing rLAYBoY have I seen such an array of
beauty and charm, photographed with
such class, taste and distinction. Your
photographer, Pompeo Posar, deserves
the highest praise. Les jeunes filles de
Paris sont fabuleuses—plain wild, in any
language.

Anthony M. Mendolia
Kansas City, Missouri

YELLOW PERIL
Congressman  Frank  Thompson's
speech, published in your July Playboy
After Hours column and warning of the
dangers of banana-peel smoking, was
delightful. We're fortunate that at least
onc member of Congress has a sense ol
humor.
Robert A. Selwa
Dearborn, Michigan

PLAYBOY is to be commended for air-
ing the Great Banana Decbate. What
Congressman Thompson did not say is
that an insidious publicity campaign is
now being cooked up by the mind bend-
ers at the United Fruit Company (no
relation to the homosexual-power move-
ment). A seductive Honduran maid will
slink onto our TV screens, chirping be-
tween inhalations of bananajuana;



Vodka comes inloud and clear
with Sprite.

amessage: tingling tartness.
Switched on. Exuberant. Noisy.
Not sweet.
Not anything you've heard before.
Or tasted.
Get a carton of Sprite and hear
how it turns vodka on.
Then taste!
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for men
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After Shave, Cologne
and other essentials
for the lusty life.

Created for men by Revlon.

%

A rousing new fragrance

that stays with you.

I'm Chiquita Banana and I've come
fo say:
Bananas are exciting in a brand-new
way.
So don’t waste 'em in a pie—ai!
Use bananas to get high—ai!

Oh, how great it really fecls,
When you blast banana peels!
So smohke one with your baby and

I'll guarantee
That either now or later,
You both will end up swinging
naked,
In the refrigevator—ai, ai, ai, ai!

I, myself, have experimented with this
jungle joy, using a mixture of banana
peels and Sucaryl. 1 stll saw visions, but
they were much thinner,

Sol Weinstein
Levittown, Pennsylvania

Writer Weinstein, whose best-selling
“Loxfinger” first appeaved in PLAYBOY,
has been accused of mind-bending the
world of high cuisine with the banana
blintz: guaranteed to get you stoned and
give you heartbuin at the same time.

HUNTER'S HORSE
After reading the first installment of 4
Horse's Head ]J}" Evan Hunter (rLAYBOY,
July), I'm convinced his hero, Mullaney,
is the logical successor to Bond, Flint,
Alfe, et al. While Mullaney hasn’t much
in common with Eliot Ness, I'd sure like
to play him when he makes the transi-
tion to motion pictures. In fact, you
could call it a labor of love.
Robert Stack
Los Angeles, California

PLAYBOY GOTHIC
I put this together one night—from a
rraYsoy gatefold and a Grant Wood

print—and thought you

interested.

might be

Kelly Riordan
Clmmpaig:l, Ilinois
A nice combination of the tradiitonal

and the contemporary, Kelly. We hope
Dolly Read, our May 1966 Playmaie,
doesn’t object to being de-faced.

BANK NOTE
In Uhkridge Starts a Bank Account

(pLAYBOY, July), . G. Wodehouse proves
that age cannot wither him nor custom
stale his infinite variety. The twists and
turns of his story, with always another
turn just when the reader thinks he has
reached the final straightaway, indicate
that Wodehouse is still the old master,
and more master than old. Edward
Gorey's illustration has precisely the right
flavor—very British and all that. Con-
gratulations to all involved.

Richard Armour

Claremont, California

THE DIVINE DEMISE
Mazel tov lor Rabbi Richard Ruben-

stein’s  July article, Judaism and the
Death of God. As a Jew who is now an
agnostic-humanist, I welcome his views.
They are a much more cogent explana-
tion of my religious attitude than I could
ever hope to give.

Harold Gold

Saint Louis, Missouri

Rabbi Rubensicin's article was a wel-
come addition to “God-is-dead” thought.
As Rubensiein perceives, we are today in
a grim position: No matter where we
look, God is absent. The breakthrough
will come, however, and I belicve Ruben-
stein’s note that mysticism will rise again
is tremendously insightful. We shall, fol-
lowing Paul Tillich, one day know the
“God above God.”

I feel more kinship with Rubenstein
than with Hamilton or Altizer, doubtless
because many of Rubenstein’s concerns
are my own and because we share the
beliet thar Tilheh's thought represents
the only direction in which the [uture of
theology can go. 1 believe Rubensiein is
basically as “conservative™ in his tradi-
ton as I am 1in mine, 1f we mean by
that word the conservation of dynamic
faith and freedom that now lies trapped
within a language no longer communi-
cating what it once cxpressed. I wish
him Godspeed in his search for relevance
within his tradition. and I thank praysoy
for bringing theological inquiry within its
panorama of concerns—theology belongs
in rLayBoy as well as anywhere clse,

The Rev. Jay C. Rochelle
Ascension Lutheran Church
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

I have just read Rabbi Rubenstein’s
thought-provoking article, and one state-
ment particularly struck me: “Death-of-
God theology arouses the [ear that there
are no rules . . . that all that remains Is
for each individual to get away with
what he can.”

According to statistics quoted by
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The highest honors ever bestowed upon a man
inspired Damon’s “Crande Décoration”ties and pocket squares.

For the man with a sense of history and a deep feeling for tradition,

Damon has designed tie and pocket square sets inspired by the world’s greatest
accolades. This unusual collection is woven of the richest

imported Italian silks in a wide range of deep tone to brilliant colorings.

View Damon “Grande Décoration” tie and pocket square sets at America’s fine
stores, or write Damon, 16 East 34th Street, New York, New York.
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Perfect
Playmates

SONY SOLID STATE 250-A

Sony adds an
exciting new dimension
to home entertainment

for less than $149 50

Now, from World-famous Sony, the perfect play-
matefor your record player—the new Sony model
250 solid state stereo tape recorder. With a sim-
ple, instant connection to your record player you
add the amazing versatility of four track stereo
recording and playback to complete your home
entertainment center. Create your own tapes
from AM, FM or FM Stereo receivers, or live
from microphones—up to 6% hours of listening
pleasure on one tape! This beautiful instrument
is handsomely mounted in a low-profile walnut
cabinet, complete with built-in stereo recording
amplifiers and playback pre-amps, dual V.U.
meters, automatic sentinel switch and all the other
superb features you can always expect with a
Sony. Allthe best from Sony for less than $149.50.

For literature or name of nearest
dealer write to Superscope, Inc.,
8152 Vineland Ave., Sun Valley, Calif.

1O R'A SUPERSCOPE ,

Walter Kaulmann in The Faith of a
Heretie, incidence of religious affiliation
is at least 50 percent higher within
prisons than it is in general society. “The
avowed infidels and atheists [are] micro-
scopic”’—a curious fact, in light of current
fears that the collapse of organized re-
ligion will lead to universal immorality.

John Cline

FPO San Franasco, California

As I began to read Rubenstein’s Ju-
daism and the Death of God, 1 thought:
“Here is this dreary old stuff from the
19th Century again, though very well
expressed. The personal father-God is no
more than an obsolete myth, and human
life is nothing except a trip hom the
maternity ward to the crematorium. The
best one can make of it is to wallow in
the ‘tragic situation’ of being an intelli-
gent person  trapped in a  mindless
mechanism.”

I wondered why theologians were so
slow in catching on to 20th Century
biology, ecology and physics, which show
so clearly that man is not an alien in this
universe—that  every organism 15 an
expression and function of its total envi
ronment and that, therelore, as apples
show that their tree is an apple tree (a
tree that “apples™), so people show that
we live in a universe that “peoples”™—a
veritable people tree. An intelligent or-
ganism cannot be a symptom of an
unintelligent environment.

But I was surprised and delighted at
Rubenstein’s conclusion: that the poliu-
cal and monarchical model of God is not
the only option and that getting rid of
it opens our minds to that inward and
unknown “Ground ol being” (Tillich's
phrase) that is the God of the mystics.

However, readers unfamiliar  with
mystical literatwre might be misled by
Rubenstein’s description of this God as
“nothingness.” The word “nothing”
should be hyphenated—*"no-thing"—for
the Ground of being is not a thing.
The God of the mystics is empty and void
in the same way that our eyes and cars do
not see or hear themselves as sights or
sounds. Thus, the apparent absence of
your “sclf,” when you try to pin it down,
is the same sort of thing as the absence
of God when you ury to find Him/It as
an identifiable force in the universe.

Alan Watts, President

The Society lor Comparative
Philosophy

Sausalito, California

Alter reading Judaism and the Death
of Gaod, it i1s clearer 1o me that what-
man-has-ascribed-to-God  is dead. No
matter; the pity is that the God-is-dead
sced didn’t germinate 2000 years ago.
Then there would have been no Cru-
cifixion, no Crusades, no Inquisition, no
ghettos, no Auschwitz,

The hrst effort ol every religion is 1o
sell [ear. Then the existence of a relr
gious institution is justified by providing
rituals. traditions and prophets to over-
come that fear. Rabbi Rubenstein is still
caught up in the first transaction.

My hopes [or man’s salvation lie in
those occasional giants—DBertrand Rus-
sell. Madalyn Murray, Eugene Debs,
Lenny Bruce and Eric Hofter. The Rev-
crend Martin Luther King accurately
observed that the churches have been
shining taillights instead of headhights.
If the keepers of religion would give us
the [reedom to be better humans, rather
than condemn us for being less than
divine, we might double-siroke the prog-
ress ol civilization with fewer handicaps.

Mrys. Darwin D. Olsen
San Diego, California

All this twaddle about God's being
dead is just a joke. The ideas men have
held about God [or centuries may be
dead, but He is alive. All one has to do
to see this is to look into the face of any
human being. It you look with love in
your heart, you'll see God—alive.

K. S. Pickett
Hemet, California

SURF'S UP
1 was quite pleased to open the July
rLAYBOY and see the great work of LeRoy
Neimman, in his Man at His Leisure
takeout on our [avorite sport, surfing.
Support and recognition from your fine
magazine is a step forward in our efforts
to present surfing as what it is—a clean,
organized sport. Thank you for publish-
ing Neiman's in-depth surfing scenes.
Richard W. Graham
Editor and PPublisher
Iniernational Surfing
Panorama City, California

BEAUTIFUL BRAINWASHING
Henry Slesar’s The Prisoner (PLAYBOY,
July) 1s one of the most interesting short
stories you've ever published—and one of
the most [rightening. After the Korean
War, U.S. fighting men were given
training to counteract the brainwashing
techniques used in Communist POW
camps. Unfortunately, those ol us trained
to resist “normal” brainwashing tech-
niques might still be prey to the beautiful
imprisonment pictured in Slesar’s story.
Let's hope it never h'.lppcns.
Roy H. Blackinon, Jr.
APO New York, New York

SLANGUAGE

The best way I can think ol thanking
William Iversen for his amusing article
on linguistic development (A Litlle Chin
Music, Professor, pravpoy, July) is to
offer you a quote [rom my imaginary
English, from an election campaign in
the year 2075, {ully described in the final
chapter of my just-published book, The
Many Hues of English:



Falstoff Brewing Corp., St. Louis, Mo.

Thirst séfved.

Beer after beer—the choicest product of the brewers’ art. Everywhere.
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after shave...
after shower...
after hours...

...the ALL-PURPOSE MEN'S LOTION,
packaged in redwood. $2.00, $3.50,
$6.50, $10.00.

Be sure your “fragrance wardrobe’”
includes ENGLISH LEATHER®...it'sthe
one you'll reach for again and again.

e R . -
A i LL-PURPO
| LOTION

i COMPANT INC-
wrw YOIE

@ mant eI
| \ | conr.ars o0

Fnglish |
Leanher. |
2,
!O A complete line of men's toiletries including...
0 ...the SHAVING CREAM, $1.50
E oo ...the PRE-SHAVE LOTION, $1.50
e —===  GIFT SETS in authentic redwood boxes, $3.00 to $10.00
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© MEM COMPANY, INC., NORTHVALE, N.J.
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DEALER DETERMINES PRICE IH YOUR AREA., & ROBERT BOSCH ELEKTRONIK AHND PHOTCKINO GMEH.
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Next time the quide tells you your wasted
shot scared off the whole herd of eland, whip out
your BAUER and put him down. On film.

Bauer C-2. World's most wanted super 8 camera, with

electric eye, spectacular B-40mm Schneider f1.8

zoom lens, oversize aerial type viewfinder, luxury

features galore. Under $260°. Other cameras, projectors
from under $50°. Write for brochure.

Allied Impex Corp., 300 Park Ave. South, New York, (0l e
N.Y. 10010.
You're one up with BAUER? The class name in super-8 movie making.

248-20-766 is a sophocrat who
thinks there ought to be heavy free
rolls in every city lane! What hap-
pens to your mercs if he’s lec? Opt
for 711-21-304! A real prac, a real
ec, and a real unil

Professor Mario Pei

Columbia University

New York, New York

Pei provides this rough paraphrase of

his advanced English: “248-20-766 (no

one has names in 2075, only numbers) is

an ultraliberal who thinks there should

be lots of free moving sidewalks on city

cross streels. What will happen to your

money if he's elected? Vole for 711-21-304

—he’s a practical man, an expert econo-
muist and a real leader.”

It is a pity that William Iversen’s bril-
liant article could not fully discuss the
colorful language of pidgin; for the lin-
guistic aftermath of the American in
Paris is no more dramatic than that of
the Australian in the Territory of Papua
and New Guinea. In Papuan pidgin—
one of the two languages used in debates
in the legislative assembly at Port Mores-
by—anything that is no good, useless or
otherwise disapproved of is shitaus. To
spoil something—or make it shitaus when
it had not previously been so—is to
bugerim up. Port Moresby must have one
of the lew legislatures where politiaans
come close to saying what they really
mean. Asan example of how the language
approaches technological progress, the
Papuan for “helicopter” is miksmaster-
bilong-jisus-kraist.

John Howard

Canberra, Australia

MICHAEL CAINE
May 1 congratulate you for your out-
standing interview with Michael Caine
(rLayBOY, July)? I certainly enjoyed the
opportunity to get betier acquainted
with him—nort only as a fine actor but as
a human being.
Douglas M. Carrington
Great Lakes Naval
Training Center, Illinois

I immensely enjoyed your interview
with supersexy Michael Caine, but he
seemed to labor to establish the point
that he isn’t conceited. Come on, Mike,
baby; with all you've got going for you,
you have the right to be conceited.

Marilyn Connor
Jacksonville, Florida

Your interview with Michael Caine was
outstanding. However, I must disagree
with Caine’s caustic observation that
many young people who experiment with
drugs are weak and that a man loses
the right to the title of a man as soon
as he takes drugs. Certainly, a majority
of young people who experiment with



Most guys leave the office at 5:15.
You know the cleaning lady by her first name.
You've got style.

el

Your favorite author is J. Paul Getty. Your favorite pastime is *'Clothesmanship,'” back-to-campus wardrobe guide, write
burning the midnight oil. And your favorite suit is the one Cricketeer, a division of The Joseph & Feiss Co.,
you're wearing: a rich, natural shoulder, double-breasted 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, New York.

chalk-stripe executive number by Cricketeer with side vents. -
Al wool worsted, about $75.00. For free copy of CR|CKETEER
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WHICH OF THESE

374. THE PLOT by
IRVING WALLACE
(Ret. price §6.95)

1l

E_‘ Id
B?ood
Trinnan
Capote

291. IN COLD
BLOOD &y

TRUMAN CAPOTE
{Ret. price 5. 95)

364. CHICKEN

INSPECTOR NO. 23
by 5. J. PERELMAN
(Ret. price $4.95)

326. THE MASK
OF APOLLO

MARY RENAULT
(Ret. price $5.93)

»t

{ Tﬂl‘; 7
K OF: SAVIA
VITIORIA

5\ Rabert Crichies

327. THE SECRET
DF SANTA VITTORIA

Fy ROBERT CRICHTON

(Ret. price $5.93)

357. THE GROUCHO

I.H'TEHS Letters from
and to Groucho Marx
(I{er price $4.95)

358, PAPER LION
by GEORGE
PLIMPTON. Photos
{Ret. price §5.95)

325. THE BIROS
FALL DOWN &y
REBECCA WEST
(Ret. price £5.95)

278. A THOUSAND

DAYS £y ARTHUR M.

SCHLESINGER, JR.
(Retail price §9)

279. KENNEDY
by THEODORE

C. SORENSEN
(Retail price $10)

E HOTCHNER

126. PAPA
HEMINGWAY

A Personal Memoir
by A. E. HOTCHNER
FPhorographs

(Ret. price $5.95)

TheOsford
HISIORY

AMERICAN

PEOPLE

234. THE OXFORD
HISTORY OF THE
AMERICAN PECPLE
by SAMUEL ELIOT
MoRison. Iustrated
(Ret. price $12.50)

Cornetia Otis Skinnet
i MADAME SARAH

346. MADAME
SARAH &y
CORNELIA OTIS
SKINNER. Photos
(Ret. price $6.95)

258. A HISTORY
F THE JEWS
¥ ABRAM LEON
SACHAR
(Ret. price $7.95)

EXTH
SOURCE
James A.

Mic_l'_[gner

235_ THE SOURCE
Ey JAMES A.

MICHENER. [llus.
(Ret. price $7.95)

by N. Amosoft

113. THE OPEN
HEART &y

N. AMOSOFF
(Ret. price $4.95)

W lnlt- Ilml.w

ANIHITS FHHHTY-
FOE R FAMILIES

e 14

t AMY LAHHLETTE
JE

2B6. THE WHITE
HOUSE AND ITS
THIRTY-FOUR
FAMILIES £y AMY
LA FOLLETTE
JENSEN. Illustrated
{Rer. price 5§12.50)

i Three Ways of
Aqmn Wisdont

rﬁz@

{ Naney Wilson Ress.

356. THREE WAYS
OF ASIAN WISODM
Fy NANCY WILSON
ROSS, Ilustrated

(Ret. price $7.50)

340. EVERYTHING
BUT MONEY &y
SAM LEVENSON
(Ret. price 54.95)

[ —

{ Games Peogle Play

I by Eric Berne, M.

&
I @ W

343. CAMES
PEOPLE PLAY £y
ERIC BERNE, M.D.
(Retail price $5)

>
2

BORIS PASTERNAK

Doctor
Zhivago

102_ 0OCTOR
ZHIVAGO &y

BORIS PASTERNAK
{Ret. price §5.95)

345, HANDS ON

THE PAST: Fioneer
Archaeologists Tell
Their Own Story. Ed.

C.W. CERAM. I!ius

(Ret. price §8.95)

P

110. THE LAST
BATTLE &y
CORNELILUS RYAN
Photos and maps
(Ret. price $7.50)

LETTERS
19301939

368. HAROLOD
NICOLSON: DIARIES
ANO LETTERS 1930-39
Vol. I. Edited by
NIGEL NICOLSON
Photographs

(Ret. price $7.30)

BOOKS HAVE YOU

Harold
Nicolson

THE WAR
YEARS

b |

3169. HAROLD
NICOLSON: THE WAR
YEARS 1939-45
Vol. 11. Edited by
NIGEL NICOLSON
Photographs

{Ret. price $8.50)

203. UP THE
DOWN STAIRCASE

¥ BEL KAUFMAN

(Ret. price $1.95)

~
185, STBIZEHENEE
OECODED &»
GERALD 5. HAWKINS
with JOHN B. WHITE
Illustrated
(Ret. price §5.95)

448. ABRAHAM
LINCOLN: The Prairie
Years AND The War
Years by CARL
SANDDURG. 1-vol.
editon. Illustrated
{Ret. price $7.50)

} The Shorr
Storics
OF
Ernest
Hemingway
.ﬂ-

BomTES

487. THE SHORT
STORIES OF ERNEST
HEMINGWAY
(Retail price $6)

GIBBONS
THE
DECLINE
AND FALL
OF THE

ROMAN
EMPIRE

2 i Vet Ml b

DMLOW

443. THE DECLINE
AND FALL OF THE
ROMAN EMPIRE &y
EDWARD GIBBON
1-vol. abridgment
by D. M., LOW
(Retail price $8)



o cars o
it = * a . |
116. DISRAELI &y 371, THE CHINESE 370. AN OPERATIONAL 373. NIGHT FALLS 366. THE THOUSAND
ROBERT BLAKE LOOKING GLASS &y NECESSITY &> ON THE CITY &> HOUR ORY

[lustrated

¢ DENNIS BLOODWORTH GWYN GRIFFIN
Ret. price §12.50)

SARAH (_:AJNHAM E
tRet, price $6.95) (Ret. price $6.95) (Rer. price 5§6.95) (Ret. price §7.95)

@%ﬁi{/d&ﬂ: IN A SHORT
EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP
IN THE

Book-of-the-Month Club

CHOOSE ANY THREE
7/ Lo books on these /w/zayf.f

FOR ONLY $]

THE SUGGESTED TRIAL: Simply agree to buy three
additional Club Selections or Alternates within a year

BOOK-DIVIDENDS: A library-building plan
every reading family should know about

THI‘:: EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP suggested here will not only prove,
by your own actual experience, how effectually membership in the Book-
of-the-Month Club can keep you from missing, through oversight or
overbusyness, books you fully intend to read; it will also demonstrate another
important advantage: Book-Dividends. Through this unique profit-sharing
system members can regularly receive valuable library volumes—at a small
fraction of their price—simply by buying books they would buy anyway.

If you continue after this experimental membership, you will earn, for
cvery Club Selection or Alternate you buy, a Book-Dividend Credit. Each
Credit, upon payment of a nominal sum, often only $1.00 or $1.50—some-
what more for unusually expensive volumes or sets—will entitle you to a
Book-Dividend which you may choose from over a hundred fine library vol-
umes whose retail prices now average $7. This is probably the most economical
means ever devised for building a well-rounded personal library. Since its
inauguration, $401,000,000 worth of books (retail value) has been re-
ceived by Book-of-the-Month Club members through this unique plan.

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc., 345 Hudson Street, New York, N.Y. 10014

by W. 5. KUNICZAK

431. THE RISE
AND FALL OF THE
THIRD REICH &y
WILLIAM L. SHIRER
(Rer. price $12.50)

| | Complete Poems
of ROBERT

FROST
s

231. COMPLETE
POEMS OF
ROBERT FROST
(Retail price $8)

152. BARTLETT'S
FAMILIAR
DUOTATIONS

13¢h editon
(Retail price $10)

PROMISED YOURSELF TO READ?

The Captain
MY DEHIRTO6

\ A
Hﬁtﬁ‘]-ﬁs

S0 i
AMERICA {5 mnas

348. INSIDE SOUTH
AMERICA by JOHN
GUNTHER. Maps
(Ret. price §7.95)

347, THE CAPTAIN
by JAN DE HARTOG
(Ret. pnce $5.95)

WIS DT

MODIERN
AMERICAN
USAGH

G

189. THE NEW 377. MODERN
OXFORO BOOK DF AMERICAN USAGE
ENGLISH VERSE A Guide by

WILSOMN FOLLETT
(Retadl price $7.530)

311. ESDUIRE PARTY

534. THE AMATEUR

BOODK by she EDITORS ~ PHOTOGRAPHER'S
OF ESQUIRE HANDBOOK by
1lustrated AARON SUSSMAN

(Rer. price $6.95) Iustrated

(Ret. price §5.95)
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I HAPPENING
IN AMERIGA

When people get hold of the most mixable, hoistable,
enjoyable taste in scotch whisky, they stay with it.

= |t happened in modern England (where Haig
has been the largest-selling scotch for the

.'Iu“'b l 'G
'Q‘f-::“"“'rfif,,::r Whrgar
L.

oy
! Bitmste g gorynse

% m::f & Co.Lro.

last 25 years). And now it's happening here. {.'-'*_c“_‘_?.r"o}t’;.,
= Why Haig of all scotches? Maybe because the 2 Yoo

House of Haig, world’s oldest distiller of scotch whisky,
has been at it since 1627. They've had the time to
get the right taste and the talent to keep it up to date.
= |t is this taste that can now happen to you.
Once it does, we think you'll stay with it. Don’t be vague. .. ask for Haig.

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86 PROOF « RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y.

hallucinogenic drugs are only after kicks;
but Caine is far afield when he damns the
whole psychedelic subculture. He forgets
that there are many mature, stable indi-
viduals who use such drugs not 1o escape
from reality but to expand their appre-
aatton of reality.

Richard Peterson

Batavia, New York

LAUGH LINES
Laughs, Eic., by James Leo Herlihy

(rLavBOY, July), was designated fiction—
but it secems more lact than fabrication.
It perlectly brought out the viciousness,
cruelty and phoniness that are all 100
present in today’s society. People like
“Gloria of the barren marriage” can be
found on every city block. Gloria's story
has probably been told a thousand times
in real life, but Herlihy told it best. Cou-
gratulations to him for writing it and to
vou [or publishing it.

John Wahl

APO New Yok, New York

SURE THINGS

I enjoyed reading Howard Margolis’
July article, Sure Things. It was very
entertaining. But much to my dismay,
everyone | spoke to who was willing to
wiger ou Margolis’ puzzles had alieady
seen his article. You can’t win them all,
I guess.

Here's one Margolis missed. I'd be
willing 1o give odds against a quick solu-
tion: You have $100 in your pocket and
vou've deaded to take 100 friends 1o the
movies. The price ol admission for males
is five dollars; females, two dollars; and
children, 50 cents. You must take 100
prople—mno more and no fewer—with at
least one man, one woman and one child.
How many ol each should vou take?

Jeftrey Bobier
Columbus, Ohio

We'd take just one of the givls and
split. for a weckend. However: If, by
“taking” 100 people, il’s assumed you
must accompany them and buy a ticket
for yourself (making a total of 101 mouvie-
goers), then theve are al least ten solu-
ftons, ranging from I guy, 30 givls and
70 kids 1o 10 guys, 3 givls and 88 kids.
If you don’t buy a ticket for yourself
(making a total of 100 muw'f:gucrv), the
problem can’t be solved.

Here's another betting game for men
who like to win. Deal 25 cards out on
the table—or Iet your pigeon deal them.
Bet him that you can make five pat five-
card poker hands (flush, full house or
straight) out of the 25 cards. You should
be able to get odds. Then go 1o it It's
quite simple. In fact, it will work almost
cevery time. The best approach is to ar-
range the cards in suits, then set aside ll
the flushes—there will be at least two
and perhaps as many as five. With the



Which shoe for you?

One’s leather.
One’s better.
Better because it never
needs breaking in.
Better because it holds
its shape. Wipes to a
shine. Repels weather.
And best of all, it looks
and feels better longer.
The shoe for you is on
the right. It’s made of
Aztran—the amazing

new poromeric
material by

¥ B.EGoodrich. Look
' for it in shoes made by

quality manufacturers.

AZTRAN

by B.F.Goodrich
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nothing
about
kaywoodie

1S
ordinary

Precious, aged briar, hand-
picked from hundreds of burls,
is hand-worked, hand-rubbed
to the soft rich finishthatmakes
it exclusively Kaywoodie.

A special rubber bit is hand-
turned, hand-fitted to feel just
right in your mouth. Then the
Drinkless Fitment that con-
denses moisture, traps tars and
irritants is added.

Small wonder it looks,
smokes like no ordinary pipe.
Always mild, dry, full flavored.
There's just no other pipe  _
quite like Kaywoodie. @

KAYWOODIE

Send 25¢ for 48-page catalog. Tells how to smoke a
pipe; shows pipes from $6.95 to 33.500; Kayvivoodie
Tobacco, smokingitems. Kayseoodie, N.Y .22, Dept. D-14

cards lelt over, make straights and full
houses. If the hve pat hands don’t show
up, try again by rearranging the same
cards. The odds are strongly in your
favor.
Steve Dimond
Brooklandville, Marvland

I've subscribed o rravysoy for several
years—with enjoyment and  with ap-
preciation for your good taste and vour
forthright opinions on controversial sub-
jects. As a mathematician. 1 especially
enjoved Margolis® Sure Things. However,
I would Like to point out an implied
€error  in the problems. The
sixth puzzler concerned drilling a hole
through the cener of a sphere and de-
termining the volume of the sphere re-
maining, where the lengith of the hole
(L) 1s known 10 be six inches. You cor-
rectly give the answer as 36 —. But then
vou sav: “The solution 10 the problem is
always the same: the square of the
length of the hole tmes - cubic inches.”

This is not wue. The correa formula is

one ol

not - L2 but 7 L3, which reduces to
= L2 only il L = 6. A person atiempting
to modily the problem according 1o your
formula would arrive at a wiong answer
and lose his bet.
Ralph W. Ball, Chairman
Depariment ol Mathematics
New Mexico Institute of
Mining and Technology
Socorro. New Mexico
Our explanaiion would have been
cleaver had we phrased it: *The solution
to the problem is alivays the same for a
six-inch hole, no matter what the size of
the sphere’” Reader Ball is corvect in his
general formula.

PLAYBOY IN POLAND

I think your readers will be interested
in this description ol what Pravsoy can
mean 1o someone on the other side ol the
Iron Curtain. as reported by David Hal-
berstam. Pulitzer Prize—winning foreign
correspondent, 1 an  article  entitled
“Love, Lile, and Selling Our in Poland.”
in the July 1967 issue ol Harper's
]Il;il!._‘)'llf.llll‘:

Elzbicta and I had gone through
a particularly dilhcult time. long
and painful. before we were finally
granted permission to manry. Alter-
ward [ sought out a brilliant intel-
lectual who had remained a Iviend
dwring the worst part of it. and said
there was something I would like (o
him. What would it be:
whiskey. books?

do for

rrayeoy., he said.

rraysoy? | asked.

A subscription to PLAYBOY, could
you do that? It's the most important
magazine there is.

I said I wasn’t sure: a magazine
subscription certainly. but he was an
intellectual. There were Commen-

tary, Encounter, Lsquire, Harper's.
But rraveoy, il you were in
America. . . .

But you don’t understand how im-
portant PLAYBOY s, he said. It is for
us the greatest American export in
the world. For us it is the good life.
The boy, the girl, the pad, with fancy
lighting and sports car. The wine
bottle, hall-empty. then the lights
out. The pinup girls. But are they
pinup girls? No, not at all, lllc‘}' are
secretaries, girls next door, and,
miracle. they are wking off their
clothes, all ol them. Your secretary is
taking off all her clothes.

But America. I said. is not really
like thai. The girls who lived next
door to me, . . .

Ah. you don't understand be-
cause you are an American. Here it
doesn’t matter il all American men
are not Hemingway heroes: what
matters is that we think they are. It
doesn't matter that all American
young men don't live like praveoy
heroes:  what that we
think they do. For us pLAvBoy is the
symbol ol vour good life.

matlers  is

Elwood Harilord
New York, New York

OFF COURSE

Besides having the layout of the Mo
nopoly board fouled up (the house on
Mediterranean  Avenuce out of
place, Park Place is where Luxury Tax
ought to be, etc). Rowland
Wilson (rraysoy, July) should know that

SCCIs

Cartoonist

you can’t have a hotel on Boardwalk un-
less you have lour houses on Park Phice.
Please be more caveful about things that
really count.
Roy Smith
San Francisco, Califoriia
We've sent our cartoonist divectly to
Jaill—without passing Go and without

collecting 8201,



No Scotch
improves
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Revlon’s great gift
to 20*Century Man
may be his hair

Look for a man who says he doesn’t care about ~ The remarkable anti-dandruff agent that it con-
his hair. And you'll probably find 2 man who  tains has been combined with a fine, non-greasy
isn't telling you the truth. Because of this univer-  hairdressing. A hairdressing any man would

sal maleconcern, Revlon scientists
have worked for years to improve
the condition of the hair and scalp.
And now, the announcement can
be made of a remarkable discov-
ery. A unique medical agent com-
bined with a method of treatment
that truly alleviates dandruff.

New ZP'! Anti-Dandruff
Hairdressing. A hairdressing cre-
ated by the laboratories of Revlon,
that doctors report has brought
actual, visible results in 3 out of
every 4 cases tested.

Will ZP'! positively work
for you? The odds are all in your
favor. Eminent dermatologists
have tested ZP!! on hundreds of
dandruff cases, both simple and
severe. ZP'! was the answer in 3
out of every 4 cases tested. After
regular use of ZP!!, even severe

enjoy using daily. And regular use
is the key. ZP!! succeeds because

~ medication stays on your scalp day
| after day. None is lost, as in wash-
i away shampoos.

How soon could ZP!! work

| for you? Doctors noted that in

most cases, maximum benefits
were obtained in fromone to three
weeks. And once your dandruff is
under control, ZP!! can actually
keep it under control indefinitely.

Evenif itcouldn’t doa thing

. about dandruff, you'd like what

ZP" does for your looks. It’s a
pleasantlyunobtrusive,non-greasy
cream hairdressing with
a fresh, clean masculine
scent. And while it holds
your hair, new ZP!! works
on dandruff the way no
weekly shampoo ever can.

o=

N
T

cases of flaking, scaling, itching, burning and Find out about ZP!!, the first Anti-
crusting were under control. Dandruff Hairdressing. It’s guaranteed
Why is ZP'! so successful? Because it is by the Men's Division of the world

24 the first continuous action anti-dandruff formula. renowned Revlon Research Laboratories.

ONISSINTNIVH
4NYGNYOLINY |
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AFTER HOURS

fter successive waves ol Negro jokes,

Polish jokes, Italian jokes and—since
the recent skirmish in the Middle East—
Jewish and Araly jokes, it was almost
ievitable thar these harassed minorities
would retaliate. The word is that a clever
and anonvmous cartel of Negroes, Poles,
Italians. Jews and Arabs has pooled s
creative talents 1o produce the last word
in ethme humor: WASP jokes. Like its
irreverent lorebears, the WASP joke (the
acronym, lor those who just got oft the
Greyhound, significs “White Anglo-Saxon
Protestant”) pokes fun at the peculiarities
—rcal and mmagined-—that characterize
the WASP. These would include his
1nnate ln‘('tli!ct'li(m toward big business:
Q—What do you call six WASPs sitting
around a conference table? A—Price fix-
ing: Q—What is the WASP version of
the Holy Trinity? A—General Motors,
Ford and Chrysler: Q—Whar do you get
when vou cross a WASP with a chimpan-
ree? A—A three-feet-high blond company
president. Or his reading habits: Q—
How do you keep a WASP uninformed?
A—Hide his copy of Reader’s Digest: Q
—How do you keep him misinformed?
A—Find it for him: Q-—How do vou tell
i WASP at a nude pany? A-—He's the
one rveading The Wall Street Journal.
Or even lus politics: Q—What does a
AWASP consider the chiel injustice in the
world? A—FEarl Warren; Q-—Name a
WASP war hero. A—General Franco:
OQ—What is the WASP's [avorite wree?
A—Birch; Q—Why do WASPs lear sun-
burn? A—Beuter dead than red.

His putatve ethnic narrow-mindedness
15 a rich vein: Q—What do vou call 144
WASPs? A-—Gross bigotry: Q—What do
vou call a WASP who lets his daughter
marry a Jewz A-—Broke; Q—What do
vou cill a WASP in Alabama with a
Jewish name? A—Lonely: Q-—Why do
WASPs preler 1o belong 1o private coun-
try clubsz A—It's their final solution to
the Jewish Problem. And his lack of love
for his Negro brethren is a venitable
mother lode: Q—What do vou call a
WASP with a Negro roommutez A—A
jaitbird: Q—\\'h:lt'k the WASP version of
black power? A—B0 Negroes pulling a
harge up the Mississippi; Q—Name the

two Negroes whom WASPs most admire.
A—Aunt Jemima and Uncle Ben; Q—
What is an Alabama WASP's version ol
The Late Show? A—A jury taking more
than hve nunutes to find a Negro guiliy:
0O—Give two reasons WASPs drop out ol
college. A—James Meredith and Auther-
ine Lucy: Q What do you call a \WASP
in Watts? A—A cop; Q—Whut do vou
cill @ WASP who has a Negro lor din-
ner? A—A cannibal; Q—What's a WASP
dove 1n Alabama? A—Someone who calls
for a halt to the bombing of Negro
churches; Q—What do you call a Missis-
sippt WASP who participates in a lynch-
ing? A—A social dimber.

The WASPs physical frailty is also
fair game: Q—How many WASPs does it
take 10 convict a Southern Negro of sim-
ple assauli? A—24: 12 1o beat him up
and another 12 1o find him guily; Q—
Whit do vou call @ WASP prize highter?
A—Lousy. So is his religion: Q—How
can vou el a WASP lu‘()s‘!iluti_‘? e
There's a Bible next to her bed; Q
How can you make a WASP give up his
religionz A—Integrate his church. And
his lackluster sex lile: O—Wha do vou
call it when a prostitute services a WASP
client? A—The naked and the dead; Q—
What happens when a WASP couple get
tc know each other wellr A—Divorce.
His nredeemable squarcness rounds out
our sampling with suitable WASPish-
ness: Q—How do you break a WASP's
heart? A—Catch Pat Boone and Kate
Smith at a pot partv. And how does a
WASP turn on, tume in and drop out?
He falls asleep in [ront of his TV.

Sign of the times spotted behind the
counter at a cal¢ in Charleroic, Belgium:
COFFEE—FIVE  FRANCS. REAL COFFEE—
SEVEN IRANCS.

Aptly velept secretary of the California
Committee on  Therapeutic  Abortion:
Mrs. Walter Studhalrer.

Our Blithe Spirit of the Month Award
goes 1o the late James McMillan Gibson
of York. Maine, who ordered that a “big
party” be held after his [uneral to pre-

vent prolonged mourning, and further
requested that he be buried under two
27-inch-high champagne bottles ol gran-
e (Bollinger Lxira Quality Brut) in
place of the usual tombstone. Our Party

Pooper of the Month Award goes
to the citizens of York who forced the
custodian of the graveyard o betray Gib-
son’s will and remove the two bottles.
Gibson—a former aide to then-Secretary
of State Edward Stettimus—should have
protected his bacchanalian burial mound,
we suggest, with some sort of spooky and
threatening incantations. An adaptation
of Shakespeare might have done the rick:
“Good Iriend for Jesu's sake forebearef
To dig the dust enclosed here/Blest be
the man that heeds my cues/And curst
be he that moves my booze.”

Calling it “a somber sexual tragedy.”
the London Times reported the refusal
of specially imported Portuguese st
oysters to breed with Blighty-born bi-
vialves. Resuli: Ovysters were going for
$5.25 a dozen 1 London restaurants.

There's an “un-charm™ studio for men
in San Francisco, which, a eorrespondent
swears, “guarantecs to make a bum out
ol you in 30 days or relund your money.”

-

Cuckoldry Department, Geriatvic Divi-
sion: “"Trouble with vour spouse coming
home late, or nor at all?” asked a person-
al ad in the Columbia, South Carolina,
State. “Conhdenual mvesugators lor (on
fidential investigations. Special discount
il spouse over 75 years of age.”

“HERE TODAY. HERE ToMORROW s the
apropos headline ol a column in the
prison paper at the Rawlins, Wyoming,
state ])l'!lllt'l!ll:n'}'_

Medical science may have inadvertently
fallen upon verification of the old adage
abour leading a horse to water, etc. Scar-
ing oursell the other day by reading an
arucle abour tobacco and
Medical World News, we came upon the
following straight-faced comment. “Dur-
ing experiments on horses at Roswell

cineer,

295
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Tom Keating, Defensive Tackle for the Oakland Raiders, goes for non-greasy Dep for Men

Tom Keating just had his hair styled.

Wanna make something out of it?

At 250 Ibs., Tom’s no sissy. But he gets his hair styled. Because if
Tom'’s hair is shaped to fit his face, he looks slimmer. Here's how it
works. First, Tom’s stylist shampoos his hair. Then he shapes it wet,
leaving the sides a little long, and adding some height. Finally, he
styles it with Dep for Men, a clear, non-greasy gel, and adds a shot of
Dep for Men Hair Spray to hold the line. All Tom has to do to keep
this neat look is use Dep for Men each

morning. How about you? Why not try a /'
styling job? And dont forget the Dep.

Dep for Men Gel is available in both
Regular and new Dry Hair formulas.

-

ko
wemei- HRMIRDAESS STYLING GEL

Park Memorial Institute in Buffalo, it
was found that while they could be given
cigarettes, they could not be made 1o
smoke. This was a severe disappoint-
ment.” We've read a lot about how this
age of specialization has narrowed the
breadth of human knowledge. but we nev-
er would have suspected that the Roswell
researchers could have been so ignorant
of the old saw as to feel surprised regret
when they discovered that their speci-
mens from Marlboro country failed to
light up. Apparently, at Roswell Park.
they haven't even heard of horse sense,

Mysterious East Department: A sign on
a Kyoto street reads, YOU TOURISTS IN
KYOTO. THE ALLURE OF CARING YOUR
COMPANY IN THE EVENING AWAITS YOU AT
STREET CORNER. TURN DOWN THE
PROPOSAL TO KEEP AWAY FROM AWFUL
EXPERIENCE, KYOTO PREFECTURAL POLICE
HEADQUARTERS,

-

To Whom It May Concern, from an
announcement in the Los Angeles Times:
“Lovely private home for dignificd re-
spectable unwed mothers. All matters
confidential. Relerences required.”

A restaurant in the Bahamas, accord
ing to the Kettering-Oakwood, Ohio,
Times, offers worried executives a drink
called “business on the rocks.”

-

Auention, A.S.P.C.A., Aviary Branch;
A recent issue of Field and Stream ran
an advertisement from the Marsh Quail
Company of Garden Grove, California,
extolling the joys of “laying quaill—for
profit and pleasure.”

-

Our man in England reports that
among the unclaimed lost property
offered at a policestation auction in
Cardilf, Wales, were six baby carriages,
an artificial leg, the Iower hall of a
zilor's dummy and 60 brassicres.

-

Chicago's Paul Bunyan restaurant is
strategically located direcily across the
street from the Dr. Scholl's foot-comfort
lactory,

-

Equestrians, take note: A classified ad
in the Hillshorough (California) Bou-
tique oftered the services of a horse-
woman trained in European equitation
who will “excrcise your horse for the
pleasure of a mount.”

-

Reader response to our May list of
terms for describing in a manner perti-
nent to that position a man’s loss of job
has inspired us to offer a few more of the
same. Why shouldn’t aging cowboys, for
cxample, be deranged? And why can't
fishermen who cast lines out of season be
summarily debaited? For the same rea-
son, we suppose, that railway porters



complete with all deluxe accessories. Hy Fishman Furs of New York.

You may have already WON in The Longines Symphonette’s 200
G@RLIDIT TS GO G\ E
Dweepstakes -+

15t Prize— 100 chances to win A Sensalional  2nd Prize— 100 Elegant, Full-Length MINK COATS.
Mercury COUGAR Sportscar. Fully Equipped and Custom designed and personalized by the famous

Plus 10,000 powerful AM-FM Transistor radios to follow-up winners!
Ower 10,000 Chances To Win wn The Longines Sympnonette’s New GOLDEN COUGAR SWEEPSTAKES.

NOW=HAVE A

DISGOUNT REGORD STORE |, vt

TOP
PRIZES

Save up to 55% on every record you ever
want to buy! No obligation to buy any records

The Longines Symphonette’s new service, THE CITADEL RECORD CLUB gives you
any record, any artist, any label at savings up 1o 55% off manufacturer's suggested
price. No obligation to buy any records = Jet Speed Service « See detaiis below e

Spaocial Money-Back Membership—dJust Like a Free Trial!

of club forces you to buy records you don’t want.

THERE IS A BETTER WAY: The Longines Symphonelte New Citade! Club gives you
a huge “Discount Record Store” in your own home...acls like a “record buyers

cooperative”,

The honest sincere CITADEL CLUB way is quite simple. There are no
hidden contracts, no obligation to buy any records at all, and you
have your FREE choice of any record available today at discounts of
up to 55%, with a minimum of 35% guaranteed. Here's how easy it is
to start saving on the records you buy:

1 ANY RECORD, ANY ARTIST, ANY LABEL, ANY KIND OF MUSIC!

What do you prefer? Popular? Classical? Broadway Show? Rock
and roll? Movie or TV themes? Order Herb Alpert, Barbra Streisand,
Robert Goulet, Dean Martin, Frank Sinatra, Herman's Hermits, any
original Broadway Cast...you name it, if it's in print, you have it at a
guaranteed 35% off manufacturers' list price...often as hign as 55%.
Even includes imported labels and hard-to-find specialties,

2 YOU ARE NOT REQUIRED TO BUY ANY RECORDS AT ALL! Buy
as many or as few records as you need—recoros of your cnoice!
3 IRON CLAD GUARANTEE: FACTORY-FRESH RECORDS, MOST

SEALED IN PLASTIC. Any record that passes our inspection team
and is imperfect, is replaced without additional cost to you.

TYPICAL CITADEL RECORD CLUB SUPER-BARGAINS

Normal | Citadel Normal | Citadel
List | Special List | Special

Performer Price | Price Performer Price | Price
FRANK SINATRA i) .29 HERB ALPERT AND
MANTOVANI | 479 | 2.29 || THE TLJUANABRASS | 479 | 2.19
CONNIE FRANCIS | 4.3 2.29 BARBRA STRE|SAND Tt 2
LAWRENCE WELK | 419 2.28 || THE MONKEES s
AL HIRT o 29 HARRY BELAFONTE i)

r I
ERICH LEINSDORF | 575 .89 LEONARD BERNSTEIN |

5%
ssa%ssaés

RAMSEY LEWIS o] .29 || NAT KING COLE

BOBBY DARIN .29 || EDDY ARNOLD 479 | i

TONY BENNETT 279 .39 || HENRY MANCINI _ 49| 1
[ COUNT BASIE 279 29 || GUY LOMBARDO 479 | 3

STAN GETZ 479 .20 || ROLLING STONES 429 | 2

You've seen the “tricky” ads in this and other publications: Get 10 records FREE
they say. Then in smaller print, if you agree to buy 10 or 11 more in just one year.
They give you your choice of from 30 to 90 records...and that is not free choice. for
the Schwann Catalog lists more than 30,000 long-play records now available to you,
The extra records you have to buy no matter what choice is offered you are part of
the “trick". More records you really don't want. And did you ever try to turn down a
record club seiection of the month? It's tough—and you have to move fast. This kind

24 HOUR SERVICE IN MOST CASES! Your orders filled promptly
...mostly within 24 hours. The fastest service in the industry,

5 FREE MEMBERSHIP KIT INCLUDES 300-PAGE SCHWANN CATA-

LOG PLUS TWO OTHER BIG BOOKS! As a member you get the
famous SCHWANN catalog which lists more than 30,000 long-play
records now available. Same book used by the biggest stores. .. tells
you the manufacturers’ suggested prices and other information, And
you get twe BONUS BIG BOOK CATALOGS listing special bargains
and current top sellers. All FREE with your membership.

6 “MONEY-BACK" MEMBERSHIP—JUST LIKE A FREE TRIAL! In

order to introduce you to the tremendous advantages of member-
ship in The Citadel Record Club, we invite you to accept a three-
month trial for just $1. And—we will even give you a Record Bonus
Certificate worth $1 toward your first purchase...just like a FREE
trial. AND —we’ll even bill you later for the small $1 fee. Remember—
every Citadel Club membership is for the entire family. Your children
can order and save, Any member of your family can order records. ..
and save. But—try us out. Mail the card or coupon for the special
three-month trial for only $1.

e CITADEL RECORD CLUB

Svmphonette Square, Larchmont, N.Y. 10538

Enroll me in the club for all the privileges described In the advertise-
ment. | get FREE kit including SCHWANN catalog plus two bonus big
books. | AM NOT OBLIGATED TO BUY ANY RECORDS . . . but save up
1o 55% on those | really want, any artist, any label. Blll me for the $1
trial membership and send the $1 Record Bonus Certificate which |
CEn use tomard my first purchase.

r.

Mrs.
NAME = Miss
ADDRESS

CITY. STATE

I B28001

How sweepstakes works . The Longines Symphonelle has
reserved the described gitts for holders of lucky numbers,
selected by electronic compuiers under the Girection of the
0. L. Biar Corporation. Each Lucky Number coupon sub-
mibied by an aduit 21 years of older will be checked against
the cfficial hist of wenming Aumbers. Employees of The
Longines Symphonette and ite afliliates, or of this magazine

[ NO—Do not enroll me but tell me if 1 have won. | have copied |
number from card bound in this magazine.
1968, This sweepstakes is subject 1o ail Federal, Stale and

Loeal vegulations. Prire winners will be nolified by mail, If Number.
you send a seif addressed stamped envelope a representalive L @} C. 5., Inc.
Tist of prize winners will be sent 1o you

of persona bess than 21 years of age, shall not be ehigible.
Your endry must hisl the olMficial lucky number, and must be
theched YES or NO. Entries must be received by January &,

i — p—  ——————— — —

|

{Please print carefully) 826-001
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HELP
STAMP OUT
_FAT POCKETS

SUPER SKINNY
'S HERE

>

EK brings on Super Skinny:
the billfold so slim it won't show
up no matter where you pocket it.
Yet Super Skinny holds everything a fat wallet -
does. Cards and credentials slip into the flip-through
plastic case without the divulge of a single bulge.
Say so long fat pockets, hello Super Skinny in black or
brown leather. $5 to $35. You might know it would be from

Enger Kress of West Bend, Wisconsin, fine leather crafters since 1885.

Get everything organized with
EK everything: bilitolds, French
purses, clutches and wallets, cases
and kits and more at all fine stores.

aren’'t derided for misplacing baggage,
or conductors derailed for short-changing
passengers. Nevertheless, we feel that
deceitful insurance brokers should be dis-
claimed and sticky-fingered blackjack
dealers discarded. Dishonest traffic-court
judges, furthermore, should be defined,
and any CIA man caught financing the
publication of Ramparts would have to
be decoded. A careless dressmaker ought
to be depleated and an overweight model
should certainly be deposed. But we'd
feel rather sorry for a pregnant prostitute:
She’d have to be delayed.
-

Untold Human Interest Story of the
Month: On New York’s West Third
Street, scrawled  beneath a recruiting
poster declaring that THE MARINE CORPs
sulLDs  MEN, we spied the plaintive
grallito, “T'hen build one for me. Mary
Jo Wazybicki.”

-

Double Standard Department, Postal
Division: On behall of a chient charged
with sending an obscene publication
through the mails, a Norfolk. Virginia,
lawyer called the Justice Deparument
and asked to view a copy ol the salacious
document. According to the Norlolk
Ledger-Star, the offending material ar-
rived a few days later—by mail.

THEATER

Peter Ustinov is the dilettante’s Da
Vina, a dazzling dabbler in most of the
popular arts, In The Unknown Soldier and
His Wife, he attempts a tragicomic epic
about war and peace. How much more
ambitious can you be? How much farther
can vou [all il vou Lail? The odd thing is
that even in failure—and his new play s
a [ailure—there are moments, particularly
when the author stops acting pompous
amd  begins  auacking  pomposity. His
[unniest invention is a prototypal Nazi-
ish character nimed Inventor, who mar-
kets war wares through the centuries. As
played fiendishly by Second City's Bob
Dishy with a word-crunching German
vaudeville accent, he is a panic. Most of
the other characters are a trial: the un-
known soldier (Christopher Walken), who
gets chopped up in every battle: the
unknown soldier’s wife (Melissa C. Mur-
phy), who gets knocked up belore every
batde: the archbishop (Howard Da Silvay),
who talks hke a [ortune cookie (“I will
plant seeds in your mind which will
blossom into a harvest™). Fortunately, the
actors are several cuts above their parts.
Brian Bedlord, for one, plays generals,
kings, dukes, a battalion of musgwided
war makers, and each is a completely
individual impersonation. But too much
of the play is bombast. By the sccond
wir, one gets the message: War is hell,
especially for the fall guy. The ambitious
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The spirit of (Grand Wlarnier

tantalizing . . . captivating . . . its delightful bouquet . . . deli-
cious flavour...help make memorable moments...Grand ;
Marnier from France is held in esteem by the world's leading
chefs. .. Parisians love their quaint crepes Suzette stands...
sprinkle Grand Marnier liberally on crepes. Enjoy the taste of
Grand Marnier in cocktails, great recipes or in a snifter after
dinner... it has spirit! Write for our free recipe booklet.
TMPORTED FROM FRANCE /MAOE FROM FINE COGNAC BRANDY /B0 PRODF / CARILLON TMPORTERS, LTO., 730 FIFTH AVENUE, NYC 10019

Try France's exciting
after dinner coffee. ..
Grand Marnier Coffee
...it's easy to make...
1 oz. Grand Marnier, 1
glass hot black coffee,
top with whipped
cream. Elegant . , .
smooth.

TOP-NOTCH FORM. Lillian Russell had it. Giacometti did too. A
perfect sense of style and form. Like this sculptured chest-jacquard
FORUM?, a study in aesthetics with its reverse-

stich diamond pattern in vivid contrasting
._=_ color-tones. The colors, deeper, richer, stronger in
'ml-lg tow-dyed Acrilan acrylic. The result, like every

FORUM, top-notch in substance. Top-notch in
°SPORTSWE AR form.

InTeal, ¢

Orange, ¥

Chili, Gold, ¥

Olive, Ivory.

Guaranteed for N "%

one year normal . |

wear by Monsanto, |
S,M,LXL. About $14.00. oy
At better stores Or write

FORUM 303 Fifth Ave., New York.

Ustinov has little to add to this edifving
piece of information. At the Vivian
Beaumont, 150 West 65th Sireet.

MOVIES

Considerable sympathy is stirred up
for wwo tagic mistus of the Great De-
pression ¢ra in Bonnie ond Clyde, based on
the real-life story of Bonnie Parker and
Clyde Barrow. who lived, stole cars,
robbed banks and ultimately died to-
gether in ambush back in the days of
rumtble seats and Dbread lines. Both di-
rector Arthur Penn and  producerstar
Warren Beatty. outdoing any of their pre-
vious films (and, incidentally, getting the
jump on In Cold Blood), put lightning
excitement  into a David Newman—
Robert Benton seript that never settles for
mere sensationalism. The study of char-
acter is sometimes obviously slanted in
the culprits’ favor; but more often, they
scein naitural childven of the social envi-
ronment from which they spring, and
their violent odyssey ol arime rips along
like an open roadster 1aking every corner
on two wheels. Beauy plays Clyde as
big, beaunful, dim and impotent, a lout
who lapses into a life of violence partly
lor sexual release. As his frustrated para-
mour, a restless litlle Texas nobody with
a yen to write maudlin poetry between
gun fights, Fave Dunaway is hine, too,
and here has a role that should fix her
grit as well as her girth in the public eye.
The best of it may be that the hard-luck
feel of the Thirtics 1ouches every frame
of film. In one prickly vigneite, Bonnie
and Clyde invite a weary dirt farmer and
his hired man to help shoot up a ram-
shackle old house Irom which the farm-
er’s family has just been evicted by the
bank—and the resentment fele by the
dispossessed ol any era suddenly yields
cchoes of the protests heard more re-
cently in Watts, Newark and Detroit.

-
Let France's wizard of cinematography,
Henri Decae, wain his lens on set-

tings furbished with romantic wrn-ol-
the-century decor and the movie is certain
to delight the eye. The Thief, director
Louis (The Lovers) Malle's comic essay
on the honorable profession of burglary,
delights the inmtellect as well. Leading a
pack ol cheerlully amoral characters is
Jean-Paul Belmondo, coolly existentialist
as ever, despite his bushy mustache and
flowing cape. Belmondo's thievery begins
as a gesture of spite toward a rascally
uncle who has misappropriated his in-
heritance and refused him the hand of
his adored cousin Charloute (Genevieve
Bujold), a kittenish beauty pantung to
get next o her kin. Jean-Paul lifts her
prospective bridegroom’s family jewels,
then embarks on a career of crime under
the tutelage of a master crook who passes
in polite society as a priest. Malle's
incisive glimpses at the thiel’s victims



Feed your new baby
the formulathat keeps
it running young.

Ever wonder why auto
manufacturers generally
advise against running a

new car at high speeds?

It’s because a new engine
is tight, stiff and vulnerable
to the kind of friction that
causes erosion of metal
parts; the kind of friction
ordinary motor oils just
can’t cut.

STP can out that friction,
though. Because STP Oil
Treatment is a super
concentrate so strong it
clings to all metal parts
without breaking down or
draining off.

Have your gasoline service
station add STP to your
oil from the very start. And
keep using it to keep your
car running smoother,
cooler, quieter, longer.

A.J. Foyt, Parnelli Jones,
Jimmy Clark, Graham Hill
and most of the other leading
car racers prove STF outs
friction to a fraction every
time they put it through
their grueling tests.

e Add STP. Youth will be
served.

A Scientifically Tested Product

£ ') A Division of Studebaker Corporaticn

The racer’s edge
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leave little doubt that clergymen, politi-
cians, businessmen and svelte matrons of
the haut monde all are picking pockets
one way or another. Juggling a dozen
complex relationships in and out of the
underworld milieu, Malle orchestrates
them with sly precision. His smoothest
scene is one in which the thiel and Char-
lotte casually set about forging the scoun-
drel unde’s will, while the old debauchee
lies paralyzed on his deathbed, watching.
Under the hlm’s glossy surlace, Malle
has wrought a lightly outrageous ode 1o
the disenchanted of every epoch.

People
in the know want

THE
GROSS

-

Redondo  Beach, California, Sunset
Beach and the Banzai Pipeline of Oahu
arc names murmured with reverence by
surldom’s [aithful golden hordes, who
consider these perilous shores roughly
equivalent to Rome, Jerusalem and Mec-
Gi. Now Surfari comes pounding in hard
behind last year's splashy sleeper, The
Endless Summer; and this account of
several crusades to the centers of big
surfing oflers more thrills per spill than
did its predecessor. The color photogra
phy in Swrfart is less imaginative, but
exceutive producer Don Brown (related
to Summer’s Bruce Brown only by the

-------- because it is
composed of two heads facing one another and so
mounted where by their centers are slightly off,
as shown in the diagram. This combination of
bias and signal heads makes possible clearer re-
sponses than the ordinary conventional head, even

Model X-365: This
professional type machine
features 4-track, 3-speed
stereo/mono recording and
playback — the famous
Akai Cross-Field Head —
automatic reverse, repeat,
stop and shutoff —sound-
on-sound — sound - with -
sound —sound-over-sound
—50 watts solid-state am-
plifier — 30 to 24,000 cps
frequency response — 3
motors—6 15 ” built-in spe-
akers—operates on 100
240v AC at 50/60 cycles—
biased system for FM
multiplex recording — re-
mote control and 1015”
reel adaptors optional —
vertical or horizontal posi-
tioning—push button con-

at slow tape speeds.

Model M-8: Cross
Field Head tape recording
and playback superiority
from Akai. The 4-track, 4-
speed stereo/mono M-8
offers  sound - on -sound
recording—uvertical center
speakers—special bias for
FM multiplex recording —
automatic  shutoff — in-
stant stop-—horizontal or
vertical positioning — 2
speed synchronous motor
—30 to 25,000 cps fre-
quency response — 12
watts power output—ope-
rates on 100-240v AC at
30/60 cycles,

Model X-300: The
Akai Model X-300 fea-
tures the famous Cross-
Field Headsystem—stereo/
mono recording and play-
back — 4-track, 2-speed
(15 ips optional)— 10147
reel capacity — self-con-
tained 50 watts amplifier
— sound-over-sound — 90
ke bias for FM multiplex
recording — 4 digit tape
counter-—3 motors—verti-
calfhorizontal positioning
— piano key controls —
67 x 4" speakers — oper-
ates on 100-240v AC at
50/60 cycles.

the Cross-Field Head included in these models

sult spray in his blood) sensibly de-
votes most of his lootage 1o the dassic
conllict ol man vs. wave. The waves are
mostly 15- 1o 30-footers. The men are
Ricky Grigg. world surling champion ol
1967, and Greg Noll. one of the West
Const’s leading  daredevils. Grigg. part
sun god, part intellectual, is due for a
Ph.D. in oceanography, though his bra-
vura style at sea level marks him a
Brando ol the breakers. A surfers’ derby
at Malibu begins the [un; and whenever
the stars wade ashore to pull themsclves
together for another set, Brown kills time
with econventional change-of-pace distrac
tions that narvators of surl epics appear
unable to resist—a  bikini comest, a
vitual frug, a jape about surlers at a ski
resovt and some werrible, werrible jokes.
Hang in there, anyway, and wait for the
new wave,
.

Paul Newman, as the legendary hero
ol Cool Hond Luke, has a sticky momeni
just before he expives. Three times he has
escaped from a Southern chain gang,
and his fiereely independent spirit rises
above every sadistic form of punishment
his captors can devise. Now he stands
alone in a deserted church and atempts
a little heart-to-heart talk with "The Man

Upstains.  Although the whine of ap
proaching sivens iells us Luke isn’t going
to win this time, the myth he has ereatcd
will assuredly live on. sustaining his lel-
low prisoners. That particular bag ol
gosh-a-mmghty folk poery is poorly suited
to Newman, whose own mythical movie
presence dominates any fiction a hard-

AKAl TAPE RECORDERS are available at the US Army and Air Force PACEX Exchanges, the Navy
Exchange and the Marine Corps Exchange. The PACEX MAIL ORDER SERVICE in Japan has just re-
sumed filling your orders again.

AKAL

-10

For further information, Please send me your cataloguets) ©

AKAI TRADING CO., LTD.
AKAI ELECTRIC CO., LTD.

HIGASHIKONYACHD OHTAKU TOKYD JAPAN

NAME : AGE : - ! ! = 3
ADDRESS : working scenarist can deliver in the first
TAPE REGORDER COUNTRY : place. And in the second place, a drama

about men in irons swealing on county




What a catch!

Martini & Rossi Imported Vermouth
for cocktails that purr.
Sweet for captivating Manhattans.
Extra Dry for prize Martinis.
Try it in your own cage.

A A
1 \
{ { Y] k

RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y,

ARTINI=ROSS!

1

- A

OUTSIDETHE U.S.AND CANAOA IT'S CALLED

EEGHMD verouTh
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Life beginswith

ke
FORTIS

The watch with the
personal touch

Ref. 6176/6179

Automatic with Calendar

ey
FORTIS

The Makers of the first
selfwinding wrist
watches
_WORLD SERVICE

FORTIS WATCH LTD.
GRENCHEN SWITZERLAND

roads doesn’t convey quite the sense of
social urgency it did in the Thirties,
when director Stuart Rosenberg
probably just a boy. Until Luke begins
to swell with self-importance toward the
end, it is entertaining sadism brightencd
with touches of robust male humor in
the Mister Roberts tradition. The camp
rules are set forth with unequivocal
frankness (“No playing grab-ass or smok-
ing in a prone position”). and one sc-
quence, where the prisoners sieam in a
ditch while a thinly clad blonde crawls
all over a car she is washing at an adja
cent Barmhouse, is choice. Conrad Hall's
misty color photography emphasizes the
raw blue beauty of dawn, when the men
in their state-issue  uniforms  siragele
forth to [ace horrors yer untried. You
may enjov them, if you like vour escap-
ism with lots of lumps.

Wils

In its own way. American Internation-
al Pictures has been mirroring the fanra-
sics of our teenagers for more than a
decade now. Al's carliest efforts were
dedicated to adolescent ghouls, after
which the corporation graduated to Ed-
aar Allan Poe chillers. teeny-bikini beach
epics,  Californiastyle  motorcyvelegang
mania last season, and this year, LSD.
In The Trip (you saw a preview in last
month's rLaysoy), Peter Fonda freaks
out for the first time when the st
of his imminent divorce from screenmate
Susan Strasberg, added to the tension of
his job as a Hollywood director of TV
commercials, fnally leads him w0 wurn
on at a friend’s lavish Los Angeles pad.
Peter is hardly the actor his father is
—or his sister Jane is becoming—but he
turns in his most perceptive perform-
ance to date. At first, he takes the
hallucinogenic highroad, but socon his
LSD jov ride ceases to be a daviipper's
delight and mostly umns into a long
dav’s vight. Although Susan Strasberg is
the feminine lead, she’s clearly outsex-
starred by blonde newcomer Salli Sachse,
who looks just great with or without
clothes. At the end of The Trip. Fonda
finds Salli, the two repair 1o her bed
and all is groovy. Director Roger Cor-
man, who's been nicknamed “king of
the quickies” because of his prolific out-
put of appallingly asinine flicks. evident-
ly took his time while making The Trip,
and the result isn’t hall bad: A number
of stunning visual effects make absorh-
ing use of color, and there is just enough
high-flying Fonda to make The Trip
worth while.

55

In an England of the near Muture,
rock-'n’-roll star Steve Shorter, “the
oreatest entertainer the world has seen
in 500 years,” is tendered a ticker-tape
parade to the theater, where he goes into
his act before a mob of screaming, weep-
ing tecnagers: Placed in handcuffs by
“police,” he is led into a jail cell on stage
and belted around by a theatrically sadis-

tic supporting cast while singing abowt
how he needs his freedom. Thus begins
Privilege, a crucllv compelling. often bril-
liant film. Superh when he sings. sopho-
moric when he speaks. rveal-life Britsh
rock idol Paul Jones, former lead singer
of the Manfred Mann group. portravs
Shorter, whose privileged life is as feuered
as his violemly evocative performances.
The acting ol Shorter’'s manipulators is
little short of magnificent: William Job,
as the corporate head ol Shorter Enter-
prises. displays a wealth of Downing
Streer decorum and kensington casuistry:
Mark London, as Steve's chatty. natty
press agent, has the makings of a top
character actor. (On the other hand,
model Jean Shrimpion, as an artist com-
missioned to immontalize Shorter in oils,
having o long played the mannequin,
woodenly comes across as a stick figure.)
But the real star of Privilege is director
Perer Watkins, only 31, who must get the
credit for this acidly anti-establishment
film that overreaches itself only in a torch-
ht stadium scene where Shorter—now
plumping lor the state church. a crum-
bling rock of ages—mounts the podium
and auwempts 1o heal the sick while urg-
ing the aeam of England’'s vouth to
chant “We will conform.”™ At this point,
ithe siringently satiric plot dissolves into
a screen sermon  that  heavy-handedly
casts [ar o many stones. NMany ol
Witkins missiles nevertheless hit their
targets: a passive public that allows itsell
1o be motivitionally manipulated by the
image makers: the pandering cynics who
hurd-sell their mass-media products—hu-
man and inanimate—with i twisted mix-
wire ol sex and violence: our own eager
embrace ol a corporate age and its steady
erosion of privacy and individuality. Wat
kins, whose hctional documentary, The
War Game, was commissioned by the BBC
and then deemed unfic for British con-
sumption, was exonerated when it won a
clusier of international awards. In Privi-
lege—despiie  its upper-case Message—
the quasi-documentary touches he mas-
tered on BBC money are sharply and
effectively in cvidence. And in his first
full-length hilm. he shows he can use color
with startling success. No doubt about it:
Watkins is on his way.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

The reports of Mort Sahl's prolessional
demise have been greatly exaggerated.
Somewhat muted in recent yeawrs (Sahl
claims an establishment conspiracy las
kept him from the public car), the rapid-
fire, comic has come
roaring back, bigger and brasher than
ever, if we can take his recent stint at
Chicago’s Mister Kelly's as any gauge.
For instance, on doctors: “The A. M. A.
has branded Faith healer Oral Roberts a
quack. It's opposed to any cure that's

sweater-swathed



From
Holland
with love

Nature sheds its love

on sun-ripened apricots,
Bols creates its
greatest liqueur

with loving care.

You will love

the exquisite flavour,

the caressing smoothness.
You will agree: nothing less
than Apricot Bols will do.
Especially for

those special occasions...

Try it, you'll love it!
It will be love for life.

APRICOT

BOLS

ask for it by name!

Pay at home and surprise your friends abroad with an exceptional gift.
GloBOLService delivers Apricot Bols and Bols V.O. Genever, quick and
troublefree, in almost any country in the world. No packaging and shipping
charges and no duty formalities as BOLS delivers abroad from local stocks.
Write to GloBOLService, Rozengracht 103, Amsterdam for further particulars.
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wild new thing is about to
happen: the mad, mod scene is
about to witness the birth of a
fantastic new magazine destined
for greatness. Its name is Avant-
Garde.

As its name implies,
Avant-Garde will be a forward-
directed, daring, and wildly he-
donistic magazine. It will report
on cvery aspect of the ebullient
new life-style now emerging in
America, and it will do so with no
put-ons and no inhibitions.

The pages of Avant-Garde
will explode with biting satire, in-
cisive profiles, audacious report-
age. lush graphic art, conscious-
ness-expanding fiction,and poetry
that speaks. Avant-Garde will
cover Art, Politics, Science, and
every other subject of interest to
readers of superior intelligence
and cultivated taste. It will be a
bimonthly of:

—beauty, bringing to graphic art
atranscendental newkind of high;
—truth, eschewing platitudes and
really telling it like it is; and

—love, unabashedly reveling in
the One Universal Ultimate Good.

In short, Avant-Garde
will be a hip, joyous, beautiful
new magazine. It will be the voice
of the Turned-On Generation.

Perhaps the best way to
describe Avant-Garde for you is
to list the kinds of articles it will
print:



The Dead-Serious Movement fo Run Allen
Ginsberg for Congress

Homage to Muhammad Ali—35 Celebrities
(including Marlon Brando, Jackie Robinson,
and Woody Allen) in praise of Cassius Clay.
Coming: Synthetic (and Thercfore Legal)
Marijuana

Radio Free America—A professor’s plan
(already in motion) to establish a pirate radio
station off the coast of California.

The “Bust” of Charlottec Moorman—The
gifted young cellist describes her arrest for
giving a concert hall recital “topless.”

The CIA’s Super-Salaricd “Super-Spook”—
An exposé of an operative who is paid $1
million a year to fink for Big Brother.

The Intellectual Companions of Jacqueline
Kennedy

Bob Dylan’s Suppressed—and Pithiest—Song
Lyrics

Salvador Dali: A New Dimension in Erotic
Art—Drawings created especially to celebrate
the launching of Avant-Garde.

George Romney's Bizarre Religious Beliefs

Toward the Elimination of War—A little-
known exchange of correspondence between
Einstein and Freud.

Understanding Zowie—A glossary of
Switched-On Generation jargon.

The Fugs—New York's most way-out elec-
tronic raga-rock nerve-thrill company.

A Gastronomical Guide to the Year 2000

The Writing on the Wall-The emergence of
graffiti as a medium of social protest.

Move Over, Lady Chatterley—A preview of
several erotic classics soon to be published
in this country for the first time.

The Prison Poemns of Ho Chi Minh

Mixed-Media Art: The Pop World's Newest
“Scrambled Oeuvre”

My Love for You Is Stronger than Dirt—
The Madison Avenue dating scenec as ob-
served by Dan (“How to Be a Jewish Mother™)
Greenburg.

Pocts at War—Bitter anti-war verse by Gl's
in Vietnam.

John Lennon as a Master of Prose

Ingenious—and Perfectly Legal-New Ways
Around Abortion Laws

Everett Dirksen as “The Wizard of Qoze”—
A Pop Impression.

The Emergence of Abstract Expressionist
Journalism—As exemplified by the L. A.
Free Press, N.Y. East Village Other, and
Berkcley Barb.

Group Psychotherapy on TV

Aubrey Beardsley’s Suppressed Erotic Works
—A portfolio.

A Genceticist’s Plea for State-Sponsored
Breeding of Supermen

Pornographic Film Festivals at Lincoln Cen-
ter by 1970—Predictions by an underground
film-maker.

In sum, Avant-Garde will
be a feast of gourmet food-for-

thought prepared by the avant-
garde for the avant-garde. It will
be the quintessence of intellectual
sophistication.

The creative director of
Avant-Garde is one of the most
fertile minds in American pub-
lishing today: Herb Lubalin, the
country’s foremost art director (it
was he who designed the elegant
—and cruelly suppressed —quar-
terly Eros). In addition, the staff
of Avant-Garde includes several
of the most gifted artists, writers,
and photographers of our time.

In format, Avant-Garde
will more closely resemble an ex-
pensive art folio than a magazine.
It will be printed by costly offset
lithography on the finest antique
and coated papers. It will be
bound in 12-point Frankote
boards. It will carry no advertis-
ing whatsoever.

Avant-Garde will be
available by subscription only. It
will cost $10 per year. This is not
inexpensive, but we have a propo-
sition:

If you will enter your
subscription right now—before
Avant-Garde’s first issue is sold
out—we will send you a whole
year for only $5. This is half
price!

As a Charter Subscriber,
you will also be entitled to:

—Buy gift subscriptions for only
$5.

—Renew your own subscription
for $5 forever, despite any subse-
quent price increases.

—Begin your own subscription
with Volume I, Number 1. This
is not to be taken lightly since first
issues of high-quality magazines
invariably become valuable col-
lectors’ items.

Since this spectacular of-
fer will be withdrawn as soon as
Avant-Garde’s first issue is sold
out, we urge you to act at once.
To enter your subscription, sim-
ply fill out the coupon below and
mail it with $5 to Avant-Garde,
110 W. 40th St., New York, N.Y.
10018.

Then sit back and pre-
pare to enjoy a completely unin-
hibited new magazine that really
blows the mind.

AAN

paying only half price!

Avant-Garde, 110 W. 40th St., New York, N.Y. 10018

I enclose $5 for a one-year subscription to the magnificent
new magazine Avant-Garde. I understand that I will be
entitled to all Charter Subscriber privileges and that I am

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY

STATE

€ AVANT-GARDE 19E7
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Villa D'Este has a
masculine, for-
esty kind of smell.
That lasts. We
blend it from rare
wood oils, ferns
and mosses. Most
people we ask like
it. Maybe you will,
too. After Shave
$4 and $7. Co-
logne $5 and $9.

VILLA
D'ESTE

AFTER SHAVE
COLOGNE

MEWM COMPANY, INC , NORTHVALE. MEW, E“”‘"' iy

Pretty good bet

You can’t find a better excuse for a party than handcrafted crystal
barware by West Virginia Glass. From novelty jiggers to the authentic
English Yard of Ale, our complete selection costs about e handeratted «

half what you’d expect. So what are you waiting for?

3puey auy |

odicratted crystal

I
by auy (epshas pa

WEST VIRGINIA GLASS CO.

WESTON. WEST VIRGINIA

rapid.” On the middle-class thinking of
psychiatrists: “Doctor, my life’s a living
hell.” “OK, have curtains made.” On
CIA head Helms: “Helms' job is to keep
secrets—even from the Warren Comunis-
sion.” On Jews: “Until the Israeli war,
American Jews had ried 1o assimilate;
they'd swopped being  everybody’s con-
science and staried 1o like pro football.”
A line from the menu at Las Vegas' Cae-
sar’s Palace: ~'I, Caesar, invite vou to have
a nosh.” On the intellectual status of the
news media: “Jim Garrison at a press
conlerence quoted Virgil as saying, ‘Let
justice be done though the heavens fall,)’
whercupon the Newsweek reporter que-
ried, *Virgil who? " On the Zen philoso-
phy of the Haight-Ashbury set: “When
a cop asks a kid, ‘How old are you, son?
the kid answers: ‘I am time nself’ ” On
Fact magazine: “Fact has made a busi-
ness out of attacking Sucaryl.” On Hu-
man Sexual Response: “That can really
wrn vou off. The charts look like the air-
conditioning scheme for the Pentagon.”
On his own political sympathies: “I lean
10 the left—to correct for the nation’s
drift.” On his sexual proclivities: “Sex is
terrific . . . if memory serves.” Obvious-
ly, Sahl is very much alive and kicking.

BOOKS

After Watis exploded in Auvgust 1965,
Budd Schulberg went to that ghetto,
trying 1o hnd out whether there was
“anything one person—not an organiz-
tion, but just a single person—can do.”
He strted the Watts Writers Workshop.
which has since expanded into the Fred-
crick Douglass Writers House, about
which vou read in the Sepiember issue
of pLAYBOY. Eighteen of the 30 members
of the Workshop are represented in
From the Ashes: Voices of Watts (New
American Library), edited and with an
introduction by Schulberg. The collec-
tion can best be described by a state-
ment of one of its comtributors, Harry
Dolan, during Senator Ribicoft’s hear-
ings on urban decay in the summer of
1966: I tell this to you now, you being
all of white America, so that vou will
not be able to say, as the Germans tried
to say when they were told about the
concentration camps and the gas cham-
bers, “We did not know! " From the
dshes is a powerlul distillation ol black
rage and pride. ("“We the American
Negro,” proclaims Sonora McKeller in
her essay, “are slowly but surely becoming
an individual nation.”) But the book is
more than raw material for sociologists
and wrbanists. Among these 18 voices ol
Watts are authentic writers, men and
women creating a literature ranscending
this time and their embattled place in it
Excerpts from novels in progress should
lead astute publishers to find out more
about James Thomas Jackson, Harley
Mims and Birdell Chew. There is also a



I, bold, brawny Bob Bevans, am a flavor grabber.

I never took a thing in my life. Before Petey
Hansen joined my engineering crew, that is.
You’ve seen him. Red hair. Freckles. Always
smoking those L&M'’s.

So, last week, while he’s out surveying, 1
grab one of his L&M’s. Not bad! Not sharp.
Not flat. But a good round flavor you don’t get
in any other filter cigarette.

Later, when Petey’s busy, I grab another
L&M. Then later another. All of a sudden I'm a
flavor grabber. Me, the chief engineer. So I run
to the corner and buy my own L&M’s. I dig,
when you grab hold of an L&M, you grab hold
of flavor.

Now, will the guy on the crane who grabbed
my L&M'’s please toss ’em back down!
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When she sighs )
and calls you Baby Face,
be sure youve

shaved with Rise.

No rough stuff, please. Scratchy beard and all that.
Play it smooth. Millions of saturated moisture bubbles
in Rise Lather soak whiskers soft. Rise lets you

shave right to the skinline—without irritation.

How about it, Baby Face?

Rise®Regular, Heavy or Menthol
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This glass of Ballantine’s contains more
varieties of Scotch whisky than you’ll find in
all the bars on the Queen Elizabeth.

The Queen Elizabeth is a well-stocked ship. It has
27 mndividual Scotch whiskies in its bars.

But Ballantine’s does better. It has 42 individual
Scotch whiskies in every bottle.

Why 42 ? Because that’s what our recipe calls for.
When old George Ballantine perfected the recipe for
this superb Scotch over a hundred years ago, he
specified 42 particular Scotch whiskies. It worked
then, and it works now. We wouldn’t want to change
the smooth, light, mellow flavour that’s become the

standard for Scotch drinkers throughout the world.

We wouldn’t want to tamper with success.

If you haven’t yet tasted this subtle blending of
whiskies gathered from the highlands and lowlands
of Scotland, taste Ballantine’s soon.

We can think of at least 42 good reasons why g
you should.

The more you know about Scotch, the
more you like Ballantine’s.



PLAYBRBOY

ngtwise gus

computerize

Professionals know computers have unlimited answers.
Unfortunately most professional cameras have a limited
number of shutter speeds. That’s why so many profes-
sionals turn to the Yashica Electro 35: a professional
computerized camera with unlimited shutter speeds.
All they do is focus and push a button.
Professional - computerized - camera - with - unlimited-
shutter - speeds means you take perfect color (or black
and white) shots anywhere, any light (even night).
With no more exposure worries. No more exposure me-
ters. No more flashbulbs. No more clumsy flash equip-
ment. The electronic brain built solid inside computes
correct exposures instantly, forgets flashbulbs forever.
All you do is focus and push a button.

YASHICA CO., LTD. 278, 6-chome, Jingumae, Shibuya-ku, Tokya, Japan Tel: 400-1411
YASHICA EUROPE G.m.b.H. 2 Hamburg 28, Billstrasse 28, West Germany Tel: 78 15 21.25
YASHICA INC. 50-17 Queens B'lvd., Woodside, N.Y. 11377, U.S.A. Tel: HI 6-5566

YASHICA

ELECTRO 35




Tailored design in 14 Kt.
Weight of Center Diamond:

13 Carat
3a Carat .
1z Carat .
Z3 Carat

Price is for both rings.

6 Diamonds
set in brushed gold
Weight of Center Diamond:

Mcarat ~$1%  RICKIE H MHANTILTON VAT CHES URSA 35 Carat
3 Carat ... :'.'3275 i ; . 15 Carat
el oot Hamilton 22 Jewel High Precision Movement, 2 Carats Total %3 Carat

Weight, 44 Diamonds in 14K White Gold Case. ...

MAN’S BEST
FRIEND

Seven Diamond Cluster
Total weight of Diamonds:

Lot Carat o e ey
23 Carat . .
One Carat . ..

Classical Solitaire in 14 Kt.
Lg Carat .

$1125
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When buying diamonds. your best friend is the House of

Adler. third generation diamond merchants. serving the
military for over a quarter of a century at PX's and Ship's
Stores all over the world.

All our diamonds are notarized and subject to appraisal.

We sell exclusively to the military and offer to vou a life-
time trade-in policy which has world-wide recognition:
“Any diamond purchased may be traded in at any time at
its ftull purchase price toward the purchase of another

diamond of greater value.” Use the coupon below 1o make

Quality grading conforms to standards established by the

Army & Air Force Exchange Service in accordance with vour choice from this beautiful selection of jewelry “from
specifications of the Gemological Institute of America. Your Prime Source™ or write for our catalog.
THE HOUSE OF AOLER Bl
5 1:
FACTS YOU SHOULD KNOW: The Y RerRction: Hachom o fiowa, corbay |1 Colorado Building. - nemer. Colorado 80202

unit weight of diamonds is the carat.
There are 100 “points” to a carat.

spots or_any blemish. First guality accord-
ing to Gemological Institute of America
specifications = Color: the finest = Bril-
liance: maximum assured by optimum
proportion cut and precision polishing.
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Ice tube!

High Sierra, the after shave concentrate And it's perfect for servicemen on the move
that ices your hot, just-shaved face. because the tube can’t break.
Cools. Refreshes without a greasy, sticky feeling. Mennen’s High Sierra—as cool as it sounds.
It's concentrated, so a little does a lot. The Mennen Company, Morristown, New Jersey
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This FREE hi-fi book
tells how to make the most

out of your ears in the service.

Free Fisher Handbook.
80 pages. 88 illustrations. A$2.00 value.

Now that you’re overseas, you have a special
opportunity to gel the stereo bug out of your system once
and for all.

Fisher, the leading name in stereo components,
1s available to you now . . . at tremendous discounts and
with an exclusive tour-of-duty warranty (up to 3 years
plus 90 days). This lets you build your maximum stereo
with a minimum of problems.

For more information, fill out and mail the
coupon below. You’ll also receive FREE the 1968 Fisher
Handbook. A $2.00 value, the Handbook covers every
important aspect of stereo and hi-fi, including detailed
information on all the latest components from Fisher.
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Fisher Radio International, Inc.
11-41 45th Road
Long Island City, N.Y. 11101

Please send me The Fisher Handbook 1968 without
charge. Also include information about your over-
seas discount program, and the Fisher tour-of-duty
warranty.

Name

Address

APO./F.PO.
If air mail reply desired. please enclose $1.00.
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The
Wash’'n Wear

» After KP, wear it in the shower.
¥ Toremind you when the hot water’s about to turn cold.

There’s an elapsed time indicator on it. Just set it and it tells you

$ when your three minutes are up.
You can even impress your girl friend with it. She’ll think you’re a frog-

B man. Lether.
§ Its real name is the Caravelle Sea Hunter by Bulova. You can pick one up at
8 the nearest PX or ship’s store. It has a luminous dial (for night diving), a stain-
" less steel case, and a shock-resistant 17 jewel movement.
&~ And it's tailor-made for guys who volunteer for underwater work.
Whether they go down 666 ft.*

Or one soapy arm’s length. CARAVELLEEDIVISION OF BULOVA

*WATERPROOF WHEN CASE, CRYSTAL AND CROWN ARE INTACT




formidable essayist, Johnie Scott, whose |

The Coming of the Hoodlum, a relent-
lessly self-probing account of his journey
from Watts to Harvard, should certainly
be expanded to book length. The poetry
of these writers is less substantial, but
there are bursts of jagged light, as in
Johnie Scott’s The Suicide Note. Al-
though much of the prose and poctry is
rooted in the jungle ol cities, there are
also evocations of Southern childhoods,
most notably Birdell Chew's The Promise
of Strangers, an almost unbearably clear,
simple tale ol innocence and horror.
Budd Schulberg has shown in Irom the
Ashes what he, as one man, not an
organization, could do—he made it possi-
ble for at least some of the voices of
Watts to be heard.

Can you imagine a story about a wail,
born Jewish, raised Catholic, and the re-
sulting custodial fight? Then you have
imagined all ol Michel, Michel (Simon &
Schuster), and perhaps done it better
than its heavy-handed author, Robert
Lewis, did in 735 plauitudinous pages.
For this widely touted book (a major
book club is rcported to have paid
$100,000 [or it) is a lemon that not even
a steaming glass of hot tea will help wash
down. Michel Benedek is seven when we
meet him in a provincial French town,
and that is the only lucky thing about
him. For his Austrian refugee parents
were vicums of the final solution. He 1s
in the charge of a Madame Rose, who
runs the village orphanage and is in-
ordinatelv fond of him: in fact, she
soon takes it upon herself to have him
baptized. But an Isracli aunt, exercising
her rights of puardianship, tries 10 re-
claim him to the Jewish faith. What
ensues is combination domestic-court le-
gal docket and international soap opera.
For the dozing reader, summaries of the
legal and sentimental escalation appear
as regularly as hourly newscasts. Michel,
Michel—even the utle is long-winded—
does raise certain legal and theological
problems, but never comes close 1o
offering viable literary solutions.

Alan F. Westin, a professor of govern-
ment at Columbia University, has spent
the better part of the Sixues examining
the many inventive ways Americans in
vade one another’s privicy. In Privacy and
Freedom (Athencum), he catalogs them—
from the old trick of stcaming open en-
velopes to the new (not-quite-perfected)
trick of controlling a man’s thoughts by
planting a microelectronic device inside
his brain. At present, says Westin, an
alarming number of persons and groups
is engaged in eavesdropping—Goveri-
mient agencices, employers, schools, police
and they have at their fingertips a
remarkable array of scientific aids. These
incdude personnel tests that ask you how
you feel about God, Mother and peder-
asty; polygraph tests in which you are
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atton, hand woven and briskly plaided in
glen tones likei€wly-turned leaves. The deepef Brookside col-
lar confign€ Creighton’s innate feeling for the seemingly care-
less yét carefully rolled button down styling. :

About $10.00 at selected shops including: B. Altman’s Univ.
Shop, all stores; Rogers Peet University {Shop, all stores;
Roger Kent, N.Y., Boston, Philadelphia; Bloomifigdale's, N.Y.;
Dayton Co., Minn.; Wolf Bros., Tampa; Levy's, Jacksonville.

Creighton’s innovations are tomorrew's traditions.

ghton Shirtmakers, Reidsville, N. C or Empire State Buriding
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VOTE HERE

for the 1966 Playboy Jazz All-Stars

Count Basie,

leader

Basie's Beat

v/ VE-B687*

Basie's Beatle Bag
V/VE-8659

Jackie & Roy,

vocal group
Lovesick

V/V6-B688

Changes

V/Vv6-B668

Roland Kirk,

misc. instruments
Now Please Don't You
Cry, Beautiful Edith
V/V6-8609

Bill Evans, piano
Bill Evans at Town

Hall, Volume One
VI VE-8683

A Simple Matter of
Conviction (with
Shelly Manne,
Eddie Gomez)
V/V6-8675

Buddy Rich, drums

Big Band Shout
V/V6-8712

Ella Fitzgerald,
female vocalist

Ella Fitzgerald Sings
The Johnny Mercer
Song Book

V] V6-4067*

Ella & Duke at the
Cote D'Azur
v/V6-4072-2*

Wes Montgomery,
guitar

The Dynamic Duo

(with .Ilmmy Smith)
V/IV6-8678

California Dreaming
V/VE-8672*

Johnny Hodges, alto sax

Blue Notes
V/V6-B680
Stride Right
V/VE-BE4T*
(with Earl ‘Fatha’
Hines)

Stan Getz,
tenor sax
Voices
V/VE-8707*
Sweet Rain
V{VE-8693*

Arthur Prysock,
male vocalist

Love Me

V/V6-5029*

Mister Prysock
V/V6-5014%

Oscar Peterson Trio,
instrumental combo
Thoroughly Modern
'Twenties
V/ve-8700*
Something Warm
V/VE-B681*

Kai Winding,
trombone

Penny Lane & Time
V/VB-8691

More Brass
V/V6-B657

VOTE

NG

where the record
speaks for itselt.

*Also Available On Ampex Tape

strapped to a chair and told not to get
nervous; tiny microphones concealed in
lamps, pens and martini olives; and cam-
eras planted in the air conditioner of
your favorite brothel. (Bon wvoyeur!)
“What can be done,” asks Westin, “to
protect privacy in an age when so many
forces of science, technology, environ-
ment and society press against it from all
sides?”” Fle has no definitive answer, but
he does suggest that during the past few
years, the American public—even Con-
gress—has shown growing annoyance
with the privacy invaders. None of this
annoyance, unfortunately, has been trans-
lated into laws prohibiting snooping,

Congress’ foot dragging over wire tap-
ping plainly demonstrates. Ultimately,
Westin implies, the defense of privacy
will have to be made by a peculiar coali-
tion of right-wingers and left-wingers,
both of whom seem more upset by ero-
sions of personal freedom than does the
complacent center. The message of this
welcome book has been summed up
pithily by legislator James C. Oliver.
On learning that a Federal data-
processing system could reduce each of
our lives to the size ol an IBM card,
Oliver said, “It's my impression that
these machines may know too damn
much.” Another new book on the bug-
ging syndrome is Edward Engberg's The
Spy in the Corporate Structure and the Right
to Privacy (World), which contains some
fascinating facts on business espionage.

.

Brock Brower, whose magazine por-
traits of the newsworthy have earncd
him a reputation as a stylish writer, has
wrned to fction. The result is Debris
(Atheneum), an astringent first novel
that demonstrates the author's skill while
pointing up the difference between
fiction and jol.ll'nalism_ Debris is a tight,
muscular story that seizes its material
and hangs on with bulldog tenacity from
first word to last. It is about three men
whose lives converge one day in a duck-
blind off the Carolina coast. One is an
advertising executive; the second is a
hunting guide; the third is a GI, recently
escaped from a stockade, with a back
full of buckshot and a heart full of mur-
der. The tough, accurate prose of the au-
thor is evident in the opening lines: “He
had the queasy sense that the whole
body of water before him had been
flayed by the sunrise. It lay open o the
rawest nerve.” Moving {rom character to
character, Brower draws with the sharp-
ness of a military campaign map the plot
lines that must come together at the
predestined locus. But like the military,
the tone is unchanging, and this works
against his book. To make theinr dil-
ferences felt, characters must at some
point in a novel impose their style on
the author, instcad of the other way
around. The advertising man, particular-
ly, loses human dimension in his attempt
to deal with mortal danger in a Madison



Avenue way. But il the working out of

the destinies of these three men misfires,

Brower does achieve prose effects that

stay in the mind’s cye like a flight of

wild ducks winging against a winier sky.
.

Wallace Stegner’s new hook, Al the
Little Live Things (Viking), is 2 noveliza-
tion ol Califorma life with a world of
difference. For here are important con-
temporary questions impeccably wreated:
civilization wvs. its malcontents, kicks ws.
obligations, freedom wvs. resuraint and,
hnally, life vs. death. The hero. Joe
Austin, a retired Easterner, almost a
Marquand charvacter in his rigid gentili-
ty, goes to live in California alter the
surhing death of his wayward onec-and-
onlv son. He wants nothing so much as
to turn his back on lile, 1o putter aim
lessly and gloomily in his garden (“My life
stains the air around me. I am a tea bag
left 1oo long in the cup.”). Soon, however,
the undertow of life seizes him: A [ree-
Joving hippie, reminiscent of his son,
ciimps in a tree on his land and a universe-
loving woman moves into a ncarby cot-
tage. Bur Marian Calin, though radiant
with the hope of life, is doomed 10 a
cancerous death; she desperately wries o
produce a child out of her discased flesh
before she dies. And Joe, observing the
grim race within her, is completely cap-
tured by her gallantry. Still a hardheaded
realist who refuses to accept her—and
the hippie’s—evaluation of life as some-
thing naturally good, he does learn anew
that love is implicit in life and that be
cause of its committing force, “we are
all each other’s consequences.” “Love,”
he reflects in the end. “not sin, cost us
Eden. Love is a carrier of death—the
only thing, in [act, that makes death
sigmficant.”

-

John Kenneth Galbraith, Harvard
ceonomist, A.D.A. president, former am-
bassador to India and once an advisor
to President Kennedy, is gifted with the
uncanny ability 10 articulate what most
of us only sense instinctively. Anyone
who has ever purchased an automobile,
for instance, knows that the vaunted free
market is at best capriciously responsive
1o consumer desives; and anyvone who has
cver worked in a large corporation can
sense that power does not trickle down
brom the top in these neat pyramids <o
beloved by management textbooks. These
arc just two ol the scores of anomalies
Galbraith’s The New Industrial State (Hough-
ton Mifilin) detects in our economic cate-
chism. Like his The Afftuent Sociely, The
New Industrial Stale weats economics as
it alfeas all of ws. Galbraith’s thesis is
that our largest corporations, and the
technicans and middle managers who
run them, control our economic lives and
dictate many of our social goals. Most
persons would view such a suggestion
with distress, but not Galbraith, With
a lew important exceptions, he sees this

Gran Boots

New sophisticated
look for

LIVE ONES-
about-town!
Handsome slip-ons
with adjustable
Buckle-Strap.

Hand stained Brown or Black Calf. $28 to $30. Slightly Higher West.

WINTHROP

DIVISIDN DF INTERNATIDNAL SHDE CDMPANY = SAINT LDUIS, MISSDURI

Admiral portable stereo.
Sounds like a big console,
fits on a bookshelf.

This Admiral portable stereo gets that big console
sound from its solid state chassis. It also has an
FM-AM radio with FM stereo, 4 speakers that
are phased and balanced for brilliant stereo reproduction.
And the attractive walnut cabinet fits on a bookshelf.
See one at an Admiral dealer soon. Only $149.95.*

® slightly higher in some areas.

=D Mork of Quality
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Traditional

clothes for

contemporary
men

Soft construction, lean lines,
easy fit—all the things that
make natural shoulder clothes
so great are here. We've
simply carried them a bit
farther in Canterfield, the now
look for campus and career.

lanterfield

For name of nearest dealer write: Canterfield, Div. of Curlee-l‘.:lolhinl Co., St. Louis, Mo. 63101

corporate dictatorship as largely benevo-
lent. The New Industrial State is not an
easy book to read. It is organizationally
diffuse, occasionally technical. sometimes
obscure—but seldom unenjoyable. Fortu-
nately, it will pose more problems for
cconomists than for lay readers, because
in the course of 427 pages, jabbing alter-
nately from left and right, Galbraith af-
fably jettisons many of the most cherished
notions ol traditional economics—includ-
ing the importance of economics itsell.
He points out, for instance, that far from
defending the primacy of the free market,
our largest firms devote most of their
cnergies to circumventing it—through
meticulous planning, de facto price fix-
ing, controlling sources of labor and sup-
ply and regulating consumption. The
free market place that entrepreneurs
talk so reverently about. Galbraith con-
cludes, is anathema to big business. He
also levels several impartial broadsides
at the New Economics. As Galbraith
writes 1 an alterword: “It is not, in
general, my instinct to avoid controversy
or criticism.” This important work should
produce a good dcal of both.

RECORDINGS

The team of Cain and Kral was never
better than on Lovesick (Verve). Jackie
and Roy, the parties in question, would
lend class to The Lambeth Walk or
Barney Google, let alone the top-drawer
twelvesome purveyed here. There are a
brace ol beautiful Alec Wilder melodies,
a like number of bossa novas, Rodgers
and Hart's joylul Mountain Greencry,
the lyrics of which are still unsurpassed,
and sundry other goodies. Let's hear it
for Jackie and Roy.

-

Joe Pass, a jazz disciple of the Bau-
haus dictum “Less is more,” gives a bril-
liant demonstration ol what it’s  all
about on the aptly titled Simplicity (World
Pacific). Pass, [ronting a small group,
threads his sensitive way through such
lustrous material as ‘T Auiumn, The
Gentle Rain and Whe Can I Turn To
with scintillating succinciness.

-

The blues keep coming up  roses.
Blues minstrel Lightnin® Hopkins turns
out Something Blue (Verve/Folkways).
Backed by bass, drums and trombone,
Hopkins wraps himself around a collec-
tion of standards including I'll Be Gone
and the mellow Shinimg Moon., Onctime
[olky Odetta (Verve/Folkways) uses a jazz
rhythm section (including some romping
piano by John Foster) to stamp her
unique personality on Little Gird Blue,
the Beatles” Strawberry Fields Forever
and others. Little Richard’s Greatest Hits
(Okeh) have been rcarranged to bring
them up to date and the result is onc
of his most pulsating scts ever. The
Fifties blues king knocks out all his
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Male makes it ... makes exciting SKI &
JEANS for the lean breed that ;
cuts a path others follow. Fea-
tures include zip-watch pocket
. . . Ski-ticket tab and ring

. regular pockets, front
back . . . plus zip-thigh
pocket . . . snap-tight leg
tabs . . . 2-inch belt loops . ..
all in brawny Male fabrics,
and treated with the CRAVENETTE
process to repel water and protect
fabric finish. Great garb for skiing . . .
hunting. . . cycling . .. or just prowling
around . . . at better stores throughout the
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an armload.
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Six months at the South Pole!
The 18 I.G.Y. Scientists who wintered
at the South Pole chose Eddic Bauer
goose Down Kara Koram Parkas and
Pants to withstand the coldest tem-
peratures ever recorded by man . ..
averaging 70° below Zero and reaching
extremes of 102° below Zero.

Eddie Bauer products are always
insulated with prime new mature
northern goose Down (never with the
ordinary waterfowl downs). FREE 116-
page catalog! This colorful, beautifully
lustrated catalog has over 600 items
of interest to sportsmen, outdoorsmen,
fishermen, hunters, professional guides.
Send for your copy today!

= Expedition Outfitter
Dept. B2 Seattle, Washington 98122

PLAYBOY
JEWELRY
FOR

Jaunty jewelry in handsome
Midas-touched gold finish.

Gold Playboy Cuff Links,
Code No. J44, $10 ppd.

Gold Playboy Tie Bar,
Code No. 184, 35 ppd.
Gold Playboy Money Clip,
Code No. J64, $7.50 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS
919 N. Michigan Ave. » Chicago, lllinois 60611
Playboy Club credit keyholders

may charge to their keys.

favorite love songs: to wit: Tutit Frutli,
Long Tall Sally, Jenny, Jenny and Good
Golly Miss Molly. Totally au cowrant are
the stylings of West Coast bluesmen Larry
Williams, Johnny Watson and Bren-
ton Wood. On Oogum Boogum (Double
Shot), his fist album, Wood demon-
strates why he has attracted so much at-
tention, as he tackles I Think You've Got
Your Fools Mixed Up, Gimme Little
Sign and a Psychotic Reaction that'll
blow your mind. Williams and Watson are
oldtime rockers brought together for the
first time on an LP in Two for the Price of
One (Okeh). They prove themselves ober-
rockmersiers as they lay on eight origi-
nals, including the title ditty, Merey,
Mercy, Mercy and Too Lale. The blues
provide the jumpingoff point for the
hard-rock sound of Moby Grape (Colum-
bia), the latest group from San Francisco
Bay to make it nationally. Strong both
vocally and instrumentally, the quintet
demonstrates complete command of a
collection of 13 hits, including Hey
Grandma, My, Blues and 8:05,
-

The melding of jazz with rock is
nowhere more [elicitously accomplishec
than on The Dealer (Impulse!), an LP
headed up by Chico Hamilton and
featuring an amazing voung rock-cum-
jazz guitarist, Larry Coryell. Drummer
Hamilton, Corvell and two or three jazz
associates (including avant-gavdist Archie
Shepp playing a raggy piano on For
Mods Only) coax a splendid assortment
of sounds out of their instruments.

Columbia's great natural resource, Igor
Stravinsky. is responsible for a number of
the company’s current classical releases,
among the most striking of which is
Stravinsky Conducts Four Great Bollets. The
Columbia Symphony Orchestra is under
the composer's baton, and the works—
Orphleus, Apollo, Pulcinelln and The
Fairy's Kiss—olter ample afhrmation of
Stravinsky's genius in composing for the
dance. His stylistic range is nowhere
more apparent than here. Complement-
ing this three-LP album is Stravinsky,
again conducting the Columbia Sym
phony Orchestra, in an opulent perform-
ance of his Symphony in E Flot, Opus 1.
Written over 60 years ago, it reveals a
finely developed. if still derivative, talent,
while offering a fascinating basis for com-
parison with Stravinsky's later creations.

-

Oliver Nelson has rapidly established
himself as a jazz composer and conduc
tor ol some pre-eminence. With Sound
Picces (Implilst"_'), Nelson  solidifies  his
position. There are hve ot his own compo-
sitions on hand—three of them charted
for big band. The two others and the
standird The Shadow of Your Smile are
performed by a quartet—and a splendid
one at that—made up of Nelson on
soprano sax, Steve Kuhn on piano, Ron
Carter on bass and Grady Tate on

drums. From any angle, Nelson’s a win-
ner. Oliver's orchestral talents are put to
good use in supplying the background
for the nonpareil bluesshouting fat man
Jimmy Rushing on Every Day I Have the
Blues (Blues Way). Rushing has not lost
an ounce of his ebullience over the years,
as witness the lead-olt number. Berkeley
Campus Blues (Jimmy obviously knows
where the current action is), which is a
worthy successor to his classic Harvard
Blues. Helping out with the festivities ire
organist Shirley Scott, sterling trumpeter
Clark Terry and veteran bone man
Dickie Wells. Long live Jimmy.
-

How sweet it 1s. Stan Getz / Sweet Rain
(Verve) is a lush LP whose five numbers,
running almost 40 minutes, allow the in-
candescent enor man to stretch out, de-
velop ideas and build upon them. In the
Getz quartet are the aforementioncd Ron
Carter on bass and Grady Tate on drums,
and Chick Corea, whose prano hgures are
a revelation, For us, the hugh point is
Getz and Co.'s variations on the Dizzy
Gillespic theme, Con Alma—a thing ol
rare beauty.

-

The J's with Jamie, now reorganized
as Jamie and the |. Silvia Singers, offer
on Encore (ABC) a dozen delightful exam-
ples of ensemble vocalizing. The backing
by Don Costa helps considerably, and
Jamie's solo warbling is superlative, but
it's the group sound that's the real gas.
The Inch Worm, Goin® Out of My Head,
Dear Heart and the rest are eminently
listenable.

-

Bill Evans ot Town Hall: Volume One
(Verve) and André Previn All Alone (Victor)
are, in different contexts, beautiful exam-
ples of their genre. Evans, working in a
trio (Chuck Israels, bass, and Arnold
Wise, drums) through four oldies and
as a solo pianist on a long piece dedi-
cated to his father, is iun'nspecli\'c.
always gentle, remarkably inventive. The
anticipation with which one awaits what
Evans will do with an upcoming familiar
phrase of some standard is inevitably
rewarded. Previn's album is all solo and
is filled with technical virtmosity and un-
erring good taste. Here, too, the standards
are destandardized—Yesterdays, 1Vhen
Sunny Gets Blue and Angel Eyes are
among the items auspiciously revivified.

.

There's something unusual happening
on Ray Charles Invites You to Listen (ABC),
and it's somethung that takes a bit of ad-
justing to. The ten tunes are all ballads,
ranging from the melancholy Lennon-
McCartney Yestevday to the nitty-gritty
Gee Baby Ain't I Good to You, and
Charles sings almost all ol them [alsetto-
fashion. The effect is rather startling at
first listen: but by the second go-round it
starts to grab you, and after a while it

won't let go.
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BAARIL, rum Is so“mixable:..

Its a one-brand bar.

The Bacardi rum is ready, and you're invited! Parties where every guest can have his own
Big, bold highballs. Light and sassy Daiquiris. favorite drink and no two alike! That's light,
Cool tonics and colas. Magnificently dry mar- mellow, “mixable” Bacardi rum. That’s the
tinis. Beautiful Bacardi Cocktails. Even Bacardi  Bacardi style. En joy it!
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FOR THE SHEER EASE OF GIVING,
nothing beats PLAYBOY, the merriest
gift under any man’s tree. And you can
place your order from where you sit,

begin a full year of pleasure for deserv-

ing friends with just a pen. No rushing
about, no checking on sizes, looking for
hard-to-find clerks. And PLAYBOY is

easy on your gift fund, too.

SAUCY SNOW BELLE announces your
gift. Lovely Lisa Baker, PLAYBOY'’s
Playmate of the Year, brings the word of
your great gift via the unique full-color
card you see below—timed to arrive for
decorative display. We sign it as you di-
rect or send it along to you for personal
presentation. Just tell us.

A DOZEN DELIGHTS, like Play-
mate Anne Randall at the left, win
approval every month. The first un-
folds in a 13/6d.January issue which

begins your gift and arrives well .

before the St. Nick of time. The
double-size December issue, also a
13/6d. value, adds lustre to the end.

THE ULTIMATE PACKAGE. Year
long, PLAYBOY entertains your friends
with a treasure trove of great laughs and

good reading. It sparkles with the unfor-
gettable and the imaginative:

e award-winning fact and fiction by
men like Saul Bellow, Herbert Gold,
Irwin Shaw, Ray Bradbury and
Norman Mailer, to name but a few.

e PLAYBOY Interviews with promi-
nent personalities, revealing them
as never revealed before.

e success ideas, business tips and
trends from J. Paul Getty.

e cartoon humor from Silverstein,

Gahan Wilson, Interlandi, Sokol
and Dedini; Little Annie Fanny.

* pictorial essays uncovering the
world’s reigning beauties.

e the best in food and drink, male
fashions, jazz and pop, to bring the
good life to all on your gift list.

PLACE YOUR ORDER NOW. Just
£4/10/0d. for each 1-year gift of the Best
in Entertainment for Men. PLAYBOY
is perfect for all the discerning men on
your holiday list—a reminder the year
round of your good will. Fill in the cou-
pon below and mail with your cheque.
PLAYBOY makes shopping easy.
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Send my gift to: ¥ please print
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gift card from “

PLEASE COMPLETE:

name_ l:| Enter or [ ]renew my own subscription.
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addres: Total subscriptions ordered .
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PLAYBOY magazine. gift card from **
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The wheels. The women. The wow! This exciting life calls for the super-powered looks of our Forward
Fashion Sport Coats. Because they have it all: Exclusive custom-woven fabrics. A rally of colors. Plenty
of hand-tailoring. Fit with finesse. The slimming smartness of Tapered-Trim Design. And it's all done with
quality—the Daroff Personal Touch. Have it all: a completely coordinated ‘Botany’ 500 wardrobe...
at traffic stopping values. Above: the new double-buttoned fitted blazer. Below: one of a new collection

of 2-button sport coats. Slocks in custom colors to mix and match. Forward Fashion Sport Coats from
$50.00, Slacks from $19.95, Svits from $85.00, Outercoats from $79.95.

‘BOTANY'’ 500° tilny b4 DAROFF @

For name of nearest "Bo r. write: H. Daroll & 5

samtized® treated fo 0 avalable in Canada, PURE VIRGIN WOOL




THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

Sr'x is onc of the major topics of dis-
cussion of a campus protest group to
which 1 belong, but it's turning into a
tough thing to talk about. It seems that
after participating in the more involved
discussions, we sometimes become  terTi-
bly stimulated and, in fact, our sessions
often deteriorate into orgies. 1 would like
10 know how we can discuss important
sexual problems without this outcome—
C. 1., Nashville, Tennessee.

We're glad thal your hot-blooded dis-
cussion group hasn’t taken on something
sertous such as capital punishment or the
war i Vietnam; the campus would be a
shambles. If you veally want to keep the
talk from developing into action. youw’ll
have to find some other outlet for your
excess energies, like wriling put-on letiers
to magazines. Or has that occurved (o you
already?

Whi](‘ I was on a piciic this past sum-
mer, a strange thing happened: The
bottled beer 1 was drinking tasted OK
when 1 first opened it, but alter a few
minutes it developed an odd, *“skunky”
Havor and was virtually undrinkable.
I've mentioned the experience to [riends
and the consensus is that 1 must have
been drunk. I wasn’t; and even if 1 were,
it still doesn’t explain why the beer
changed Havor. Any ideass—T. D., Min-
neapolis, Minnesota.

The phenomenon you descrvibe can
oceur when beer—either bottled or i a
olass—is exposed to strong sunhght. On
your next outing, dvink faster, sip in the
shade or confine yowr quaffing to a
canned Drew.

M)‘ relagionship with a young lady—
I'm a 25-year-old junior executive—has
progressed \'il[i.\l‘il‘('[()!’j]}' through six
months ol steady dating, except lor one
thing: Although she satishes me physi-
cally and is a wonderful conversationalise,
she reluses 1o verbalize her feelings to
ward me. Being allectionate and senti-
mental by nature, I mention my feelings
about her at appropriate times; but not
only does she ignore my endearments, she
seems annoyed by them, calls them un-
necessary and trite and says she sees no
point in discussing emotions. | really hke
her and she clearly likes me. She certainly
Lllju)'ﬁ my comprny and communicates
Ler aftection physically. But 1 [eel some-
thing is missing. Can you explain her
actions and give me some hints as to how
to handle the sinmmon?—H, P, San
FFrancisco, California.

There could be any number of expla-
nations for your girl's veticence. It could
stem  from talhing
about deep emotions, from a family

('}]fht‘fl rassment  al

Dackground in which strong feelings
weve not expressed. oy sumply, as she
says, because she finds romantic conver-
sation trite. It’s also possible that she's
just not ready to commit herself to a seri-
ous relationship (al her age, that scems
neither implausible nor unwise). In any
case, forcing the issue is a sure way (o
put an end 1o an otherwise satisfying ve
lationship. Depending on the importance
to you of this associalion versus your de-
sire for werbal expressions of affection,
you'll either have to learn to he satisfied
with her physical demonstraliveness or
find someone who is willing to match her
actions with words,

R(’t(‘miy. a group of office associates
and 1 were discussing which school has
plaved in the most bowl games since
1900. My friends say Alabama, but I
say Mississippi. Who is correct?—R. H.,
Albany. New York.

Your friends. Alabama holds the all-
time altendance championship, with 20
bowl-game appearances. The runners-uf
include: Georgia Tech (18), Mississippi
and Texas (15 each), Southern California
and Tennessee (14 cach), LSU (13) and
TCU (12).

M}- wife has just had her second baby
and again. as tradition dictates, I passed
out cigars to Iriends and co-workers.
How did this custom begin?—G. P,
China Lake, Calilornia.

Although the smoking of rolled tobac-
co leaves originated with the Indians in
this hemisphere before Columbus arrived,
cigars refined enough to be given in
[riendship weve not introduced to the
Colontes uniil 1762, when they were 1m-
ported by General Isvael Putnam on his
return from service with the British forces
occupying Havana. By vitue of the
pleasure they gave, and their ranity,
they were soon established as a [itting
part of any special male gatherimg—at
the reunion of old friends, in their clubs
and at the closing of business deals. At
the same time—espectally in rural or
frontier America, where a son meant an
coentual exiva hand [or chores—it was
natural for the father and his [riends to
celebrate the birth of a boy with the
masculine pleasure of a good smoke, To-
day, of course, cigars are not rare, and
the custom now marks the birth of either
a boy or a givl. Bul the gesture carries

the same gencral meaning— Share my
happiness.”

NU[ long after my divorce, which was a
year ago, I enwered into a beiel affair
with a girl who had been a business

THE
100
PROOF
WAICH

CROTON
CHRONOMASIER

Proves 100 Ways It’s
The World’s Busiest Watch!

Skindiver’s watch. Yachting
timer. Tachometer. 12 hr. pilot's
recorder. Split-second timer.
Time out stopwatch, Doctor’s
watch. Time-zone watch. A great
regular watch! It’s a completely
new kind of watch entirely!
$100. Write for free fact book to
Dept. P-10, Croton Watch Co,
Inc., Croton-On-Hudson, N.Y.
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HI-NECK!
PERMANENT PRESS!
CLUB STRIPES!

by

K REIS 0\

The newest “IN"" look: the mock-turtleneck
shirt, crisply accented with smart club
stripes. Trimly styled for that lean, ath-
letic look. Rich, beefy, all-cotton knit is
PERMANENT PRESS . . . no ironing required!
Ruggedly tailored for long, hard wear. In
striking shades of Sapphire Blue, Spruce
Green, Redwood and Gold. S-M-L-XL

ASK AT YOUR FAVORITE STORE, OR WRITE

ROBERT REIS AND CO.

350 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. N.Y. 10001

(l;ottoms—f

' One for ale, one for
u coffee...cheers to

® the good life! Play-
boy-designed mugs set spirits
soaring. With our frolicking Fem-
lin in white kicking up her heels
on black ceramic. Code MM319:
22-oz. Playboy Beer Mug, $5 ppd;
Code MM320: 10-0z. Playboy Coi-
fee Mug, $2.50 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gilt card in your name?
Send check or money order to: Playboy
Products, Playboy Building, 919 N, Mich-
igan Ave., Chicago, IIl. 60011. Playboy Club
credit keyholders may charge to their keys.

S

acquaintance. During my marriage, al-
though I was only in my late 30s, I had
noticed a loss of sexual interest and
capacity. But I performed marvelously
with this new girl—ar frst. However,
alter only a few months, I found my de-
sire for her fading. Fortunately for my
self-esteem, T got involved with another
girl about the same time and experi-
enced the rebirth of my sexual powers
all over again. The same pattern has re-
peated itsell with four girls since then,
and I'm getting a little scared. Am I ca-
pable of enjoying sex only with a new
girl? Am I condemned o a lifetime ol
promiscuity? I want eventually to enter
into a deep, loving, lasting relationship
with one woman. and [ don't like the
direction in which I seem to be headed. —
J- H., New Orleans, Louisiana,

It is common for recently divorced

men and women to lose faith in their

sexual prowess. and many of them at-
tempt lo vestore their self-confidence by
entering inlo a servies of casual Laisons.
It's quite natural for these velationships
to lose theiv intensity quickly, and their
casualness does not necessarily indicate
that the participants are sufferine from
serious emotional failings. Morton Hunt
commnents, in “The World of the For-
merly Mariied”: “The act of sex without
love is most exhilavating when the part-
ner s unfamiliar and when the first
physical intimacy stimulates or substi-
tutes for a move profound intimacy;
when, in short, sex without love serves as
a temporary substitute for love itself.”

This is a phase of self-rediscovery
through which you are passing and is not
likely to turn into a way of life if, as you
indicale, you have a sincere desire to
find something deeper and more lasting,
Hunt goes on to say, “Some experts
counsel against the use of casual sex . . .
but the evidence is impressive that when
used with moderation it does, indeed,
restore confidence, aid the work of repair
and growth and veady the FM [formerly
married] for the discovery of his or her
own larger needs.”

c:m you tell me how to make a Navy
grog cocktailP—P. S, Austin, Texas.

ver a healthy scoop of cracked ice,
mix: % ounce each lime juice, grape-
fruit juice and simple syrup with 1
otnce each Jamaican rum, Puerto Rican
riem, Demerara rum and clul soda. Pack
more cracked ice avound a straw placed
in a li-ounce grog glass, add the mix-
ture, sit back, imbibe and smile.

My affair with a married woman whose
husband is with the Army in Vietnam is
about to lead to a crisis. From the stare, 1
have felt extremely guilty about being
involved with a Serviceman's wife, but
the fact is I love her very much and she
loves me. She’s been married two years,
during most of which time her husband

has been away: now he’s about to come
home. What should I do?—F. R., Boise,
Idaho.

“When in doubt what should be
done,” said England’s Lord Meclbourne,
“do nothing.” Cool it, baby—at least un-
til your friend makes up her mind about
her marriage. Once she's Iesally free (if
that’s what she chooses), you can vesume
your relationshipp. But if she decides to
give her marviage another go, it would
be prudent—as well as ethical—for you
to retive Lo the side lines.

My problem is an intimate one. I have
dated a number of boys since enrvolling
in college, and all insist on petting, while
some insist on going all the way. 1 must
admit that I have given in to a number
of these boys. Most ol the time, it is
from being highly stimulated either by
my date or by liquor, or by a combina-
tion ol both. I need some advice on how
to control myself during petting. Is there
some¢ way I can turn off my desires at
the proper moment?—Miss D. L., Provi-
dence, Rhode Island.

None that we know of. We suggest
that you be more selective in your choice
of daies and that you invest your time in
building a velationship with one person
al a time—someone whom you both like
and find sexually ativactive. Yow'll then
be able o “give in” with much more
pleasure and much less agonizing ve-
appraisal the next morning.

l am getting married soon and my girl
and I would like a unique ceremony. The
idea we like best is having it performed by
the caprain aboard the liner S, S. France.
Is this possible? And, if so, what ar-
rangements must be made and what pro-
cedures must be followed?—T. M., San
Francisco, Cahfornia.

We hate to torpedo your plans, but
the nuptial knot is no longer tied aboard
the ships of any major lines. Indeed, the
captains of the French Line have never
had authority from the French govern-
ment to perform shipboard weddings.

WIlilc dining out with my girl and her
folks at a Continental restaurant in New
York last week, I lit my girl's cigarette
with the ornate candle on the table.
Here's the problem: Her [ather said that
it was a gauche thing to do. I disagree.
Who is right?—N. 5., University Park,
Pennsylvania.

Her father—but it was gauche of him
to mention it.

II a civilian either is drafted or volun-
teers lor military duty, is he legally enti-
tled to his old job after being discharged?
—]. B.. Chicago. Illinois.

Under most conditions, yes. Yow'll find
the complete low-down in “Field Letter



No. 20,” a brochure issued by the Bureau
of Veterans’ Re-employment Rights, avail-
able at your local draft board.

My wife and 1 have been married for
11 vears, and although we were both
vaised as Jews, I can vouch for the fact
that neither of us has been inside a syna-
gogue since the day we were married.
Nevertheless, religion has suddenly reared
its head around our happy houschold—
with an able assist from my cqually un-
welcome mother-indaw. The problem
centers on our threeyear-old son. My
wile’'s mother—a  devout convert 10
Christian  Science—maintains that the
¢hild should be raised in her faith rather
than none. 1 don’t agree. But my wile
still believes in the existence ol some sort
ol Supreme Being and sides against me
in this matter. Do you [eel that 1 should
stand up for my atheist principles, or
allow my son to be exposed to the theo-
logical “myths” of some organized con-
gregation?—R. M., New York, New York.

You should stand your ground, for
several reasons. The crux of the maller,
of course, is not what will salisfy your
mother-in-law  but what will benefit
your son. We don’t think a child can ma-
ture properly unless he is able to identify
with his pavents, especally with the par-
ent of the same sex. If something as cru-
cial as religion stands between you and
your son, he may well be in trouble. Fur-
thermore, the im plication of your mother-
in-law’s argument is that any rveligion
is better than none. We don’lt agree.
Nonbelief in a Supreme Being is just as
worthy of respect as belief, particularly
when il involves a view of ethics, movali-
ty and sociely that has been evolved
after a questioning and rejection of one’s
inherited veligion. Finally, there is the
question of ethnic identity—as opposed
to religious faith. Santayana said, “There
is no God, but Mary is His mother,” in-
dicating both his nonbelicf and his pref-
ervence for his Catholic inheritance. We
imagine you feel the same about your
Jewish background; since it would be
wasteful to deny this rich heritage to
your son, give him the opportunity to be
what you yoursel are—a Jew by Darth,
an atheist by choice. If, as he matures. he
develops an interest in religion (of any
Jarth or denomination), he may then de-
cide for himself which spivitual path—if
uny—he wishes to follow.

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, hu-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas. taste and etiquette

will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addvessed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playhoy
Aduisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Mich-
igan Ave., Chicago, linois 60611. The
maost provocalive. pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.

“refreshingly different”

Znglish
Leather

\.\"“

] E“ghﬁh 'lf.tﬂthtl'e . The new, exciting scent for men—

a fresh, completely new fragrance
note that lasis and lasis!

\'\\l\“' AFTER SHAVE $2.50, $4.50
COLOGNE $3.00, $5.00

AEROSOL DEODORANT §1.50

SHOWER SOAP ON A CORD $2.00

M O RUBDOWN BODY LOTION $3.00
(R DEODORANT STICK $1.25

cowt 8FL OIS ; SPRAY COLOGNE $2.50
GIFT SETS $3.75 1o $9.50

©MEM COMPANY, INC., NORTHVALE, N.J.

These are Corbin exclusive
Country Harvest Trousers

Country Harvest is a handsome, soft, yet
hardy, fabric in a variety of plaids, district
checks, herringbones and interesting mixtures.
The distinctive colourings capture the feel and
warmth and look of the fall harvest season.
See them now at your Corbin store.

Corbin trousers — from $20 to $35.
Ladies slacks are also available.

Genllemen's frousers and walking shorts by

CORBIN,I

385 Fifth Avenue, New York, New York 10016
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Shearling lined anti-freeze, $18.95

Bates Floaters’
present

“Boots for All Seasons”
(Don't miss these rrrrireally great shoes!)

Bates Shearling Lined Boots will be worn by Unlined year "rounder, $16.95
the 1968 United States Winter Olympic Team.

Floater® Knock-a-Boots at all fine stores. s TER, MASSACHUSETTS
Bates Floaters™ Leisure Footwear & Bates Process®. _ .BATES Sl St gk S D ] g
Patent No. 2815589 ﬁ




PLAYBOY'’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

IF YOU'RE PLANNING a ski trip to Can-
ada at Christmastime, this is the year to
avoid crowds congregating at the domin-
ion’s popular eastern resorts. In the west-
ern province of Alberta, Canada’s two
best-known national parks—Jasper and
Banfi—offer the visitor slopes as chal-
lenging as any in North America.

Jasper National Park, our northern
neighbor’s second-largest (more than 4200
square miles), provides unusually long
downhill runs typical of the Canadian
Rockies; one _]‘.:sp{!r ski course drops
4000 feet along a five-mile range. Jasper's
slalom sites are in the Whistler Moun-
tain and Marmot Basin area, but you'll
want to try cross-country skiing here as
well: Scenic Maligne Lake, ringed by
snow-capped peaks, is just far ecnough off
the established trails to make for an excit-
ing afternoon of exploration. Although
accommodations in western Canada often
tend toward the Spartan, Whistlers Motor
Hotel—with two cstimable eatcries—is
stylishly comfortable.

Like Jasper, Banfl National Park is a
multifarious mecca for the winter sports-
man: Skiing, skating, sleighing, curling,
tobogganing and mountain climbing
combine to fill out a nonstop action vaca-
tion. One Banff ski run is reached via the
steepest chair-lift ride in North America
—rising 1300 feet over a distance of 35240
[eet. One of your first stops at BanfE
should be at the spectacular ski jump at
Mount Norquay, where many of Canada’s
most proficient practitioners of the sport
are in atendance. And at nearby Sulphur
Mountain, you'll be able 1o swim in hot
sulphur pools, no matter how low the
temperature dips. Don't be surprised
when you glimpse the poolside parade of
finely filled bikinis; greatlooking girls
travel here from all over Canada and
many parts of the U. 5. to sample Banff's
sporting life. You'll meet more than your
share by putting up at the Voyager Inn;
after an aprésski aperitil, squire your
new-found [riend to Banft's Rimrock Ho-
tel, where steak reaches gustatorial peaks.

Lake Louise, situated in Banfl, is one
of Canada’s most romantic retreats. Close
by the lake, seven ski lifts help keep
the slopes uncrowded. (The most lux-
urious of these—a sedan lift on adjacent
Mount Whitehorn—spans two miles.)
Sunshine Village, Banit’s latest sporting
attraction, lies adjacent to three newly
developed ski runs.

Ski novices will want to avail them-
sclves of the five-lesson beginner's course
at Banfl and Jasper; total chaige is less
than $15. And if you've neglected to
bring your gear, a set of skis, poles and
boots rents for under seven dollars a day.

From Lake Louise, you'd be well ad-

vised to continue your ski odyssey by
flying southwest to California’s Mam-
moth Mountain, Located in the Golden
State’s High Sierras, Mammoth is quickly
becoming one of the West’s most [re-
quented winter playgrounds. The second
level of a gondola lift, soon to be com-
pleted, will transport 1200 skiers an hour
to the mountain’s 11,000-foot crest.,

At Mammoth's Long Valley airstrip,
take a plane to Southern California’s
fabled resort of Palm Springs: where sun
and snow sports can be enjoyed more
luxuriously than anywhere else in Amer-
ica. At Christmas, Palm Springs wel-
comes an influx of collegians fiom Los
Angcles—litlle more than a two-hour
drive away—most of whom quickly head
for the slopes at Mount San Jacinto, on
the outskirts of town. After making the
morning ski scene, ride a mile and a
half from the center of Palm Springs to
Tahquitz Falls, where swimming and
horseback riding compete with the sea-
son's action auraction: driving through
the desert in dune buggies—automobiles
specially outfitted for sand roving. In
the evening, you'll want to stroll along
>alm Canyon Drive (you can’t really
miss the Drive: It's the sureet with 1200
lighted palm rtrees). And afier boutique
browsing, drop into Palm Springs’ der-
vishlike discothéques, 1. J.'s and Howard
Manor, where such stars as Laurence
Harvey, Steve l\lcQut‘Cu. David Janssen
and Peter Lawford are apt to put in an
appearance.

Flying east from Palm Springs, you
might head next for New Mexico, where
sunshine skiing has established the state
as an irresistible stop for schussing
sportsmen. Taos Ski Valley offers a wide
variety of ski trails; and 19 miles away,
the village of Taos supports a thriving art
colony and a number of surprisingly su-
perior restaurants. Chief among these is
La Dona Luz, which, anomalously
enough, serves up superb French cuisine
in an adobe ambiance.

At least three other sites in New
Mexico should be savored before you
end your ski safari. At the Red River Ski
Area, nine miles of trails vie with the
region’s seasonal lure for anglers: ice
fishing for wrout. The Sandia Peak Ski
Area, reached by aerial tramway f[rom
Albuquerque, is especially attractive at
Christmas, when coveys of vacationing
coeds from the University of New Mexico
brighien the local scene. And the Sangre
de Cristo ski basin is only a 20-minute
drive from the second oldest city in the
U. S.—historic Santa Fe.

For furtherinformation,write to Playboy
Reader Service, Playboy Building, 919
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611.

Listen!

Which comes
first when you
buy your hii
components?

It probably doesn’t matter how
you go about it as long as you
end up with:

1. Compatible components.

2. A system that sounds
good to you.

It makes sense to start with
the loudspeakers. In many
ways, the speakers you choose
will greatly determine the
quality of sound that your sys-
tem is capable of delivering.

The speaker system should
be tailored to the listening
area. If you do this first, it
can guide you in the selection
of the other components—
tuner, amplifer, record player
or tape recorder.

Obviously, you'll want to put
the whole system together and
hear the sound before you
leave your dealer’s showroom.

One word of caution. Don’t
skimp on speaker gquality.
You can’t hide poor quality
speakers in a system. Sooner
or later you'll hear the dif-
ference.

Your Jensen dealer will help
you put together a balanced
hi-f system—one that sounds
good to you. Stop in today and
listen.

@
Jensen

Jensen Manufacturing Division, The Muter Company
6601 South Laramie Avenue, Chicago, Illincis 60638
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Fortrel makes it hard for wrinkles to get started in these Campus slacks. So you dor't have to run
around town looking baggy and saggy the way people used to. Fortrel polyester and cotton slacks
are smooth travelers. Fortrel, the freshening fiber of today, is for you.

Permanently pressed oxford slacks of 50% Fortrel polyester/ 50% cotton. Ivy
styling in swinging colors, sizes 28-42. Under $8.00. For more information, write:
Campus Sweater & Sportswear, 3955 Euclid Avenue, Cleveland, Ohio 44115. ELAN ESE ORTREL

Fortrel® is a trademark of Fiber Industries, Inc.  Celanese® Add a fiber from Celanese and good things get better



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

PROVOCATIVE PLAYBOY
You're duing i most exciting and pro-
vocittive job in The Playboy Forum.
Keep it {lp!
Harold M. Hodges, Chairman
Departmenmt ol Sociology
and Anthropology
San Jose Suate College
San Jose, Calilornia

SEDUCING SOCIALISTS
Maybe rravsoy is the answer to the
Cold War. A Pentagon correspondent
recently told me of visiting Vostok. the
Russian scientithe station in Antarctica,
with a Navy comminder. The com-
mander 100k along three past issucs of
rLaveoy, which he traded 10 the Rus-
sians for a Tur hat. some leather boots
and a case of vodka. “Hell,” he said, “if T
had had enough copies of pravioy with
me, I could have gotten the whole base.™
Is this what Chaivman Mao means by
“Russtan revisionism’'?
Joseph Willet
Washingion, D. C.

ADULTERY AS THERAPY

Perhaps some of vour readers would
be interested in my experience, which is
stmilar 10 that of the married woman
from Allentown, Pennsvivania  (The
Playboy Forum, July).

I was 1he inhibited product of a nar-
row, puritanical upbringing. In spite of
my husbhand’s long-suliering attempis 1o
lrvee me from the sexual limitations of my
background, we never seemed 1o get
anywhere; 1 did not really enjoy sex. Fi-
nally, as a Iast resort. he persuaded me
to accept an opporiunity for an exma
marital sexual experience. I cannot ex-
plain how or why, but somchow the
prospect ol going w bed with another
man released the powerlul but long-
buried leelings within me, which I had
previously been unable o uncover. This
mmediately made a revolutionary dif-
fevence in my relations with my hus-
band. It was as though we had found
the key to a door that had been locked
shut.

Now, more than two years after my
first extramarital experience, | enjoy
sex remendously. 1 might add that I am
a responsible mother, care for my home
and Lamily, hold a professional position
and am active in community affairs,

(Name withheld by request)
Cambridge, Massachusetts

MARRIAGE AND MORALS

In the July Playboy Forum, an anony-
mous woman from Allentown, Pennsyl-
vania, told of her extramarital adventures,
which were approved of by her hushband.
I have extended these same privileges to
my wife since 1955. Interesting discov-
crics and unexpected good to all con-
cerned have acorued over these happy
}'{.'.'Il'.\'.

In the early Thirties, I heard Bertrand
Russell assailed from a Methodist pulpit
for his support ol extramarital sex. 1
hive ver to discover one detractor of
Russell’s who approaches his intellectual
stature.

C. Allen

Dallas, Texas

STEPPING OUT FOR FUN AND PROFIT

I read with great interest the July
Playboy Forum lener entitled “Love
from a Stranger.” What your Allentown
writer describes is also practiced here in
Detroit, where girls engage in extra-
muarital relationships with the expressed
consent of their husbands, both for pleas-
ure and to help out family finances.

We moved o a residential section of
Detroit about a year and a half ago. We
have two fine children and my husband
has a good position paying $10.500 a
year, but we (and this goes [or three
neighboring families that [ know of)
would still be in a small apartment if 1
had not enjoyed a little extramarital
work. I say “enjoyed” because I truly got
pleasure Irom my excursions to nearby
motels. During the course ol a year, with
one or two trips a4 month, I managed to
carn enough money to help with a larce
down payment on a new home. and I've
since contributed substantially toward
the amortization of our mortgage.

I originally started going to bed with
other men sirictly 10 get extra money.
Now, however, 1 do this for plt‘;lsurc as
well. As the girl [vom Allentown said, it
releases the tension of being cooped up
and gives one a chance to get away [rom
family responsibilines. I would encour-
age any voung married girl 1o hnd her-
sell an occasional extramarital partner,
because the satislaction that comes from
knowing that other men are attracted to
her will improve her morale 100 percent.

Three years ago I would never have
considered looking at another man, but
after learning that many of the other
girls were doing i, I wied it. I was

discover it now
in
sculptured bamboo

Deodorant Stick, $1.75
Spray Cologne, $3.50
Spray Deodorant, $2.50
Spray Talc, $2.50

SWANK, N.Y.—Sole Distributor
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prestige
for the pack

Playboy's unique cigarette box. A
flick of the finger, cigarette flips
up. Ingenious addendum for home
or office. Finest workmanship in
natural finish solid American wal-
nut. Holds a full pack, regular or
king. Order by Code MM325,
$12.50 ppd. (sans cigarettes).

Shall we enclose a gift card 1n your name?
Send check or money order to: Playboy
Products, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611, Playboy Club
credit keyholders may charge to their keys.
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For The Man Who
Wants The World's
Most Advanced
Stereo Receiver, But
Refuses To Build

It Himself ...

The Heathkit® AR-15 Is
Now Factory Assembled.

Experts agree it's the world’s most advanced.
All solid-state. Integrated circuits. Crystal
filters. AM/FM Stereo. 150 watts music
power. Ultra-sensitive FET FM Tuner. Pos-
itive circuit protection. **Black Magic™ panel
lighting. Also available in kit form for extra
savings. Get full details in FREE catalog.
Assembled ARW-15, (less cab.), 34 |bs. $499.50

Kit AR-15, (lesscab.), 34 lbs.. . ... ... .$329.95
AE-16 Wrap-Around Walnut Cabinet, 101bs, $19.95
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ashamed and cried a lot when I first
came home; but when I thought it over,
I realized that I had aciually enjoyed
the experience. T would not advise a girl
to try this without her hushand’s con-
sent; that can only lead 1o disaster.
(Name withheld by request)
Detroit, Michigan
This housewife’s solution to the prob-
lem of tight mortgage money and high
inlerest rales is not one we'd universally
recommend.

FORBIDDEN FRIENDSHIPS

The theologians who participated in
the June Playboy Panel on Religion and
the New Moralily seemed 1o me to be a
little rigid on the subject of extramarital
sex. I am the wite of a former minister
and feel that i s normal for a woman to
continue to have friendships with other
men alter she 1s married.

These friendships may have erotic
overtones, but they need not go so far as
adultery. The members of the Panel did
not consider the possibility that a man
and a woman, eiach happily married to
someone else, can have a relationship that
is meaninglul and postuve. Yet I know
of several such relationships that have
to be cuned on in seaecy because ol
society’s disapproval.

Helen Marun
LEvansion, lllinois

MORALITY AND PERSONALITY

The June Playboy Pancl on Religion
and the New Movality was hirstrate, a
presentation of a vital issue. It is rare
that the reader has so many fine minds
and so broad a spectrum ol viewpoints
available to him.

It 15 becoming increasingly clear that
“the new morality” is the fowering of
a basic concept ol the sacredness of
human personality, which realizes itsell
through the [undamental value of love.
Your panclists made this clear, in that
each of them refused to prejudge situa-
tions in which sex is involved.

The Rev. H. Puul Osborne
First Unitarian Church
Wichita, Kansas

SIN OF SELF-RIGHTEOUSNESS

I read with interest the June Playboy
Panel on Religion and the New Movality.
I believe God’s clear law [or us is that
there should be no sexual intercourse
outside ol mariage, though I may be
wrong in my understanding.

This we do know: We all sin-
ners and we must not judge one another,
There are many sins more terrible than
adultery or lechery——such as selfright-
cousness, ol which we all are guilty. We
are fellow sinners, in need of undeserved
grace and forgiveness and ol the new
birth that only God in Christ can give.

The Rev. Mcebane Ramsay
Roswell, New Mexico
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LIBERALS AND LESBIANS
It is heartening to know that the
church is beginning o approach sex
rationally. However, complete sexual
objectivity on the part of the dergy will
be a long time coming. Even the liberal
theologians who participated in the June
Playboy Panel displayed deep-scated
prejudices.  These  are  representative
statements on homosexuality. made by
Rabbi Rubenstein, Bishop Pike and Dr.
Cox. respectively: I wouldn’t consider
homosexuality cither fulfilling or an
adult kind of sexunal relationship™; “We
should ry 1o help him free himself™; 1
would want to try to convince homo-
sexuals that they're missing something.™
I have been an active homosexual (or
Lesbian, if you prefer) for seven vears.
Speaking for mysell. T don't want to be
“free.” nor do I feel I am “missing some-
thing; and I resent being told that my
form of love is not “adult.”
(Name withheld by request)
Costa Mesa, Calilornia

HOMOSEXUALITY AND MANHOOD

I would like to address a few words 10
the homosexual Serviceman whose letter
appeared in the June Playboy Forum:

I, too, have known since my teens that
I am homosexual and, like you, have
spent my life, until very recently, as a
secular monk. At the heart of all our
problems is the ingrained beliel that,
being homosexual, we arc not men. 1
have never met a homosexual who was
not in some wayv delensive about him
sell, though the delense takes many
formis. As vour defense, vou say: “T de-
test elfeminate men. I do not act. look or
feel cffeminate. I am not a kookie musi-
cian or artist. Nor do I have long hair,
ridicnlous clothing or a lisp.” Open
cileminacy, as you may not realize, is a
form ol defiance that akes grear cour-
age. And, as long as you feel compelled
to reject the image of the “kookie musi-
cian” (forgive me for being stung by tha
—I am a composer, although my hair is
of moderate length and I don’t lisp) as
being alien to you. you are going to be
unhappy. In your defensiveness, behind
your own personal wall, you have
evolved a meaningless and erippling pic
ture ol the homosexual.

To me, a man is someone who knows
what he is, accepts it and spends his life
fighting to make the most of it. By that
definition, real men are perhaps  the
smallest minority group, bur there is
nothing in your or my homosexuality
that necessarily excludes us rom it

Lew Norton
Los Angeles, Calilornia

CHURCH-STATE SEPARATION

I agree with Prolessor Fink’s conten-
tion in the July Playboy Forum that it
is not the task of the public schools 1o
provide students with devotional oppor-
tunities. Why do so many parents expect



the schools to do what so clearly is their
own privilege and responsibility—to pro-
vide their children’s religious education?
In the U. S, religion is an clective, not
i required course in good citizenship.

Our founding fathers purposcly ex-
cluded established state religion [rom the
socicty they were structuring. They and
their recent ancestors had endured the
leariul oppressions ol church-state power.
Separation of church and swate is the
only way to secure maximum [reedom
lor both Jaity and dagy-—freedom to
speak out with critical and creative force
on illl}' IOI)I(.

Along these lines, I propose that
militny chaplains get out of uniform
and that they be paid by the denomina-
tions they are supposed to represent,
rather than by the Governmeni. Only by
ridding themselves of military ties and
salaries will they be Iree o function as
men ol God and 1o discuss war and
governmental affairs with honesty.

In addition, if we are 1o have a state
uninflienced by religion, we should end
the nonsense of minisiery’ praying over
Federal and stute legisluors and appear.
ing as absurd vestipial figures at the
launching of bauleships and the dedica-
tion ol public buildings. \When this sort
ol foolishness ends, the cergy may gain
more of the respect they desive.

The Rev. Siephen H. Fritchman
First Unitanian Church

Los Aungeles, California

TAXING THE CHURCH

By labeling Bishop Pike “America’s
maost controversial churchman,” reavesoy
has given the hostile reader an easy
avenuwe lor dismussing  Pike's views on
taxation ol churches (rravesoy, April).
Actually, his views are not so heretical
as some might assume.

In early 1965, I surveyed approxi-
mately 10,000 Protestant clergymen across
the nation, soliciing their views on i
wide range ol issues. The taxation of re-
ligious organizations was one of the is
sues raised in the study. Clergymen were
asked 1o agree or disagree with this
statement: I have some sympathy with
the position that 1ax exemption for
churches should be climinated.”

Sympathizers with Bishop Pike's views
constitute a substantial segment of the
Protestant dergy. In the six U. S, denomi-
nations that I studied (American Baptist,
American Lutheran, Episcopal, Method-
ist, Missouri Synod and Presbyterian), 42
percent of the clergy agreed with the
sttement. An addivonal 20 percent re-
ported  that  they “probably agreed.”
Thus, 62 percent of the clergy are not
rigidly committed to tax exemption for
organized religion,

As might be expected, opinions on this
matter vary considerably according o de-
nomination and the clergyman's age.
Sixty-three percent ol the Preshyterians,
as compared with 32 percent of the

(continued on page 155)
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Big and bold
wide-track cables

Alps features a striking
array of big bold cables,
jumbo fisherman knits
and rough textured
homespun tweeds—
all with the
hand knit look.

The Cornell

Big bold crew neck
wide track cables,
* 65% wool-35%
polyester, machine
washable. About $22.
At all fine stores.

ALPS SPORTSWEAR Mfg. Co., Inc.
Lawrence, Massachusetts 01840
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» Announcing the most important sale in MG history... . »
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" THE FIRST ANNIVERSARY « 5
m
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By
Right now MG dealers across the have all the extras MGB/GT's come with plus
country are commemorating the anniversary  a special anniversary package.
of the first popular-priced authentic GT— Only 1,000 First Anniversary
the MGB/GT. MGB/GT Specials will be available in the entire
in honor of the occasion, they're offering U.S.A. So don’t wait.
MGB/GT's in a special edition. Each one will  See your MG dealer before he runs out.
THIS SPECIAL ANNIVERSARY | ... PLUS ALL THESE EXTRAS
PACKAGE FREE... AT NO EXTRA COST ON EVERY MGB/GT:
Official plague In full color designating Large electric tachometer 4-speed gear box with Qil cooler
the GT as one of only 1,000 Specials. and full sports car instrumentation, short throw stick shift. for Pette: :
;:?Igfmanc =
less engine [
wear.
[ 16-inch wood rimmed steering wheel
h matching Australian coach wood
B teavy-duty,
' B “competition-
e suspension for
remarkable
_ f -holding.
Twin S.U. Hydraullc disc brakes Fully adjustable
carburetors for with big 1034-inch discs. English leather
quick acceleration. Self-adjusting. Fade-free. bucket seats. //
Vibrationless non-glare racing type
ing mirror.
60-spoke
Cent:i!'l%c‘:(nt.f;;‘
Retail value over $100.
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MGB Convertible, MG Midget, and Austin Healey Sprite also available. See your MG/Austin Healey Dealer Now.



vsor nrsvew: JIMT GARRISON

a candid conversation with the embattled district attorney of new orleans

On February 17, 1967, the New
Orleans StatesItem broke a story that
would  electrify the world—and hurl
district attorney Jim Garrison into a
bitter fight for his political life. An enter-
prising reporter, cheching vouchers filed
with the city by the district attorney’s
office, discovered that Garrison had spent
over S8000 investigaling the assassina-
tion of President Kennedy. “Haus the
district attorney discovered wvaluable
additional evidence,” the StatesItem
asked editorially, “or is he merely saving
some intevesting new information that
will gain for him exposure in a national
magaune?”  Stung, Garrison counter-
attacked, confirming that an inquiry into
Kennedy's assassination was under way
and charging that the States-Item’s “irre-
sponsible” revelation “has now created a
problem for us in finding wilnesses and
gelling cooperalion from other wilnesses
and in at least one case has endangered
the life of a witness.”

On February 18, newsmen from all
over the world converged on New Orleans
to hear Garrison announce at a press
conference: “We have been investigat-
ing the role of the city of New Or-
leans in the assassination of President
Kennedy, and we have made some
progress—I think substantial progress. . . .
What's more, there will be arvests.” As
reporters  flashed mnews of Garrison’s
statement acvoss the world, a 49-year-old
New Orleans pilot, David Ferrie, lold
newsmen that the district atiorney had

“To read the press accounts of my investi-
gation, I'm a cross between Al Capone
and Attila the Hun—Dbribing, threaten-
ing innocent men. Anybody who employs
those methods should be disbarred.”

him “pepged as the getaway pilot in an
claborate plot to kill Kennedy.” Ferrie. a
bizarre figure who wove a flaming-red
wig, false eycbrows and make-up to con-
ceal burns he had suffered years before,
denied any involvement in a conspivacy
to kill the President. Garrison, he said,
was oul to frame him. Four days later,
Ferrie was found dead in his shabby
three-voom apartment in New Orleans,
ostensibly of natural causes—though he
left behind two suicide notes.

The press had greeted Garrison’s ini-
tial claims about a conspiracy with a
measure of skepticism, but Ferrie's death
was front-page news arvound the world.
Garrison broke his self-imposed silence
to charge that Ferrie was “a man who, in
my pudgment, was one of history’s most
imporiant  individuals.” According lo
sarvison, “Mr. Fervie was one of those
individuals I had in mind when I said
there would be arrests shortly. We had
reached a decision lo arvest him early
next week. Apparently we waited too
long.” But Garrison vowed that Ferrie's
death would not halt his tnvestigation,
and added, “My staff and I solved the
assassinalion weeks ago. I wouldn’t say
this if we didn’t have the evidence
beyond a shadow of a doubt. We know
the key individuals, the cities involved
and how it was done.”

On March I, Garrison eclipsed even the
headlines from lus previous press confer-
ence by announcing the arvest of Clay

; %
k. N §
“4 number of the men who killed the
President weve former employees of the
CI4 muolved in its anti-Castro under-
ground activifies in the New Orleans area.
The CIA knows their identily. So do 1.”

Shaw, a wealthy New Orleans business-
man and real-estate developer, on
charges of conspiring lo assassinate John
F. Kennedy. One of New Orleans’ most
prominent citizens, Shaw was a founder
and diveclor of the city’s prestigious
International Trade Mart from 1947
to 1965, when he retived to devote his
time lo playwriling and vrestoring his-
toric homes in the old French Quarter.
The day after Shaw's arrest, Garrison
declaved that “Shaw was none other
than Clay Bertvand,” the shadowy
queen bee of the New Orleans homo-
sexual underworld, who, according lo
attorney Dean Andrews” testimony De-
fore the Warren Commission, called
him the day after the assassination and
asked him to rush to Dallas to defend
Oswald. Shaw heatedly denied his guilt:
“I never heard of any plot and I never
used any alias in my life.” But New Or-
leans society, which had long counted
Shaw one of ils own, was stunned.

On March 14, a panel of three judges
heard Garrison’s case in a preliminary
hearing to determine if there was
enough cuidence against Shaw to bring
him to trial. Perry Raymond Russo, a 25-
year-old life-insurance salesman from
Baion Rouge who had once been Ferrie's
“roommale,” lestified that in mid-Seplem-
ber of 1963, he had attended a meeting
at Ferrie’s apartment wheve Shaw, Lee
Harvey Oswald and Ferrie discussed
means of assassinating the President in a

J

“President Kennedy was killed for one
reason: because he was working for a rec-
onciliation with the U.S.S.R. and Castro’s
Cuba. His assassins were a group of fa-
nalicanti-Communists and Cuban exiles.”

L
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“triangulation of cross fire.” Garrison’s
seccond witness, Vernon Bundy, a 29-
yeav-old former naveotics addict, testified
that in the summer of 1963, he saw Shaie
pass a sum of money to Lee Haroey Os-
wald on the shore of Lake Pontchar-
traim. On March 17, after a four-day
hearing, Judees Malcolm 1. O'Huara,
Bernard J. Bagert and Malthew S. Bra-
niff vuled theve was sufficient evidence to
hold Clay Shaw for trial. Garrison’s hand
was further strengthened on Mavch 22,
when a 12-member grand jury of prowmi-
nent New Orleans citizens, empaneled 1o
hear Garrvison’s case, also vuled there
were sufficient grounds to bring Shaw to
court. Pending trial—iwhich is scheduled
to begin somelime this month—>Shawe
was allowed to go free on $10.000 bail.

The Amertcan press remained dubious
about Garrison’s ability to prove lis
charges in couri. and domestic coverage
of and commentary on the distyict atlor-
ney's case thereafter was, at best, low-key
—at worst. contempinous. Bul as News-
week reporied on March 20, “In Europe,
where thousands still cling to the con-
spivacy theory in spite of the Warren
Commission’s conclusion that fee Har-
wey Oswald acled alone . . . Garrison
and his tnvestization have been the stuff
of page-one headlines,” “I'm encouraged
by the support Europe is bringing me.”
he told a ParisMatch reporter. “Foery
day, I receive letters and telegrams from
all the capitals. P've even had six tele-
Pphone calls from Moscow.” One was [rom
Literaturnaya Gazeta, a presiigious Mos-
cow literary magazine, wlich ran an in-
terview with Garrison concluding  that
theve was a conspivacy to kill Kennedy
but that Oswald “definitely wasi't the
key figure in it.”

Garrison also had his supporters in the
U.S. Boston'’s Richard Cardinal Cushing,
fathev-confessor to the Kennedy family,
satd of the New Orvleans probe on March
16: “I think they should followe it through.
.. . 1 never belicved that the assassina-
tion was the work of one man.” And
Representalive  Roman  Pucinski. an
Hlinois Democral. said: “I'm surprised
more attention hasn’t been paid to the
ruling that Clay Shaw go on trial for par-
ticipating in a plot to assassinate Presi-
dent Kennedy. These aven’t nuls but
three judges talking. It's a new ball
game.” Senator Russell Long of Lowst-
ana also backed up Garvison—an old po-
litical ally—contending that he was only
doing “what a distvict atiorney should
do.” And perennial Warren Repori erilic
Mark Lane (himself a prLaveoy infer-
viewee last February), whose bestselling
“Rush to Judgment” helped persuade
Garrison to launch his investication, said
after a conference with Garrison in New
Orleans that the D.A’s probe would
“break the enlive case wide open.”

If nothing else, Garrison was certainly
affecting public opinion. A Louis Harris

poll of May 29 revealed that 66 percent
of the American public now belicves
there was a conspivacy fo  assassinale
Kennedy, and “a major conivibulor io
this siwelling doubt is the investigation
into the assassination by New Orleans
district atlorney Jim Garvison.” Fuven
with public opinion on Ins side, Garrison
was running inlo difficullies on several
fronts by early summer. Three witnesses
he wished 1o question about their com-
Plicity in the assassination had fled Lowi-
siana. and he was unable 1o oblain their
extradition to New Orleans—a seldom-
encounleved roadblock he crvedits o the
ClA, “which knows that some of ils
former employees weve involved in the
Kennedy  assassination  and is  doing
everything possible 1o frustvaie my in-
vestication in order (o presevoe the
Azeney’s vood name” The CIA refuses
to comment on Garrison’s charges.
Garvison was also nnder heavy  fire
over the improper methods allegedly em-
Pployed by his staff. The most blistering
indictment of his probe iwas an NBC
television special on June 19, charging
that Garrison’s investicators had pried io
bribe three poteniial witnesses—Alom
Beauboeuf, Micuel Torves and Fred Fee-
mans—ito testify against Shaw; that Gar-
vison's staff had attempied (o induce a
burglar, John Cancler, to plant false evi-
dence in Clay Shaw's home; and that
Garrison had allowed Peryy Russo and
Vernon Bundy lo lestify azainst Shaw
even though they had previousiy failed
lie-detector tests. NBC added that its in-
vestizators had also unearthed the veal
“Clay Bertvand”; and though NBC didn’t
name him, it said that he weas not Clay
Shaw. Subsequently, NBC might have
had second thoughts abont ils expose. for
the network granted Garrison an un firece-
dented 30 minutes of prime Saturday-
cvening tinie to vebul ils own findings.
Garrison charged that the three wil-
nesses who claimed his aids had ied to
bribe them werve pervjurers. He alo de-
nied that his office had approached John
Cancler to burclavize Shaw's home. and
stated flatly thal both Russo and Bundy
had passed their polygraph iests. On the
key pomt of the “veal” Clay Bertrand,
Garrison said that he knew the tdentity
of the individual NBC was talking about
and that he was definiiely nol the man
who called attorney Dean Andyews lo
cmin legal aid for Lee Harvey Oswald.
Undismayed—and undeterved—>by  all
the charses and countercharees, Garri-
son still says. “We are going to win this
case, and anyone who bels against us is
going to lose his money.” The embaitled
district allorney wmay be overconfident,
but he has a history of winning every
fight he starts. Born in Dennison, Towa,
on November 20, 192], Garrison flew an
unarmored spotter plane for the artillery
in France and Germany durving World
War Two and then atlended Tulane
University Law School. He then went (o

New Orleans to work as an assistani
district atlorney uniil 1961, when he re-
signed with a scorching atiack on Mayor
Victor H. Schivo, whom he charged with
corruption and failure to vigorously en-
force the law.

Garrison enteved the race for distvict
altorney as a fievcely uncompromising
reform candidate, lambasting the “po-
litical machine” of Mayor Schive and
chavacterizing  the incumbent  distvict
attorney, Richard Dowling. as “the great
emancipator—lie let everybody go free”
Garrison, six feel, six, and 240 pounds,
was quickly dubbed the “Jolly Green
Giant.” He had no political organization
and not much money, bul his personal
magnetism and vefusal to compromise
appealed 1o the New Orleans eleclor-
ate. He defeated Dowling handily and
promptly  began  convicting  men  on
charges his predecessor had drofiped.

Garrison’s fioe years as district atlor-
ney have been stormy. He outraged
many o] lis former supporiers in the
business community by launching a
campaign  against  vice on  Bourbon
Streel, chaveing that B-sirls were imerci-
lessly fleecing naive towrists. Garrison
cleaned up Bourbon Streel himself, per-
sonally padlocking many honky-tonks
and striptease clubs. But his toughest
frght—until the current one—came in
1962, when he announced that the re-
fusal of the city's eight eviminal-court
judges to approve funds for his in-
vestigations of organized crime “raised
inlervesting questions about vacketeer in-
fluences.” The judges prompily charged
Garvison with defamation of character
and eviminal libel—and a state courl
fined  him S$1000. Garrison  appealed
the case all the way to the Supreme
Court, and on November 23, 1964, in a
landmark decision on the vright to criti-
cize public officials, the nation’s highest
tribunal reversed his conviction, contendd-
ing that “speech concerning public affaivs
is more than self-expression; it is the
exsence of self-vovernment.” Never one
to turn the other cheek, Garrison sub-
sequently employed his political influence
fo unseat a numbey of the judges when
they came up for veclection,

The district atiorney’s independence
has at times nettled both left and vight in
New Orleans. When the police depart
ment tried to prosecute a bookdealer for
selling James Baldwin’s “Another Coun-
try.” Garrison stepped in with a broad-
side against censorship and won the
man’s release—promptly bringing down
on his head the wrath of the local 1White
Citizens Council. At the other end of the
political specirum, he has been eriticized
by the liberal American Civil Liberties
Union, which once accused him of try-
ing an alleged rapist “in the press rather
than in the courtroom.” But Negro
leaders in the city say Garvison has been
a fair and impartial districl allorney; in



In defense of
cigar mooching.

How to become a
cigar smoker at somebody else’s expense

ooching, we think, has an undeservedly
shoddy reputation.

Practiced with finesse, it can be a fine art.
Turned towards truly honorable ends, it can
be a sublime art.

And we can think of no more honorable
end than the sheer gentlemanly pleasure of
being a cigar smoker.

Because there are so many different kinds
of cigars, you may have to try a few before
you find one you like best. (15 million cigar
smokers have found their cigar. So can you.)

But who says you should pay for every one
you try? The cigar of your dreams may be in
the next pocket you pick.

Cigar smokers are a notably generous
bunch, anyway. Merely say you’re thinking
of joining their ranks, and they’ll come across
with a freebee immediately.

Listed below are a few less obvious forms
of creative borrowing.

Get friendly with guys who are about to
become fathers,

Don’t turn down any invitations to wed-
dings, elegant dinners, poker games, and Bar
Mitzvahs.

Encourage the promotion of those who

THECIGAR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, INC. 1270 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS, NEW YORK: NEV YORK, 1&0?0

represent no threat to you personally. If the
promotion is big enough, cigars are called for.

Allow us, however, to make one thing
clear. Mooching is only defensible as a tempo-
rary measure, until you have found the cigar
worth shelling out for yourself.

At that point it will be your turn to initiate
a new cigar smoker.

You will have graduated from the role of
a cigar mooch-er to that of a cigar mooch-ee.

Cigar Institute of America
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Itis last bid for re-election, he polled as
well in the Negro precincts as he did in
the white.

The years 1965 and 1966 were—by
Garrison’s  standards—relatively — quiet.
His only major public controversy during
this period flared up when he inlerceded
with Louisiana Governor John McKeith-
en lo win a pardon for a local stripper
named Linda Birgette, who had been
convicted on a charge of lewd dancing.
Garrison claimed il was impossible to
define obscemity in literature or the arts
and argued that jailing Miss Birgette
would be a “gross miscarviage of jus-
tice.” McKeithen acceded to his pleas
and, despite cries of prolest from local
bluenoses, the incident served to in-
crease Garrison’s popularity.

The same could hardly be said of his
current probe, which has made him both
a largel for abuse—justified or other-
wise—that has tended (o obscure rather
than clarify the issues involved in the
investigation, and a victim of ofien one-
sided press coverage that NBC’s  half
hour of equal time has done little to rec-
tify. In pLAYBOY's opinion, Garrvison has
not yet had the chance to present his
side of the case—in court or oul—uwith-
oul expurgation or editorializing. We
feel he ought to have that chance.
Toward this end, in mid-July, we ap-
proached the embattled district attorney
with our offer of an impartial, open-
ended interview. The 12-hour eross-
examination that followed—in the midst
of Garrison’s round-the-clock investigation
—was conducted in the liing room of
the two-story home he shaves with his
blonde wife and three young children in
a tree-lined vesidential neighborhood of
New Orleans. As the dog-tived district
attorney streiched his long legs across a
couch, batlered briar pipe (a political
trademark) in one hand, a vodka martini
(his favorite dvink) in the other, PLAYROY
interviewer Lric Norden began by asking
him to answer the most damaging charges
of his critics.

PLAYBOY: You have been accused—Dby
the National Broadcasting Company,
Newsweek, the New Orleans Metropoli-
tan Crime Commission and your own
former investigative aide William Gur-
vich—ol attempts to intimidate witnesses,
ol engaging in criminal conspiracy and
of inciting 1o such felonies as pm‘jury,
criminal defamation and public bribery.
How do you respond 1o these chargesr

GARRISON: ['ve stopped beating my
wife. All the charges you enumerate
have been made with one purpose in
mind—to place our office on the defen-
sive and make us waste valuable time
answering allegations that have no basis
in fact. Also volved is a psychological
by-product valuable to those who don’t
want the truth about Kennedy's assassi-
nation o become known: The very repe-
tition of a charge lends it a certain
credibility, since people have a tendency

to believe that where there’s smoke,
there’s fire—although I find 1t difhicult to
believe that the public will put much
credence in most of the dastardly deeds
I've been accused of in the past lew
months. Just recently, for example, the
rumor went around that my staff was
peddling marijuana to high school stu-
dents and that one of our major witnesses
had just conlessed that his testimony was
based on a dream induced by an overdose
of 15D. We've also been accused of
planning an auack on the local FBI
office with guns loaded with red pepper,
having stolen money [rom our own in-
vestigative files and having threatened to
shoot one witness in the derriére with an
exotic gun propelling truth-serum darts.
I just hope they never find out about my
involvement in the Boston Brinks rob-
bery. I must admit, however. that I'm
beginning to worry about the cumulative
effect of this propaganda blitzkrieg on
potential jurors for the trial of Clay
Shaw. I don’t know how long they can
withstand the drumbeat obbligato of
charges exonerating the defendant and
convicting the prosecutor. For months
now, the establishment’s artillery units
have been pounding away at the two
themes NBC focused on—that my office
uses “improper methods” with regard to
witnesses and that we don’t really have a
case against Mr. Shaw and he should
never be brought to trial. T hope you'll
give me the chance to answer each of
these charges in detail; but first, let me
claborate a bit on the methods we employ
in this or any other investigation. My
office has been one of the most scrupulous
in the counury with regard to the protec
tion of individual rights. I've been on
record for years in law journals and
books as championing the rights of the
individual against the oppressive power
of the state. My office moved in and
prevented police seizure from bookstores
of books arbitrarily labeled “obscene.” I
intervened and managed to persuade the
Louistana legislature to remove a pro-
vision [rom its new code of eriminal pro-
cedure that would allow judges to reach
out [rom the bench and cite newsmen for
contempt il they penned anything em-
barrassing to the judges. My office has
investigated cases where we had already
obtained convietions; and on discovering
new evidence indicating that the defend-
ant was not guilty, we've obtained a
reversal of the verdict. In over five years
of office, T have never had a single case
reversed because of the use of improper
methods—a record T'll match with any
other D. A. in the country. In this par-
ticular case, I've taken unusual sieps to
protect the rights of the defendant and
assure him a fair wial. Before we intro-
duced the testimony ol our witnesses,
we made them undergo independent veri-
[ying tests, including polygraph exami-
nation, truth serum and hypnosis. We
thought this would be hailed as an

unprecedented step in jurisprudence; in-
stead, the press turned around and hinted
that we had drugged our witnesses or
given them posthypnotic suggestions to
testily falsely. After arresting Mr. Shaw,
we filed a motion for a preliminary hear-
ing—a proceeding that essentially oper-
ates in the defendant’s favor. Such a
hearing is generally requested by the
delense, and it was virtually unheard of
that the motion be filed by the state.
which under the law has the rnight to
charge a defendant outright, without any
evaluation by a judge of the pending
charges. But I felt that because of the
enormity of this accusation. we should
lean over backward and give the defend-
ant every chance. A three-judge panel
heard our evidence against Mr. Shaw and
his attorneys’ rebuttals and ordered him
indicted lor conspiracy to assassinate the
President. And I might add here that it's
a matter ol record that my relationship
with the judiciary of our [air city is not
a Damon-Pythias camaraderie. Once the
judges had handed down their dedsion,
we could have immediately filed a charge
against the defendant just by signing it
and depositing it with the city clerk—the
customary method of charging a defend-
ant. Nevertheless, out of concern lor
Mr. Shaw's rights, we voluntarily pre-
sented the case 1o a blueribbon grand
jury. If this grand jury had failed to in-
dict Mr. Shaw, our case would have been
dead as a doornail. But the grand jury,
composed of 12 eminent New Orleans
citizens, heard our evidence and indicted
the defendant for participation in a con-
spiracy to assassinate John Kennedy. In a
further cffort to protect the rights of the
defendant, and in the lace ol the endless-
ly reiterated accusation that we have no
case against him—despite the unanimous
verdict of the grand jury and the judges
at the preliminary hearing—I have studi-
ously refrained from making any public
statement critical of the defendant or pre-
judging his guilt. Of course, this puts me
at a considerable disadvantage when the
press claims 1 have no case against him,
because the only way I could convince
them of the strength of my case 1s to
throw open our files and let them exam-
ine the testimony ol all our witnesses.
Apart from the injustice such an act
would do Mr. Shaw, it could get our
whole case thrown out of court on the
grounds that we had prejudiced the de-
fendant's rights by pretrial publicity. So
I won't [all into that particular trap,
whatever the provocation. I only wish
the press would allow our case to stand
or [all on its merits in court. It appears
that certain elements of the mass media
have an active interest in preventing this
case from ever coming to trial at all and
find it necessary to employ against me
every smear device in the book. To read
the press accounts of my investigation—
my “circus,” I should say—I'm a cross
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PLAYBOY

between Al Capone and Attila the Hun,
ruthlessly hounding innocent men, tram-
pling their legal rights, bribing and
threatening witnesses and in general vio-
lating every canon of legal ethics. My
God, anybody who employs the kind of
methods that elements of the news media
attribute to me should not only not be a
district attorney, he should be disbarred.
This case has taught me the difference
between image and reality, and the
power of the mythmakers. But I know
I've done everything possible to conduct
this investigation with honesty and in-
tegrity and with full respect for the civil
rights of the defendant. But a blanket
denial of charges against me isn’t going
to convince anyone, so why don't we
consider them one by one?

PLAYBOY: All right. The May 15th issue
of Newsweek charged that two of your
investigators offered David Ferrie's former
roommate, Alvin Beauboeul, $3000 and
an airline job if he would help sub-
stantiate your charges against Clay Shaw.
How do you answer this accusation?
GARRISON: Mr. Beauboeul was one of
the two men who accompanied David
Ferrie on a mysterious trip from New
Orleans to Texas on the day of the assas-
sination, so naturally we were interested
in him from the very start ol our investi-
gaton. At hrst he showed every willing-
ness to cooperate with our office; bur after
Ferrie's death, somebody gave him a [ree
trip to Washingion. From that moment
on, a change came over Beauboeul; he
refused to cooperate with us any further
and he made the charges against my
investigators to which you reler. Fortu-
nately, Beauboeufl had signed an afiidavit
on April 12th—well after the alleged
bribe offer was supposed to have been
made—alhrming that “no representative
of the New Orleans Parish district attor-
ney's office has ever asked me 1o do any-
thing but to tell the wuth. Any inference
or statement by anyone to the contrary
has no basis in fact.” As soon as his
attorney began broadcasting his charges,
we asked the New Orleans police de-
partment to thoroughly investigate the
matter. And on June [2th, the police
department—which is not, believe me,
in the pocket of the district attorney's
office—released a report concluding that
exhaustive investigation by the police in-
telligence branch had cleared my staff of
any attempt to bribe or threaten Beau-
boeuf into giving untrue testimony. There
was no mention ol this report, predicta-
bly enough, in Newsweek. Let me make
one thing dear, though: Like every po-
lice department and district attorney's
office across the country, we have sums
set aside to pay informers for valuable
information—but we would never suborn
perjury. This isn’t because we're saints—
short cuts like that could be awfully
tempting in a frustrating case—but be-
cause we're realistic enough 1o know that
any witness who can be bought by us can

also be bought by the other side. So
it's rather naive, apart from being ethi-
cally objectionable, to assume that our
investigators travel around the country
with bags of money uying to bribe wit-
nesses to lie on the witness stand. We just
don’t operate that way.

PLAYBOY: On an NBC television special,
“The J.F.K. Conspiracy: The Case of Jim
Garrison,” a lormer Turkish-bathhouse
operator in New Orleans, Fred Leemans,
claimed that one of your aides offered
him money to testify that Clay Shaw had
frequented his establishment with Lee
Harvey Oswald. Do you also deny this
charge?

GARRISON: Yes; and it's a perfect illus
tration of the point I was just making
about how easy it is for the other side
to buy witnesses and then charge us
with its own misconduct. Mr. Leemans
came to us in early May, volunteering
testimony to the effect that he had often
seen a man named Clay Bertrand in his
bathhouse, sometimes accompanied by
men he described as “Latins.” In a sworn
affidavit, Leemans said he had also seen
a young man called Lee with Bertrand
on four or five occasions—a man who fits
the description of Lee Harvey Oswald.
Leemans also identified the Clay Ber-
rand who had fhrequented his establish-
ment as Clay Shaw. Now, this was
important testimony, and initially we
were favorably impressed with Mr. Lee-
mans. But then we started receiving calls
from him demanding money. Well, I've
told you our policy on this, and the an-
swer was a flat no. He was quiet for a
while and then he called and asked if we
would approve if he sold his story to a
magazine, since he badly needed money.
We refused to give him such approval
Apparently, the National Broadcasting
Company was able to establish a warmer
relationslip with My, Leemans. In any
case, he now says that he didn’t really lie
to us; he just “told us what he thought
we wamted to hear.” I'm sure he was
equally cooperative with NBC—although
he's beginning to spread his favors
around. When a reporter asked him
for more information after the broadcast,
Leemans refused, explaining that he was
saving himsell for the Associated Press,
“since I want to make something out of
this.” I would like 1o make one personal
remark about Mr. Leemans. 1 don't
know if he was lying to us initially or not
—though T suspect from other evidence
in my possession that his statement as he
first gave it was accurate—but anybody,
no matter what his financial straits, who
tries 10 make a fast buck off the assassi-
nation of John Kennedy is several rungs
below the anthropoid ape on the evolu-
tionary scale.

PLAYBOY: On this same NBC show,
newsman Frank McGee claimed that
NBC investigators had discovered that
your two key witnesses against Clay
Shaw—Perry Russo and Vernon Bundy

—both failed polygraph tests prior to
their testimony before the grand jury. In
the case of Russo. who claimed to have
attended a meeting at David Ferrie’s
apartment where Shaw, Oswald and
Ferrie plotted the assassination. NBC
said that “Russo’s answers to a series ol
questions indicate, in the language of
the polygraph operator, “deception c¢ri-
teria.” He was asked il he knew Clay
Shaw. He was asked if he knew Lee
Hairvey Oswald. His ‘yes” answer to both
of these questions indicated ‘deception
criteria.” ” Did Bundy and Russo fail
their lie-detector tests?

GARRISON: No, and NBC's allegations in
this area are about as credible as its
other charges. The men who adminis
tered both polygraph tests flatly deny
that Russo and Bundy failed the test.
I'll ofter right now 1o make Russo’s and
Bundy's polygraph tests accessible to any
reputable investigator or reporter the day
Clay Shaw's wial begins; I can't do it
before that, because I'm restrained from
releasing material pertaining to Shaw's
guilt or innocence. Just lor your informa-
tion, though, the veracity of Bundy and
Russo has been athrmed not only through
polygraph tests but through hypnosis and
the administration of sodium amytal—
truth serum. I want o make a proposi-
tion to the president of NBC: II this
charge is true, then I will resign as
district attorney ol New Orleans. IF it's
untrue, however, then the president of
NBC should resign. Just in case he thinks
I'm kidding, I'm ready to meet with him
at any ume to select a mutually accept-
able committee to determine once and
for all the wruth or falsehood ol this
charge. In all fairness, however, I must
add that the fact Bundy and Russo passed
their polygraph tests is not, in and of it
self, irrefutable proof that they were tell-
ing the truth; that's why we administered
the other tests. The lie detector isn't a
foolproof technmique. A man well re
hearsed and in complete control of him-
sell can master those reactions that
would register on the polygraph as de-
ception criteria and get away with
blatant lies, while someone who is ex-
tremely nervous and anxiety-ridden could
tell the truth and have it register as a lie.
Much also depends on who administers
the test, since it ¢an easily be rigged. For
example, Jack Ruby took a lie-detector
test for the Warren Commission and told
lie after outright lie—even little lies thar
could be easily checked—and yet the
Warren Commission concluded that he
passed the test. So the polvgraph is only
one weapon in the arsenal we use to
verify a witness' testimony, and we have
never considered it conclusive; we have
abundant documentation to corroborate
their stories.

PLAYBOY: Two convicts, Miguel Torres
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and John Cancler, told NBC that Vernon
Bundy admitted having lied in his testi-
mony linking Clay Shaw to Lee Oswald.
Do you dismiss this as just another NBC
fabrication?

GARRISON: M essis. Cancler and Torres
were both convicted by my office, as were
almost half the men in the state peni-
tentiary, and I'm sure the great majority
of them have litle love for the man who
seut them up. I don't know if they
fabricated their stories in collusion with
NBC or on thetr own for motives of
revenge, but I'm convinced [rom what
I know ol Vernon Bundy that his
testimony was truthful. NBC manipu-
lated the statements ol Cander and
Torres o give the impression o the
viewer that he was watching a wial on
television—my trial—and tnat these “ob-
jective” wilnesses were saying  exactly
what they would say in a court ol law.
Actually—and NBC scrupulously avoided
revealing this o is audience—their “es-
timony’” was not under oath, there was no
opportunity lor cross-examination or the
presentation ol rebutial witnesses, and the
statements of Cancler, Torres and ail the
rest of NBC's road company were edited
so that the public would hear only those
clements of their story that wouid dam-
age our case. The rules of evidence and
adversary procedure, I might add, have
been developed over many years precisely
to prevent this Kind of phony side show.
Of course, these two convicts have been
used against my office in a variety of re-
spects. Miguel Torres also dlaims 1 oficred
him a lull pardon, a vacation in Florida
and an ounce of heroin il he would testi-
fy that Clay Shaw had made homosexual
overtures to him on the strect. What on
earth that would have established rcle-
vant to this case I still don't know, but
that’s his story. I think it was actually
rather cheap of me to offer Torres only
an ounce of heroin; that wouldn’t have
lasted out his vacation. A kilo would be
more like it. After all, I'm not stingy.
Torres” [riend John Cancler, a burglar,
has also charged that one of my investi-
gators tried to induce him to burglarize
Clay Shaw's house and plant false evi-
dence there, but he refused because he
would not have such a heinous sin on his
conscicnce. I supposc that’s why Cancler's
prison nickname is *John the Baptist.” 1
can assure you, il we ever wanted to bur-
glarize Shaw's home—which we never did
—John the Baptist would be the last man
on earth we'd pick for the job. By the way,
Mr. Cancler was called before the grand
jury and asked if he had told the truth
to NBC. He replied: I refuse to answer
on the grounds that my answer might
incriminate me"—and was prompily
sentenced to six months in prison and
a $500 fine for contempt of court.

PLAYBOY: The NBC special also claimed
to have discovered that “Clay, or Clem,
Bervand does exist. Clem Berorand s
not his real name. It is a pscudonym
used by a homosexual in New Orleans.
For his protection, we will not disclose
the real name of the man known as
Clem Bertrand. His real name has been
given to the Department of Justice. He is
not Clay Shaw.”” Doesn’t this undermine
your entire case against Shaw?

GARRISON: Your laith in NBC’s veracity
is touching and indicates that the Age
ol Innocence is not yet over. NBC does
not have the real Clay Beruand; the
man whose name NBC so melodramati-
cally turned over to the Justice De-
partment is that of Eugene Davis, a New
Orleans bar owner, who has firmly de-
nied under oath that he has ever used
the name Clay, or Clem, Berrand. We
know Irom incontrovertible evidence in
our possession who the real Clay Bertrand
is—and we will prove it in court. But 10
make this whole thing a litde dearer, let
me tell you the genesis ol the whole
“Clay Bertrand™ story. A New Orleans
lawyer, Dean Andrews, wold the Warren
Commission that a {ew months before the
assassination of President kennedy, Lee
Hanvey Oswald and a group ol “gay
Mexicanos” came to his othce and re
quested Andrews” aid in having Oswald’s
Marine Corps undesirable  discharge
changed o an honorable discharge; Os
wald subsequently returned alone with
other legal problems. Andrews further
testihed that the day alter President
Kennedy was assassinated, he received a
call hom Clay Bernand, who asked
him to rush w Dallas to represent Os-
wald. Andrews claims he subsequently saw
Berand i a New Orleans bar, but
Berttand fled when Andrews approached
him. This was intriguing testimony, al-
though the Warren Commission dis-
missed it out of hand; and in 1964,
Mark Lane waveled 1o New Orleans
to speak to Andrews. He found him
visibly frightened. “T'll wike you to din-
ner,” Andrews wold Lane, “but I can’t
talk about the case. I called Washington
and they told me that if 1 said anything,
I might get a bullet in the head.” For the
same reason, he has relused to cooper-
ate with my office in this investigation.
The New York Times reported on Feb-
ruary 26th that “Mr. Andrews said he
had not talked to Mr. Garrisorr because
such talk might be dangerous, but
added that he believed he was being
“tailed.” ” Andrews told our grand jury
that he could not say Clay Shaw was
Clay Bertrand and he could not say he
wasn't. But the day after NBC's special,
Andrews broke his silence and said, yes,
Clay Shaw is not Clem Berwand and
identified the real Clay Bertrand as
Fugene Davis. The only trouble is, An-
drews and Davis have known each other

for years and have been seen frequently
fn each other's company. Andrews has
licd so often and about so many aspects
of this case that the New Orleans Parish
grand jury has indicred him for perjury.
I feel sorry for him, since he’s afraid ol
getting a bullet in his head. but he’s
going to have to go to trial for perjury.
[Andrews has since been convicted.]
PLAYBOY: You expressed your reaction 1o
the NBC show in conacte terms on July
seventh, when you formally charged Wal-
ter Sheridan, the network’s special inves-
tigator lor the broadcast, with attempting
to bribe your witness Perry Russo. Do
you really have a case against Sheridan,
or is this just a form of harassment?
GARRISON: The reason we haven't lost a
major cise in over hve years in oflice is
that we do not charge a man unless we
can make it stick in court. And I'm not
in the business of harassing anybody.
Sheridan was charged because evidence
was brought to ws indicating that he
attempted to bribe Perry Russo by offer-
ing him free wransportation to Calilornia,
free lodgings and a job once there, pay-
ment ol all legal fees in any exiradition
proccedings  and  immunity from  my
ofhce. Mr. Russo has stated thav Sheri-
dan asked his help “10 wreck the Gani-
son investigation™ and “offered o set me
up in California, protect my job and
guarantee that Garrison would never
ger me extradited.” According to Russo,
Sheridan added that both NBC and the
CIA were out to scuttle my case.

I think it’s significant that the chicf in-
vestigator for this ostensibly objective
broadcast starts telling people the day he
arrives in town that he is going o “de-
stroy Garrison”—this at the same tme
he is unctuously assuring me that NBCG
wanted only the tuth and he had an en-
tirely open mind on my case. Let me tell
you something about Walter Sheridan’s
background, and maybe you'll understand
his true role in all this. Sheridan was one
of the bright, hard young investigators
who entered the Justice Department un-
der Bobby Kennedy. He was assigned o
nail Jimmy Hoffa. Sheridan employed a
wide variety of highly questionable tac-
ucs i the Justice Department’s relentless
drive against Holfta; he was recently sub-
poenaed 1w wstify in connection  with
charges that he wire-tapped the oflices
of Holta’s associates and then played
back incriminating tapes to them, warn-
ing that unless they testified for the Gov-
ernment, they would be destroyed along
with Hoffa. A few years ago, Sheridan left
the Justice Department—officially, at least
and went o work for NBC. No honest
reporter out for a story would have so
completely prejudged the sitwation and
been willing to employ such tactics. 1
think it’s likely that in his zeal to desnoy
my case, he exceeded the authority
granted him by NBC's executives in New
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York. I get the impression that the majori-
ty of NBC executives probably thought
Sheridan’s team came down here in an
uncompromising search for the truth.
When Sheridan overstepped himself and
it became obvious that the broadcast was,
to say the least, not objective, NBC real-
ized it was in a touchy position. Cooler
heads prevailed and I was allowed to pre-
sent our case 1o the American people. For
that, at least. I'm singularly grateful 1o
Walter Sheridan.

PLAYBOY: How do you respond to the
charge of your critics—including NBC
—that you launched this probe for politi-
cal reasons, hoping the attendant pub-
licity would be a springboard te a Senate
seat or to the governorship?

GARRISON: I'd have to be a terribly cyni-
cal and corrupt man to place another
human being on wial for conspiracy to
murder the President of the Umited
States just to gratily my political ambi-
tion. But I guess there are a lot of people
around the country, especially afrer
NBC's attack, who think that's just the
kind of man I am. That rather saddens
me. I'm no Albert Schweitzer, but 1
could never do a thing like that. T derive
no pleasure from prosecuting a man,
even though I know he’s guilty; do you
think I could sleep at night or look at
mysell in the mirror in the morning if |
hounded an innocent man? You know, |
always received much more satisliction
as a defense attorney in obtaining an ac-
quittal for a dient than I ever have as a
D. A. in obtaining a conviction. All my
interests and sympathies tend to be on
the side of the individual as opposed to
the state. So this is really the worst
charge that anyone could make against
me—that in order to get my name in the
paper, or to advance politically, I would
destroy another human being. This kind
of charge reveals a good deal about the
personality of the people who make it: to
impute such motives to another man is to
imply you're harboring them yourself.
But to look at a different aspect of your
question, I'm inclined to challenge the
whole premise that launching an investi-
gation like this holds any political advan-
tages lor me. A politically ambitious man
would hardly be likely 1o challenge the
massed power ol the Federal Govern-
ment and  criticize so many honorable
figures and distinguished agencies. Actu-
ally, this charge is an argument in favor
ol my investigation: Would such a slimy
type, eager to profiteer on the assassina-
tion, jeopardize his political ambitions if
he didn’t have an ironclad case? If I were
really the ambitious monster they paint
me, why would I ¢limb out on such a
limh and then saw it olf? Unless he had
the facts, it would be the last thing a
politically ambitious man would do. 1
wis perfectly aware that I might have
signed my political death warrant the
moment 1 launched this case—but I

couldn’t care less as long as I can shed
some light on John Kennedy's assassina-
tion. As a matter of fact, after this last
murderous year, I find myself thinking
more and more about returning to private
life and having time to read again, to
get out in the sun and hit a goll ball.
But before I do that, I'm going to break
this case and let the public know the
truth. 1 won't quit before that day. I
wouldn't give the bastards the satislaction.
PLAYBOY: According to your own former
chief investigator, William Gurvich, the
truth about the assassination has al-
ready been published in the Warren Re-
port. After leaving your staff last June,
he announced, “If there is any truth
to any of Garrison’s charges about there
being a conspiracy, I haven’t heen able
to find it.” When members of your own
stalf have no faith in vour case, how do
you expect the public to be impressed?

GARRISON: First of all, I won't deny for
a minute that for at lcast three months I
trusted Bill Gurvich implicidy. He was
never my “chiel investigator”—that’s his
own terminology—because there was no
such position on my staft while he worked
for me. But two days before Christmas
1966, Gurvich, who operates a private
detective agency, visited my office and rold
me he'd heard of my invesiigation and
thought I was doing a wonderlul job. He
presented me with a beautiful color-TV
set and asked il he could be of use in any
capacity. Well, right then and there, I
should have sat back and asked myself a
few searching questions—Ilike how he had
heard of my probe in the first place, since
only the people we were questioning and
a few of my staff, as far as I knew, were
aware of what was going on at that time.
We had been under way [or only five
weeks, remember. And I should also
have recalled the old adage about
Grecks bearing gifts. But I was desper-
ately understaffed—1 had only six aides
available to work on the assassination
inquiry full time—and here comes a
wrained private investigator offering  his
services [ree of charge. It was like a gilt
from the gods. So I set Gurvich 1o work;
and for the next couple ol menths, he
did an adequate job ol talking to wit-
nesses, taking photographs, etc. But then,
around March, [ learned that he had
been sceing Walter Sheridan of NBC.
Well, this didn’t bother me at first, be-
cause 1 didn’t know then the role Sheri-
dan was playing in this whole affair. But
after word got back to me from my wit-
nesses about Sheridan's threats and har-
assment, I began keeping a closer eye on
Bill. I suill didn’t really think he was any
kind of a double agent, but I couldn’t
help wondering why he was rubbing
clbows with people like that. Now, don’t
forget that Gurvich claims he became
totally disgusted with our investigation
at the time of Clay Shaw's arrest—
yet for several months alterward he con-

tinued to wax enthusiastic about every
aspect ol our case, and 1 have a dozen
witnesses who will testify to that effect.
I guess this was something that should
have tipped me off about Bill: He was
always enthusiastic, never doubtful or
cautionary, even when I or one of my
staff threw out a hypothesis that on
reflection we realized was wrong. And 1
began to notice how he would pick my
mind for every scrap of fact pertaining to
the case. So I grew suspicious and took
him off the sensitive areas of the investi-
gation and relegated him to chauffeuring
and routine clerical duties. This seemed
to really bother him, and every day he
would come into my office and pump me
for information, complaining that he
wasn’t being told enough about the case.
1 still had nothing concrete against him
and I didn't want to be unjust, but I
guess my manner must have cooled
perceptibly, because one day about two
months before he surfaced in Washing-
ton, Bill just vanished Irom our sight.
And with him, I'm sorry to confess, van-
ished a copy of our masier file. How do
you explain such behavior? It's possible
that Bill joined us imally for reasons
ol opportunism, seeing a chance to get
in at the beginning of an earth-shaking
case, and subsequently chickened out
when he saw the implacable detennina-
tion of some powerful agencics to destroy
our investigation and discredit everyone
associated with it. But I really don’t be-
licve Bill is that much of a coward. It's
also possible that those who want to
prevent an investigation learned early
what we were doing and made a decision
to plant somebody on the inside of the
investigation. Let me stress that I have no
secret documents or monitored telephone
calls to support this hypothesis; it just
secems 1o me the most logical explanation
for Bill's behavior. Let me put it this
way: I[ you were in charge of the CIA
and willing to spend scores of millions of
dollirs on such relatively penny-ante
projects as infiltrating the National Stu-
dents Association, wouldn’t you make an
effort to infiltrate an investigation that
could seriously damage the prestige of
vour agency?

PLAYBOY: How could your probe dam-
age the prestige of the CIA and cause
them to take countermeasures agiinst
vou?

GARRISON: For the simple reason that a
number of the men who killed the Presi-
dent were former employees of the CIA
involved in its anti-Castro underground
activities in and around New Orleans.
The CIA knows their identity. So do 1—
and our investigation has established this
without the shadow of a doubt. Let me
stress one thing, however: We have no
evidence that any official of the CIA was
involved with the tonspiracy that led to
the President’s death.

PLAYBOY: Do you lend no eredence, then,
to the charges of a former CIA agent,
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J. Garrett Underhill, that there was a
conspiracy within the CIA to assassinate
Kennedy?

GARRISON: 1've become familiar with the
case of Gary Underhill, and I've been
able to ascertain that he was not the
type of man to make wild or unsub-
stantiated charges. Underhill was an in-
telligence agent in World War Two and
an expert on military affairs whom the
Pentagon considered one ol the country's
top authorities on limited warlare. He
was on good personal terms with the top
brass in the Defense Department and
the ranking officials in the CIA. He
wasn't a full-time CIA agent, but he
occasionally performed *“special assign-
ments” for the Agency. Several days
alter the President's assassination, Under-
hill appeared at the home of friends in
New Jersey, apparently badly shaken,
and charged that Kennedy was killed by
a small group within the CIA. He told
friends he believed his own life was in
danger. We can’t learn any more from
Underhill, I'm alraid, because shortly
alterward, he was found shot 1o death in
his Washington apartment. The coroner
ruled suiade, but he had been shot be-
hind the left ear and the pistol was found
under his left side—and Underhill was
right-handed.

PLAYBOY: Do you believe Underhill was
murdered to silence him?

GARRISON: 1 don’t believe it and I don't
disbelieve it. All T know is that witnesses
with vital evidence in this case are cer-
tainly bad insurance risks. In the absence
ol further and much more conclusive evi-
dence to the contrary, however, we must
assume that the plotters were acting on
their own rather than on CIA orders
when they killed the President. As far as
we have been able 1o determine, they
were not in the pay of the CIA at the time
of the assassination—and this is one ol
the reasons the President was murdered;
I'll explain later what I mean by that. But
the CIA could not lace up to the Ameri-
cin people and admit that its former em-
ployces had conspired to assassinate the
President; so from the moment Kenne-
dy's heart stopped beating, the Agency
attempted to sweep the whole conspir-
acy under the rug. The CIA has spared
neither time nor the taxpayers’ money
m 1its elforts to lnde the truth about the
assassination [rom the American people.
In this respect, it has become an accessory
alter the fact in the assassination.
PLAYBOY: Do you have any conclusive
evidence to support these accusations?
GARRISON: I've never revealed this be-
fore, but for at least six months, my ofhce
and home telephones—and those ol every
member of my staff—have been moni-
tored. If there is as litde substance to ths
investigation as the press and the Govern-
ment allege, why would anyone go to all
that trouble? I leave it to your judgment
il the monitoring of our phones is the

work of the Women's Christian Temper-
ance Union or the New Orleans Chamber
of Commerce,

PLAYBOY: That’s hardly conclusive evi-
dence.

GARRISON: I'd need a book to list all the
indications. But let’s start with the fact
that most of the attorneys for the hostile
witnesses and defendants were hired by
the CTA—through one or another ol its
covers, For example, a New Orleans
lawyer representing Alvin  Beaubocuf,
who has charged me with every kind of
unethical practice except child molesting
—I expect that allegation 10 come shortly
before Shaw’s trial—flew with Beauboeuf
to Washington immediately after my
office subpoenaed him, where Beauboeul
was questioned by a “retired” intelligence
officer in the offices of the Justice De-
partment. This trip was paid for, as are
the lawyer's legal fees, by the CIA—in
other words, with our tax dollars. Another
lawyer, Stephen Plotkin, who represents
Gordon Novel [another of Garrison’s key
witnesses], has admitied he is paid by the
CIA—and has also admitted his client
is a CIA agent; vou may have scen that
story on page 96 of The New York
Times, next to ship departures. Plotkin,
incidentally, sued me for S$10,000.000
for defaming his client and sued a group
of New Orleans businessmen financing
my investigation for $50,000.000—which
meant, in effect, that the CIA was suing
us. As if they need the money. But my
attorney filed a motion for a deposition
1o be taken from Novel, which meant that
he would have to return to my juris-
diction to file his suit and thus be liable
for questioning in the conspiracy case.
Rather than come down to New Orleans
and face the music, Novel dropped his
suit and sacrificed a possible $60,000.000
judgment. Now, there’'s a man ol prin-
ciple: he knows there are some things
more important than money.

PLAYBOY: Do you also believe Clay Shaw’s
lawvers are being paid by the CIA?
GARRISON: I can’'t comment directly on
that, since it relates to Shaw's trial. But
I think the cdincher, as lar as Washing-
ton’s obstruction of our probe goes, is the
consistent refusal of the Federal Govern-
ment to make accessible to us any in-
formation about the roles of the CIA,
anti-Castro Cuban exiles and the para-
military right in the assassination. There
is, without doubt, a conspiracy by ele-
ments ol the Federal Government to keep
the facts of this case [rom ever becoming
known—a conspiracy that is the logical
extension of the initial conspiracy by the
CIA to conceal vital evidence from the
Warren Commission.

pLAYBOY: What “vital evidence” did the
CIA withhold from the Warren Com-
mission?

GARRISON: A good example is Commis-
sion Exhibit number 237. This is a
photograph of a stocky, balding, middle-

aged man published without explanation
or identification in the 26 volumes of the
Warren Report. There's a significant story
behind Exhibit number 237. Throughout
the late summer and fall of 1963, Lee
Oswald was shepherded in Dallas and
New Orleans by a CIA “baby sitter”™ who
watched over Oswald’s activities and
stayed with him. My office knows who he
is and what he looks like.

PLAYBOY: Are you implying that Oswald
was working for the CIA?

GARRISON: Let me finish and you can
decide for yourself. When Oswald went
to Mexico City in an effort to obtain a
visa for wravel to Cuba, this CIA agent
accompanied him. Now, at this partic-
ular time, Mexico was the only Latin-
American nation maintaining diplomatic
ties with Cuba, and lefusts and Commu-
nists from all over the hemisphere raveled
to the Cuban Embassy in Mexico City for
visas to Cuba. The CIA, quite properly,
had placed a hidden movie camera in a
building across the street [rom the em-
bassy and filmed everyone coming and
going. The Warren Commission, knowing
this, had an assistant legal counsel ask the
FBI for a picture ol Oswald and his com-
panion on the steps of the embassy, and
the FBI. in turn, filed an athdavit saying
they had obtained the photo in question
from the CIA. The only wouble is that
the CIA supplied the Warren Commission
with a phony photograph. The photo-
graph of an “unidentified man” pub-
lished in the 26 volumes is not the man
who was filmed with Oswald on the steps
of the Cuban Embassy, as alleged by the
CIA. 1Us perfealy clear that the actual
picture of Oswald and his companion
was suppressed and a fake photo sub-
stituted because the second man in the
picture was working for the CIA in
1963, and his identification as a CIA
agent would have opened up a whole
can of worms about Oswald's ties with
the Agency. To prevent this, the CIA
presented the Warren Commission with
fraudulent evidence—a pattern that re-
peats itself whenever the CIA submits
evidence relating to Oswald’s possible
connection with any U.S. intclligence
agency. The CIA lied to the Commission
right down the line; and since the War-
ren Commission had no investigative
staff of s own but had to rely on
the FBI, the Secret Service and the CIA
for its evidence, it's understandable why
the Commission concluded that Oswald
had no ties with American inmtelligence
AgENCIes.

PLAYBOY: What was the nature of these
ties?

GARRISON: That's not altogether clear,
at least insofar as his specific assign-
ments are concerned; but we do have
proof that Oswald was recruited by the
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CIA in his Marine Corps davs, when he
was mysteriously schooled in Russian
and allowed to subscribe 1o Pravda. And
shortly belore his trip to the Soviet
Union, we have learned, Oswald was
trained as an intelligence agent at the
CIA installation at Japan's Atsugi Air
Force Base—which may explain why no
disciplinary action was taken against him
when he returned to the U.S. [rom
the Soviet Union, even though he had
supposedly defected with top-secret in-
formation about our radar networks.
The money he used to return o the ULS,,
incidentally, was advanced to him by the
State Department.

PLAYBOY: In an article for Ramparts,
ex—FBI agent William Turner indicated
that White Russian refugee George De
Mohrenschildt may have been Oswald’s
CIA “baby sitter” in Dallas. Have you
found any links between the CIA and
De Mohrenschilde?

GARRISON: 1 can’t comment directly on
that, but George De Mohrenschildt is cer-
tainly an enigmatic and intriguing char-
acter. Here you have a wealthy, cultured
White Russian émigré who travels in
the highest social circles—he was a per-
sonal Iriend of Mrs. Hugh Auchincloss,
Jackie Kennedy's mother—suddenly de-
veloping an intimate relationship with
an impoverished ex-Marine like Lee Os-
wald. What did they discuss—last year’s
season at Biarritz, or how to beat the bank
at Monte Carlo? And Mr. De Mohren-
schildt has a penchant for popping up in
the most interesting places at the most
interesting umes—Ifor example, in Haiti
Just before a joint Cuban exile-CIA ven-
ture to topple Duvalier and use the island
as a springboard for an invasion of Cuba;
and in Guatemala, another CIA training
ground, the day belore the Bay ol Pigs
invasion. We have a good deal more in-
formation about Oswald’'s CIA contacts
in Dallas and New Orleans—most of
which we discovered by sheer chance—
but there are still whole areas ol inquiry
blocked from us by the CIA's refusal to
cooperate  with our investigation. For
public consumption, the CIA claims not
to have been concerned with Oswald
prior to the assassination. But one thing
is certain: Despite these pious protesta-
tions, the CIA was very much aware
of Oswald's activities well before the
President’s murder. In a notarized affi-
davit, State Department officer James D.
Crowley states, “The first time I re-
member learning of Oswald’s existence
was when 1 received copies of a tele-
graphic message from the Central In-
telligence Agency dated October 10, 1963,
which contained information pertaining
to his current activities.” It would cer-
tainly be interesting to know what the
CIA knew about Oswald six weeks be-
fore the assassination, but the contents
of this particular message never reached
the Warren Commission and remain a
complete mystery. There are also 51

CIA documents classified top secret in
the National Archives pertaining to Lec
Oswald and Jack Ruby. Technically, the
members of the Commission had access
to them; but in practice, any document
the CIA wanted classified was shunted
into the Archives without examination
by the sleeping beauties on the Commis-
sion. Twenty-nine of these files are of
particular interest, because their ditles
alone indicate that the CIA lad exten-
sive information on Oswald and Ruby
before the assassination. A few of these
documents are: CD 347, “Activity of Os-
wald in Mexico City™; CD 1054, “Infor-
mation on Jack Ruby and Associates”;
CD 692, “Reproduction of Official CIA
Dossier on Oswald™; CD 1551, “Conver-
sations Between Cuban President and
Ambassador”; CD 698, “Reports of Trav-
¢l and Activities ol Oswald”; CD 943,
“Allegations of Pfc. Eugene Dinkin re
Assassination Plot”; and CD 971, “Tele-
phone Calls to UL S, LEmbassy, Canberra,
Australia, re Planned Assassination.”
The titles of these documents are all we
have to go on, but they're certainly intri-
guing. For example, the public has heard
nothing about phone calls to the U.S.
LEmbassy in Canberra, warning in ad-
vance of the assassination, nor have we
been wold anything about a Pic. Dinkin
who daims to have knowledge of an as-
sassination plot. One of the top-secret
files that most intrigues me is CD 931,
which is entitled “Oswald’s Access 1o In-
lormation About the U-2."" I have 24 years
of military experience behind me, on ac
tive duty and in the reserves, and I've
never had any access to the U-2; in [act,
I've never seen one. But apparently this
“sell-proclaimed Marxist,” Lee Harvey
Oswald, who we're assured had no ties to
any Government agency, had access to in-
formation about the nation’s most secret
high-altitude reconnaissance plane. Of
course, it may be that none of these CIA
files reveals anything sinister about Lee
Harvey Oswald or hints in any way that
he was employed by our Government.
But then, why are the 51 CIA documents
classified top secret in the Archives and
inaccessible 1o the public lor 75 years? I'm
45, so there's no hope for me, but I'm al-
ready training my eight-year-old son to
keep himsell physically fit so that on one
glorious September morn in 2038 he can
walk into the National Archives in
Washington and find out what the CIA
knew about Lee Harvey Oswald. If
there’s a further extension ol the top-
secret classification, this may become a
generational affair, with questions passed
down [rom [ather to son in the manner
of the ancient runic bards. But some-
day, perhaps, we'll ind out what Oswald
was doing messing around with the U-2.
Of course, there are some CIA documents
we'll never see. When the Warren Com-
mission asked to see a seaet CIA memo
on Oswald's activities in Russia that had

been attached to a State Department
lewter on Oswald’s Russian stay. word
came back that the Agency was terribly
sorry, but the secret memo had been de-
stroyed while being photocopied. This
unfortunate accident took place on No-
vember 23, 1963, a dav on which there
must have occurred a great deal of spon-
taneous combustion around Washington.
PLAYBOY: John A. McCone, former di-
rector of the Central Intelligence Agen-
cy, has said of Oswald: “The Agency
never contacted him. interviewed him,
talked with him or received or solicited
any reports or information {from him or
communicated with him in any manner.
Lee Harvey Oswald was never asso-
ciated or connected directly or indirectly,
in any way whatsoever, with the Agency.”
Why do you refuse to accept McCone's
word?

GARRISON: The head of the CIA, it seems
to me, would think long and hard belore
he admitted that former employees of his
had been involved in the murder ol the
President of the United States—even if
they weren’t acting on behall of the
Agency when they did it. In any case,
the CIA's past record hardly induces
faith in the Agency’s veracity. CIA
officials lied about their role in the over-
throw of the Arbenz Guzman regime in
Guatemala; they lied about their role n
the overthrow of Mossadegh in Iran;
they lied about their role in the abortive
military revolt against Sukarno in 1958;
they lied about the U-2 incident; and
they certainly lied about the Bay of Pigs.
If the CIA is ready to lie even about its
successes—as in Guatemala and Tran—
do you scriously believe its director
would tell the truth in a case as explosive
as this? Of course, CIA ofhcials grow so
used to lying, so stecped in deceit, that
after a while I think they really become
incapable of distinguishing truth and
falsehood. Or, in an Orwellian sensc,
perhaps they come to believe that truth
is what contributes to national security,
and falsehood is anything detrimental to
national security. John McCone would
swear he’s a  Croatian dwarf if he
thought it would advance the interests of
the CIA—which he automatically equates
with the national interest.

PLAYBOY: Let’s get down to the facts of
the assassination, as you see them. When
—and why—did you begin to doubt the
conclusions ol the Warren Report?
GARRISON: Until as recently as Novem-
ber of 1966, I had complete faith in the
Warren Report. As a matter of fact, 1
viewed its most vocal critics with the
same skepticism that much of the press
now views me—which is why I can’t con-
demn the mass media too harshly for their
cynical approach, except in the handful
of cases where newsmen seem to be in
active collusion with Washington to tor-
pedo our investigation. Of course, my
faith in the Report was grounded in
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ignorance, since I had never read it; as
Mark Lane says, “The only way vou can
believe the Report is not to have read it.”
But then, in November, 1 visited New
York City with Senator Russell Long;
and when the subject of the assassination
came up, he expressed grave doubts about
the Warren Commission’s conclusion that
Lee Harvey Oswald was the lone assassin.
Now, this disturbed me, because here was
the Majority Whip of the U.S. Senate
speaking, not some publicity hound with
an ideological ax to grind: and if at this
late juncture he still entertained serious
reservations about the Commission’s de-
terminations, maybe there was more to
the assassination than met the eve. So I
began reading every book and magazine
article on the assassination I could get my
hands on—my tombstone may be in-
scribed “'CURIOSITY KILLED THE D.AM—
and I found my own doubis growing.
Finally, I put aside all other busingss
and started 1o wade through the Warren
Commission’s own 26 volumes ol sup-
portive evidence and testimony. That
was the dincher. It’s impossible for any-
one possessed of reasonable objectivity
and a fair degree of intelligence to read
those 26 volumes and not reach the
conclusion that the Warren Commission
was wrong in every one of its major con-
clusions pertaining to the assassination.
For me, that was the end of innocence.
PLAYBOY: Do you mean to imply that the

Warren Commission deliberately  con-
cealed or [alsified the [acts of the
assassination?

GARRISON: No, you don’t need any ex-
planation more sinister than incompe-
tence to account for the Warren Report.
Though I didn’t know it at the time,
the Commission simply didn’t have all
the facts, and many of those they had
were fraudulent, as I've pointed out—
thanks to the evidence withheld and man-
ufactured by the CIA. If you add to this
the fact that most of the Commission
members had already presumed Oswald's
guilt and were mercly looking for facts to
confirm it—and in the process tranquilize
the American public—you’ll realize why
the Commission was such a dismal failure.
But in the final analysis, it doesn’t make
a damn bit of difference whether the
Commission members were sincere  pa-
triots or mountebanks; the question is
whether Lee Oswald killed the President
alone and unaided; if the e¢vidence
doesn’t support that conclusion—and it
doesn’t—a thousand honorable men sit-
ting shoulder to shoulder along the banks
of the Potomac won't change the lacts.
PLAYBOY: So you began your investiga-
tion ol the President’s assassination on
nothing stronger than your own doubts
and the theories of the Commission's
critics?

GARRISON: No, please don't put words
in my mouth. The works of the critics—
particularly Edward Epstein, Harold

Weisberg and Mark Lane—sparked my
general doubts about the assassination;
but more mmportantly, they led me into
specific arcas of inquiry. After I realized
that something was seriously wrong, I
had no alternative but to face the fact
that Oswald had arrived in Dallas only a
short time belore the assassination and
that prior to that time he had lived in
New Orleans for over six months. I be-
came curious about what this alleged
assassin was doing while under my juris-
diction, and my staff began an investiga-
tion of Oswald’s activities and contacts
in the New Orleans area. We inter-
viewed people the Warren Commission
had never questioned, and a whole new
world began opening up. As I studied
Oswald’s movements in Dallas, my mind
turned back to the altermath of the as-
sassination in 1963, when my office ques-
tioned three men—David Forie, Alvin
Beauboeul and Melvin Coffey—on sus-
picion of being involved in the assassi-
nation. I began to wonder if we hadn’t
dismissed these three men too lightly,
and we reopened our investigation into
their activities.

PLAYBOY: Why did you become interested
in Ferrie and his associates in November
19632

GARRISON: To explain that, T'll have to
tell you something about the operation
of our office. I behieve we have one of
the best district attorney’s offices in the
country. We have no political appoint-
ments and, as a result, there's a tremen-
dous amount of esprii among our staff
and an enthusiasm lor looking into unan-
swered questions. That's why we got
together the day after the assassination
and began cexamining our files and
checking out every political extremist,
religious fanatic and kook who had ever
come to our attention. And one ol the
names that sprang into prominence was
that of David Ferrie. When we checked
him out, as we were doing with innu-
merable other suspicious characters, we
discovered that on November 22nd he
had wraveled to Texas to go “duck hunt-
ing” and “ice skating.” Well, natarally,
this sparked our interest. We staked out
his house and we questioned his [riends,
and when he came back—the first thing
he did on his return, incidentally, was to
contact a lawyer and then hide out for
the night at a friend's room in another
town—we pulled him and his two com-
panions in for questioning. The story of
Ferrie’s activities that emerged was rather
curious. He drove nine hours through a
furious thunderstorm to Texas, then ap-
parently gave up his plans to go duck
hunting and instead went to an ice-
skating rink in Houston and stood wait-
ing beside a pay telephone for two hours;
he never put the skates on. We felt his
movements were suspicious enough to
justify his arrest and that of his friends,
and we took them into custody. When
we alerted the FBI, they expressed in-

terest and asked us to turn the three men
over to them for questioning. We did,
but Ferrie was released soon afterward
and most of its report on him was clas-
sified top seeret and secreted i the Na-
tional Archives, where it will remain
inaccessible to the public until Seprem-
be 2038 A.p. No one, including me, can
see those pages.

PLAYBOY: Why do vou believe the FBI
report on Ferrie is classified?
GARRISON: For the same reason the Presi-
dent’s autopsy X rays and photos and
other vital evidence in this case are clas-
siliecd—because they would indicate the
existence of a conspiracy. involving
former employees of the CIA, to Kill the
President.

PLAYBOY: When you resumed your in-
vestigation of Ferrie three vears later,
did you discover any new evidence?
GARRISON: We discovered a whole mare’s-
nest of underground activity involving
the CIA, elements of the paramilitary
right and militant ami-Castro exile
groups. We discovered links between
David Ferrie, Lee Oswald and Jack
Ruby. We discovered, in short, what
1 had hoped not o find, despite my
doubts about the Warren Commission—
the existence of a well-organized con-
spiracy to assassinate John Kennedy, a
conspiracy that came to [ruition in Dal-
Jas on November 22, 1963, and in which
David Ferrie played a vital role.
PLAYBOY: Accepting for a moment your
contention that there was a conspiracy lo
assassinate President Kennedy, have you
been able to discover who was involved

—in addition to Ferrie—how 1t was
done and why?
GARRISON: Yes, 1 have. President Ken-

nedy was killed for one reason: because
he was working for a reconciliation with
the USSR. and Castro’s Cuba. His
assassins were a group of fanatic anti-
Communists with a [usion of interests
in preventing Kennedy from achieving
peaceful  relations  with  the Commu-
nist world. On the operative level of the
conspiracy, you find anti-Castro Cuban
exiles who never forgave Kennedy [lor
failing to send in U.S. air cover at the
Bay of Pigs and who [eared that the
thaw following the Missile Crisis in Octo-
ber 1962 augured the total [rustration of
their plans to liberate Cuba. They be-
lieved sincerely that Kennedy had sold
them out to the Communists. On a hgh-
er, control level, you find a number of
people of ultra-right-wing persuasion—
not simply conservatives, mind you, but
people who could be described as neo-
Nazi, including a small cique that had
defected from the Minutemen because
it considered the group “too liberal.”
These elements had their canteens ready
and their guns loaded; they lacked only
a target. After Kennedy's domestic
moves toward racial integration and his

(continued on page 156)
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in the kookiest, kinkiest private-eye murder-go-
round ever, our trigger-happy hero finds himself
up to his shoulder holster in blondes and bodies

fiction BY WILLIAM F. NOLAN 11k roonm was full

of naked blondes. An even dozen of them were
sprawled across the blood-soaked Persian rug
like so many big, beautiful, broken dolls—
and the weasel-faced kid with the wild purple
eyes was coming at me, [ast, a smoking cannon
in each crippled fist. 1 knew he was kill-crazy.
Twelve natural blondes had died under his guns
in the last five minutes, and 1 was next.

The kid was grinning, his thin, scarred lips
pulled back from pointy lLittle reeth. God, but
he was ugly! My arms were useless; he'd already
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planted a slug in each of them, so I kicked
out desperately at him. And missed. He
raked the side of my face with one of his
irons and 1 went down hard. Both
cannons were aimed at my head.

Insanc purple light danced in the kid's
eyes. Then, still grinning, he fired—and
my skull exploded into raw, red fire.

At this point, I was either dead or
dreaming. And I wasn't dead.

The swivel chair woke me. I'd leaned
back so far in it that my head cracked
the window frame behind my desk. I
blinked death out of my eyes and
rubbed my scalp, wondering whether I
was glad to be alive or not. At my age,
where I worked and for what I got, I
couldn’t be sure.

Outside my cruminy office, the smog
pressed down over the city like a hang-
man’s shroud. It was July in the armpit.
That's what I call this rat-lousy down-
town section of Greater Los Angcles be-
low Spring, where I grub for bread.
Wino heaven. Geek Street. The armpit
of LA,

I wied to read the Times, but it
depressed me. The news stories were no
worse than usual—war, death, rape, kid-
naping, murder, revolution, starvation,
suicide—but it was Thursday and I
hadn’t seen a client all week, so I was
allowing myself the luxury of depression.

Take suicide. Here was a story about
a rich punk, Anson DeWitt, Jr., whose
father owned half of Florida. The kid
had driven his brand-new Cobra right
off a cliff in the Palisades. They found a
note in his pocket indicating he was in
some kind of trouble over a bad debt.
Dumb. That’s all it was. A dumbhead
thing to turn off the lights over dough
when your old man owns half of Florida.
It depressed me.

The sun was down and that meant 1
could go home.

No dames to peek at through hotel
keyholes; no bums to roust for unpaid
bills. The ills of society weren't paying
me a goddamn cent this week.

I opened the top drawer of my desk
and took out a sadly depleted bottle of
Scotch. Emptied it in three swallows.
That made me feel a little more human,
but meaner because the last of the
Scotch was gone. I was putting on my
coat, my back to the open door, when I
heard a guy say, “Are you available, Mr.
Challis?”

I finished putting on the coat, then
turned to see who my potential client
was. Tallish. Elegant-looking. Gray-white
hair. Tailored cashmmere jacket. His kind
didn’t belong in the armpit. I wondered
what he wanted with me, so I asked him.

“I want you to find a white 1967 Cadil-
lac sedan,” he said, sitting down in my
dusty, cracked-leather clients’ chair. He
looked up at me with the gold-flecked

eyes of a hunting hawk.

“Yours?”

“My wife's. Tt was—taken.”

“So call a public cop. I'm private.”

“There are . . .” He smiled gently
over the word. “. . . complications.”

“The Cad hot?”

“No.”

“Got junk in i?"”

He shook his elegant head. “No illegal
drugs. In fact, there’s nothing illegal in
any way about the automobile. T simply
want it located quickly, without public-
ity—for personal reasons.”

“Then let’s get personal. I work with
the deck on the table.”

“Very well.” He fixed me with his
hawk's eyes. “My name is Gibney Eugene
Raphael, My wife’s name is Angeline
—Angela—and the car is registered in
her name. It was an anniversary gilt.
We've had twelve happy years together.”

“Get to the point, Mr. Raphael. I don't
require a rundown on your marital
bliss.”

“Ah—but you do. I'm here because
the happy years are ending. My wife is
having an affair with the man who ook
her Cadillac.™

“If you know who snatched it, then
why i

“Because I'm not equipped to track it
down on my own. That's why I came 1o
you. Angela swears the car was stolen,
but I'm sure she gave it to this man, to
her lover, who is keeping it hidden until
she can collect the insurance. The money
she receives will allow her to run off
with this fellow.”

“You keep her strapped, eh?”

Again 1 got the gentle smile. “Angela
has her allowance, but it is not substan-
tial enough for her purposes in this
instance.”

I sighed, rubbing my sore head. “You
want me to locate the car and prove this
guy has it stashed for here”

“Exactly.”

“And if I find it? What will you do
thene™

“I shall punish her in my own fashion.
I don’t want the papers to get wind of
the facts, since I dislike playing the
cuckold for our national press. Of course,
Angela has already notified the police,
repiesenting it as an ordinary thefr.”

“Where does loverboy hang out?”

“He's no boy. His name is Sidney
Arlinger. Man in his late forties. Man-
ages a small club in Las Vegas, the Cool
Cat. I'll provide you with his home
address. I have a strong hunch the car is
in his garage. Do we have a deal?”

Raphael got out a hand-tooled-leather
wallet and selected some impressive
bread. I folded it into my hot little palm.
Now I was smiling. “Yeah,” I said, “we
have a deal.”

The room was full ol naked blondes.
But this time I wasn’t dreaming. The
room was Marla Tate's boudoir and she

had mirrors set in the walls and ceiling,
reflecting her cream-gold body. Marla
was on the bed taking a sun bath when I
walked in. I killed the sun lamp and said
hello.

“Hi, lover,” she murmured in a voice
you could pet a car with.

“Had a dream about vou,” I told her.
“You were dead, with eleven other
blondes.”

“Ummm. I'd hate being dead.”

“I’d be a helluva waste,” I admitted,
walking toward her.

She rolled over on her back and
smiled at me. She had on a pair of eye
plugs, or whatever you call them, so she
couldn’t see me. I didn’t bother 1o take
them off. Everything clse was already
off.

Later, I said, “Why don’t we ger mar-
ried and make this legal?”

“Isn't that supposed to be my line?”

She flipped off the plugs, walked over
to her dressing table and began to brush
her hair.

[ lit a cigaretie and relaxed, watching
the smooth play of muscles along her
back. Marla was. as they say, a lot of
girl. We'd known each other for over a
month and 1 still wasn’t tired of her.

“I'm gonna be gone for a day, maybe
two. Up to Vegas for a client.”

“Bring me back a silver dollar.”

“Can’t. They replaced ‘em. No more
cartwheels in Vegas.”

“Then bring me back Frank Sinatra.”

“Can’t. They replaced him with Dean
Martin."

I leaned over her and fingered the vel-
vet skin along her shoulders. She was
one of those soap girls, carved right out
of a giant bar of Lux. She smelled
delicious. 1 nibbled her neck.

“MMMMmmm."

“Check my answering service in the
morning for messages,” I said. “Not that
I expect any, but one never knows'

“'K,” she agreed, turning to fold her-
self into my arms. ““When do you have to
leave?”

“Now,"” I said.

“Damn,” she said.

- - L]

All the way to Vegas, I kept thinking
how much I didn't buy this case. Too
many loose ends. Il Angela Raphacl
wanted to run awav, why pull such a
complicated gig? If she needed the
scratch, why not get it from this Arlinger
guy? And if he was too poor to supply it,
why would he be dumb enough to agree
to stash her Cad? Spooky. But it paid the
rent and mine was overduc—so I'd go
along with the wicky Mr. Raphael. But
I'd also keep my eyes wide open.

It was dark when I drove into town.
No, not dark; it's never dark in Vegas.
The main stem glittered like 10.000
Christmas trees and I eased the Chevy to
the curb in front of a giant, illuminated
cowboy who was maybe 50 feet high.

The Cool Cat was half a block down,
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with a neon kitten in a tux blinking
across the facade. Raphael had suggested
I give the place a look-over to make
sure Arlinger was working the foor. 1f
so, I could proceed to check out his
garage without worrying about being
interrupted.

I had a photo of Sidney Arlinger.
Beefy guy with a Chaplin mustache and
lots of teeth in his smile. I'd know him
when I saw him,

Inside the club, at the bar, I let my
eyes adjust as the barman laid a Scotch
on me. By the time my glass was half
empty, I'd spotted Arlinger. He was con-
versing with a neat number in gossamer
hose by the rear door. Now 1 could
move.

On my way out, a meaty broad in a
dress that plunged lower than the stock
market in 29 gave me a husky come-on:
“Why the rush, sugar?”

“My rich aunt just died in a balloon
explosion,” I told her. 1 have to pick up
my inheritance.”

“Take me along.”

“Sorry. I only pick up one bundle at a
time."”

Outside, as I drove away, I saw a
dark-red Pontiac slip in behind me. It
rode my tail, a block back. Which was
not good, because I'd seen the same red
Pontiac earlier in the evening. Maybe
Mr. Raphael didn’t trust his employees.

I rolled on out to the Strip—green-
back country—where the big clubs oper-
ate, past the Sands, the Stardust, the
Dunes and the rest of them. The Pontiac
stayed well back in traffic, riding me like
a pro. I decided to go ahead and check
out Arlinger’s garage, since it figured the
guy in the Pont would know where I was
headed. I'd let him play out his hand.

The bright lights of the Strip faded
into normally lit residential streets.
Sometimes you forget real people live in
real houses in Vegas. I braked the Chevy
and got out. The gun under my coat felt
warmn and comforting; it's nice to have at
least one friend vou can trust, and I
trusted my .38 Smith and W. in its
spring-clip holster.

Arlinger’s place was Las Vegas mod
ern: a pinkstucco flatroofed job, silent
and lifeless. I stepped around to the rear
of the house, moved along the pebbled
drive.

The garage door began sliding up.
Apparently I'd broken a hidden eye beam

I dido’t know about. Raphael hadn't

mentioned it.

There she was: a ghost-white Cad
sedan, all chrome and custom leather,
sitting in the garage waiting for some
chump to find her. Because that’s what
1 was, a chump who'd been sold out.
People who hide Cadillacs don’t leave
them in unlocked garages. Raphael had
a reason for getting me here, and it had
nothing to do with his mate’s love life.

A crunch of gravel spun me around. I

had my .38 out and was halfway to
cover when a gun began spitting at me
like grease on a hot skillet. I felt a sharp
tug at my coat as a slug whipped
through it. Then I was belly-flat behind
a mass of thick shrub, ready to exchange
ballistic greetings.

I aimed just below a blue-orange stab
of fire and triggered off a couple. A
grunt. Then a broken, wet, rattling
cough.

“Damn you, Challis!"

He came staggering out of the trees
into the filtered light of the drive, and 1
didn’t do a thing. I didn’t have to. He
was already as good as dead.

He didn’t ring any bells with me
Bony face, with a nose like a cavalry
saber, A long scar lived under the nose,
tucking itself into his neck.

“Why'd you try and tag me?” I asked
him. I stood up. He'd dropped his iron,
so it was safe enough.

“Damn you, Challis!™

“You're repeating yourself,”
*“Try answering my question.”

“Try going to hell!” he whispered, and
Aopped over.

His wallet told me this pile of dead
meat had been a guy named Samuel
Meehan—and that put him into focus
for me. Sad Sammy Meehan, a runt from
Chi with his iron for hire. Paid (by
Raphael?) to put me away. Why?

I ook a quick gander at the €ad. It
bore Nevada plates and was properly
dated and registered to Sidney W.
Arlinger at this address. Which meant
Raphael had lied about the car all the
way down the line. I wasn't surprised.

I backed through the hidden eye and
the door slid closed.

Getting out my pocketknife, I pried
my slug out of Sad Sammy's chest and
left him for the cops to find. They'd be
glad someone put the [reeze on him.
One less crumb on the table. With the
used slug in my pocket, I was home [ree.

In the morning, I'd be asking Mr.
Raphael some pertinent questions, but
before driving back to L. A., 1 needed
a little sacktime.

The hot-eyed chick behind the desk at
the Gambler’s Choice Motel looked me
up and down and said, “You alone,
sweetie?”

“l have my motherinlaw in the
trunk,” I said. “Then there's the guy
under the hood. He's an engine nut.
Likes to stay close to his work.”

“Just askin’, that’s all” She looked
miffed. “That’ll be ten bucks for a
single.”

I paid and she gave me a key.

The room smelled of disinfectant. 1
opened a window to let in some gam-
bler's air, and when 1 turned back to-
ward the bed, a tall guy was standing in
front of it with a Colt Woodsman in his
hand. Aimed at me. His dark skin was
pitted like the hull of a rusty freighter

I said.

and a pair of tobacco-brown eves burned
out of a hard, square face that could
take a lot of beatings and not crack
much. It was a face that never simled.

“Haven't I played this scenc once
tonight?” I said.

“Yeah—but this time, you won't be
around for no curtain calls.”

I knew the bo. “You're
O'Toole, from Cincy.”

“Right, chum.”

“And Gib Raphael hired you to kill
mep”

“That’s for me to know and you 1o
wonder about.”

I was trying to buy some time, but
O'Foole’s Colt moved a half inch to the
left—to level on my heart area. The
Indian was through talking. His iron
would finish the conversation. It would
tell me I was dead.

I was about to try for O"Toole’s gun
hand, certain I'd never live to reach it,
when three muffled thuds lifted my
guest off his feet and put him on the
bed.

A fat litle man with a square
mustache stepped through the door,
unscrewing a silencer from the barrel of
a Luger. He walked over to the bed,
looked calmly down at Indian O'Toole.
“He'll ruin the mattress.”

“He almost ruined me. Thanks for the
target work.”

“I don’t believe we’ve met. I'm Sidncy
Arlinger.”

He slipped the gun into his pocket
and extended a chubby hand. I shook
it. “Bart Challis. Private detective from
LA™

“Do they have anything 1o drink
here?”

“l can ring for the maid, but she
might want to make the bed.”

“Forget it,” said Arlinger. “I'm just—
kind of tense.”

“Welcome to the cdub. I've been that
way for the last [lifteen years.”

Arlinger slumped down heavily in an
overstuffed chair by the wall. 1 did some
pacing while we talked.

“Can you explain why two hoods tried
to chill me tonight, Mr. Arlinger?”

“Possibly. First, would you care to tell
me why you were trying to steal my
Cadillac?”

I grinned. “That’s a switch. I was told
you were the boy who took it away from
a gal named Angela Raphael. Know
her?”

“Of course I know her. We've been
. . . very close.”

“Like close enough
together?”

He looked disturbed. A blue vein
pulsed in his forehead. “She's happily
married to Raphael. And is completely
faithful to him. Did he tell you she
wasn't?”

I 1old him what Raphael had told me.

“All lies. You were the patsy. Alier

(continued on page 86)
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sandy dennis, keir dullea and england’s anne heywood star
in d. h. lawrence’s evocative tale of primordial passions

IN 1921, just five years before he was to begin work on Lady
Chatterley’s Lover, D. H. Lawrence wrote The Fox, a powerful
novella depicting frustration and fulfillment. Now, almost a
half century later, producer Raymond (The Leather Boys)
Stross brings Lawrence’s story to the screen for the first time.
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In The Fox, Anne Heywood and Sandy Dennis portray English spinsters whose farm is rovaged
by a fox. Keir Dullea, as a merchant seaman, visits the farm and discovers his grandfather

sold it to the girls. Thus allowed to spend his leave there, Dullea seduces Miss Heywood
(above). After Anne announces that she plans to marry Dullea, Miss Dennis breaks into tears.
Below, when Anne comforts Sandy, the gesture turns into an embrace of unexpected emotion.




““She lowered her eyes and suddenly saw the fax. . . . And he knew her. She was spellbound, and she knew he knew
her.” With these words, D. H. Lawrence describes how March (Anne Heywood) comes to view the fox as a male symbol.
After allowing the predator to escape, March, in an autaerotic episode, becomes newly aware of her own sexuality.




On location in Canada for The Fox, Anne Heywaad, o former Miss Great Britain, poses provacatively far an exclusive pLAYBOY shoating. Anne
won her rale in true Hollywood style: Haward Kach, co-author of the screenplay, met her at a film-colony cocktail party and declared,
“You're my March.” Before The Fox, Anne praved her versatility by playing an assortment of sophisticates an screen and Peter Pan on stage.
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IH[ pﬂp-“llwm (continued from page 80)

Sammy killed you, he would have put a
slug from your .38 into me and placed
me behind the wheel of the Cadillac.
Then he would have put his gun in my
hand. To the police it would appear that
you and I had shot each other during an
attempt, on your part, to steal my car.”
“Why should Raphael pick me?”
*“You are a poor man, a private investi-
gator of dubious character. The police
would believe you saw a chance to lift

a car for some quick money. People a

whole lot more respectable have tried
i.”

“And where did you just jump up
from? How did you know I was at this
motel?"

Arlinger shifted his bulk in the chair,
nervously fingered his mustache. I was
lured into the alley behind my cdub
shortly after your visit there. I was
abducted by Meehan and taken to my
home, where I was left tied in Mechan’s
car while he attempted to gun you.”

“Red Pontiac?”

“No. The Pontiac belonged to
O'Toole, who was backup man on the
operation. When Sammy didn’t return,
I managed to [ree myself. O Toole had
parked farther back, awaiting Meehan.
When he saw your car pull away, he
knew the job had been botched and fol-
lowed you here to this motel. I trailed
along.”

“Exactly why does Raphael want you
dead?”

“I have no idea. Gib and I have been
close friends for years. I'm truly mys
iified.”

His eyes told me he wasn’t spilling all
he knew.

“I'll have a stern talk with Mr.
Raphael about this,” I said.

“You'd better be careful. Gib won't be
pleased you're still alive.”

“Look—can you handle the Indian?”

“Certainly. I'll tell the police that
O'Toole tried to rob me and that I was
forced to shoot him. He staggered blindly
into your room to die. You won't be
implicated in any way. As a substantial
property holder and owner of the Cool
Cat, 1 wield a certain amount of
influence in town.”

“Owner? 1 thought you just managed
the joint.”

“Another falsehood. Gib wanted you
to think I needed money. I don't. I am
very rich, Mr. Challis. Rich enough to
pay you for saving my life.”

He handed me a sheaf of fresh green.
I pocketed it without an argument. If
this kept up, I'd be the richest stiff in the
morgue.

I'd arrived in Vegas working for Gib
Raphael. Now I left on Sid Arlinger’s
money. I was getting sweel music out of
both ends of the horn.

The lobby of the Golden Roxy Hotel

smelled like somebody’s old bathrobe. I
was in Hollywood, the seedy end of it
near Western, where you can get a hair-
cut or a mug job for the same price.

The leathery cone behind the desk
gave me a gimpy stare. “Whatcha wane?”

“I was hoping for an orgy,” 1 told her,
laying a folded five-dollar bill on the
counter, “but I'll settle for Myna
O’ Toole’s room number.”

Her claw snapped down over the fiver
and she smiled. It was awful o watch;
her mouth looked like a bomb crater.
“That’ll be number thirty-nine, mister.
Third floor. Take the stairs up. We ain’t
got no elevator.”

“Myna in now?”

“She ain't nidin’
circus.”

The stairs were as dark as a pawn-
broker’s soul, but T managed them—and
laid my knuckles on the unpainted door
of room 39.

The door squeaked open a few inches
and a woman’s face peered from the
crack. It was a tired, usedup face. “If
youre law, I'm dean,” said Myna
O'Toole. “Been off the stuff for months."”

“Relax,” 1 said. “I'm a friend of
Indian’s.”

“Where is the bastard?”

“Croaked. Bought it last night. Can
we talk?”

She shrugged and moved back, pull-
ing the frayed ends of a colorless terry-
cloth robe closer around her gaunt body.
Her hair was a rat’s nest of dyed red.

I stepped in to face a florid mass of
flab sitting on the fold-down bed.

“This here’s the house dick,” she said.
“Name’s Bannister. He's just leavin'—
aincha, Fats?"”

Fats Bannister poked a dead cigar into
his face, pulled on a stained pair of blue
slacks and buttoned a wrinkled shirt
over the swell of his gut. He was flushed
with booze and mean-looking. I stood
aside as he lumbered from the room.

“S" long, Fats,” said the girl, shutting
the door after him. “I've got to give a
little to Fats to stay out of stir,” she told
me. “I'm on horse and he keeps the fuzz
off. Now, honey, tell me all about my
late husband.”

“Nothing much to tell. He tried to
chill me in Vegas and another party
intervened. I got your name from his
wallet.”

“Whatcha want with me?”

“Talk.”

She slumped into a broken-backed
sofa and I sat down on the bed. The air
was sour with cheap whiskey.

“Well, snap it up. I don’t feel so hot.”

“Who hired Indian when he worked
out of L.A?"

“Plenty of people.”

“People named Raphael?”

“Gib Raphael gave him a job now and
then.” She scratched her rat's nest.

bareback at the

“Maybe Lorrie could help ya. She knows
Raphael real good.”

“How good?”

“Good enough to make it with him
whenever he stops by to see her. She’s a
looker.™

“Last name?”

“Maddox. Lorraine Maddox. We usta
pal around before I got on the stuff. She
lives somewhere in Studio City now. I
know her and Raphael been makin’ it for
over a year. They dig each other.”

“You got a phone?”

“End of the hall.”

“Thanks.” I started to leave but felt
her fingers close on my arm.

“Why not stick around—and console a
grieving widow?"”

“Love to, but I was crippled in the
War,” I said. “Got nothing below the
belt but shiny scar tissue.”

She yelled something obscene at me
as I headed for the phone.

Under a dim overhead bulb that
hadn’t been changed since Teddy Roose-
velt was elected President, I looked up
Lormine Maddox and dialed her Studio
City number.

“Yeah?” A tough feminine voice.

*“Hello—Lorraine?”

“Who's this?”

“Challis. Private cop. I just got back
from Vegas, where your boy Raphael
sent two hoods to chill me. They're both
dead now and I'd like to discuss the
situation.”

Her toughness dissolved into [fear.
“Then it's started!”

“What has?”

“The killing. 1 was scared it would.
God, it’s gonna be a bloodbath!™

She obviously knew a lot more than I
did.

“I need some inside info. Can you
supply it?"

She hesitated. I could hear her breath-
ing fast.

“OK. I'm ten kinds of chump for spill-
ing to you, but I'm liable to get it next
if someone doesn’t stop this thing now.”

“I'll be right over.”

“No . . . not here. 1 don’t want to be
seen with you. Listen, meet me at the
Arapaho Bookshop on Hollywood Bou-
levard. In their pop-art room.”

“You mean the place in back where
they keep all the old comic books?™”

“That's it. They lock the room in the
mornings, but I know the owner. He'll
give me a key. We can talk in private
there.”

“When?”

“Gimme time to pick up the key on
the way. Meet you there in half an
hour.”

“Check,” T said.

I ankled into the bar next door to the
Roxy and had myself a cold beer. Hunt-
ing down Myna O Toole had paid off. I'd
figured both Raphael and Arlinger were

(continued on page 185)



RIPPLES

behold,a stormy wind came out of the north,
and a great cloud, with brightness round
about it and fire flashing forth continually

fiction By RAY RUSSELL AN INVISIBLE STARSHIP stood at
rest near a canal. If the eye could have seen it, the sight would

have been one of immense beauty, for it was a thing of har-
monious circles: an outer rim, hollow and transparent, in
which the crew of four lived and worked and looked out upon
space and suns and exotic worlds; contained in this circle,
another, the core of powerful engines whose surging, flaming
energy propelled the ship across galactic distances. And all of
this unseen.

Inside, the captain spoke briefly to his specialist, first class.
“Your report is finished, then? We can embarke”

“Yes, sir.”

“That was fast work.”

“These rudimentary cultures are all very much alike. The
report is simple—planet’s inhabitants too primitive to compre-
hend our presence here, therefore suggest a return in a few
millennia when the species may be more advanced and we
can set up cultural and scientific exchange, trade, and so on.”

The first mate drew near them. “Do you really think
they're oo primitive? They have language, laws, religion. . . .

“But no technology,” said the specialist. ““They couldn’t
possibly understand that we come from another planet, the
very concept ‘planet’ is beyoud them . . . no, no, to try to
establish contact now would be traumatic for them. If we
revealed ourselves—flicked off the invisibility shield—there
would be . . . ramifications . . . repercussions. . . ."

“Ripples?” said the captain.

“Ripples,” replied the specialist, with a nod. “An apt word.
Like a pebble dropped in a pond, spawning ever larger and
larger and mare grandiose images of its own smallness, so even
an instantancous glimpse of us and our ship could, with time
and retellings, become magnified and elaborated and distorted
—into something far beyond anything we could dream.”

“Then let us head for home and a well-earned leave,” said
the captain.

The frst mate added, “And a well-shaped young lady I
hope has been pining away in solitude!™

“Ah, youth——" began the captain, but broke off as his

ILLUSTRATION BY OON PUNCHATZ

navigator approached with a worried air. “Trouble?” the
captain asked.

“Yes, sir, I'm alraid so,” said the navigator.

“Serious?™

“A little. The main engine is inoperable—just as 1 feared.”

The first mate said, ““That rough landing damaged more
than our pride.” :

“What about the auxiliary engine?” asked the captain.

“It will get us home, just barely, but it won’t hold up under
the strain of lift-off—"

“What?"”

“—Unless we conserve all other energy. That means
switching off lights, chart banks, communications, sensors,
air, invisibility shield, everything—but only for those first few
vital seconds of lift-off, of course.”

“Then do it.”

eSS

The specialist, alarmed, said, “Captain! Not the invisibility
shield! We must not turn that off!” '

“You heard the navigator. It's our only chance—and it will
just be for a few seconds.” He nodded to the navigator,
saying, “Lilt oft.” Then he looked out through the transparent
hull at the world they would soon depart. “Primitive, you say.
Well, you're the expert. But it's too bad we can’t contact them
now. It might have been interesting. Theyre so much like
us, they're almost human.”

“Well, hardly that,” said the specialist, as the starship
moved. “They're monofaced, and their feet are different, and
they completely lack wings. But I know what you mean. . . .”

Outside, a bearded denizen of the primitive planet blinked,
stared, pointed.

“Behold!” he cried to a companion. “A whirlwind! A great
doud! A fire! Men with wings and many faces] A wheel . . .
in the middle of a wheel!™

“Where? What?” said his companion, turning a second 0o
late. “I saw nothing, Ezekiel.”

But, roiled by that whirlwind, the waters of the Chebar

canal were a dancing spiderwork of ripples. u
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the eNglish bunt BreaRpast

from kedgeree to kippers, it’s a repast of mout}z-waten'ng munificence

food By THOMAS (MARIO WHENEVER A FOREIGNER visiting Great Bnlam is tempted 1o fault English cooking, john
Bull has an unassailable comeback: his British breakfast. The sumptuous arguments on its behalf are still found in
English country homes, where seemmgly endless rows of bone-china tureens and silver chafing dishes are banked on
the English sideboard. The evidence is incontestable: scrambled eggs and gammon, tender kidneys in madeira, fried
lohster cutlets, deviled pheasant legs, cold partridge, warm currant buns, berry preserves and fragrant honeys either
from the Scotch heather or from flowers that seem to have been especially grown for the English breakfast table.
And busy Londoners, having to offer a daily challenge to the cold drizzle and fog, won't settle for the skimpy victuals
otherwise known as the Continental breakfast; they fortify themselves with platlen of fried eggs, squired by plump
sausages, large rashers of bacon, grilled tomatoes, racks of hot toast and hugﬂsncups. sometimes pint-size, filled these
days more and more with coffee yather than with tea. It’s an infinitely mh vein of breakfast ideas for Americans
reconnoitering new ways to celebrate Sundays and holidays.

The English breakfast enjoys its greatest glory after a hunt, a shoot or a ride. On-rare occasions, it may take
" ’place before the hunt. In some instances, English hunt breakiasts have been served at five or six o'clock in the after-
noon. Reynard’s elusiveness notwithstanding, the elegant hot English breakfast is waiting. The fact that it can wait
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makes it perfectly cut out for American
brunchers. They, too, on weekends feel
the same primeval instinct for the chase.
The rumble of a Porsche may supplant
the whinny of a horse and the pursuit
of the fox may give way to the pursuit of
par. But after hitting the parkway or the
fairway for several hours, Americans are
overtaken by the same ravening hunger
an Englishman feels after an hour or two
in the saddle.

The English have always been a har-
dy, seafaring race, not only to conquer
empires and armadas but to find had-
dock, cod and mackerel for the English
breakfast room. Every single lake and
stream in the British Isles has been ran-
sacked by fishermen with the same noble
goal. The Empire may have disappeared,
but Britannia still rules the breakfast.
Over the years, its cooks have learned
ways of handling fish that are not only
simple but the envy of all autocrats of
the breakfast table, no matter what their
nationality. For instance, there’s the Eng-
lish way of preparing trout, inspired
originally by the cooks of Magdalen
Coliege, Oxford. Now, in the Western
world, most fish for [rying are dipped in
flour, eggs and bread crumbs, a method
so widely used and so English that all
professional French chefs call it @ lan-
glaise. But the delightful twist to Mag-
dalen trout, invented in bygone days
when Oxford boys rode to hounds, is
that it’s dipped in flour, eggs and then in
finely chopped almonds, These days, the
latter can be chopped as fast as one can
lay hands on a blender. Let the brunch-
man taste any fish hilet given the almond
treatment, be it Dover sole, Long Island
flounder or Rocky Mountain trout; let
him take a single bite, and if he’s a culi-
nary Anglophobe, he’ll instantly be con-
verted to a -phile. The fish that perhaps
more than any other brings an American
around 1o the English breakfast board is
finnan haddie. It was named for the fish-
ing town of Findon, in Scotland. A shack
filled with haddock, legend has ig,
caught fire. For all we know, it may
have been the same shack whose burn-
ing led the Chinese to discover roast
pork. In any event, when the flames sub-
sided and the “maister” tasted the fish,
he discovered that it was not consumed
with flames but merely smoked. “It’s nae
so nasty; taste it you, Sandy?” he asked
the next fisherman. Soon others discov-
ered its melting, mild smoky flavor, and
in time it gained international repute.
When an old hand in Britain prepares
creamed hnnan haddie, the fish is never
scandalized with a gummy sauce. Re-
spectfully, the split haddie is soaked in
cold water for three or four hours—or
occasionally overmight—to remove any
excess salt. The haddie is sometimes
immersed in hot water for 20 minutes,
until the skin and bones can be removed,
and then is slowly simmered until tender
with hall milk and half water, where-

upon it’s drained. In the chafing dish, it’s
immolated in hot sweet cream. A speck
of white pepper and perhaps a small
knob of butter may be added, but noth-
ing else. Rivaling finnan haddie since the
days of the East India Company is kedg-
eree, another dish that loyally awaits
the breakfast bell. It's a dish of Indian
origin made with rice, cooked fish or
shellfish, hard-boiled eggs and cream.
When it comes to scorning English cook-
ery, the French yield to no one; but
even Parisian restaurants have taken
kedgeree to their culinary bosom, calling
it kadgiori and—in a coals-to-Newcastle
gesture—dousing it with a superfluous
white-wine sauce. On a chill October
moming, hot English kedgeree will
gather brunchmen of all persuasions
round the chafing dish.

In England, men invited to spend a
morning shooting cling 1o the strange
custom of offering all birds shot to the
host. The host accepts them and then, as
a chivalrous gesture, may return a few
tiny quail or a single grouse to his
guests, but keeps the biggest part of the
bag. In return, of course, the hungry
guests then march to the host’s breakfast
table, where they find such delicacies as
roast quail or potted grouse or, in fact,
almost any game in season. When game
is out of season, pigeon pie, deviled
chicken legs and creamed turkey hash
prove worthy stand-bys.

English breakfast parties are never
clock-watching affairs. Guests may strag-
gle in at will and, for this reason, eggs
are best made to order. A bowl of eggs
in the shell, butter, a Teflon pan to be
used over a trivet flaime and a spatula
make it a simple matter for guests to
indulge in their own scrambling, frying
or omeleting. All year long, Englishmen
are curry-minded. In hot weather, curries
of chicken, lamb or shrimp counteract the
effects of heat and languid appetites. On
cold fall mornings, nothing thaws the
bones as well as a smooth, hot curry—
nothing, that is, except, perhaps, a hot
rum flip or a mug of hot buttered grog
made with either Irish or Scotch whisky.
Such warm comforts in no way contra-
indicate a big pitcher or carafe of orange
juice laced with vodka or with the new
very light rum now coming from Hawaii.
Speaking of the spirit world, among the
delightful oddments to grace the break-
fast table these days are French prunes
in Armagnac and Scotch marmalade
with curagao. If you can't find them on
the gourmet shelves in your neighbor-
hood, you can add your own Armagnac
or your own curagao to the cooked
prunes or marmalade, respectively, re-
membering in both cases not to over-
pour. The prunes are best if the fruit and
the brandy are allowed to ripen several
days before serving.

In the Highlands years ago, weckend
guests occasionally would be startled 10
hear the [amily piper beneath their bed-

room window, piping the rouse. The din
was pardoned when the guests partook of
the porridge with cream, the salted her-
rings, eggs, ham, cheese, barley cakes,
oatcakes, jellies and jams, as well as the
flummery and Jamaica rum awaiting
them in the big hall near the peat-
burning fireplace. With or without the
skirling of bagpipes, the following dishes
will deliciously and decisively break the
fast for the most robust trencherman.
Each recipe serves six.

KEDGEREE

1 medium-size onion, minced very hne

2 teaspoons salad oil

Salt, pepper

1 small bay leaf

114 cups rice

114 lbs. fresh salmon steak

3 hard-boiled eggs

14 cup butter

Juice of 1 lemon

2 tablespoons finely minced parsley

1 tablespoon finely minced chives

1 cup light cream

In heavy saucepan, sauté onion in oil
until onion is tender but not brown. Add
3 cups water, 115 teaspoons salt and
bay leaf. Bring water to a boil and stir in
rice. Reduce flame as low as possible and
cook, covered, without stirring, 15 to 18
minutes or until rice is tender. Remove
bay leaf from rice. Boil salmon steak in
slightly salted water, using just enough
water to cover fish, unul salmon flakes
easily—about 10 to 12 minutes. Remove
salmon from water; remove skin and
bones from salmon and break fish into
large flakes. Cut hard-boiled eggs into
small dice. Melt butter in large skillet or
flameproof casserole. As soon as butter
begins to brown, add rice, salmon, eggs,
lemon juice, parsley and chives. Keep
the flame low and 1oss ingredients thor-
oughly. Season with salt and pepper.
When all ingredients are heated
through, add cream. When cream is hot,
kedgeree is ready to serve. Correct sea-
soning if necessary. Keep in covered
chafing dish or in a casserole on an elec
tric hot tray. Dish may be cooked one
day and reheated the next. Additional
cream may be added if kedgeree seems
dry upon reheating.

LAMB KIDNEYS MADEIRA

12 lamb kidneys

1 tablespoon salad oil

2 tablespoons butter

2 tablespoons minced shallots or onion

14 cup madeira or sherry

1 tablespoon cognac

114 cups chicken broth, canned or [resh

3 tablespoons flour

1/, teaspoon lemon juice

2 teaspoons Worcestershire sauce

I teaspoon Pickapeppa sauce

Salt, pepper

Remove fat and outer membrane from
kidneys, if necessary (usually, the buicher

(concluded on page 152}
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as thinking machines, they have been
the stupid victims of an inflated press

COMPUTERS:
THEIR BUILHN
LIMITATIONS

ARTICLE BY MAX GUNTHER

“oH, MY cop!’ croaked a network-TV director in
New York. He seemed to be strangling in his wrtle-
neck shirt. It was the evening ol Election Day, 1966,
and the director’s world was caving in. Here he was,
on the air with the desperately important Election
Night coverage, competing with the two enemy net-
works to see whose magnificently transistorized, fear-
fully fast electronic computer could predict the poll
results soonest and best. Live coverage: tense-voiced,
sweating announcers, papers flapping around, aura of
unbearable suspense. The whole country watching.
And what happens? The damned computer guits.

Oh, my God. The computer rooms disintegrated in
panic. Engineers leaped with trembling screwdrivers
at the machine’s intestines. The director stared fish-
eyed at a mathematician. A key-punch girl yattered
terrified questions at a programmer. Young Madison
Avenue types rushed in and out, uttering shrill cries.
And the computer just sat there.

The story of this ghastly evening has circulated
quietly in the computer business ever since. You hear
it in out-of-the-way bars and dim corners of cocktail
parties, told in hoarse, quavering tones. It has never
reached the public at large, for two reasons. One rea-
son is obvious: Those concerned have sat on it. The
second reason is less obvious and much more
interesting.

When the initial panic subsided, the director freed
some of his jammed synapses and lurched into action.
He rounded up mathematicians, programmers, politi-
cal experts, research girls and others. And he rounded
up some hand-operated adding machines. “All right,”
he said, “we’ll simplify the calculations and do the
whole thing by hand. This may be my last night on
TV; but, by God, I'll go on the air with somethingl™

And so they perspired through the long, jangling
night. The network’s election predictions appeared
on the screen just like its competitors. The director
and his aides gulped coftee, clutched burning stomachs
and smoked appalling numbers of cigarettes. They
kept waiting for an ax to fall. Somebody was bound
to notice something wrong sooner or later, they
thought. The hand-cranked predictions couldn’t con-
ceivibly be as good as the computerized punditry of
the competition. Maybe the hand-cranked answers
would be totally wrong! Maybe the network would
become the laughingstock of the nation! Maybe. . . .
Oh, my God!

Well. As history now tells us, the entire poll-
predicting razzmatazz was the laughingstock of the na-
tion that November. None of the three networks was
wronger than the other (continued on page 144)

g
¢
!
|
:
:
!
:
¢
)
i
|




e S A B R Wi

——

|
:l

awesome ways n which electronic
brains outperform the human mind

COVIPUTERS:
THER SCOPE
TODAY

ARTICLE BY ERNEST HAVEMANN

AT THE Massachusetts Institute of Technology there
sits a giant computer, its lights constantly blinking and
its dials endlessly churning out new numbers, on which
some unknown technician has fastened one of the
buttons now so popular among the hippie set. The
button reads:

I AM A HUMAN BEING.
DO NOT FOLD,
SPINDLE OR
MUTILATE

Newcomers to the laboratory spot the button, move
in for a cdoser look and nod—yet seldom smile. To
most people who deal with computers, the button
seems not funny, not ridiculous, not cynical but oddly
appropriate.

True, the computer has introduced us to an age
in which a great many human traits, activities, hopes
and fears have been depersonalized into cards designed
to be run through a machine, like so many playing
cards through a baccarat shoe or slabs of steel through
an assembly line. We pay our bills and resubscribe to
our magazines on coldly formal rectangles that must
not be folded or spindled. We sometimes 1ake our
college tests on them. The friendly neighborhood
bank knows us only as a number, printed in the
strange devices of magnetic ink. We are also no more
than a number to machines in some unknown loca-
tion, never seen by us, that determine our credit
standing, calculate the Social Security benefits we may
someday receive and decide how honest we have been
on our income-tax returns. 1o other machines, busy
charting population growth, divorce statistics, economic
wends, future demands for houses and automobiles
and the number of hospital beds that will be needed
for the victims of heart attacks, we are not even a
number—just a couple of anonymous magnetic beeps
stored somewhere inside an electronic circuit whose
mysteries we would never be able to unravel. The
rows of lights wink like drunken fireflies; the wheels
spin out their figures; human history gets made and
recorded almost without the touch of a human hand.

Still, there is something about the computer that
can inspire affection. You can talk to a machine now.
Well, not exactly talk; you have to type out your end
of the dialog, and the machine types in turn. Bur
this new kind of pen-palship has its own kind of
warmth. The machine is at least as solicitous as an air-
line stewardess and far more polite than a New York
bus driver. It says, “You're quite welcome”; *“Come
again”; “I didn’t understand you"; “Feel free”; “Very
good.” To a school child trying to learn arithmetic,
it says, “Hello, I've been waiting for you"; “Please
type your name”; “Goodbye,  (continued on page 120 )
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Y A REMARKABLE appellative
coincidence, October Play-
mate Reagan Wilson’s escort, when
his father’s business finds him in
Los Angeles, is apt to be the Cali-
fornia governor’s son, Michael.
Lively as she is in conversation
about sports or theater or books,
Miss October nevertheless exhibits
an abiding disinterest in politics.
“Mike and I are more likely to
talk about real horses than dark
horses,” says Reagan, an active
San Fernando Valley equestri-
enne. “My own horse, Popcorn,
is stabled back in Missoula, Mon-
tana, but that doesn't keep me
from getting out on the trails al-
most every afternoon. Besides be-
ing fun, riding is the best way
to keep in shape,” Reagan adds,
as if there must be some secret
to the grace of her 40-25-35 figure.
Miss October rides also for
simple release from the special
demands of her double career
as fledgling actress and student
writer—exciting new endeavors
for which she has left her job as
girl Friday in a publicrelations
firm. Veteran of a summer ap-
pearance on TV's The Big Valley
and of a recent, encouraging

HEAGAN Fon statgslijzgiﬁizgkon
PLAYMATE! /.50
™ photo finish

Paramount Pictures screen test,
blonde-haired and green-eyed
Reagan is still hesitant about
making the big wry for stardom.
“The competition is tougher than
ever,” she says, “so much so that
it’s silly for anyone to put all her
hopes into acting. So I'm going
to try to devote at least half my
time now to my longstanding
ambition to be a writer. I'd like
to be a humorist, but I think I
have one serious novel to write.”

Away from typewriter and cam-
era, Reagan’s avocations include
body surfing at Malibu and all-
night dancing at Los Angeles’
myriad go-go cellars. “Both are
pretty hectic, but after trying to
express myself in work, I usually
feel like some good clean non-
verbal fun,” says an October miss
who earns an A from pLAvBOY
in all kinds of communication.

Reagan, right, toys with Larry, “the
world’s most ferocious stuffed poo-
dle,” at the start of a day of swing-
ing equestrian and TV-studio activity.
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Reagan’s postpoodle preparations for an active day find her dressing an the run and enjoying a honey-and-rye-toast breakfast. After thread-
ing through L. A. traffic, Miss October files clippings at the public-relations firm for which she worked until recently. “The whole business
af getting the public to know a client is fascinating,” says Reagan, “but right now, I'm more interested in expressing my own ideas.”




At her favorite ranch in the Santa Monica Mountains, Reagan gets acquainted and then affectionate with Mambo’s Miss Jug, “a really

lively quarter horse a friend let me take care of for a few days. After we got to trust each other, | was able to put her through
turns and jumps os if I'd ridden her for months. She looks just like my own Popcorn and really made me homesick for Montana.”
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Reagan’s first TV rale—on a Big Valley segment shown this past summer—called for hairdresser Scotty Rackin ta give her blonde
tresses an Old West twist. After last-minute tips from director Joe Mazzuca, Miss October ployed a dance-hall girl opposite the

series’ star, Peter Breck. I decided on the set,” Reagan says, “that 1967 discothéques are a lat more fun than their 1867 farerunners.”




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

I'm sorry, miss,” said the county derk, “I can't
issue your marriage license until you've filled
out your form.”

Almost in tears, the girl replied, “Well, if
my boyfriend doesn’t care, I don't see why you
should.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines optimist as
a man who, after coming home unexpectedly
and finding cigar butts in the ashtrays, decides
his wife must have given up cigarettes.

The dazzling young thing was strolling down
the street in skintight hip huggers, when a
curious bachelor approached and said, “Excuse
me, miss, but I can’t help asking—how in the
world does anyone get into those pantsp”

“Well,” she replied demurely, “you can start
by buying me a drink.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines maternity
dressmaker as a mother frocker.

Some coeds have a faculty for making love,
while others just have a student body.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines gourmet
as a man who is invited for an evening of
wine, women and song—and asks what kind
of wine.

‘Gee, Mom,” the young man complained,
“none of the other guys are wearing lipstick.”

“Be quiet, stupid,” his mother replied.
“We're almost to the draft board.”

Then there was the sleepy bride who couldn’t
stay awake for a second.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines specimen
as an Italian astronaut.

The handsome ad exec and his date entered a
restaurant and were seated near the center ol
the floor. A pretty waitress, observing that the
man had forgotten to zip his trousers, scribbled
a message on her order pad, left it at his table
and scurried away.

Unfolding the note, the man read: “Sir, I'm
sure you don't know it, but your fly is unzipped
and you're exposing yourself. I will go back to
the kitchen and knock some trays off a shelf.
The noise will distract everyone and you'll
have a chance to adjust your trousers.

“P.S. 1 love you.”

A Broadway bookie was given a parrot in lieu
of cash payment. The bird's vocabulary in-
cluded choice phrases in English, French,
Spanish and German. Sensing a winner, the
bookie hauled the bird off to his favorite bar.

“Speaks four languages,” he said to the bar-
tender, who snorted in disbelief. “Wanna bet
this bird can speak four languages?” the bookie
challenged.

Annoyed, the bartender finally agreed to a
ten-dollar wager. The bookie turned to the par-
rot and said, “Parlez-vous frangais?”" There was
no response.

Nor was there any reply to the question in
English, Spanish or German. The bartender
picked up the bookie’s sawbuck from the bar
and went about his business.

On the street, the bookie glared at the bird.
“You fink!” he exclaimed. “I've got ten bucks
riding on you and you clam up on me. I
oughta strangle youl!”

“Don’t be a jerk,” the parrot replied. “Just
think of the odds you'll get tomorrow.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines incest as
rolling your own.

Then there was the guy who explained why
he wasn’t interested in visiting a topless bar:
“If you've seen two, you've seen them all.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines the LSD set
as high society.

/46;«//5;-4-; -

A medical journal reports that the most fool-
] po

proof birth-control pill developed to date is an

aspirin tablet—held firmly between the knees.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines pushover
as a girl who is dedicated to the proposition.

The striking but rather plump coed visited the
kindly campus psychiatrist to report despond-
ently that she thought she was losing her
boylriend.

“Why don’t you diet?” asked the good
doctor.

“That's a groovy idea,” said the coed. “What
color do you think he'd like?”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Il. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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of humanity to a very dry area of my

heart, and now I knew a little more and

had something to think about which was
no longer altogether in category.

We have presented the origin of an
addiction. For a drug's first appeal is
always existential—our sense of life (once
it is made alert by the sensation of its
absence) is thereupon so full of need as
the desire for a breath of air. The sense
of life comes alive in the happy days
when the addict first encounters his
drug. But all histories of addiction are
the same—particularly in the beginning.
They fall into the larger category of the
history of a passion. So I will spare each
and every one of us the titles of the
books I read on the running of the bulls,
and 1 will not reminisce about the great
bullfighters I saw, of the majesties of
Arruza and the machismo of Procuna, the
liquidities of Silverio and the solemnity
of César Giron; no, we will not micturate
the last of such memory. The fact is that
1 do not dwell on Arruza and Procuna
and Silverio and Girén, because 1 did
not see them that often and in fact most
of them I saw but once. I was always in
Mexico in the summer, you sce, and the
summer is the temporada de noutllos,
which is to say it is the time when the
novilladas are held, which is to say it is
the uime of the novices,

Now the fellow who is pushing up this
article for you is a great lover of the
bullfight—make on it no mistake. For a
great bullfight he would give up just
about any other athletic or religious
spectacle—the World Series in a minute,
a pro football championship, a Mass at
the Vatican, perhaps even a great heavy-
weight championship—which, kids, is
really saying it. No love like the love for
four in the afternoon at the Plaza Mexi-
co. Yet all the great matadors he saw
were scen only at special festivals when
they fought very small bulls for charity.
The novillada is, after all, the time of the
novilleros, and a novillero is a bullfighter
approximately equal in rank to a Golden
Gloves fighter. A very good noutllero is
like a very good Golden Gloves finalist.
The Sugar Ray Robinsons and the Rocky
Marcianos of the bullighting world were
glimpsed by me only when they came
out of returement long enough to give
the equivalent of a snappy two-round
exhibition. My love of bullfighting and
my experience of it as a spectator was
founded then by watching mnovilleros
week after week over two separate sum-
mers in Mexico City.

After a while I got good at seeing the
flaws and virtues in nouvilleros, and in
fact 1 began to see so much of their char-
acter in their style, and began to learn so
much about style by comprehending their
character (for ncarly everything good or
bad about a novice bullfighter is re-
vealed at a great rate) that I began to

take the same furious interest and parti-
sanship in the triumph of one style over
another that is usually reserved for liter-
ary matters (is Philip Roth better than
John Updike?—you know) or that indeed
average Americans and some not so
average might take over political figures.
To watch a bullhghter have an un-
deserved triumph on Sunday afternoon
when you detest his style is not the worst
preparation for listening to Everett Dirk-
sen nominate Barry Goldwater or hear-
ing Lyndon Johnson give a lecture on
TV about Amurrican commitments to
the free universe. Everything bad and
god-awful about the style of life got into
the style of bullfighters, as well as every-
thing light, delightful, honorable and

About the time I knew a lot about
bullfighting, or as much as you could
know watching nothing but novilleros
week after week, 1 fell in love with a
bullfighter. I never even met this bull-
fighter, I rush to tell you. I would not
have wanted to meet him. Meeting him
could only have spoiled the perfection
of my love, so pure was my affection.
And his name~—not one in a thousand
of you out there, dear general readers,
can have heard of him—his name was
El Loco. El Loco, the Crazy One. It
is not a term of endearment in Mexico,
where half the populace is cazy. To
amplify the power of nomendature, Fl
Loco came from the provinces, he was
God’s own hick, and his real name was
Amado Ramirez, which is like being a
boy from Hicksville, Georgia, with a
name like Beloved Remington. Yet there
was a time when I thought Beloved
Remington, which is to say Amado
Ramirez, would become the greatest
bullfighter in the whole world, and there
were critics in Mexico City hoary with
aficion who held the same opinion (if not
always in print). He came up one sum-
mer like a rocket, but a rocket with one
tube hot and one tube wet and he spun
in circles all over the bullfighting world
of Mexico City all through the summer
and fall.

But we must tell more of what it is
like to watch novilleros. You see, novice
bullhighters fight bulls who are called
noutllos, and these bulls are a year young-
er and 200 to 400 pounds lighter than
the big fAghting bulls up around 1000
pounds which matadors must face. So
they are less dangerous. They can still
kill a man, but not often does that
happen—they are more likely to pound
and stomp and wound and bruise a
novillero than to catch him and play
him in the air and stab bim up high
on the horns the way a terrible full-
grown fghting bull can do. In conse-
quence, the analogy to the Golden Gloves
is imperfect, for a talented novillero can
at his best look as exciting, or more excit-

ing, than a talenied matador—the nov-
ice’s beast is smaller and less dangerous,
so his lack of experience is compensated
for by his relative comfort—he is in less
danger of getting killed. (Indeed, to
watch a consummate matador like Car-
los Arruza work with a new young bull is
like watching Norman Mailer box with
his three-year-old son—absolute mastery
is in the air)

Nouilleros possess another virtue. No-
body can contest their aficion. For every
novillero who has a manager, and a
rich man to house and feed him, and
influential critics to bring him along on
the sweet of a bribe or two, there are a
hundred devoted all but unknown noui-
lleros who hitch from poblado to poblado
on back dirt roads for the hint of a
chance to fight at some fiesta so small the
results are not even phoned to Mexico
City. Some of these kids spend years
in the provinces living on nothing, half-
starved in the desire to spend a life
fighting bulls and they will fight any-
thing—bulls who are overweight, calves
who are under the legal limit, beasts
who have fought before and, so, are
sophisticated and dangerous. These
provincial novilleros get hurt badly
by wounds which show no blood, deep
bruises in the liver and kidney from the
flat of a horn, deep internal bleedings in
the gut, something lively taken off the
groin. A number of them die years later
from malnutrition and chronic malfunc-
tions of some number of those organs;
their deaths get into no statistics on the
fatalities of the bullfight.

A few of these provincial nouvilleros
get enough fights and enough experience
and develop enough talent, however, to
pick up a reputation of sorts, If they are
very lucky and likable, or have connec-
tions, or hump themselves—as some will
—to rich homosexuals in the capial,
then they get their shot. Listen to this.
At the beginning of the nouillada, six
new bulliighters are brought in every
Sunday to fight one bull each in the
Plaza Mexico. For six or eight weeks this
goes on. Perhaps 50 fighters never seen
before in Mexico have their chance.
Maybe ten will be seen again. The ten-
sion is enormous for each nouvtllero. If he
fails to have a triumph or attract out-
standing attention, then his years in the
provinces went for nothing. Back again
he will go to the provinces as a punish-
ment for failing to be superb. Perhaps he
will never fight again in the Plaza Mexi-
co. His entire life depends on this one
fight. And even this fight depends on
luck. For any noutllero can catch a poor
bull, a dull mediocre cowardly bull.
When the animal does not charge, the
bullfighter, unless possessed of genius,
cannot look good.

Once a novillero came into the Plaza
on such an occasion, was hit by the bull
while making his first pass, a verdnica,

(continued on page 211)



attire BY ROBERT L. GREEN

PLAYBOY’S FALL & WINTER FASHION FORECAST

SWINGING IN THE RAIN Our forecast begins with a stylish splash as three guys (and dalls) brave the wet in traditional, Eurapean and
avant-gorde cuterwear. From left: Fellow is avant-garbed in a dyed-calf fur coat, by Cezar, $700. His traditional-minded pal prefers a
roglan-sleeved waal tapcoat, by Hardy Amies U. S. A., $110. European-inclined lod digs a herringbane topcoat, by Hordy Amies U. S. A., $125.

THIS YEAR, we've divided our fall and winter clothing selections into three schools of sartorial thought—traditional,
European and avant-garde. Thus, the well-dressed urban male can compare styles and judiciously choose which type
of attire suits him best. Traditionally speaking, we predict that the bastion of clothing conservatism—the Ivy League
suit—will be resplendently updated to a bolder array of patterns and colors. Other changes in the League standings
will include the widening ol lapels and the deepening of vents, so that suit and sports coats can extend to new lengths of
stylishness. On the international fashion scene, coming transatlantic innovations will include a veddy British contour-
tailored cut in coats that should be worn with cuffless slacks that flare slightly at the bottom. Proceeding farther out,
you'll find this year's offerings in military- and Edwardian-inspired avant-garde garb ideal for creating an individual
—but not extreme—contemporary look, a look that could easily wind up as tomorrow’s traditional wear. For
further [ashion enlightenment on the coming trends in [all and winter apparel, check the action on these seven pages.

the dfg‘initive statement on the coming trends in menswear and accessories

FPHOTOGRAPHY BY ALEXAS URBA




COUNTRY SQUIRING Our fashionables inspect polo ponies and appurtenances just prior to the first chukker. Left fo right: Playing the role
of the traditional overseer, our man makes hay while wearing a longercut double-breasted wool sports jacket, $65, over corduroy slacks,
114 $17.50, both by Stanley Blacker; an oxford tweed buttondown shirt, by Hothawoy, $10, and a wool tie, by Toylor, $4. Avant-guordian




keeps in contact with close friend while sporting a cotton velvet sport suit that features a greotcoat collar and lapels, by Magnani for
Cezar, $120, warn over a wool-knit turtleneck, by Banff, $15. European-style bon vivant is stable stalwart in a worsted outercoat, $125,
and matiching shaped suit, $135, both by Fashion Park; a cotton oxford buttondown shirt, by Sero, $7.50, and a silk twill tie, by Hut, $4. 115
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SPORTING ENDEAVOR

A fine fall ofterncon finds our sartorial pacesetters casually attired as they tackle a friendly game of football.
From left to right: Traditional chap off the old block goes for a bengaline-rib wool-knit crew-neck pullover, $30, and a check-patterned

silk pocket square, $4, worn over wide-wale cotton corduroy stovepipe slacks, $38, all by John Weitz. Not-too-hard-charging fullback
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A
avant-guards the ball while wearing a ribbed wool-knit turtleneck with check wool front, $35, and maiching check wool low-rise slacks

with wide belt loops, $20, both by Catalina Martin. European-influenced gridmate makes action-stopping fashion play in a reversible giant-
rib wool-knit turtleneck, by Robert Lewis, $47.50, and cotton suede slacks with top pockets and contrasting belt, by Esquire, $22.



THREE-MAN SHOW At a fashianable metropolitan gallery, our elegantly garbed urbanites admire the work of sculptar Frank Gallo. Left
ta right: Artful traditionalist awaiting a glass of bubbly prefers an imported-warsted honeycomb-weave shaped suit, $110, a cotton shirt
118 with lang-point collar, $2, and a small-patterned silk tie, $6.50, all by Hardy Amies U.S. A. Avant-gardesman digging Gallo’s Lady Godiva-




like equestrienne is all ayes for o cotton ond acetate velvet shaped suit, by Clintan Swan, $85, that complements his English catfon shirt, by

Excello, $12, and houndstaoth-patterned wide silk tie, by Berkley, $5. European-schooled connoisseur sizes up the scene wearing o warsted
flannel windowpane plaid svit, $155, o cotfon braadclath shirt with spread callar, $12.50, and a waven silk tie, $7.50, all by Oleg Cossini. }]g
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CDNH.”EFB I TFE?SC[]% (continued from page 95)

O fearless drill tester.” Dr. Joseph Wei-
zenbaum of MIT tells the story of the
time he let his secretary start a type-
written conversation with his machine.
Afier a few sentences back and forth, the
dialog began to seem so personal and
private that she asked Dr. Weizenbaum
to please leave the room.

But there is an even deeper bond
between the men who use the computers
and the machines they use. Some men
lavish affection on their automobiles,
those metal creatures that have aug-
mented the mobility of the human leg
muscles. Some men are sentimentally
attached to their power tools, those
potent extensions of the human arm. The
computer scientists often take this same
fond attitude toward their marvelously
intricate, cunningly designed, mechani-
cally beautiful extensions of the human
brain. Many of them, indeed, believe
that the computers came along just in
time to save civilization from collapsing
under the weight of its own complexity
and are therefore not only the friends
but the saviors of man. “The trouble
with a world like ours,” says Professor
Robert Fano of MIT, “is that we will
soon need more experts to run it than
there are people. Only the computer
seems likely to keep us going.” This is a
sentiment shared by many thoughtful
observers of civilization who, without
any direct experience with computers,
have developed a grateful respect for
them. Professor Jacques Barzun of Co-
lumbia University, a noted humanist
who might be expected to resent the ma-
chines, has said, “I think computers are
perhaps the salvation of the welfare state
—particularly the overpopulated welfare
state in which we're all going to live.”

There is a persistent legend, of course,
that computers are not very smart—no
smarter, say, than an adding machine.
Faster, yes. Smarter, no. This is partly
the result of propaganda. The companies
that make these fantastic new machines
are all too painfully aware of what hap-
pened when the first wide-scale appli-
cation of labor-saving machinery was
begun in the factories of about a century
and a half ago: A group of determined
Englishmen called the Luddites, be-
lieving that the machines would throw
everybody out of work, set about system-
atically destroying them. If machines
that threatened to make human muscles
obsolete could arouse that much mass
resentment, the computer manufacturers
figure, then machines that threaten to
supersede the human brain may arouse a
good deal more. Computer makers con-
sistently put the knock on their own
products, which they like to cll, in the
words of one of them, “a tool and noth-
ing more."” They shudder to hear the ma-
chines compared with the human brain.

120 They even avoid the word “memory”;

they say that the machine has not a
memory but a “storage capacity.”

It is also true that, until recently, the
machines were not asked to behave in
any very intelligent fashion. When they
were first introduced, they were terribly
expensive to own or rent and to operate.
They were put to work only on jobs
where they could pay their own way—
and these were mostly clerical and
accounting jobs of the simplest kind,
where the machines did nothing spectacu-
lar but did it in enormous quantity and
at superhuman speed. A good example is
keeping track of magazine subscriptions
and printing the mailing labels.

Even today, most of the computers in
the world are performing routine tasks.
It is only when you go to the universities
and the experimental laboratories of the
manufacturers that you catch a glimpse
of the true possibilities—and see ma-
chines that can do well on human intelli-
gence tests, can converse intelligently,
can learn and can even teach. Yes, even
teach. One of the most exciting prospects
for the future is that all of us, however
lacking in engineering skill, will some-
day be able to operate a computer as
easily as we now operate our automo-
biles, because the computer itself will
show us how. It is only a matter of time,
you discover in the laboratories, before
all of us will have our homes hooked up
to what the scientists are calling “infor-
mation public utilities” and will have
brain power piped in just as we now have
electric power. What the world will then
be like staggers the imagination. But
more of this later.

As of this moment—the autumn of
1967—the most important fact about
computers is that they already are essen-
tial to civilization as we in America now
know it. They are only 20 years old;
they have been used mostly in obvious
and unimaginative ways; their real po-
tential has only been scratched—yet life
would not be the same without them.
You cannot have a nation as big, pros-
perous, active and mobile as the United
States, with 200,000,000 people in con-
stant interaction, without the computer.
The complexities of keeping the commu-
nications lines open, getting the goods
delivered, kecping the accounts and pay-
ing the bills represent too big a job for
the unaided human brain and hands.

The telephone system is a good exam-
ple. If every call still had to be handled
by an operator sticking plugs into a
switchboard, today’s volume of tele-
phone conversations, local and long dis-
tance, would be an intolerable strain on
the economy; it would take the services
of every woman now alive in the U.S.
Instead, the job is done by computers. To
those who doubt that the average man
will ever be using a computer, indeed,
the telephone system provides a clear

answer. Every one of us already has a
computer console in his own home—the
telephone dial or touch buttons—and we
use it every day to tap the amazing
resources of the computer. By dialing or
touching ten numbers, we manage with
the computer’s help to ring a telephone
all the way acoss the continent, any
time we feel like it.

If you are running a modern railroad
with tens of thousands of freight cars,
how do you know where any one of
those cars is at any given moment? You
don't—or didn't until recently. One rea-
son the railroad industry has fallen on
lean days is that the average freight car
has been used on an average of only a
little more than an hour a day and has
stood idle the rest of the time, waiting
for somebody to discover where it was,
put something in it and send it on its
way. Now the New York Central uses a
computer to keep an account of every
one of its cars, and the Association of
American Railroads is about to install a
computer that will keep wack of all
1,800,000 cars in the nation.

If you are running an airline with sev-
eral hundred flights a day and a thou-
sand or more ticket counters, how do
you keep track of reservations? You don't
—without a computer. Here American
Airlines pioneered, with its $30,000,000
system called SABRE, which serves all of
its offices, from Boston to San Diego.
SABRE tells the ticket derk immediately
if space is available on any particular
flight at any time within the next year;
it then reserves seats under the customer’s
name, remembers how to get in touch
with him and, when the time comes,
makes sure there are enough drinks and
food aboard to keep him happy. It even
corrects the kind of human error that
used to foul up the airlines’ plans almost
beyond redemption. John Smythe, on a
trip of many stops from coast to coast,
stops by a ticket counter to change the
date of his next flight. The clerk, as so
often happens, gets the name a little bit
wrong; he asks the computer about John
Smith. Without hesitation, the machine
says, in its own language, “Hold on,
buddy. I've got John Smythe, John
Schmidt, John Schmid and John
Smithfield—but no John Smith. Which
one did you mean?”” Other airlines have
quickly followed suit: Delta, as a side
line, now uses its computer’s excess ca-
pacity to sell tickets to the Atlanta
Braves’ baseball games.

Suppose you are an airplane manufac-
turer and have spent several billion dol-
lars to develop a new supersonic plane
that will further improve air travel by
carrying several hundred passengers from
New York to Los Angeles in a single
hour. To the pilot, the plane is a totally
new experience, for the cockpit from
which he scans the landing field is several
stories above the landing gear. And

(continued on page 204)
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A TOP Jazz LEADER has recorded an album called
If You Can’t Beat 'Em, Join 'Em!, in which he
does songs out of the pop-rock-folk bag of such
luminaries as Petula Clark, Bob Dylan and the
Beatles. Many rock groups are making jazzlike
improvisations central to their acts. A number of
combos have integrated jazz instrumentalists and
rock musicians. Jazz critics have begun nodding
approvingly in the direction of other contemporary
musical idioms. A national jazz magazine has
begun covering pop.

It has been that kind of year, with the bounda-
ries between pop and jazz becoming less and less
visible. No one, it appears increasingly obvious,
can tell where jazz leaves off and pop begins.
With this in mind, we have adjusted and
expanded our poll to encompass a much
broader spectrum of performers.

To vote in the 1968 Playboy Jazz &
Pop Poll, all you have to do is read the
simple instructions below., check off
your favorite artists and fill in your
choices for The Playboy Jazz Hall of
Fame and for Playboy's Records of
the Year, where indicated, and make
sure you forward the ballot to us. The
musicians chosen by the readers to make
up the 1968 All-Star Band will each re-
ceive the coveted Playboy Medal. Results
of our twelfth annual Playboy Jazz & Pop
Poll will appear in our February 1968 issue.

1. Your official ballot is on the foldout facing
the following page. A Nominating Board composed
of music editors, critics, representatives of the major
recording companies and winners of last year’s poll has
selected the artists it considers to be the most outstanding
and/or popular of the year. These nominations for the =%
Playboy All-Star Band should serve solely as an aid to your =
recollection of artists and performances, not as a guide on how \-.
to vote. You may vote for any living artist.

2. The artists have been divided into categories to form the
Playboy All-Star Band, so in some categories you should vote for

-
=,



more than one musician (e.g., four trumpets, four trombones, two alto saxes, two tenor saxes),
because a big band normally has more than one of these instruments playing in it. Be sure
to cast the correct number of votes, as designated on the ballot, because too many votes
in any category will disqualify all of your votes in that category.
3. If you wish to vote for an artist who has been nominated, simply place
an X in the box belore his name on the ballot; if you wish to vote for an artist
who has not been nominated, write his name on one of the lines provided at
: the bottom of the category and place an X in the box belore it.
\ 4. For leader of the 1968 Playboy All-Star Band, limit your choice to
\ the men who have led a big band (eight or more musicians) during the
past 12 months; for instrumental combo, limit your choice to groups
ol seven or fewer musicians.
5. Please print your name and address in the space at the
bottom of the last page of the ballot. You may cast only
one complete ballot in the poll, and that must carry
your name and address if your vote is to be counted.
6. Any instrumentalist or vocalist, living or
dead, is eligible for the Jazz Hall of Fame, except
for those previously elected: Louis Armstrong,
Count Basie, Dave Brubeck, Duke Ellington,
Ella Fitzgerald and Frank Sinatra. The top
three choices by our readers will be installed
in PLAYBOY's music pantheon.
7. Cut your ballot along the dotted line
and mail it to PLAYBOY JAZZ & POP
POLL, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois GOGL1.
Ballots must be postmarked before
midnight, October 15, 1967, in order
to be counted, so mail yours today.

NOMINATING BOARD: Can-
nonball Adderley, Louis Armstrong,
Bob Brookmeyer, Ray Brown, Dave
Brubeck, Charlie Byrd, Miles Davis,
Buddy DeFranco, Paul Desmond, Duke
Ellington, Ella Fitzgerald, Pete Fountain,
Stan Getz, Dizzy Gillespie, Lionel Hamp-
ton, Al Hirt, Milt Jackson, J. J. Johnson,
Henry Mancini, Charles Mingus, Wes Mont-
gomery, Joe Morello, Gerry M ulligan, Mimi
Perrin (Double Six of Paris), Oscar Peterson,
Buddy Rich, Diana Ross (Supremes), Frank
Sinatra, Nancy Wilson, Kai Winding, Si
Zenmer; Leonard Feather, Jazz Critug
Nat Hentoll, Jazz Critic; Dan Morgen-
stern, Editor, Down Beat; John Tynan,
Jazz Critic; George Wein, Independent
Record Producer; Michael Zwerin,
Jazz Critic; Nesuhi Ertegun, Atlan-
tic; David Axelrod, Capiwl; Teo
Macero, Columbia; Lester Koenig,
Contemporary; Milt Gabler, Decca;
Bernard Stollman, ESP-Disk; John
Driscoll 111, Fantasy; Robert Thiele,
Impulse; Richard Bock, Pacific Jazz;
Don Schlitten, Prestige; Brad McCuen,
RCA Victor; Stan Cornyn, Reprise.

COLLAGE BY RON BRADFORD















RLO, GREAT WHITE HUNTER, at mid-
A night, poked a bored finger (attached
to a bored hand attached to a bored arm
attached to a bored Arlo) toward Fred
MacMurray and Madeleine Carroll. It
could not be said there was viciousness or
even vindictiveness in the movement. But
as Von Clausewitz said in Volume II of
Vom Kriege, any positive action, even if
ultimately incorrect, is better than in-
decision and no action at all. Fred and
Madeleine were feigning animosity for
each other as Arlo poked the orF button.

They faded, it was still midnight, and
Arlo was horny. So he decided to go
shopping.

As a follow-up decision, he decided—
since he was going to be in a supermar-
ket anyway—to check the kitchen cabi
nets, to see what staples were vanishing.

Then he put on his stretch Levis and
a Swiss velour, went out to his dusty
eight-year-old Ausun-Healey, headed for
the statistically luckiest 24-hour super-
market, the Hollywood Ranch Market,
and went to Vine Street.

Arlo, Great White Hunter, at midnight
plus ten,

He trundled the cart, with the left rear
wheel that did not revolve, up and down
the aisles for a while, noting Signs of the
Times and the Advancement of Man As
Secen in His Artilacts:

Civilization’s greatest achievement—
Saran Wrap—now came in a roll pack-
age withknobs  (continued on page 179)

would you
do it for
A PENNY?

it looked like a sleeping
pill and bed for arlo,

the great white hunter;
then he spotted the girl
in the supermarket,

and the chase was on

fiction by harlan ellison
ANd haskell barkin

ILLUSTRATION BY ETIENME DELESSERT
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The intersection of Haight and Ashbury Streets in San Francisco is the pulsating epi-
center for the hippie shocks that have been felt throughout the world. Gurus Allen
Ginsberg and Timothy Leary (center left) embrace at a be-in. The poet has made

an easy transition from angry beatnik to joyous elder hippie and Leary has be-
come more mystically involved in his experiments with hallucinogens. Lysergic

acid diethylamide—"acid”"—has advanced from the unreliable sugar-cube

stage and can now be easily obtained in pills of uniform dosage (left).

a sympathetic portrait of those far-out and fanciful
west coast hippies, diggers and new lefiniks who
spark the action on today’s youth scene—and
generate bemused consternation among their elders

Two Flower Children (below left) set the tone for this most gentie of insur-
rections. Myriad blossoms bedeck the hair, clothes, cars and homes of the
psychedelic set, and the kids eagerly bestow bouquets on members of the
square world—most notably the fuzz, tourists and local businessmen. A cele-

brant (beflow) communes with light and air and water in the breath-taking Big Sur
country of northern California. The peaceful privacy of the area has attracted
the more meditative hippie groups that practice Eastern-flavored religious rites.




#2)) HERE SEEMED TO BE NO AIRPLANE. There was just this parachutist sailing down through a cloudless sky.
His face was masked. His chute was decorated with psychedelic-ecstatic colors. And below him, as he
sailed so free, 20,000 grokkers said Ooh and Ah. .

The occasion was the first Human Be-in on the Polo Tield of Golden Gate Park in San Francisco.
Tim Leary and Allen Ginsberg were there, the Hell's Angels were there, the Berkeley New Left politi('o.s
were there, the Provolike Diggers were there. There were children and parents, on a fine January day.
There were banners, fags, costumes, drums, incense, chimes, many San Francisco rock bands, feathers,
candles, heads and nonheads, families, lovers, heroes, animals, cymbals and symbols.

What was the cause? Just to grok and groove.

The police were absent. The crowd danced and played and loved each other all afternoon, and then Allen told them
to pick up their litter and they did and then they went home. Nearby, the lawyer who represents the Hell’s Angels in
their continual hassling with the police was engaged in a rugby match, his legal talents unneeded. The Diggers passed
out free food. Smiles and pats and kidding. Twenty thousand participants in the “Powwow, a Gathering of the Tribes
for a Human Be-in” remember this as a causeless, meaningless and beautiful moment in their lives. A kind of history was
truly made, an ecstasy, a memory of ecstasy and no police and no litter.

The whole thing was the conception of a couple of supergroovy wave makers. There have been succeeding epi-
sodes, and why not? All those bodies willing to be nice and knowing now, really knowing.

Where are these wave makers leading themselves and us? Should we follow? How can we follow? How can we not
follow? How can we follow and not follow, all at once, picking up our litter?

- - -

FREAKY DOINGS DOWN ON EARTH, WHICH IS ONE OF YOUR TOP TEN PLANETS. Why add “the wave makers,” another
instant cliché, to the churning mass of language? Do we need another bumper sticker, another button, another dirge or
snigger for the funny doings of the people who make the action? It is a matter of focus. After all, what are we standing
(m—peanut-butlcr—ﬂaw:rcd yogurt? These are the people who are floating up all sorts of alien kicks through the rock-
'n’-moil air. Some of them are developing products that will quickly be disposed of—rockets, missiles and youth itself.
Some of them are working on a style of drugged psychedelic expansion or tripping with music and dancing and natural
ease. “The Rise of the Uglies” would tell the story of the beards and the Goodwill Industry clothes and the haircut
boycotts, except that the uglies are not ugly. Their charm comes in lumps, but it is charm all the same.

They are spontaneous. “I used to live with him,” says the girl at a pary, pointing across the room to a guitarist, “but
now I live with him,” as her finger crooks two ways southward toward a bearded postman, who 1s sleeping with his head

From New York's Tompkins Square to San Francisco's Golden Gate Park (below), the love-in is continuous and each ecstatic
celebrant is the Wizard of his own Oz. The hippie's environment is total and McLuhanistic—he takes from it anything that will
aid his daily flights of freak-out fancy. The range of dress and activities is unlimited and a child's bubbles (below right)
can instantly provide a fragile, ephemeral sculpture whose floating grace captivates a joyful and eagerly enchanted crowd.




In fantasyland, the well-dressed voyager is psychedelically correct to the tip of his umbrella. Even more dazzling is the
Day-Glo bus of San Francisco’s Merry Pranksters. (The emblem on the flag represents a marijuana leaf.) A maiden (right)
grooves in flowery meditation. The warlike symbols of the Hell’'s Angels (bottom) stimulated the garish sartorial style of the
hippies. The stolid personage (bottom right) is Pigpen, percussionist for The Grateful Dead and a trend-setter in his own right.
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The prismatic frenzy of a light show at San Francisco State College (far left) counterpoints the improvised undulations of
a nude coed. Ravi Shankar, whose music has influenced the Beatles, brings the good vibrations of his sensuous sitar playing
to the Monterey Pop Festival. Also al the festival was a rock group (above) obviously weary of the name game that has obsessed
West Coast ensembles—this one called The Group with No Name. Dancers (below right) do their thing in the heady atmosphere
of the Fillmore Auditorium. A young hippie girl (below left) goes into temporary exile in the alien topless world to earn some bread.

on his mail sack. It is probably filled with
Social Security checks. “Do you have a bicycle?”

“How many speeds?”

“Nine. It’s Italian.”

She absorbs this interesting data with gleam-
ing eyes. Nine sp: s such a help getting up
hills. “Would you like me to live with you?”
she inquires. “Just for the weekend, I mean;
it’s such a drag making plans. But I do so love
a man with nine different speeds.”

They don’t want to be up tight. They don’t
want to he brought down. They don't throw
stones. They float out of the sky and keep the
messy airplane out of sight.

Their older brothers and sisters were called
beatniks, but the youths have other names now.
The Zazzeroni of Italy, the Raggaren of Stock-
holm, the Provos of Holland, the Ladybugs of
the Soviet Union, the Chuligans of Czecho-
slovakia, the Halbstarke of Austria, the Gamm-
ler of Germany, the Gamberros of Spain are
all their cousins. An International is being
created, with students and wandering loafers
and the nervous-breakdown people and the
remittance men and a few draft dodgers
providing a network of communication; plus
rumors, the telemouth; plus the conditions of
mdustrialization and hard fear of war and
disgust with mass culture that are settling over
the Western world. “Arise, ye prisoners of
affluence, arise ye pr d of the earth——-"
They let hair and beards grow, they find God
or godlessness ([anatic atheism is very close
to religion), they seek out motorcycles and
electronic music, they get high in a thousand
different ways, they like leather and /or Howers,
they question the traditional forms of work,
they question (lext continued on page 140)







Pot is the staple of the hippie diet and it is usually a shared pleasure, as in this Los Angeles pad (far left). Religious
eclecticism—stressing Eastern meditation and primitive Christian communality—is evident in the ““soul-touching” trance at-
tained by a young Haight-Ashbury painter and his wite (left). The beads he is wearing are the one necessary adornment in
the acid culture: In them, the artist presumably finds the inner light that enhances self-illumination and inspires creativity.

Physical exuberance is the kick at the free beach (left) in San Gregorio, California. There are neither rules nor membership
requirements for joining in the fun, and the Free Beach Movement is healthy and thriving, with new areas for nudeniks open-
ing all along the sunny West Coast. A paisley paint-in (above) precedes uninhibited swinging at a party in San Francisco.




Unabashed nudity, ear-zapping acid-rock,
strobe lights and redolent incense provide
a total mind blast at a party in the inner
regions of Psychedelphia (right). The
extreme energy input produces a fuse-
blowing electrification of the senses.
“A complete turn-on. If's absolute
...pure wipe-out!” says one girl
participant. “It's like an orgasm,

but it lasts longer. This is life,
everything else is death.”

The increasing ubiquity of

the sitar as a hippie in-

strument is evident alt an-

other party (below).

The hippie-discovered
psychedelic vividness of

the American flag is
demonstrated at a

Trips Festival in San

Francisco. The festival

was an indoor version of

a be-in, the only difference

being that stroboscopic

light pulsations replaced

the sun as a source of psy-

chic energy. A San Francisco

couple (far right) strolls the
Hashbury streets in the early

dawn. The boy's jacket reflects

the all-embracing leitmotif of the
hippies: Love—spiritual, physical

and nonpossessive love—is The
Answer. They say they seek a
world that is free of and unfettered

by money, rules or cops. As the
Beatles tell it, they want to go down to
Strawberry Fields Forever, where “noth-
ing is real, and nothing to get hung about.”
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NE MAY MORNING, a comely Tibetan maid-
O(:n was walking along a mountain path on
her way to a distant market. Noticing a figure
sitting beside the road and remembering her
mother’s warnings about the impulsiveness of
men, she hesitated. But then. observing by
his red robe and belled hat that he was a
monk, she felt she had nothing to fear and
went forward, only bowing her head in
recognition of his holiness.

What was her surprise, then, as she drew
abreast of him, when the holy man suddenly
fixed his burning gaze upon her and, leaping
up, seized her in his emaciated arms! With-
out a word, he threw her down onto a bank
of mountain flowers, flung up her skire and
prepared to make on her virgin body a
miighty assault!

However, the girl was sturdy and the holy
man, {rom long fasting, was lean as a moun-
tain ree. She managed to tear herself from
his Irenzied clasp and ran back down the
path to her home,

There she panted out her story to her
mother and o the neighbors who crowded
around. Out of the corner of her eye, she
could see Dugpa, the young vak driver who
was desperate to marry her. He had been
refused by her parents as not well-to-do
enough; but the burning love in his eves had
fanned her feclings and she dreamed of being
held in his strong arms. Now she was pleased
to see the indignation mounting in a red flush
along his high, tanned checkbones.

But her mother’s indignation was different.
Instead of the praise the girl expected for her
hearty delense ol her virtue, she met con-
demnation. “He was a holy man! Inspired by
God! You should have done whatever he
wished! Now go back up the path and tell
him that whatever he wishes, vou will do!”

The girl hesitated, protesting, and while
she and her mother argued, Dugpa slipp(:(l
out of sight. Then he ran furiously up the
path along the mountain till he saw the holy
man. At whatever cost o his soul, he was
prepared to prevent the monk’s seizing the
treasurce he had so long coveted for himself.

The redrobed figure was again seated,
motionless, as the girl had described. Dugpa
bowed hastily. “O holy one,” he cried, “il the
maiden returns, what will you doz”

“Nothing,” the holy man replied calmly.

“But—you seized her—you wanted——"

“It is o late now,” said the holy one,
“When she first came up the path, I per-
ceived the spirit of our former lama passing
through the air. Unfortunately, he died with-
out mastering the disciplines of his rank.
Such a man cannot conurol the conditions of
his rebirth. His resuess spint is drawn irre-
sistibly into the womb 1o be born again when
two creatures in his presence come together
in sexual union. From compassion, I wished
to provide him with a suitable reincarnation.
But alas—when the girl fled. a couple of
jackasses met on the path and copulated. The
divine moment passed. It 1s now oo late——"

“Too late!” the young lover cried joy-
fullv. His maiden was safe. But the monk
would tell her what had happened—and to
be replaced by a jackass Surely that was
too much for any proud-spirited girl to bear!

the lust
of the
holy man
Ribald Classic

from a Tibetan
folk tale

“Too late [or the wandering spirit,” Dugpa
cried, “but not too late for me! O holv one!
Would you grant me a favor? In return I will
supply you with yak butter and tea for a
month! Only trade clothes with me for hall
an hour and meditate a little [arther awav?”

Perhaps the holy one would have refused,
but the yourth was large and strong. In any
event, in only a few minutes, their clothes
were indeed exchanged, and a different
monk sat motionless, dust smeared on his
Face under the wide-brimmed hat,

Meantime, the maid came back up the
path, at frst slowly, both terrified and
tempted by the thought of famitial and divine
sanction for an act she had secretly dreamed
about. When she came near the place where
she had left the holy one, she was almost
running. Suppose, in his despair, he was
already gone! But there he sat, in the same
spot, in the same position of meditation as
when she had seen him first, face hidden by
his hat. She slowed her steps and at last
stood before him, head modestly lowered.

"O holy one,” she murmured, “I have
returned. I am your servant. Do whatever
your spirit impels you to do.”

What his spirit impelled him to do was to
bear her down onto the bank of mountain
flowers—but this time with so much vigor
that even if she had resisted, she would have
been powerless. She did not resist—and feel-
ing but a short pain and a mounting pleasure,
she sent up a prayer of thanks for the wise
counsel ol her mother. The bells on his hat
rang merrily—till at last it fell from his head.

It was only then, when their bliss was
complete, that she recognized, through the
sweatstreaked dust on his face and by the
springing black hair now revealed, the fea-
wres of her long-dreamed-about lover,

“Oh!” she gasped. “I thought you were the
holy man!”

Then, since she had been trained to truth-
fulness, she added softly, “I am glad you arc
not—for il you had been, I would no doubt
have encountered you one time only.”

The yak driver smiled and proceeded to
prove to her that one encounter was the
furthest thing from his thoughts,

At last, spent and dreamy-eyed, she re-
turned to her home and recounted the tale of
the need of the wandering spirit, as Dugpa
had instructed her to do.

Since, as a result, she was no doubt preg-
nant with a future lama, her parents decided
that it was only fitting that she be married.
And since Dugpa was the only available con-
tender, they withdrew their objections to his
suit. So she and Dugpa stood bencath the
marriage canopy.

Nine months later, she was delivered of a
strong and well-formed bov. When the child
was three years old, he was put to the test by
the monks traveling the land in search of a
successor to the deceased lama. It is strange,
but true, that this child picked out the former
lama’s possessions unerringly from a gicat
assortment of objects, and thus was hailed as
the new Lima.

What the jackass delivered, no man has
yet recorded.

—Retold by Kenneth Marcuse m 139



PLAYBOY

property and making out, they question
their parents bitterly, they look for their
brother and sister souls. In many different
ways and with no great unity of action—
this is not an organized movement—they
are making ripples and waves from which
cven their elders are learning. Their
styles catch on. Whar they emulate is be-
ing emulated by their elders. They are
tuning in and they are taking over.

If a capsule signal is needed for what
the wave mikers are turning against in
the world of their fathers, it can be
found in a paragraph from a column
written in Vietnam by Stewart Alsop for
The Saturday Evening Post, January 7,
1967:

“We've killed a lot of friendly
people, and I'm real sorry,” said a
sad-faced American colonel who is
an advisor to the Viemmamese army
here. “But, like Sherman said, "War
is hell.” ™

The wave makers are not content with
Sherman’s famous remark. They may
want to do nothing more about the war
in Vietnam than evade it themselves, but
it feeds their sense that a take-over
generation—theirs—is required.

Student revolts are a serious matter,
with politdcal implications, meaning to
change our ways about race, Vietnam,
the abstract, hard-edged quality of edu-
cation, the wroubles of work, The revolu-
tionists ask: What are we training for?
IWhy? They express the post-Kennedy
slump n national morale. Where are we
at? Who puts us here? Why? Time passes,
we grow old and die; or perhaps no
time passes and we die anyway—is that
allz Why? What mean your duties,
moralities, wars?e Where are we at, old
folks? Your way is unplugged.

For some, it's simply good 1o get back
at Mommy and Daddy. or 1o revive the
old AMarxism of that prehistory, the Thir-
ties, or to put panty raids and Castro in
the same Savio blender. They are all
decent law-evading people.

The rules ol habit, tradition and
authority are eroded. The threats that
kept those rules in force—the punish-
ment of God, preégnancy or disinherit-
ance—have been  eliminated by  the
dimming out ol religion, the pill and the
erosion of the old [amily structures, One
ol the dangers of the new youth sivle is
formation of what critic Harold Rosen-
berg has called “the herd of independent
minds.” The opportunity. however. is to
mike a new tradition of the tradition of
the new.

The beatniks of ten vears ago seemed
to be triumphantly the victims of all they
surveyed. They dropped out arrogantly;
they preached poverty, ease, the reign of
love and, somewhat stammeringly, crea-

140 tivity. They wore the old clothes, but not

(continued from page 133)

magic clothes. Their hipster opposite
numbers dressed sharp bue i unilorm. If
they marched to a different drummer,
they all secemed to march 1o the same old
different drummers. Paralyzed by the
ides of Ike, they alternately slumbered
and slouched or rode off on wild Dexe-
drine highs, bopping a bit, and then
returned to mattresses chez each other.
They were nihilism’s Organization Men.

The wave makers are lineal descend-
ants of the Beats, in much the same way
that Ehizabethan England was composed
of the lineal descendants of the Anglo-
Saxon berry caters who painted their
rumps blue and lived in wees along
about the time Aristophanes was writing
his satires on  Socrates. Though the
word “dropout”™ has become popular, it is
certainly wruc that- the Beats really
dropped out in a way that the wave
makers have not. They are busy design-
ing clothes, making movies, protesting
the civil rights slothfulness and the
nonfloating U. S. aireraft carrier that is
the peminsula of Vietnam. They have
blooming on their minds. They are
present in the now. They are sometimes
not here when you want them, but at
least they are there. They set styles,
Carnaby-Mod-Rock, and they capture
philosophies—Marshall  McLuhan, who
plays Polonius to their Hamlets; Dr.
Timothy Leary, who plays ghost on the
parapets. They are the descendants of
the Beats, but with new drugs, new toys,
new fads and new sex.

They fill nime with movement, space
with gadgets, sound with volume and
amplification, message with medium,

The traditional Western pautern for
both personal lives and the history of a
time requires a beginning, a middle and
an end. We are born, we struggle, we
die. There are climaxes, irregularities,
tragic intensities. The circle is complered
and then the circde starts alresh. But
now, with bombs and fallout and war,
with the powerlessness of will in a mass
society, life does not seem 1o be so sim-
ply plotted. The pattern has gone pecul-
iar, with paisley spirals and whorls. A
new vision has gained a hold on the chil-
dren, An on-going-with-ness, a stasis, a
dropping out of time and a tuning in to
perpetuity—these express the alternative
ideals out of the East. the tube and his-
tory. The vision is not freshly invented.
There has always been this element in
Chnistian and Jewish mysticism: in fact,
in all mysticisms. But as a popular style,
it has taken new roots in the generation
now voung and active.

The willingness of so many of the
most vital and energetic of the voung o
give up the sense ol history, hope for the
future, is understandable but unusual.
What a French psychologist has called
“la crise d'originalité juvénile”—"the

crisis of adolescent originality” used to
mean a youthful bursting of the bonds
toward new achievements: ambition and
lusi—and art, money, power, creative
expression of personality. hope for society.
The Wanderjahy of the 19th Century
scholar-poet, the adventuring of the trou-
badour youth, the killing of the father
in the primal horde: There are plenty of
examples in history and in myth. Change
meant change, and youth did it. The
new  psychedelic  mode—digging  the
scene—is an odd reversal of this pattern.
But of course the wave makers, those who
define the scene, are finding their road to
originality, their whorly path homeward
to the tradition of novelty.

The Soviet poet Eviushenko's evoca-
tion ol Mayakovsky's revolver—to Kkill
the conformists, to kill untruth, hawred
and cruclty—is also an evocation of that
samne revolver with which Mayakovsky
killed himself. If he hadn’t commirtied
suicide, very likely Stalin would have
had him murdered. The revolver of
Evtushenko and Mavakovsky is the re-
volver of angry, hasty, wasteful youth;
and an echo of it can be found in the
name of the Beade album filled with
sweet love songs and ironic nudges:
Revolver.

The stony hipsters of the slums, the
hang-loose protesters of the stafus quo,
the wet-eyed psychedelic lovers (1 love!
I'm beautiful!™) are different in many
ways, but they are similar in the hope of
grooving and grokking. To groove means
to swing; groovy means good, in the
swing, with it, there. Grok is a word
from a science-fiction novel by Robert A.
Heinlein, Stranger in a Strange Land,
grok means to dig, to go in calm ecstasy,
to relish what is before you. These de-
cent people are eagerly grokking. They
don't want to smuggle in or buy illegal
marijuana; they want to declare it legal;
but in the meantime, they fecl they must
fight the liquor lobby and help remove
the smell of beer from places where men
gather. “Junkies” for them are the old
folks who accumulate junk out of adver-
usements; addicas are those who swing
with a medicine chest full of pills; the
insane are the politicians who run whole
populations with fire and bombs; the
weird are those whose sexual hang-ups
include swift sorties with the girl at the
sales convention or the neighbor's wife.
The only thing they admit is that these
strange and nongroovy people have tem-
porary control of things.

The turbulence of youth is eternal;
nothing unique to this fact. Their boiling
and trouble accompany all the changes
of civilizations, both the creative and the
destructive ones. What gives it a special
poignancy and risk today is that it has
caused a punch-drunk unsteadiness of the
balancing older generation. The wave
makers seem to be asking the ruling

(continued on page 190)




“The man I marry must be able to think big, Mr. Higby.”
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Leather accessaries o grace your den or study. Caunterclackwise from 11 o'clack: Cawhide-covered barameter, from Rigaud, $100. Cowhide
wall cavering, from F. Schumocher, avoiloble thraugh decorators. Shelf with leather belts, Americon Designers Galleries, $75. On shelf:
Woxed-cowhide products include: Drink tray, $10, highball glosses, $5 each, lorge tankard, $11.50, small tonkard, $6, laving cup, $11.50, ond
dice cup, $8.25, oll from Tex Ton Welhausen. Belaw shelf: Woxed-cowhide water/wine pitcher ond twa-hondled drinking pitcher, both from
Tex Ton Welhausen, $35 each. Cowhide-cavered ice tangs, $6, ice bucket, $35, and crystal decanters in troy, $42.50, oll from Bosco.
Cawhide foatlacker, fram Mareddi, $240. Cawhide baak ends, from Basca, $23.50. Leather custom-bound boaoks include: The U.S. Mint & Cain-
oge, $100, Cassell's Spanish-English-English-Spanish Dictionory, $90, and Audubon's The Birds of America, two volumes, $400, all from St. Crispin
Bindery. Elephantskin stool, from Hunting World, $65. Cowhide-cavered aftaché cose comes equipped with gaming gear ond croupier’s stick,
fram Dunhill, $300. Pigskin footstool, from Abercrombie & Fitch, $70. Hondsome cowhide miniatures include: Opel auta, $15, 1896 Landan cab,
$20, ond Western stogecoach, $30, oll from Rigaud. Lecpardskin rug, fram Hunting World, $1500. Leother pocket cigor cose, fram Dunhill,
142 $4.50. Woxed-cawhide pipe rack, fram Tex Tan Welhousen, $14. Pigskin-covered pipes lined with meerschoum, from Dunhill, $12.50 each.
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Cowhide-covered butane table lighter, by Bosca, $15. Waxed-cawhide-covered ashtray, from Tex Tan Welhausen, $9. Leather-cavered
tobacco jor, from Rigaud, $12.50. Cowhide humidor, fram Bosca, $50. Suede smoking jacket, by Breier of Amsterdam, $95. Shoeharn with calfskin-
cavered handle, fram Marshall Field & Co., $9.50. Cawhide dresser organizer, by Bosca, $27.50. Calfskin address book, fram Mark Crass, $34.50.
Cawhide paperweight, by Basca, $5. Calfskin nate pad with letter opener, $34.50, desk-and-pocket eyeglass case, $22, and pen stand with pens,
$55, all fram Mark Cross. Double-compartment cigarette/card bax in morocco leather and zebraskin, from Hunting World, $20. Calfskin writing
cose and desk pad, from Mark Cross, $70. Cawhide letter-opener case with opener and scissars, by Bosca, $19.50. Calfskin desk file bax, $55,
plus lid with handle, $20, both from Mark Crass. Leather-covered liquor case, with repraduction of antique maop on lid, glasses included, from
Loyal Gift Products, $55. Waxed-cawhide umbrella stand, from Tex Tan Welhausen, $50. Arflex of Milano lounge chair in top-grain cawhide in-
cludes reading light, reading stand [not shown), telephone, note pad, ashtray and adjustable side pockets, $2200, ottoman, $440 exira, both fram
Moreddi. Our supple studymate daodles aon a cowhide memo pad, by Bosca, $17.50, while wearing a garment-tanned cawhide hip-hugger
outfit, by John Brown, $85. By her feet is o cowhide and brass magazine stand and/ar portable portfolio, made in France, from Rigaud, $75.
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COMPUTERS / THER LIMITATIONS

two. When the hall-gutted director and
his fellow conspirators skulked out of bed
the next morning and focused smolder-
ing eyes on their newspapers, they at last
recognized the obscure little facts that
had saved their professional lives:

An electronic computer, no matter
how big or how expensive or how gor-
geously bejeweled with flashing lights or
how thoroughly crammed with unpro-
nounceable components, is no smarter
than the men who use it. Its answers can
never be better than the data and formu-
las that are programed into it. It has no
magical insights of its own. Given inade-
quate data and inexact formulas, it will
produce the same wrong answers as a
man with an aching head and an adding
machine. It will produce them in a more
scientific-looking manner, that’s all.

Over the past ten yews, it has been
fashionable 1o call these great buzzing,
clattering machines “brains.” Science-
fiction writers and Japanese moviemakers
have had a lovely time with the idea.
Superintelligent machines take over the
world! Squish people with deadly squish
ays! Hypnotize nubile girls with horri-
ble mind rays, baby! It’s all nonsense, of
course. A computer is a machine like any
other machine. It produces numbers on
order. That's all it can do.

Yet computers have been crowned
with a halo of exaggerated glamor, and
the TV election-predicting circus is a
classic example. The Columbix Broad-
casting  System got into this peculiar
business back in 1952, using a Reming-
ton Rand Univac. The Univac did well.
In 1956, for instance, with 1/27 of the
popular vote in at 9:15 p.n., it predicted
that Dwight Eisenhower would win with
56 percent of the votes. His actual
share turned out to be 57.4 percent, and
cverybody said, “My, my, what a clever
machine!” The Univac certainly was a
nicely wrought piece of engincering, one
of the two or three fastest and most
reliable then existing. But the credit for
msight belonged 1o the political experts
and mathematicians who told the Univac
what 1o do. It was they, not the ma-
chine, who estimated that il Swamp-
water County went Democratic by X
percent, the odds were Y over Z that the
rest of the state would go Democratic by
N-plus:N percent. The Univac only did
the routine arithmetic.

Which escaped  attention. By the
1960s, the U. S. public had the idea that
some kind of arcane, unknowable, hyper-
human magic was soldered into com-
puters—that a computerized answer was
categorically better than a hand-cranked
answer. As the TV newworks and
hundreds of other businesses realized,

144 computers could be used to impress

(continued from page 94)

people. A poll prediction looked much
niore iccurate on  computer print-out
paper than in human handwriting. But,
as became clear at least to a few in 1966,
it's the input that counts. Honeywell
programing expert Malcolm Smith says:
“You feed guesswork into a computer,
you get beautiful neat guesswork back
out. The machine conwains no Auto-
matic Guess Rectifier or Factualizing
Whatchamacallit.”

The fact is, computers are monumen-
tally dense—"so literal,” says Smith, “so
inflexible, so Hat-footed dumb that it
sometimes makes you want to burst into
tears.” Smith knows, for he spends his
life trying to make the great dimwits
cogitate. To most people, however,
compuiers are metallic magic, wonderful,
tireless, emotionless, infallible bratins that
will finally solve mankind’'s every prob.
lem. Electronic data processing (EDP) is
the great fad of the 1960s and perhaps the
costliest fad in history. Companies big
and small, universities. Government agen-
cies are tumbling over one another in a
gigantie scramble for the benehits of EDP,
They believe EDP represents, an last,
instant  solutions 1o problems they've
wrestled with for decades: problems of
information flow, bookkeeping, inventory
control. And they're hounded by dreams
of status. To have a computer is “in.”
Even if you're a scrufty little company
that nobody ever heard of, you must
have a computer. Businessmen meeting
at conventions like to drop phrases such
as "My EDP manager wold me” and
“Our programing boys think,” and watch
the aestfallen looks of uncomputerized
listeners. 4 &

It's a great business to be in. Computer
makers shipped some 8000 machines
in 1965 and 13,700 (8.75 billion dollars’
worth) in 1966, There are over $0.000
computers at work in the country today
and there will be (depending on whose
guess you listen o) as numy as 100,000
by 1975. It’s a boom business in which
young salesmen can buy Cadillacs and
Porsches. while their college classmates
in other professions are still eating
canned  beans  in  oneand-a-hall-room
flats. The salesmen don’t neced any un-
usual qualifications to strike it rich: just a
two- or threc-year apprenticeship, a sin-
cere hard handshake, a radiating aware-
ness of belonging to an elite group and a
good memory for a polysyllabic vocabu-
lary. (You don’t sell machines; vou sell
“systems” or “systems concepts,” or “inte-
grated functional solid-state logic sys-
tems concepts.” They seem to cost more
that way.)

The salesmen are all business. They
sell machines on a severely pragmatic
level, maybe exaggerating their prod-

ucts” worth sometimes but, in general,
avoiding any unbusinesslike talk about
“superbrains.” Computer manufacturers
as a whole, in fact. avoid such talk. To
their credit, they have strugeled from
the beginning to keep things in perspec
tive, have publicly winced when imagi-
native journalists compared computers
with that odd gray mushy siuff inside
the human skull. “Don’t call them
brains! Please, please don’t call them
brains!” shouted IBM scientist Dr. Arthur
Samuel at a reporter once. “Bur lis-
ten,” said the reporter, “don’t they i
“No, they dont!" howled Samucl.
“Whatever youre going to say they do,
they don’t!” (Samuel, now at Stanford
University, had won unwanied fame for
programing an IBM machine o play
checkers.) “Compurers are just extremely
last idiots,” says logician-mathematician
Richard Bloch, a former Honeywell vice-
president now working with Philadel-
phia's Aucrbach Corporation. Bloch, a
lean, dark, ferociously energetic man
who smokes cigars incessantly, first tan
gled with the machines in the early
1940s, when he helped run Harvard
University's historic Mark 1. “On second
thought, ‘idiots’ is the wrong word. It
suggests some innate thinking capacity
gone wrong. Computers have no think-
ing capacity at all. They're just big shiny
machines. When will people learn that
machines don’t think?”

Maybe never, though men like Bloch
never tire of saying so. “A computer can
multiply umpteen umpteen-digit num-
bers a second,” says Bloch, “but this is
only blind manipulation of numbers, not
thinking. To think about a problem,
you've got to understand it. A computer
never undeistands a problem.”

Arthur  Samuel, for instance, tells
about an early checkersplaying experi-
ment. A British computer was given a
simple set of rules in arithmetical form.
Among other things, it was told that a
king is worth three points, an uncrowned
piece one point. It plaved an ordinary
undistinguished game until its human
oppouent maneuvered a  piece within
one move ol being crowned. Then 1he
michine seemed to go mad.

Somewhere in its buzing eclectrical
inmnards, a chain of “reasoning” something
like this took place: “Oh, my goodness!
If my opponent gets his piece into the
king's row, he'll gain a three-point king
where he had only a one-point man
before, In effect, this means I'll lose two
points. What'll I doz (buzz, buzz . . )
Ah! I'll sacrifice one of my uncrowned
picces. The rules say he must take my
piece if I offer it. and this will force him
to use his move and prevent him from
getting his man crowned. I'll have lost
only one point instead of two!”

So the cunning computer sacrificed a
man. The human player took it. The
situation was now cxactly the same as it
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had been before. so the computer slyly
sacrificed another man. And so on. Piece
by piece, the unthinking machine wiped
itsell out.

The computer had proved itself able
to manipulate some of the arithmetical
and logical formulas of checkers. But it
had failed in one supremely important
way. It simply didn't understand  the
game. It didn't masp what no human
novice ever needs to be told: that the
basic object of a game is to win.

The wouble with computers is that
they seem to be thinking., While cars,
lawn mowers and other machines perform
casily understood physical tasks, com-
puters seem to be working with abstract
thoughts. They aren’t, ol course; they
are only switching clectric cinrents along
preordained  paths. But  they produce
answers to questions, and this gives them
a weird brainlike quality.

]“cuplc eXpect 100 much of them, as
a result, and this seriously worries some
scientists. The late Norbert Wiener,
coiner of the term “cybernetics,” was pat-
ticularly worried about the increasing
use ol computers i military decision
making. Referring to machines that can
manipulate the logical patterns of a game
without understanding it. he once wrote
that computers could win some future
nuclear war “on points . . . at the cost ol
every interest we have at heart.” He con-
Jured up a nighunansh vision of a giant
computer printing out “WAR  WON:
ASSIGNMENT COMPLETED . “and then
shutting itself down, never to be used
again, because there were no men left on
ciarth to use it

Secretary of Delense Robert 5. McNa-
mara has hinted at similar worries in the
years-long argument about owr [amous
(but so far nonexistent) Nike-X missile-
delense system. Neither [ull-fledged hawk
nor dove, McNamara Livors a leisurcly
and limited building of Nike bases, He
wants the U.S. to have some delense
against a possible Russian or Chinese
balhisticmissile attack, but he fears that
an all-out missile-building program will
involve us in a ghastly game of nuclear
leapirog with the Soviets—the 1wo sides
alternately  jumping  ahcad ol  each
other in countermeasures and counter-
countermeasures  until the radioactive
ct. One wouble with missile and anu-
missile systems, as McNamara once ex-
pressed it to a group of reporters, is that
“the bigger and more complex such sys-
tems get, the more remote grows man's
control of them.” In a nuclear-missile
war, so many things would happen so
Tast, so much data would have to be in-
terpreted in so limited a time that hu-
man brains could not possibly handle the
job. The only answer for both the U.S.
and Russia in a missile arms race would
be increasing reliance on  automatic
control—in other words, on computers.

The last war might, in [act, be a war

146 between computers. It would be a coldly

efficient war. no doubt. A logical war:
Score 70.000,000 deaths for my side, 60
megadeaths for vour side; I'm ahead:
your move, pal. How could we convey to
the machines our totally illogical feelings
abour life and death? A country is made
of people and money. and the people
may properly be asked to give their lives
for their country, yet a single human life
is worth more than all the money in the
world. Only the human brain is flexible
enough to assimilate conradictions such
as this without blowing a [use.

A large modern computer can literally
perform more arithmetic in an hour
than cmn a foothall stadivm full of
human mathematicians in a liletime, and
it makes sense to enlist this lightning-
fast electronic help in national delense.
“But,” said Norbert Wiener shortly be-
fore he died in 1964, “let us always keep
human minds in the decision loop some-
where, if only at the last ‘yes' or ‘no.”

The U.S. Ballistic Missile Early
Warning System (BAMEWS) is an exam-
ple of the Kind of sctup that worried
Wiener. Its radar eyes scan sky and
space. Objects spotted up there are ana-
lvzed automatically to determine whether
they are or arcn’t enemv nussiles. The
calculations performed by computers—
distance of the objeas. direction, check-
ofi against known cralt—iake place in
Iractons of a second, far faster than
human thought. Tt all works beauti-
lully most of the time, and this has led
some enthusiasts to suggest going one
step further in automation. “If BMEWS
cin spot enemy missiles by itsell,” they
say. “why not hook up one more wire
and have BMEWS launch owr missiles?”
But U.S. military chiels have so far
agreed with Norbert Wiener. There is a
subtlety in the human brain that no
computer seems likely ever 1o duplicate.

A few vears ago, an officer was moni-
toring a BMEWS computer station in
the Arctic. It was night. The rest of the
staff was in bed. Suddenly, the computer
exploded mte acuion. Lights flashed,
a printer chawered, tape rveels whirled,
The ofticer gaped, horrified. The ma-
chine was signaling a massive missile
attack,

There are self-checking devices and
“redundant” networks in the BMEWS,
as in any other large computer system,
and the ofhcer had no logical reason to
suspect a mechanical by

kdown. There
could be littde doubt that the computer
was actually reporting what its [ar-flung
radar eyes saw. The oflicer’s orders were
clear: In an event like this, he must send
a message that would mobilize military
installations all over the United States.
Global war was only minutes away.
‘1he ofhicer hesitared. Questioned later,
he couldn’t explain why. He could
only say, “It didn't feel right.” And he
gambled time to wake other staff mem-
bers. One of them dashed outdoors to
look at the cold, clear, starlit Arctic sky,

ran back indoors. examined the comput-
er's print-out, confeived with the others.
Standing there in that antiseptic room
lull of shiny electronic equipment, the
small knot of men made what may have
been the most important decision in all
the history of the world 1o date. They
decided 10 wait.

They waited 30 awful seconds. The
missile attack came no closer.

The ofhicer’s feeling had been correct.
This was no missile attack. Unaccounta-
bly, through a freakish tangle of circum-
stances that should never have happened
and could not have been predicied and
wis not Tally unraveled unul weeks later,
the computer and its eyves had locked
onto something quite without menace:
earth’s friendly companion and goddess
ol love, the moon. peacelully coming up
over the horizon. If computers alone had
handled the affair, the earth might now
be a smoldering radioactive ander. Be-
cause ol a man and lus slow, suange
human  brain  and  1ts  unfathomable
inwition, we are all still here.

When a computer makes a mistake,
it’s likely 10 be a big one. In a situation
where a man would stop and say, “Hey,
something’s wrong!” the machine blindly
rushes ahead because it lacks the man's
general awareness of what is and 1sn’t
reasonable in that particular situation;
such as the time when a New York bank
computer, supposed o issue a man a divi-
dend check for $162.40, blandly mailed
him one [for 51.624.000; or the 1ime
when a computer working for a publish-
ing company shipped a MAassachusetts
reader six huge cartons neatly packed
with several hundred copies ol the same
book; or the time when an IBM machine
was constructing i mathematical “model”
of a new Air Force bomber that would
fly auwomaucally a [lew dozen feet
oft the ground. Hallway through the
figuring, it became apparent thac the
computer was solemnly guiding its im-
aginary aircralt along 2 course some five
lect below the ground. (“Goddamn it,”
roared General Curtis LeMay at one of
the scientists, I asked lor an airplane,
not a plow!”) Or the time when

Well, everybody makes mistakes. In
seneral. societv is most worried about
mistakes made by war computers in the
BMEWS sivle. for the potential result of
a mistake in this held is the end ol the
world. Fearful imaginings such as Fail-
Safe have expressed this fear, and most
U.S. military planners share the fear
and are cautious in their approach o
compurers. Bur no such colossal danger
haunts computer users in science and
business; and in these two helds, the
great dumb machines have been pushed
willy-mlly into all kinds of applications
—some more sensible than others. A
New York management-consultant firm,
McKinsey and Company, exhaustively
studied computer installations in 27 big
manufacturing companies four years ago
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and found that only nine were getting
enough benefits to make the machines
pay.

“Sometimes computers are used for
prestige purposes, sometimes as a means
of avoiding human responsibility,” says
computer  consultant  John  Diebold.
Dichold, at 41, is a millionaire and an
internationally soughtafter expert on
“automation” (a term he coined in the
early 1950s). “Scientists and executives
have discovered that it’s impressive to
walk into a meeting with a ream of com-
puter printout under vour arm. The
print-out may be utter nonsense, but it
looks good, looks exact, gives vou that
secure, infallible [-eling. Later, if the
decision you were supposed 1o make or
the theory you were propounding turns
out to be wrong, you simply blame the
computer or the man who programed it
for you.”

Professor David Johnson of the Uni-
versity of Washington is another well-
known computer consultant who worries
about what he calls “the mindless ma-
chines.” He is amused by the fact that
his engineering students seek status by
using IBM cards as bookmarks—just as,
20 years from now. thev will seek it by
buying IBM machines for their compa-
nics. He praises computers for their
ability to mamipulate and organize
huge masses ol data at huge speeds.
But, “What the computer does,” he says,
“is 1o allow us 10 believe in the myth of

objectivity.” The computer “acts without
excessive hesitation, as if it is sure, as if
it knows. . . " A man who isn’t sure can
olten make people think he is. simply by
coming up with a bundle of factual-
looking print-out. He hides his own bad
brainwork, says Professor Johnson, by
“sprinkling it with eau de computer.”

Worse, Professor Johnson says, the
growing availability ol computers tends
to make some researchers in scientilic
institutions avoid problems that don't
lend themselves 1o machine handling:
Problems involving human values, prob-
lems of morality and aesthetics, subtle
problems that can't be wanslated into
arithmetic and punched into those neat
little snip-cornered cards—all these get
left out of the calcularions. The tendency
15 to wrench reality around and hammer
it into a nice square shape so the inflexi-
ble machines can swallow it. Professor
Johnson glumly cites the case of a
computer-headed robot recently  devel-
oped by a major agricultural-research
center 10 pick tomatoes. It clanks along
briskly, picking the juicy red fruits faster
than a whole gang of human workers.
The only wrouble is, its blind, clumsy
fingers break the tomatoes’ skins. The
agricultural scientists are now trying to
solve the problem. By making the robot
more gentle? No, by developing thicker-
skinned 1omatoes.

“It simply isn’t accurate 1o call these
machines “dever,”” says Robert Cheek, a

chief of the Westinghouse Tele-Computer
Center near Piusburgh. This is one of
the biggest computer installations in
the world, designed to handle Westing-
house’s huge load of corporate clerical
and accounting work, and it generaies
science-fictionish visions of an office of
the (if the ciché may be pardoned)
[uture. It's an entire modernistic building
housing almost nothing but computing
equipment. Clerks and sccretaries who
once populated it have been crowde:d
out, and now it smells like the nside of
a new car. Bob Cheek, a slight, mild
nitn, looks small and lonely as he paces
among the square whining monsters;
and it is empting o imagine that the
machines have subjugated him as their
slave. Actually. he is litle more awed
by this grear aggregation of computing
power than by an electric  1oaster.
“Aruhaal intelligence?” he will say in
response to the question he has heard
oo often. And he will look at his ma-
chines. think of the man-hours required
to make them work, take off his glasses,
rub his weary eves and chuckle sounly.

Logician Richard Bloch is an example
of high human intelligence. He learned
chess at the age of three and is now,
among other things, a Life Master
bridge player and a blackjack shark. He
once tried 1o teach a Honevwell com-
puter to play bridge. “The experiment
gave me new respect for the human
brain,” he recalls wrvly. *The brain can
act on insuflicient, disorganized data. A
bridge novice can start to play—badly
but not stupidly—after an hour or so of
mediocre instruction, in a half-drunken
foursome. His brain makes generalizations
on its own. reiches conclusions nobody
ever told 1t to reach. It can absorb badly
thought-out, unspecific instructions such
as, ‘If vour hand looks prety good, bid
such and such.” What does ‘preuy good'
mean? The brain can feel it out. Now,
you take it computer &

Bloch piuses to chew moodily on his
cigar. “A computer won’t move unless
you tell it every single step it must take,
in excrucrating detail. It took me more
than a hundred pages of densely packed
programing belore I could even get the
damned machine to make the first bid.
Then I gave up.”

The fact is, human thinking is so mar-
velous and mysierious a process  that
there is really not much serious hope of
imitating it electronically—at least, not
in this century. Nobody even knows how
the brain works. Back in the late 1950s,
during the first great soaring gush ol en-
thusiasm over computers, journalists and
some scientists were saying  conhdently
that the brain works much like a very
small, very complex digital computer—
Ly means of X rillion tiny on-oroft
switches. It remained only for IBM,
Honeywell and Rem Rand o devise a
monstrous mile-high machine with that




many switches (and somehow figure out
a way to supply its enormous power necds
and somehow cool it so it wouldn't melt
itsell), and we’'d have a full-fledged brain.
But this was only another case ol
wirenching reality around to fit machin-
ery. There is no reliable evidence that
the brain works like an EDP machine. In
fact, evidence is now growing that the
basic components of human thought
may be [antastically complicated mole-
cules of RNA (ribonucleic acid), which
seem 1o store and process information by
means of a litde-understood fowr-letter
“code.”

The human brain is uncanny. It pro-
grams iself. Tt asks itsell questions and
then tells itsell how to answer them. It
steps outside itsell and looks back inside.
It wonders what “thinking” is.

No computer ever wondered about
anything, “IUs the speed of computers
that gives the [alse impression that they're
thinking.” says Reed Roberts, an auto-
mation ¢xpert who works for a New
York management-consuliant firm, Rob-
ert Sibson Associates. “Once a man has
told a machine how to process a ser of
data, the machine will do the job faster
than the man’s brain could; so fast, in
fact, that you're tempted to suspect the
machine has worked out short cuts on
its own. It hasn’t. It has done the job in
precisely the way it was told, showing no
originality whatever.”

For instance, you can program a ma-
chine 1o add the digits of each number
from 1 10 10,000 and name every num-
ber whose digits add up to 9 or a multi-
ple of 9. The machine will print out a list
instantly—9, 18, 27—acting as though it
has gone beyond its instructions and
cleverly hgured out a short cut. This is
the way a man would tackle the prob-
Iem. Instead of routinely adding the
digits of every number from 1 to 10,000,
he'd look for a formula. His brain would
generalize: “Every time vou multiply a
number by 9, the vesult is a number
whose digits add up 1o 9 or a multiple of
9. Therefore, I can do my assignment
quickly just by listing the multiples of 9
and ignoring all other numbers.” Is this
what the computer did? No. With blind-
ing speed but monumental stupidity. it
laboriously wied every number, {rom 1
to 10,000, one by one.

In this example lies one of the main
differences between thought and EDP,
The human brain collects specific bits of
data and makes generalizations out of
them. organizes them into patterns. EDP
works the other way around. A human
programmer starts the machine out by
giving it generalizations—problem solving
methods or “algorithms”—and the ma-
chine blindly applies these 1o specific
data.

It is by no means easy to program a
computer, and one of the great problems
of the 1960s is a severe shortage of

M
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people who know how to do it. There
are now some 150,000 professional pro-
grammers in the country, and computer
owners are pitifully crving for at least
75.000 more. One estimate 1s that 500,000,
all 1old, will be necded by the carly
1970s.

The shortage is understandable. Com-
puter programing is sell-inflicted torture.
The problem is 1o make a mindless ma-
chine behave rationally. Before you can
tell the machine how 1o solve a problem,
vou must first igure out how vour own
brain solves it—every step, every detail.
You watch vour brain as it effortlessly
snakes its way along some line of reason-
ing that loops back through itself, and
then vou try to draw a diagram showing
how your brain did it. and you discover
that vour brain couldn’t possibly have
done it—yet you know it did. And there
sits the computer. If you can't explain to
vowrsell, how are vou ever going to
explain o 7

Aptitude tests for would-be program-
mers contain questions that begin, “If
John is thiee vears older than Mary
would have been if she were three and a
half times as old as John was when. . . ."”
This 1s the kind of human thought that
must precede the switching on of a com-
puter. The machine can’t add two plus
two unless there are clever, patient
human Dbrains to guide it. And even
then it can’tz All it can do is add one
and one and one and one and come
up with the answer—instantaneously, of
course. No computer can multiply; all
it can do is add, by ones, oo fast for
human conception. Nor can any com-
puter divide; it can only subtract, again

by ones. Feed it problems in square
roots, cube roots. prime numbers, com-
plex mathematical computations with
mile-long lormulas—it can solve them all
with incredible rapidity. How? Essen-
tially, by adding or subtracling one, as
required, as often as required, to come
lll) at once “'ilh an accurate answer it
might take a team ol mathematicians a
thousand vears to obtain—and another
thousand to check for accuracy. It never
invents its own mathematical short cuts.
If it uses short cuts, they must be in-
vented and programed into it by human
thinkers.

A computer’s only mental process is
the ability to distinguish between is and
isn't—the presence or absence of an
clectric current, the this way or that way
of a magnetic field. In terms of human
thought, this kind of distinction can be
conceived as one and zero, yes and no.
The machine can be made to perform
binary arithmetic, which has a radix
(base) of 2 instead of our familiar 10 and
which is expressed with only two digits,
1 and 0. By stringing together yeses and
noes in appropriate patterns, the machine
can also be made to manipulate logical
concepts such as “and.” “or,” “except
when,” “only when,” and so on.

But it won't manipulate anything un-
less a man tells it how. Honeywell, whose
agpressive  EDP  division has recently
risen to become the nation’s second-
biggest computer maker, conduas a
monthly programing seminar in a Boston
suburb for top executives ol its customer
companices to help them understand what
their EDP boys are gibbering about. The
executives learn how to draw a “How
chart,” agonizingly breaking down a
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problem-solving method into its smallest
steps. They translate this flow chart into
a set ol instructions in a special, rigid,
stilied  LEnglish. (oPEN INPUT  OMAST
INVCRD. OPEN  OUTPUT NMAST INVLST.)
They warch a girl type our this semi-
English version on a key-punch machine,
which codes words and numbers in the
form of holes punched into cards. These
cards are fed into the compurer, and
another translation takes place. A canned
“compiler” program (usually [led into
the machine from a magnetic-tape unit)
acds as an interpreter, translates the
semi-English into logical statements in
binary arithmetic. The computer finally
does what the novice programmers have
told it to do—il they've told it in the
right way. The machine understands
absolutely no deviations from its rigid
language. Leave out so much as a com-
ma, and it will either stop dead or go
hiywire. (At Cape Kennedy recently,
a computer-guided rocket headed for
Brazil instcad ol outer space because
a programmer had left out a hyphen.)
Finally, the exeanives head back to
Boston's Logan International Airport,
soothe their tired brains with ethyl
alcohol with an olive or a twist, and
morosely agree that nobody is so
mtractably, so maddeningly dense as a
computcr.,

But they we glad to have learned.
They've made a start toward finding out
what goes on inside those strange square
machines in the plant basement; and
with that knowledge, thev'll have a de-
fense against a Machiavellian new kind
ol holdup that their Honeywell instruc
tors have warned them about. It has
happened more and more often and
recently happened in one of the country's
bigeest publishing houses. Almost all the
company’s clerical work was computer-
ized: inventory, billing, bookkeeping,
payroll. With the corporate neurons thus
inexiricably tangled into the computer,
the chiel programmer went to the presi-
dent and smilingly demanded that his
salary be doubled. The president fired
him on the spot—and shortly afterward
realized the full enormity of what he had
done. Nobody in the company. nobody
in the whole world except the chief
programmer knew what went on in the
computer or how to make it do its work.
The programs were too complex—and
the computer, having no intelligence,
could offer no explanations. As the hor-
rificd president now discovered, it was
not true (as he had boasted) that a mar-
velous machine was running his com-
pany's paperwork. The ceverness hadn't
been in the machine but in the brain of
a man. With the man gone, the machine
was just a pile of cold metal. The com-
pany nearly foundered in the ensuing
year while struggling to unravel the mess.

Computers are that way: They absorb

150 credit for human ceverness. Olien a

computerized operation will seem to go
much more smoothly than it did in the
old eyeshade-and-ledger days and the
feeling will grow that the machine itself
smoothed things out. What has really
happened, however, is that the availabil-
ity of the computer has forced human
programmers to think logically about the
operation and make it straightforward
enough for the machine to handle. Pro-
fessor David Johnson recalls a time when
a company called him in to progrim an
accounting operation for a computer. In
previous years, this operation had taken
two men tent months to perform by hand
and brain. Johnson drew his flow charts,
saw ways of simplifying, finally came up
with an operation so organized that one
man could do it in two davs with a desk
calculator. The company promptly aban-
doned its dreams of EDP—buc if it had
used a computer as planned, the ma-
chine rather than the programmer would
doubtless have been showered with
praise for the new simplicity.

Computers have been given credit for
many things they haven't done. Even
more, they've been given aedit for
things they were going to do in the
future. The loudest crescendo of com-
puter prognostications occurred in the
late 1950s. Furure-gazers went wild with
enthusiasm. Soon, they said, computers
would manslate languages, write superb
music. run libraries of information. be-
come chess ch:ml])imm Ah, those [antas-
tic machines! Unfortunately, the whole
history of computers—going all the way
back to the pioncering Charles Babbage
in the 19th Century—has been a series
of manicdepressive cycles: early wild
enthusiasm, followed by unexpected diffi-
culties, [ollowed by puzzled disappoint-
ment and silence.

Music2 An amiable professor at the
University of Illinois, Lejaren Hiller, Jr,
has programed a machine to write music.
One of the machine’s compositions is the
Tlliae Suite. Savs Hiller: “Critics have
found it—er—interesting.”

Chess? A computer in Russia is now
engaged in a long-distance match with
one at Stanford University in California.
The match began awkwardly, with both
machines making what for humans would
be odd mistakes. Everybody concerned
now scems somewhat embarrassed. Stan-
ford’s Professor of Computer Science
John McCarthy, when asked recently
how the game was going, said: “I have
decided to put off any further interviews
until the match is over.”

Translue languages? There's some-
thing about human speech that comput-
ers just don’t seem to get. It isn't rigid
or formal enough; it’s too subtle, too
idiomatic. An IBM computer once trans-
lated “out of sight, out of mind” from
English to Russian and back to English.
The phrase returned to  English  as
“blind, insane.”

Libraries of information? “We don't

know a good enough way to make a
computer look up lacts,” says Honevwell
programing researcher Roger Bender.
He leans forward abruptly and jabs a
finger at vou. “Who wrote fvanhoe?” he
asks. You say. “Walter Scot.” Bender
says, “How did you know? Did you
laboriously sort through books in your
memory until you came w fvanhoe?
No. And how did you even know it
was a book? You made the connections
instantly. and we don't know how.”

Superbrains? Dr. Hubert L. Dreyfus,
professor of philosophy at the Mass:
chusetts Institute of Technology, recently
published a paper called “Alchemy and
Artificial Intelligence.” In it, he expresses
amusement at the prognosticators” claim
that today’s computers are “first steps”
toward an ultimate smarter-than-human
brain. The claim, he says, makes him
think of a man dimbing a tree, shout-
ing, “Hey, look at me, I'm taking the
fist sieps toward reaching the moon!”
In [act, says Professor Drevlus, computers
don’t and can't approximate human
intelligence. They aren’t even in the
same league.

Honevwell's Roger Bender agrees.
“We once had a situation where we
wanted a machine to take a long list of
numbers and hnd the highest number,”
he recalls. “Now, wouldn’t that scem to
you like an easy problem? Kids in first
grade do it. Nobody has to tell them
how. You just hand them a list and they
look at the numbers and pick the high-
est. OF all the simple-minded Well,
it just shows what you have 1o go through
with computers.”

In this case, a programmer (ried to
higure out how he himsell would tackle
such a problem. He wld the machine:
“Start with the first number and go down
the list until you come 1o a number that’s
higher. Store that number in memory.
Continue until you find a still higher
number,” and so on. The last number
stored would obviously (obviously 1o a
man, that is) be the highest number on
the list.

The machine imbibed its instructions,
hummed for a while and stopped. It
produced no answer.

“It was baffling,” savs Bender. “No-
body knew whai the wouble was, until
someone happened 1o glance down the
list by eye. Then the problem became
apparent. By great bad luck, it wurned
out, the highest number on the List was
the first number. The computer simply
couldn’t figure out what to do about it.”

Consultant John Dicbold says: “Com-
puters are cnormously uselul as long as
vou can predict in advance what the
problems are going 1o be. But when
something unexpected happens, the only
computer in the world that’s going 1o do
you any good is the lunny litde one
beneath your scalp.”
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does this). Cut kidneys in hall length-
wise. Remove white membrane in center,

using scissors. Cut  kidneys crosswise
into  14-in-thick slices. Heat oil and
butier in sawcepan until butter meles.

Add kidneys and sauté unul they lose
their raw color. Add shallots and stir
well, Sauté 1| minute longer. Add ma-
deira and cognae and set ablaze. Com-
bine chicken broth and flour in blender.
Spin  blender about 5 scconds. Pour
chicken broth into pan and slowly bring
o a boil, surring Irequentdy. Reduce
flame and simmer 10 minutes.  Add
lemon juice, Worcestershire sauce and
Pickapeppa sauce. Season with salt and
pepper to taste. I desived. 14 1h. sliced,
sautéed resh mushrooms mav be added
1o kidneys. Kidneyvs are one ol the variety
meats that some love and
from which others shy. They should
alwitys be olfered as one ol several choices
at the breaklast board.

brunchmen

DEVILED PHEASANT LEGS

12 pheasant legs or 6 legs and thighs
Salad ol

Salt, pepper

2 tablespoons prepared mustavd

1 teaspoon dry English mustard
14 teaspoon anchovy paste

Bread crumbs

Pheasant “legs”™ frequently mean legs
and second joints or thighs; in other
words, the dark memt of the bird, rather
than the Dbreast mear. If pheasant is
tough, the legs should be hoiled until
tender, rather than roasted as below. For
hosts without pheasants, chicken  legs
and thighs are a pleasant substitute at a
party breakList.

Preheat oven at 3507, Brush legs with
salad oil and sprinkle with salt and pep-
per. Roast in shallow pan about 40 min-
utes or uniil ender, turning once 1o
brown on both sides. Remove from oven
and cool w room emperature. Combine
two Kinds of mustard and anchovy paste,
mixing welll Brush legs with mustod
mixture: then dip imo bread crumbs,
coating well, Sprinkle Lightly with salad
otl. Preheat broiler Hame. Place legs in
greased shallow pan. Broil, wrning once,
browning well on both sides. Olfer a
saucehoat of boulded deviled since.

CREAMED HAM AND MUSHROOMS

2 cups diced cooked ham
3 tablespoons butter

5 1b. fresh mushrooms, sliced
tablespoon hnely mineed shallots or
onion

3 tablespoons dry white wine

I cup chicken broth, canned or fresh

Y
I

“By George, I do believe we've hit it this time!”

1% cup light cream

8 tablespoons flour

14 cup diced pimiento

I 1ablespoon fnely minced parsley

14 teaspoon Tabasco sauce

Salt, white pepper

Melt butter in large saucepan. Add
mushrooms and shallots and sauté slowly
until mushrooms are tender. Continue 10
simmer until most ol the liquid in the
pin has evaporated. Add ham and wine
to pan and stir well. Put chicken Lroth,
cream and flour in blender. Spin blender
10 seconds. Add broth 1o pan and slowly
bring to a boil. Reduce fliame and simmer
10 minutes, stivving frequently. Add pi-
micnto, parsley, Tabasco sauce and salt
and pepper to taste. Best resulis are ob-
tained if cooked ham on the bone, vather
than canned ham, is used. Creamed ham
and mushrooms mav be scrved on toast,
in a pauy shell or-——most likely at break-
st—as a garnish [or sccambled eggs.

LOBSTER CUITLETDS

3 9-0z. packages frozen lobster tails
145 cup buter

I small green pepper. hnely minced

I mediumesize onion, linely minced

2 tablespoons  finely minced  celery

leaves

Flour

1 cup hot milk

1 waspoon Dijon mustard

2 tablespoons hnely minced fresh dill

Salt, pepper

2 ceus

Salad oil

Bread crumbs

Boil lobster. [ollowing divections on
package. Reserve 1 ocup ol the liquid in
which the lobster was boiled. Remove
lobster meat [rom shells and cut o
very small dice. Meh butter in heavy
saucepin. Add green pepper. omon and
celery  leaves and  saud slowly  uniil
onion is tender, not brown. Remove from
flame and sur in L4, cup four, blending
very well. Slowly add hot milk and 1 cup
ol reserved lobster stock, stitring well.
Return 1o a moderate fune and simmer,
stining  frequemly,  abour 3 minuces.
Sauce will be very thick. Remove [rom
Hame and add Tobster. mustard and dill,
mixing well. Scason gencrowsly with salt
and pepper. Clall - relrigerator, over
night it possible. Divide mixume imo 12
portions. Shape into round i cikes or
into S-shaped cutlews, for which there is a
special tin mold. Bear cggs with 2 qea-
spoons oil. Dip amlets into flour firsy,
then into cge mixture and finally into
bread  crumbs,  coating  thoroughly o
cach step. Pour oil 1o a depth ol 34 in.
in eleciric skillet. Heat oil 1o 370°. Fry
cutlets, turning once 1o brown on both
sidles.

Tallyho and hearty appetite!
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PLAYBOY I‘ ORUM (continued from page 57)

Missouri Synods, agreed that churches
should be taxed. Bishop Pike's own de-
nomination, the Episcopal Church, was
closer to the Lutherans, with 40 percent
sympathizing with taxation of churches.
Younger clergy tend to have this sym-
pathy more than do older clergy. For ex
ample, 70 percent ol the Presbyterians
under age 35 agreed with the statement
ol sympathy, as compared with 51 per-
cent of the Presbyterian ministers over
55 who did not. However, such
differences are not equally dramatic in
all denominations; among the Missouri
Synods, for instance, older clergy are
somewhat more likely to agree with taxa-
tion of churches than are younger clergy.
It should be made clear that sympathy
with the position that tax exemption for
churches should be eliminated does not
necessarily constitute commitment to the
position. In [fact, if Congress were seri-
ously entertaining tax reform and the full
financial implications of such reform
were realized, this sympathy might van-
ish very quickly. On the other hand, if
the facts were more widely known, sym-
pathy might be molded into commit-
ment. We know, for example, that open
discussion of racial injustice in our cul-
ture has had the effect of making the
clergy, as a group, the strongest sup-
porters of social justice.
Jetirey K. Hadden, Ph.D.
Associate Professor of Sociology
Western Reserve University
Cleveland, Ohio

SUICIDE AND CIVIL LIBERTIES
rLavBoy's editors and readers have
said a great deal in The Playboy Forum
about the right of the individual to do
whatever he wishes as long as he doesn’t
harm others. You have pointed out how
unjust and insane it is to have the police
waste their time hounding harmless indi-
viduals while the rate of real crimes is
continually rising. On all of the issues
you have raised, I agree; but I would
like to air another, very personal issuc:
the rights of the potential suicide.
Attempted suicide is a aime in many
states.  What this means was brought
home to me two vears ago, when I tried
to cop out via a bottle of sleeping pills.
My husband came home before 1 was
dead and rushed me to a hospital. As you
can imagine, my mental state was not
much better when I woke up the follow-
ing morning than it had been when I
swallowed the pills. In fact, it ook two
psychiatrists, two ministers, my hushand’s
love and the kindness of several [riends
to bring me back to sanity. Meanwhile,
I was being continually harmed, not
helped, by the [ollowing police actions:
As soon as I was released from the
hospital, two policemen very politely re-
quested that I accompany them to the
station house to “talk™ about the inci-

dent. When we got there, however, they
proceeded to book me for the felony of
artempted suicide. 1 spent the night in
jail, and my husband was told that he
couldn’t see me unul nine the next morn-
ing. He arrived at exactly nine, but the
police broke their promise and wouldn’t
let us talk. My husband went and got a
lawyer, who secured my release.

While battling to regain my sanity in
the following months, 1 had the extra
burden of incessant suspense, waiting to
sce what [urther action the police would
take. Things were not helped by the fact
that a very private letter had been re-
moved from my purse while I was in
custody. My lawyer got the letter back,
but warned me that a photostat might
have been made. This haunted me and,
at times, I still worry about it

Today I am mentally sound again, but
my sanity is certainly not the resule of
our laws or of the way our police enforce
them. I am writing this letter because I
know there are many others who will
come to the edge of suicide, as I did,
and who will encounter there not the
sympathy and help that they need but,
instead, a harassment that can push
them back to the edge again and perhaps
drive them over it.

Certainly, the police have the right
and the duty to prevent suicides. Once
this is done, however, they should be
removed [rom such cases entirely, and
only qualified psychiatrists, clergymen or
social workers should deal with the
shattered human beings who feel so
alone and frightened as 1o want 10 cs-
cape from the world entirely. The police
should not be allowed to put further
pressure on such a person.

{(Name and address
withheld by request)

DEATH FOR RAPE

Reading the “Death for Rape™ letters
in the July Playboy Forum, I was sur-
prised that none of the letter writers
mentioned a conspicuous aspect of this
matter: The death penalty for rape (as
well as for kidnaping) not only does not
deter the crime but actually encourages
the perpewrator to compound it. The
rapist (or kidnaper), if he considers
the penalty at all, will recognize that he
faces death for simple rape (or kidnap-
ing), with the victim surviving to identi-
fy him. I he provides an added measure
of personal security by killing the victim,
the penalty cannot be increased. Why,
then, should he hesitate to kill? Fortu-
nately for society, eriminals do not usual-
ly engage in such contemplation while
committing acts of desperation.

The way the criminal normally be-
haves is illustrated by wwo men from
Rhode Island who are now in death row
at New Hampshire Staie Penitentiary,
condemned to the gallows for homicide.

They murdered their victim in Nashua,
New Hampshire, after kidnaping him in
their home state, which has no death
penalty. They actually had 1o cross two
state lines in order to qualify themselves
[or the rope.
Some deterrent.
Edwin A. Bennett
Lexington, Massachusetts
There are cases similar Lo that of the
Rhode Islanders. Irvational behavior such
as this—iogether with the fact that states
without the death penaliy have lower
homicide rates than slales with this “de-
terrent”—has led psychiatvists lo con-
jeclure that many potential murderers
have a tendency to suicide. If this theory
is correct, then the death penalty, with
its assuvance of self-desiruction, can
actually incite lo murder.

Recent Playboy Forum letters on capi-
tal punishment and rape raise an inier-
esting question. The attitude that rape
is on the same level with murder is akin
to the warped thinking of the rapist
himself, in that it abnormally overem-
phasizes sex. And, of course, it is pre-
cisely this attitude that makes rape so
traumatic for the victim. Rape, actually,
is not at all similar to murder; it is an
offense of roughly the same sort as assault
and battery. The victim of nonsexual
violence endures similar terror and pain,
together with emotional afiereffects; if
the victim of rape suffers more intensely,
it is only in proportion to the degree that
shame and fear dominate her atutude
oward sex.

Clarence Damrrow once commented
that it is almost impossible to win an ac
quittal in a child-rape case. This is be-
cause the jury overreacts emotionally 1o
the aime, looks for a scapegoat, finds
one set up by the prosecution and re-
fuses 1o listen to the evidence. This is
true to some extent cven when the vic
tim is not a child; and, for this reason,
the chance of an innocent man’s being
convicted of rape is much higher than is
the case with burglary, grand larceny,
battery and other crimes that evoke less
emotional reactions.

For these reasons, the death pcnnlty is
undesirable in rape cases; but, alas, for
the same reasons, it is unlikely to be
discontinued in the near future.

Mary Johnson
Los Angeles, California

CASTRATION FOR RAPE

I agree with Thomas Rogers (The
Playboy Forum, April) about one thing:
The death penalty is a disproportionate-
ly severc punishment for the cime of
rape. But other punishments are ineffec-
tual because of their comparative mild-
ness—all, that is, except one: castration.

No other punishment so perfectly fits
the crime. For not only will the emas
culated rapist never again be able to re-
peat his crime, but other potential rapists,
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aware of what awaits them if convicted,
will be so effectively deterred that the
crime of rape will be reduced almost to
extinction.
(Name withheld by request)
New York. New York

Psychiatrists veject this proposal  be-
cause vape is the act of a sadist, not of a
normal man with an excess of sexual
energy. What needs to be changed is his
mental altitude. not his ability to have an
erection; the average rapist is a man who
will walk past a house of prostilution, or
leave a loving wife at home, to force
himself on a frichtened and unwilling
victim, because the creation of tevror and
the use of violence are the veal gratifica-
tions that he seeks.

Clinical evidence shows that castra-
tion is 100-percent effective in veducing
erectile polency only if performed before
puberty. When the operation is per-
Jormed on adults, their ability to have an
erection frequently will not wane for
some time, often nol for years. Whether
or not the castrated vapist retains his
poiency, the desived results are seldom
achieved: If he is made impotent, he
often shifis to nonsexual and therefore
more bizarre forms of assault; if he ve-
mains potent, he becomes move vicious
out of a desire for revenge against so-
ciely. These conclusions have emerged
from scveral attempls in various nalions
to employ this dubious “remedy.” begin-

ning as early as 1889.

To assume, finally, that castvation
would serve as a delervent is 1o assume
that the rapist has a rational mind. Many
vapists act in what psychiatyists call a
fugue state—scarcely aware of what
they are doing, much less of what the
consequences of their behavior will be.
Cruel and unusual punishments will no
more stop them than will clogquent
preachments. “Rape will be reduced al-
most to extinction” only when a truly
rational society is evolved, in which
children’s sexual attitudes are not dis-
torted. Meanwhile, the only hwmane way
sociely can protect iiself from the rapist
is to confine him. and the only humane
cure soctely has devised for the rapisi—
imperfect as it nay be—is psychotherapy.

“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 editorvial series,
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy.”
including installments 1-7, 8-12. 15-18
and 19-22, are avatlable at 50¢ per book-
Iet. Address all correspondence on both
“Philosophy” and “Forum” to: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ilinois 60611.
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“Wonderful news, Peter! There’s going
to be another Crusade!”

PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

(continued from page 74)
attempts to forge a peaceful forcign poli-
cy, as exemplified by his signing ol the
Nuclear Test Ban Treary, they found that
target. So both of these groups had a vital
stake in changing U.S. foreign policy—
ideological on the part of the para-
military rightists and both ideological
and personal with the ant-Casiro exiles,
many of whom lelt they would never see
their homes again il Kennedy's policy of
détente was allowed to succeed. The
CIA was involved with both ol these
groups. In the New Orleans area, where
the conspiracy was hatched, the CIA
was training a mixed bag of Minutemen,
Cuban exiles and other anti-Castro ad-
venturers north ol Lake Pontcharirain
for a loray into Cuba and an assassina-
tion attempt on Fidel Castro. David Fer-
rie, who operated on the “command™
level of the ulira-rightists, was deeply
involved in this effort. The CIA iself
apparently did not take the déiente
too seriously until the late summer ol
1963, because it maintained its inancing
and raining of anti-Castro adventurers.
There was, in fact. a wiangulauon of
CIA-supporied anti-Castro  activity  be-
tween  Dallas—where  Jack Ruby  was
mvolved in collecting guns and am-
munition for the underground—and Mi-
ami and New Orleans, where most of the
training was going on. But then, Kenne-
dy, who had signed a secret agreement
with Khrushchev alter the Missile Crisis
pledging not o invade Cuba if Russia
would solt-pedal Caswo’s subversive ac
tivities in the Americas, began to crack
down on CIA operations against Cuba.
As a result, on July 31, 1963, the FBI
raided the headquarters of the group of
Cuban exiles and Minutemen training
north of Lake Pontchartrain and con-
fiscated all their guns and ammunition
—despite the fact that the operation had
the sanction of the CIA. This action may
have sealed Kennedy's late. By the carly
fall of 1963, Kennedy's plan for a dé-
tente with Cuba was in high gear,
Ambassador William Anwood, a dose
personal Iriend of the late President,
recounts that a thaw in U, S.-Cuban rela-
tions was definitely in the works at this
time and “the President more than the
State Department was interested in ex-
ploring the [Cuban] overtwe.” One ol
the intermediaries between Castro and
Kennedy was the Jate television com-
mentator Lisa Howard, who met secretly
with Ernesto Che Guevara to prepare
peace terms between the Ul S, and Cas-
tro. Miss Howard was airanging a con-
ference berween Bobby Kennedy and
Guevara when the President was shot in
Dallas. In a United Nations speech on
October 7, 1963, Adlai Stevenson  set
forth the possibility of a termination of
hostilities between the two countries,



and on November 19th, Presidential aide
McGeorge Bundy, who was acting as an
intermediary in the seaet discussions,
told Ambassador Attwood that the Presi-
dent wanted to discuss his plans lor a
Cuban-American détente in depth with
him right after “a brief trip 1o Dallas.”
The vest is history. One of the two heads
ol state involved in negotiating that -
tente 1s now dead, bur the survivor, Fi-
del Castro, said on November 23rd that
the assassination was the work of “cle
ments in the U.S. opposed 1o peace.”
and the Cuban Foreign Ministry oflicial-
ly charged that “the Kennedy assassina-
tion was a  provocation against world
peace perfectly and minutely  prepared
by the most reactionary seaors of the
United States.” Most Americans at the
wme, mysell included, thought this was
just Communist propaganda. But Castro
knew what he was 1alking about. A few
weeks after the assassination, the Cuban
ambassador to the UN, . Carlos le-
chuga, was  instructed v Castro 1o
begin “lormal discussions™ in the hope
that Kennedy's peace plan would be cn-
viecl on by lis successor.  Ambassador
Attwood writes that 1 informed Bundy
and later was wld that the Cuban exer
cise would be put on ice lor a while—
which it was and where 1t has been ever
since.” The assassins had achieved 1heir
anm.

PLAYBOY: This is interesting speculation,
but isn’t thae all it is—speculation?
GARRISON: No, because we know cnough
about the key individuals involved in the
conspiracy—Latins and Amenicans alike
—to know that this was thenr motive for
the munder of John Kennedy. First of all,
you have to understand the mentality of
these people. Take the Cuban exiles in-
volved; here are men, some ol whom sur
vived the Bay ol Pigs, who foi years had
been whipped up by the CIA into a
frenzy ol anti-Castro hatved and who had
been solemnly assured by Amenican in
telligence agencies that they were going
to liberate their homeland with American
support. They had one disappointment
alter another—the Bay ol Pigs debade,
the [ailwre to invade Cuba during the
Missile Crisis, the clfective aushing of
their underground in Cuba by Castro’s
seeret police. But they kept on hoping.
and the CIA kept lanning their hopes.
Then they histened to Kennedy's famous
speech at American University on June
10, 1963, where he really Kicked oll the
new drive for a détente. and they heard
the President of the country in which
they'd placed all their hope saying we
must make peace with the Communists,
since “we both breathe the same i
Well. this worries them. but the C1A con-
tinues inancing and waining their under-
ground cadres, so there is still hope. And
then suddenly, in the late summer ol
1963. the CIA is forced by Presidential
pressure to withdraw  all Funds and
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assistance from the Cuban exiles. Think
of the impact of this, particularly on the
group here in New Orleans, which had
been trained for months to make an as-
sassination attempt on Castro and then
found itself coolly jettisoned by its bene-
factors in Washington. These adventurers
were worked up 1o a fever pitch: and
when the CIA withdrew its support and
they couldn’t fight Castro, they picked
their next victim—John F. Kennedy.
That, in a nutshell, is the genesis of the
assassination. President Kennedy died
because he wanted peace.

PLAYBOY: How many people do you claim
were involved in this alleged conspiracy?
GARRISON: Too many for their own se-
curity. If they had let fewer men in on
the plot, we might never have stumbled
onto it. But let me add one additional
point here: The brief account I've just
given you shouldn’t be construed to indi-
cate that any of the legitimate anti-
Castro organizations were involved in
the assassination—or that all Minutemen
were implicated. Nor should the [fact
that there was a conspiracy from the para-
military right be used to start a witch-
hunt against conservatives in general, any
more than Oswald’s phony pro-Commu-
nist record should have been used to
purge leftists [rom our national life. In
this case, the very terminology of “right”
and “left,” which is essentially an eco-
nomic definition, has little validity as a
description of those fanatic war lovers
who were ready to assassinate a Presi-
dent because he worked for peace. If you
go far enough 1o either extreme of the
political spectrum, Communist or fascist,
you'll find hard-eyed men with guns who
believe that anybody who doesn’t think
as they do should be incarcerated or
exterminated. The assassination was less
an ideological exercise than the frenzied
revenge of a sick element in our society
on a man who exemplified health and
decency.

PLAYBOY: You've outhned the genesis of
the alleged conspiracy as you see 1. Will
you now tell us how it was carried out—
and by whom?

GARRISON: | won't be able 10 name
names in all instances, because we're
building cases against a number of the
individuals involved. But I'll give you a
brief sketch of how the conspiracy was
organized, and then po.nt by point we
can go into the participants we know
about o lar and the role we believe
each played. Let me stress at the outse
that what I'm going 1o tell you is not
idle speculation; we have facts, docu-
ments and reliable eyewitness testimony
to corvoborate much of it—though 1 can’t
lay all this evidence before you without
jeopardizing the investigation. But there
are many picces of the jigsaw puzzle suil
missing. Not one of the conspirators has
confessed his guilt, so we don’t yet have an
“inside” view of all the pre-assassination



planning. In order to fill in these gaps
for you, I'll have to indulge in a bit
of informed deduction and surmise. It
may sound melodramatic, but you can
best envisage the plot as a spider’s web.
At the center sit the organizers of the
operation, men with close ties 1o U.S.
and western-European intelligence agen-
cies. One ol them is a former associate of
Jack Ruby in gun-smuggling activities
and a dedicated neo-Nazi in close contact
with neo-fascist movements in Great Brit-
ain, Germany, France and Iraly. Radiat-
ing out from these key men, the strands
of the web include a motley group of
political adventurers united only in their
detestation of Kennedy and their dedica-
tion to the reversal of his foreign policy.
One such man was David Ferrie. Another
member of this group is an individual
who dehiberately impersonated Lee Os-
wald before the assassination in order to
incriminate him: we belicve we know
his identity. Several others, about whom
we have evidence indicating that they
helped supply weapons to the plotters,
were the rightwing extremists T men-
tioned earlier who broke off from a fa-
natic paramilitary group because it was
becoming “too liberal.” Also involved is
a band of anti-Casiro advenwrers who
functioned on the sccond, or “operative,”
level of the conspiracy. These men in-
clude two Cuban exiles, one of whom
failed a lie-detector test when he denied
knowing in advance that Kennedy was
going o be killed or having seen the
weapons o be used in the assassination—
and a number of men who fired ar the
President Trom three divections on No-
vember 22ud. The link between  the
“command” level and the Cuban exiles
was an amorphous group called the Free
Cuba Committee, which with CIA sanc-
tion had begun waining north of Lake
Pontchartrain  lor an  assassination  at-
tempt on Fudel Caswo, as [ mentioned
earlicr. It was this group that was raided
by the FBI on July 31st, 1963, and tem
porarily put out of commission. Our in
formation indicates that it was shortly
alter this setback that the group switched
direction and decided 1o assassinate John
Kennedy instead ol Fidel Castro. alter
the “betrayal” ol the Bay ol Pigs disaster.
That's it in a nutshell, but I think the
development of the conspiracy will be-
come clearer il vou ask me one by one
about the individuals involved.

PLAYBOY: All right, let’s begin with Clay
Shaw. What was his role in the alleged
conspiracy?

GARRISON: I'm afraid I can’t comment
even inferentially on anything pertaining
to the evidence against Mr. Shaw, since
he's facing trial in my jurisdiction.
PLAYBOY: Can you answer a charge about
your case against him? On March second
of this year, shortly alter Shaw’s arrest,

Auornev  General Ramsey Clork  an-
nounced that Shaw “was included in an
investigation in November and Decem-
ber of 1963 and on the evidence that the
FBI has, there was no connection [ound
between Shaw and the President’s assas-
sination.” Why do you challenge the
Attorney General's statement?

GARRISON: Because it was not tue. The
FBI did not clear Clay Shaw alier the
assassination. You don’t have to take my
word for it; The New York Times report-
ed on June third that “The Justice De-
partment said today that Clay Shaw, New
Orleans businessman, was not investigat-
ed by the Federal Bureau of Investiga-
ton. . The statement conoradicred
Attorney General Ramsey Clark. . . . . A
Justice Department spokesman said that
Myr. Clark’s statement last March second
was in error.” Now. the Attorney Gener-
al’s attempt to whitewash Shaw via the
FBI, as you pointed out, was made imme-
diatcly after our office arrested him, and
it really constituted the first salvo of the
propaganda barrage laid down against

us. The natural reaction of many people
across the country 10 Clark’s statement.
which was caried prommently on TV
and in the press, was, “Well, il the FBI
cleared him, there can't be anything w
this whole conspiracy business.” Most
defendants have to wait for wial before
they're allowed 1o produce character
witnesses. When, three months later, the
Justice  Department  finally  admiued
Clark was “in ervor.” the story appeared
in only a few newspapers and wasn’t
picked up by the radio or TV networks.
But what was even more significant about
the Justice Department’s attempt to bail
out Shaw was the lact thae the dav after
Clark's statememt. The New York Times'
Washington correspondent. Robert B.
Semple, Jr.. reported that he had been
old by an unnamed Justice Department
spokesman that  his agency was con
vinced “that Mr. Bertrand and Mr. Shaw
were the same man”—and that was the
reason Clark released his untrue story
about the FBI's having cleared Shaw! in
other words, knowing that our case wis

“Marcia, you could have just said no instead of telling
me this was the door to the bathroom!”’
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basedd on fact, the Justice Department
deliberately dragged a red herring across
the trail.

PLAYBOY: Arc vou [ree 1o discuss Oswald's
role in the conspiracy?

GARRISON: Yes, bur helore you can un-
derstund - Oswald’s role in  the plot,
vouve got o jettison the mmage of him
as a Usell-proclaimed Marxist” that the
nass media inculcated in the public con-
stiousness alter his arrest on November
22nd. Oswald's prolessed  AMrxist sym-
pathies were just a cover lor his real
activitics. T don’t believe there are any
serious students of the assassination who
don’t recogmize thar Oswald's  actual
political  orientation was extreme  right
wing. His associates in Dallas and New
Orleans—apart lrom his CIA contacts—
were exclusively right wing, some covert,
others overt; in lact, our ofhce has posi-
tively identiied & number ol his associates
as neo-Nazis. Oswald would have been
more at home with Mein Kampf ihan
Das Kapital.

PLAYBOY: Il Oswald wasn’t a leftist, what
motivation would he luve had Tor shoot-
ing at another right-winger. Major Gen-

eral Edwin Walker, eight months before
the assassination?

GARRISON: 1l he did i, his motive—which
is to say the motive of those behind him
wils i simple onée: to ensure that aflter the
assassintion. people would ask this very
question and assume that because Oswald
had shot at General Walker, he must
have been a left-winger. It was just an-
other part ol Oswalds cover; il vou
defect to Russia, pass out pro-Castro
leallers on sircer corners and take a pot
shot at General Walker, who on carth
would doubt you're a Communistz Of
course, il you really look deeply into this
incident. theve is no real proof that Os
wald was the man who did it; the whole
charge rests on the unsupported 1estimo-
ny ol Marina Oswald, after she had been
threatened with deportation if she didn't
“cooperate.” It makes litde difference,
though. whether this incident was pre-
pared in advance to create a cover for
Oswald or fabricated alter the assassi-
nation o suengthen his public image as
a Marxist. But we've gotien ahead of
ourselves. Let's backirack a bit o fill in
the background of Oswald’s involvement

“He works much too hard, the dear. I'd feel so much
better if he insured himself to the hill.”

in the conspiracy. After “defecting” to
Russia, where he served as an agent for
the CIA—perhaps this is where his
knowledge about the U-2 becomes rele-
vint—he returned to this counury in June
1962, lived in Fort Worth and Dillas un-
tl April 1963, and then wenmt 1o New
Orleans, where he resumed his Iriendship
with David Ferrie, whom he had met
several years belore when he belonged
to a Civil Air Pauol unit led by Ferrie.
We have evidence that Oswald main-
tained his CIA contacts throughout this
period and that Ferrie was also employed
by the CIA. In this regard, we will pre-
sent in court a witness—formerly a CIA
courier—who met both Ferrie and Os-
wild officially in their CIA connection.
larenthetically, Ferrie gave his name as
Ferms o this witness—a mame recorded
without [urther explanation in  Jack
Ruby's address book. Iu 1963, Ferrie and
Oswald worked together closely. They
were two ol the organizers ol the group
ol anu-Castro exiles and Minutemen
who trained north of Lake Pontchartrain
for a foray into Cuba to assassinate Cas-
tro—the venture that changed direction
in the summer ol 1963 and chose John
Kennedy as its new victuim. Toward this
end—Ifor reasons that will become clear
—it became Oswald’s role o establish
his public identity as a Marxist. It ap-
pears that it was with this plan in mind
that Oswald was sent 1o Mexico City in
order 1o get a visa lor travel o Cuba,
where he planned o solidily his Marx-
ist image, perhaps by making himself
conspicuous with a few incendiary anti-
Kennedy speeches, and then return o
Dallas in ume lor the assassination. How-
ever, this end ol the plot was [rustrated
because the Soviet and Cuban intelli
gence serviees apparently had  Oswald
pegeed as an inwelligence agent, and he
was refused visas at both cmbassics. An-
other way in which Oswald wied w0
establish his procommunism was by set-
ting up a letrerhead Fair Play [or Cuba
Committee—ol which he was the only
member—and distributing on street cor-
nars leallets praising Castro. He made
two blunders here, however. First, one ol
the men helping him hand out leatlers
was a lanance ant-Castro Cuban  exile
whom we've subsequently identified Irom
TV lootage ol a strcer incident. Second,
Oswald “blew his cover”™ by using the
wrong address for his phony New Orleans
Fair Play for Cuba Committee,

PLAYBOY: Will you elaborate on this
second poing?

GARRISON: Yes, because this incident ues
together some of the svands of the
spider’s web. Ar the time Oswald started
his so-called Fair Play lor Cuba Commit-
tee, two men—Hugh Ward and Guy Ban-
nister—operated a private investigative



agency at 541 Camp Sueet in downtown
New Orleans. There e some intriguing
aspects 10 their operation. For one
thing. Guy Bannister was one ol the
most militant right-wing anu-Commununists
New Orleans. He was a former FBI
official and his headquarters ar 544 Camyp
Street was a cdearinghouse lor Cuban exile
and  paramilitary  right-wing  activities.
Speafically, he allowed his office 10 be
used as a mail drop lor the anti-Casiro
Cuban Democratic Revolutionary Frout;
police intelligence rvecords it the time
|(por|ul that this group was “legitimate
in nature and presumably had the un-
official sanction ol the Cenural Intelli-
gence Agency.” It did, Bannssier also
published a newsletter for his clients that
included virulent anti-Kennedy polemics.
My office also has evidence that Bannistt
had intimate ties with the Ofhee of Naval
Intelligence and the CIA. Both Bannisier
and Ward were deeply involved in cover
anu-Castro exile activities in New Or
leans. Bannisier in particular seemed 1o
have had an almost messtanic drive 1o
ficht communism in every country in
Latin America: and he was napurally of
vadue 1o Cuban exiles because ol his -
timate connections with American inwelli-
gence agencies. In the Ramparts article
vou mentioned carlier, ex-FBI agent Bill
Turner revealed that both Bannister and
Ward were histed in secret Minuemen
files as members of the Minutemen and
operatives of a group called the Anni-
Communism League of the Caribbean,
which was allegedly used by the CIA in
the overthrow of the Guatemalan gov-
crnment in 1954, So. in other words.
these are the last guys in the world vou'd
expect to find ted up with leltwing or
pro-Castro activities.  Rightz And  ver,
when Lee Harvey Oswald ser up his
fictitious branch of the Fair Play for
Cuba Committee in New Orleans, he
cistributed  leallets giving the commit-
wee's address as 544 Camp Strecr—Guy
Bannister's office! Somebody must have
pointed out 1o Oswald shortly alterward
that he was endangering his cover by
using this address, because he subse-
quently changed it to 4907 Magazine
Strect. But it's certainly significant thag
at the inception of his public role as a
pro-Castro activist, Oswild was utihizing
the mailbox of the most milicily con-
servative and anu-Communist outfit in
the city. 1 might add that we have several
witnesses who will westily in court thin
they saw Oswald hanging our at 544
Camp Street. I want to stress, however,
that 1 have no evidence that Bannister
and Ward were involved in the plot 1o
kill Kennedy. Their office was a kind ol
way station lor anti-Castro and right-
wing extremists passing  through New
Orleans, and it's perlectly possible tha
they were completely unaware of the con
spiracy being hatched by men like Ferrie
and Oswald.
PLAYBOY: Were any ol the other figures
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in the alleged conspiracy connecied with
Bannister?

GARRISON: Yes, David Ferrie was a paid
invesugator for Bannister, and the two
men knew cach other verv well. Dur-
mg 1962 and 1963. Ferrie spent a good
deal ol time at 544 Camp Sueet and
he made a series of mysterious long-
distance phone calls to Central America
from Bannister's office. We have a record
of those calls.

PLAYBOY: Wheve are Bannister and Ward
now?

GARRISON: Both have died since the as
sassination—Banmister of a heart attack
mn 1964 and Ward when the plane he was
piloting for New Orleans Mavor De Les-
seps Momison aashed in Mexico in
1961. De Lesseps Morrison, as it hap-
pened, had inwoduced Clay Shaw 1o
President Kennedy on an airplane flight
i 19635.

PLAYBOY: Do vou believe there was any-
thing sinister about the crash thar killed
both Mornison and Ward?

GARRISON: | have no reason 1o believe

there was anvthing sinister about the
crash, though rumors always spring up
in a case like this. The only thing I will
say is that witnesses in this case do have
a habit of dying at the most inconvenient
times. I understand a London insurance
firm has prepared an actuarial chart
on the likelihood of 20 of 1he people
involved in this case dying within three
vears of the assassination—and  found
the odds 30 frillion 10 one. But I'm
sur¢ NBC will shortly discover that one
of my investigators bribed the computer.
PLAYBOY: Was Oswald involved with
paramilitary acovists and  anu-Castro
Cuban exiles in Dallas, as well as in New
Orleans?

GARRISON: Oh, God. yes. In fact, many
ol his New Orleans contacts overlap with
those in Dallas. Jack Ruby, who played
a key role in smuggling guns to the anu
Castro underground—on behalfl of the
CIA—was one ol Oswald’s contacis in
Dallas. Furthermore, Oswald was virtual-
lv surrounded by White Russians in Dal-
las, some of whom were CIA employees.

 COCHRAN

“Well, all the sign said was, ‘Joe's Topless Restaurant.
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Moreover, some of Oswalds anu-Castro
Iniends from Miami and New Orleans
showed up in Dallas in October of 1963.
In a “Supplementary Investigation Re-
port” filed on November 23 1963, by
Dallas policeman Buddy Walthers. an
aide 10 Sheriff Bill Decker, Walthers
stated: "1 talked 1o Sorrels, the head ol
the Dallas Secret Service. 1 was advised
that for the past few months at a housc
at 3128 Harlandale, some Cubans had
been having meetings on the weckends
and were possibly connected with the
Freedom lor Cuba Party of which Oswald
was a member.” No attention was paid 1o
Walthers report, and on November 26th,
he complained: “I don’t know what ac
tion the Secret Service has taken, but 1
learned today that some time berween
seven days before the President was shot
and the day after he was shot, these Cu-
bans moved from this house. My inform-
ant  stated  that subject Oswald  had
been to this house before.” This was the
last that was ever heard ol the mvsieri-
ous Cubans at 3128 Harlandale. A sig-
nificant point in Walthers' report is his
mention of the Freedom for Cuba Par
ty. This appears to be a corruption of
the anti-Castro Free Cuba Committee of
which Oswald, Ferrie and a small cadre
ol nco-Nazis—including the man we
believe was the “second Oswald”™—were
members. You may remember that on
the night of the assassination, Dallas
D. A Henry Wade called a press conler-
ence and at one point referred to Oswald
as a member of the “Free Cuba Comnuit-
e instead of the Fair Play for Cuba
Committee. Jack Ruby, who just hap-
pened to be there, promptly chimed in to
correct him. Ruby was obviously in the
Jail that night on a dry run prior to his
successful murder of Oswald on Sunday
—i possibility the Wirren Commiission
never bothered 1o consider—and  could
hardly have been eager to draw aticn-
tion 1o himsell. However, he must have
been afraid that il the press reported Os-
wald was a member of the “Free Cuba
Commitice,” somebody might hegin an
investigation ol that group and discover
its anti-Castro and ulira-right-wing  orni
entation. And so he risked his cover 1o
set the vecord straight and protect his
fellow conspirators.

PLAYBOY: In regard 1o Oswald’s role in
the conspiracy. vou have spid that “he
was a decoy at first and then he was a
patsy and then he was a victim.” Would
vou explain what you meant by that?
GARRISON: Oswald’s role in the pro
posed assassination ol Kennedy, as Fne as
he seems to have known, was strictly
political: not 1o fire a gun but—Ifor rea-
sons that may not have been explained
to him by his superiors at their plauning
sessions—to establish his leltwing bona
fides so unshakably that alter the assassi-
nation, quite possibly unbecknownst 1o
him, the President’s murder would appear



to be the work of a sharpshooting left-
wing lanatic and thus allow the other
plotters, including the men who actually
shiot Kennedy, 10 escape police attention
and flee Dallas. Though he may not have
known why he was instructed to do so,
this was undoubtedly why he got the
job at the Texas School Book Depository
Building; we've learned that one of the
members of the conspiracy was in a posi-
tion to learn from perfectly innocent Dal-
Ias business contacts the route of the
Presidential motorcade more than a
month bhefore Kennedy's visit. The con-
spirators—more than probably not in-
cluding Oswald-—knew this would place
him on the scene and convince the world
that a demented Marxist was the real
ASSASSII.

PLAYBOY: Even il Oswald was unaware of
his role as a decoy, didn't he suspect that
he might be doublecrossed by his co-
CONSPIrators?

GARRISON: We have uncovered substantial
evidence that he was influenced and ma-
nipulated rather easily by his older and
more sophisticated superiors in the con-
spiracy, and it’s probable that he wusted
them more than he distrusted them. But
even il the opposite were true, T think
he would have done what he was told.
PLAYBOY: Lven if he suspected that he
might be arrested and convicted as the
President’s assassin?

GARRISON: As | said, I don’t think it's

likely that he was aware of his role as a
decoy. But even il he was, it's probable
that he would have been given some
cock-and-bull  assurances about being
richly rewarded and smuggled our of the
country alter Kennedy's death. But it's
even more probable, in my opinion—if
he did know the true nature of his role
—that he wouldn’t have felt the necessity
to escape. He would have known that no
Jury in the world—even in Dallas—
would have been able to find him guilty
of the assassination on the sirength of
such transparently contrived circumstan-
tal evidence.

PLAYBOY: That’s debatable. But even if
Oswald had been brought to trial for and
acquitied of the assassination, what rea-
son would he have had to believe that
he would also be exonerated of involve-
ment in the conspiracy—which you've
admitted yoursell?

GARRISON: I don't want to evade your
question, butr I can’t answer it without
compromising my investigation ol a cru-
cial new arca ol the conspiracy. I'm
alraid T can’t discuss it until we've built
a solid case. I can say, however, that what-
ever his knowledge of his role as a decoy,
he definitely didn’t know about his role
as a patsy until aflter the assassination.
At 12:45 p.m. on November 22nd, the
Dallas police had broadcast a wanted
bulletin for Oswald—over a hall hour
before Tippit was shot and at a time

when there was absolutely no evidence
linking O wald to the assassination. The
Dallas police have never been able 1o
explain - who wtansmitted this wanted
notice or on what evidence it was based;
and the Warren Commission brushed
aside the whole matter as unimportant. 1
think it's obvious that the conspirators
tipped off the police, probably anony
mously, in the hope—subsequently real-
ized—that all attention would henceforth
be focused on Oswald and the heat
would be 1aken off other members of
the plot. We have evidence that the plan
was to have him shot as a cop killer in
the Texas Theater “while resisting ar-
rest.” 1 can't go into all the details on
this, but the murder of Tippit, which I
am convinced Oswald didn’t commit, was
clearly designed 1o set the stage for Os-
wald’s liquidation in the Texas Theater
alter another anonymous ti p-oft. But here
the plotters miscalculated, and Oswald
was not shot o death but was merely
roughed up and rushed off 1o the Dallas
jatl—where, you may remember, he
shouted to reporters as the police dragged
him through the corridors on November
22nd: I didn’t kill anyone—I'm being
made a patsy.” The conspiracy had gone
seriously awry and the plotters were in
danger ol exposure by Oswald. Enter
Jack Ruby—and exit Oswald. So first
Oswald was a decoy, next a patsy and
finally—in the basement of the Dallas jail
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on November 24, 1963—a victim.
PLAYBOY: Even if Oswald was a scapegoat
in the alleged conspiracy, why do you
believe he couldn’t also have been one
of those who shot at the President®
GARRISON: If there’s one thing the War-
ren Commission and its 26 volumes of
supportive evidence demonstrate conclu-
sively, it’s that Lee Harvey Oswald did
not shoot John Kennedy on November
22, 1963. Of course, the Commission
concluded not only that Oswald hred at
the President but that he was a marks-
man, that he had enough time o “hre
three shots, with two hits, within 4.8
and 5.6 seconds,” that his Mannlicher-
Carcano was an accurate rifle, etc—but
all these conclusions are actually in direct
contradiction of the evidence within the
Commission’s own 26 volumes. By culling
and coordinating that evidence. the lead-
ing critics of the Commission have
proved that Oswald was a medioae
shot; that the Mannlicher-Carcano rifle
he allegedly used was about the crum-
miest weapon on  the market today;
that its telescopic sight was loose and
had to be realigned belore Commission
experts could hire it; that the 20-year-old
ammunition he would have had to use
could not have been relicd on to fire
accurately, if at all; that the rifle quite
possibly was taken from Oswald’s home
alter the assassination and planted in
the Depository; that the Commission’s
own chronology of Oswald’s movements
made it highly implausible for him to
fire three shots, wipe the rifle clear of
lingerprintis—there were none lound on
t—hide the rifle under a stack ol books
and rush down four flights of stairs to
the second floor, all in the few seconds
it took Roy Truly and Ollicer Marrion
Baker to rush in from the sweet alter
the shots and encounter Oswald stand-
g beside ithe vending machine in the
employees” cafeteria. 1 could cite ad-
ditional evidence proving that Oswald
didn’t fire a rifle from the sixth floor
of the Depository, but it would just be a
recaipitulation of the excellent books of
the aritics, 10 which I reler your readers.
There are a number of factors that we've
examined  independently  during  the
course of our investigation that also
prove Oswald dido’t shoot at the Presi-
dent. For one thing, the nitrate test ad-
ministered 1o Oswald on the day of the
assissination clearly exoneried him of
having fired a rifle within the past 24
hours. He had nitrates on both hands,
but ne nitrates on his cheek—which
means it was impossible for him to hive
fived a rille. The fact that he had niwates
on both hands is vegarded in the nitrate
test as a sign of immocence: ics the same
as having nitrates on neither hand. This
is because so many ordinary objeas leave
traces of nitrate on the hands. You're
smoking a cigar, for example—tobacco
contains nitrate: so if you were tested
right now. you'd have niwrate on your

right hand but not on your left. I'm
smoking a pipe, which T interchange be-
tween my hands, so I'll have traces of
nitrate on both hands but not on my
cheeks. The morning of the assassina-
tion. Oswald was moving crates in a
newly painted room, which was likely to
have left wraces of nitrate on both his
hands. Now. of cowrse, if the nitrate test
had proved positive, and Oswald did
have nitrate on one id and on his
cheek. that would still not constitute
proof positive that he'd fired a gun,
because the nitrates could have been left
by a substance other than gunpowder.
But the fact that he had no nitrate what-
soever on lis cheek is imeluctable prool
that he never fired a rifie that day. If he
had washed his face 1o remove the nitrate
belore the test was administered, there
would have been none on his hands
either-—unless he was in the habit of
washing with gloves on. This was a sticky
problem for the Warren Commission, hut
they resolved it with their customary
aplomb. An expert was dug up who
testihed that in a Mannlicher-Carcano
rifle, the chamber is so tight that no
nitrates are emitted upon firing; and
the Commission used this testimony 10
dismiss the whole subject. However, the
mwventor of the nitraie test subsequently
tested the Mannlicher-Carcano and found
that it did leave nitrate traces. He was
not called 1o testify by the Warren Com-
mission. So the nitrate test alone is incon-
trovertible prool that Oswald did not fire
a rifle on November 22nd. Weve also
found some new evidence that shows that
Oswald’s Mannlicher-Carcano was not the
only weapon discovered in the Depository
Building after the assassination. I recent-
ly traveled 1o New York for a conference
with Richard Sprague, a brilliant man
who's been independently  rescarching
technical aspects of the ass: ation,
and he showed me a hitherto unpub-
licized collection of film clips from a
motion piaure taken ol the assassination
and is altermath, Part ol the film, shot
shortly alter one p. a1, shows the Dallas
police carrying the assassination weapon
out of the Book Depository. They stop
for the photographers and an ofhcer holds
the rifle up above his head so that the
inquisitive aowd can look at it. There's
just one hitede Haw here: This rifle does
not have a wlescopic sight, and thus can-
not be Oswald’s rifle. This weapon was
taken from the building approximately
20 minutes before Oswald’s Mannlicher-
Carcano was “discovered”—or planted—
on the premises. To sum up: Oswald was
involved in the conspiracy; shots were
fired at Kennedy from the Depository
but also from the grassy knoll and appar-
cntly from the Dal-Tex Building as well
—but not one of them was fired by Lee
Harvey Oswald, and not one of them
from his Mannlicher-Carcano.

PLAYBOY: If Oswald didn’t shoot Presi-
dent Kennedy [rom the sixth-floor win-

dow of the Book Depository. who did?
GARRISON: Our office has developed evi-
dence that the President was assasinated
by a precision guerrilla team of at least
seven men, including anti-Castro adven-
turers and members of the paramilitary
right. Of cowrse, the Ministry of Truth
concluded—Dby scrupulously ignoring the
most compelling evidence and carefully
selecting only those facts that conformed
to its preconceived thesis of a lone assassin
—that “no credible evidence sugeests
that the shots were fired from . . . any
place other than the Texas School Book
Depository Building.” But anyone who
takes the time 1o read the Warren Report
will find that of the witnesses in Dealey
Plaza who were able to assess the origin
of the shots, almost two thirds said they
came from the grassy-knoll area in Iront
and 10 the right of the Presidential lim-
ousine and not from the Book Depository,
which was to the rear of the President. A
number of rehiable witnesses testified
that they heard shots ring out [rom be-
hind the picket fence and saw a puff of
smoke drift into the air. Additional evi-
dence supporting this can be found in the
Zapruder film published in Life, which
reveals that the President was slammed
backzward by the impact of a bullet; un-
less you abrogate Newton's third law of
motion, this means the President was shot
from the front. Also—though they were
contradicted Iater—several of the doctors
at Parkland Hospital who examined the
President’s neck wound contended it was
an enbiance wound, which would cer
tainly tend to indicate that Kennedy was
shot from the front. In the cowrse of our
investigation. we've uncovered additional
evidence establishing absolutely that there
were at least four men on the grassy
Knoll, at least two behind the picker
fence and two or more behind a small
stone wall to the right of the fence. As I
reconstruct it from the still-incomplete
evidence in our possession, one man fired
at the President lrom each location, while
the role of his companion was to snatch
up the cartridges as they weve ejected,
Parenthetically, a book on firearms
characteristics was found in Ferrie's apart-
ment. It was flled with underlining and
marginal notations. and the most heavily
annotated section was one describing the
direction and distance a cartridge ravels
from a rille afier ejection. Seribbled on a
bookmark in this section, in Ferrie's
handwriting, were the figures, not men-
tioned in the text, “50° and 11 [eet”"—
which indiciates the possibility that Fer-
rie had test-fired a rifle and ploted the
distance from the gunman to where the
ejected cartridges would fall. But to re-
turn to the scene of the crime, it scems
virtually certain that the cartridges, along
with the rifles, were then thrown into the
trunk of a car—parked directly behind
the picket fence—which was driven [rom
the scene some hours after the assassina-
tion. II there had been a thorough search
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of all vehicles in the vicinity of the grassy
knoll irnmulialc]y after the assassination,
this inaiminating evidence might have
been uncovered—along with the real
authors of the President’s murder. In ad-
dition to the assassins on the grassy knoll,
at least two other men hred from behind
the President, one from the Book Deposi-
tory Building—nor Oswald—and one, in
all probability, from the Dal-Tex Build-
ing. As it happens, a man was arrested
right after the assassination as he left
the Dal-Tex Building and was taken
away in a patrol car, but like the three
other men detained after the assassina-
tion—one in the railroad yard behind
the grassy knoll, one on the railroad
overpass farther down the parade route,
and one in lront of the Book Depository
Building—he then dropped out of sight
completely. All of these suspects taken
imto custody after the assassination re-
main as anonymous as if they’d been de-
tained lor throwing a candy wrapper on
the sidewalk. We have also located an-
other man—in green combat fatigues—

who was not involved in the shooting but
created a diversionary action in order o
distract people’s attention from the snip-
ers. This individual screamed, fell to the
ground and simulated an epileptic fit,
drawing people away from the vicinity of
the knoll just belore the President’s mo-
torcade reached the ambush point. So
you have at least seven people involved,
with four firing at the President and
catching him in a crossfire—just as the
assassins had planned at the meeting in
David Ferrie's apartment in September.
It was a precision operation and was car-
ried out coolly and with excellent coordi-
nation; the assassins even kept in contact
by radio. The President, ol course, had
no chance. It was an overkill operation.
As far as the actual sequence of shots goes,
you'll remember that the Warren Com-
mission concluded that only three bhullets
were fived at the President—one that hit
just below the back of his neck, exited
through his throat and then passed
through Governor Connally’s body; one
that missed; and one that blew off a por-

“Timmy has lo tinkle.”

tion of the President’s skull and killed
him. Like most of the other conclusions
of the Commission, this one contradicts
both the evidence and the testimony of
cyewitnesses. The initial shot hit the
President in the front of the neck, as
the Parkland Hospital doctors recognized
—though they were later contradicied by
the military physicians at the Bethesda
autopsy, and by the Warren Report.
The second shot struck the President in
the back; the locition of this wound can
be verihed not by consulung the ofhicial
autopsy reporti—on which the Commis-
ston based its conclusion that this bullet
hit Kennedy in the back of the neck and
exited [rom his throat—but by perusing
the repons filed by two FBI agents who
were present at the President’s autopsy
in Bethesda, Maryland. Both stated un-
equivocally that the bullet in question
entered President Kennedy's back and did
not continue through Ins bodyv. 1 also re
fer you 10 a photograph ol the President’s
shirt taken by the FBI, and to a drawing
of the President’s back wound made by
one of the examining physicians at Be-
thesda; the location of the wound in
both cases corresponds  exactly—more
than three inches below the President’s
neck. Yet the Commission concuded that
this wound occurred 1 his neck. This,
ol course, was to make 11 more believable
that the same bullet had exned [rom
the President’s throat and slanted on
down through Governor Connally. Fven
il this buller had enered where the Com-
mission claims and then exited Irom the
President’s throat. it would have been
possible for it 1o enter Governor Connal-
Iv’s upper back at a downward angle,
exit from his lower chest and lodge fi-
nally in his thigh—hred, as the Commis-
sion savs it was, Irom the elevation of
the sixth-Hoor window of the Book De-
pository—only il Connally had  been
sitting in the President’s lap or il the
bullet had described 1wo 90-degree turns
on s way lrom President Kennedy's
throat 10 Governor Connally’s  back,
Clearly, the President’s throat wound wis
caused by the first shot, this one lrom
the grassy knoll in hront ol the limou-
sing; and his back wound came [rom the
rear. I've already given you mvy reasons
for reaching this conclusion.

PLAYBOY: If the first buller was fired Irom
the front, why wasn't it found in the
President’s body, or somewhere in the
Presidential Imousine?

GARRISON: The exact nature ol the Prosi-
dent's wounds, as well as the disposition
ol the bullets or bullet fragments, are
among the muny concealed items in this
case. 1 rold vou carlier about the men on
the grassy knoll whose sole lunction we
believe was 10 catch the cartridges as
they were ejecied [rom the assassins’ rifles,
We also have reason 1o suspect that other
members of the conspiracy may have been
assipned the job of removing other evi-
dence—such as wraceable bullet fragments




—that might betray the assassins. In the
chaos of November 22nd, this would not
have been as difficult as it sounds. We
know that a bullet, designated Exhibit
number 399 by the Warren Commission,
was planted on a suetcher in Parkland
Hospital to inaiminate Oswald. The
Commission concluded that this bullet
aliegedly hit both Kennedy and Governor
Connally, causing seven wounds and
breaking three bones—and emerged with-
out a dent! In subsequent ballistics tests
with the same gun, every bullet was
squashed completely out ol shape from
impact with various simulated human
targets. So, if the conspirators could labri-
cate a bullet, they could easily conceal
one. But to return to the sequence ol
shots: Governor Connally was struck by a
third bullet—as he himsell insisted, not
the one that struck Kennedy in the back

also fired from the rear. A fourth shot
missed the Presidenual limousine com-
pletely and struck the curb ilong the
south side of Main Street, disintegrating
into lragments; the trajectory ol this
bullet has been plotted backward to a
point ol origin in the Dal-Tex Building.
The fifth shot, which struck the President
in the right temple, tore off the top of his
skull and snapped him back into his seat
—a point overlooked by the Warren Com-
mission—had to have been fired rom the
grassy knoll. There is also medical evi-
dence indicating the likelihood that an
additional head shot may have been fired.
The report of Dr. Robert McClelland at
Parkland Hospital, Tor example, states
that “'the cause of death was due to mas-
sive head and brain injury from a gun
shot wound of the left temple” And
yet another shot may also have been
fired; frames 208 o 211 of the Zapruder
film, which were deleted from the War-
ren Report—presumably as irrelevani—
reveal signs of stress appearing suddenly
on the back ol a street sign momentarily
obstructing the view between the grassy
knoll and the President’s car. These stress
signs may very well have been caused by
the impact of a stray buller on the sign.
We'll never be sure about this, however,
because the day after the assassination,
the sign was removed and no one in Dal-
las scems to know what became of it
Some of the gunmen appear to have
used frangible bullets, a variant of the
dumdum bullet that is lorbidden by
the Geneva Treaty. Frangible bullets ex-
plode on impact into tiny fragments, as
did the bullet that caused the fatal
woumd in the President’s head. Of
course, frangible bullets are ideal in a
political assassination, because they almost
guarantee massive damage and assure
that no tangible evidence will remain
that ballistics experts could use to trace
the murder weapon. I might also men-
tion that [rangible bullets cannot
be fired from a Mannlicher-Carcano,
the Commission concludes
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Oswald used to kill the President.
Also parenthetically, this type of bullet
was issucd by the CIA for use in anti-
Castro-exile raids on Cuba. In summa-
tion, there were at least five or six shots
fired at the President from fromt and
rear by at least four gunmen, assisted by
several accomplices, two of whom prob-
ably picked up the cariridges and one of
whom created a diversion to draw people’s
cyes away from the grassy knoll. At this
stage of events, Lee Harvey Oswald was
no more than a spectator 1o the assassina-
tion—perhaps in a very literal sense. As
the first shot rang out, Associated Press
photographer James Aligens snapped a
picture of the motorcade that shows a
man with a remarkable resemblance to
Lee Harvey Oswald—same hairline, same
face shape—standing in the doorway of
the Book Depository Building. Somehow
or other, the Warren Commission con-
cluded that this man was actually Billy
Nolan Lovelady, an employee of the De-
pository, who looked very litde like
Oswald. Furthermore, on the day of the
assassination, Oswald was wearing a white
T-shirt under a longsleeved dark shirt
opened halfway to his waist—the same
outfit worn by the man in the doorway—
but Lovelady said that on November
22nd he was wearing a short-sleeved, red-
and-white-striped sport shirt buttoned
ncar the neck. The Aligens photograph
indicates the very real possibility that at
the moment Oswald was supposed 10
have been crouching in the sixth-floor
window of the Depository shooting Ken-
nedy, he may actually have been standing
outside the front door watching the
Presidential motorcade.

PLAYBOY: Between June 25th and 29th,
CBS telecast a series ol four special
shows revealing the hindings of the net-
work’s own seven-month investigation
of the assassination. CBS agreed with
the Warren Commission’s conclusion that
Oswald was the assassin, that he acted
alone and that only three shots were
firec; but it theorized that the first shot
was fired earlier than the Warren Com-
mission believed, thus giving Oswitld suf-
ficient time to fre three well-aimed shots
at the President with his Mannlicher-
Carcano—and overcoming the implausi-
bility of the Commission’s conclusion
that he had scored two hits out of three
shots in only 5.6 seconds. Don't you con-
sider this a logical explanation of the
discrepancies in the Commission’s time
sequence?

GARRISON: I'm afraid it’s neither logical
nor an explanation. In case your readers
aren’t Lamiliar with all the ramifications
ol this question, the Commission’s entire
lonc-assassin theory rests on the fact that
all three shots were fired, as you point
out, within a period of 5.6 seconds. Now,
the film twken of the assassination by
Abrabam Zapruder proves that a maxi-
mum of 1.8 seconds elapsed between the

168 ume Kennedy was first hit and Governor

Connally was hit—this is crystal clear
from their own reactions—but it requires
2.3 seconds just 1o work the bolt on a
Mannlicher-Carcano rifle. To cscape this
dilemma, the Commission produced the
magical bullet, Exhibit 399, which I
referred o earlier. Apart from the pris-
une condition ol 399, the whole time
sequence was the weakest link in the
Conunission's shaky chain of evidence,
and CBS seems o have taken 1t upon its
shoulders o resolve the problem by in-
venring a new ume sequence, What they
did was to have a photo analyst, Charles
Wyckofl, examine the Zapruder film and
hnd that certain frames were blurred.
Wyckoff arbitrarily decided that these
blurs were caused by Zapruder's physical
reaction 10 the sound of shots ringing out
although by the same logic, Zapruder
could just have sneezed. Now, the
Warren Commission hiad concluded that
Kennedy would not have been visible to
Oswald unul Frame 210 of the Zapruder
hlm; untl then, he was obscured by an
oitk trece—and was first hit in Frame 222
or 223. But Wyckoff detected a blur in
the vicinity of Frame 186; and on the
basis of this, CBS speculied that Zapru-
der heard a shot at Frame 186—the first
shot in CBS' revised time schedule—
which Oswald allegedly fired at Kenne
dy through the branches of the oak tree,
CBS even speculated that the bullet
lodged in the trunk of the oak tree, and
sent a team of men with mewal detectors
scurrying up it, but o no avail; the
commentator  explained  that  maybe
someday more sophisticated  detection
devices would be developed and the bul-
let would be found. Sure. This scenario,
ol course, gave Oswald several extra sec-
onds i which 10 take careful aim and
fwe his subsequent shots—and thus let
the Commission off the hook. The only
trouble here is that the people who con-
ducted the CBS study—like most defend-
ers of the Warren Repori—didn't do all
of their homework. They forgot, or
chose to 1gnore, that by the Commis
sion’s own admission, the bullet that
missed Kennedy—the second bullet in
the Commission's sequence—hit  the
curb on Main Street near the railroad
underpass 100 yards ahead ol the lim-
ousine, shattering into fragments and
causing superhicial wounds on the face of
a bystander, James Tague. But the tra-
jectory of any bullet fired from the sixth
floor of the Depository through the
branches of the oak wree is such that it
could not conceivably hit within a city
block of the underpass. So please excuse
me if I'm not overwhelmed by the in-
eluctable logic of CBS’ prescntation. And
Just let me add a footnote here: CBS
made a great deal out of its assumption
that the blurs on Zapruder's film indi-
cated a reflexive reaction to shots ring-
ing out. But they never asked Zapruder
about lis statement to Secret Service
agents after the assassination about the

origin of the shots; along with the major-
ity ol the witnesses to the assassination,
he said the shots came from the grassy
knoll, on which he was standing—f{rom
behind the stone wall, which was only a
few dozen feet from him, in the opposite
direction from the Depository. Like the
Warren Commission, CBS was scrupu-
lously selective in its choice of evidence.
Its broadcast wasn't a hatwchet job like
the NBC show, but it was equ;llly mis-
leading and, however unintentionally,
dishonest. I'm not imputing sinister mo-
uves to CBS; 1t appears that its greatest
handicap was its own ignorance of the
assassination.

PLAYBOY: To return to your own inves-
tigation of the assassination: Have you
discovered the idemtity of any of the
conspirators you say were involved in the
actual shooting?

GARRISON: I don’t want to sound coy or
evasive, but I'm alraid I can’t comment
on that. All I can say is that this is an
ongoing case and there will be more
arrests.

PLAYBOY: letU's move on to the events
that followed the assassination. What
rcason do you have lor believing that
Oswald didn't shoot Ofheer Lippit?
GARRISON: As | said carhier, the evidence
we've uncovered leads us o suspect that
two men, neither of whom was Oswald,
were the real murderers ol Tippit; we
believe we have one of them identified.
The critics of the Warren Report have
pointed out that a number of the
witnesses could not identify Oswald as
the slayer, that several said the murderer
was short and squat—Oswald was thin
and medium height—and another said
that two men were involved. The War-
ren Commussion’s own chronology of
Oswald’s movements also fails 1o allow
him suthcient ume w reach the scene
of Tippit's murder Irom the Book De-
pository Building. The dincher, as Iar
as I'm concerned, is ithat four cu-
tridges were found at the scene of the
slaying. Now, revolvers do not eject car-
widges, so when someone is shot, you
don't later find gratwitous carridges
strewn over the sidewalk—unless the
murderer dehiberately wikes the trouble
to ¢ject them. We suspect that cariidges
had been previously obtained from Os-
wald’s .38 revolver and left at the mur-
cer site by the real killers as part ol the
seiup o incriminate Oswald. However,
somchody slipped up there. Of the four
cartridges found at the scene, 1two were
Winchesters and two were Remingtons
—but of the four bullers found in Ofhcer
Tippit’s body, three were Winchesters
and one was a Remington! The last
time¢ I Jooked. the Remingion-Peters
Manufacturing Company was not in the
habit of slipping Winchester bullets
mto s cartridges, nor was the Win-
chester-Western  Manulacturing  Com-
pany putting Remington bullets into its
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“Here comes our analyst. A few more visits and
we should have him straightened out.”

cartridges. I don’t belicve that Oswald
shot anybody on November 22nd—not
the President and not Tippit. Il our in-
vestigation in this area proves fruitful, I
hope we will be able to produce in a
court of law the two men who did kill
Tippit.

PLAYBOY: How do vou explain the fact that
the Warren Commission concluded that
the bullets in Ofheer Tippit's body had
all been fired from “the revolver in the
possession of Oswald at the time of his
arrest, to the exclusion ol all other
weapons”?

GARRISON: The Warren Commuission's con-
clusion was made in spite of the evidence
and not because of it. To determine
if Oswald’s gun had fired the bullets,
it was necessary to call in a Dballistics
expert who would be able to tell if the
lines and grooves on the bullets had a
relation to the barrel of the revolver. The
Commission called as its witness FBI
ballistics expert Cortlandt Cunningham,
and he wesufied, alier an exanunation of
the bullets taken from Tippit's body, that
it was impossible 10 determine whether
or not these bullets had been fired from
Oswald’s gun. Yet, on the basis of this

170 expert testimony, the Warren Commis-

sion concluded with a straight face that
the bullets were fired not only from Os-
wald’s gun but “to the exclusion of all
other weapons.” They simply chose to
ignore the fact that revolvers don't eject
cartridges and that the cartridges left so
conveniently on the street didn't match
the bullets in Tippit’s body.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned ecarlier that a
so-called “second Oswald” had imper-
sonated the real Lee Harvey Oswald be-
fore the assassination in an attempt to
incriminate him. What prool do you
have of this?

GARRISON: I hesitate 1o use the words
“second Oswald,” because they end 1o
lend an additional fictional quality to
a case that already makes Dr. No and
Goldfinger look like auditors’ reports.
Howcver, it is true that before the assas-
sination, a calculated effort was made to
implicate Oswald in the events to come.
A young man approximating Oswald’s
description and using Oswald's name—
we believe we have discovered his iden-
tity—engaged in a variety of activitics
designed to areate such a strong impres-
sion of Oswald’s instability and culpa-
bility in people’s minds that they would
recall him as a suspicious character after
the President was murdered. In one

instance, a man went to an auto sales-
room, gave his name as Lee Oswald,
test-drove a car at 80 miles an hour—
Oswald couldn’t drive—and, afier creat-
ing an ineradicable impression on the
salesman by his speeding, gratuitously
remarked that he might go back to the
Soviet Union and was expecting to come
into a large sum of money. Parentheti-
cally, the salesman who described this
“second Oswald™ was subsequently beaten
almost to death by unknown assailants
outside his showroom. He later Hled Dal-
las and last year was found dead; it was
officially declared a suicide. In another
instance, this “second Oswald™ visited
a shooting rvange in Dallas and gave
a virtuoso demonstration ol marksman-
ship, hitting not only his own bull’seye
but the bull's-cyes of neighboring targets
as well—thus leaving an unforgettable
impression of his skill with a rifle. The
real Oswald, of course, was a mediocre
shot, and there is no evidence that he
had fired a rifle since the day he left the
Marines. Consequently, the fact that he
couldn’t hit the side ol a barn had 1o be
offset, which accounts for the tableau at
the rifle range. 1 could go on and on re-
counting sinular instances, but there is
no doubt that there was indeed a “sec
ond Oswald.” Now, the Warren Com-
mission recognized that the individual
involved in all these activities could not
be Lee Oswald; but they never took the
next step and inquired why these inci-
dents of impersonation occurred so sys-
tematically prior to the assassination. As
it turned out, of course, the organizers of
the conspiracy needn’t have bothered to
go to all this wouble of laying a [alse
trail incriminating Oswald. They should
have realized, since Oswald was a “sell-
proclaimed Marxist,” that it wasn't nec
essary 1o produce any additional evidence
to convict him in the eyes of the mass
media; any other facts would simply be
redundant in the face of such a convinc-
ing conlession of guilt.

FLAYBOY: You've given your reasons
for believing that Oswald, despite his
leftist “cover,” was involved with the
conspirators and with the CIA. Do you
have any evidence indicating that he
was also connected with the FBI, as
some critics of the Warren Report have
alleged?

GARRISON: Let me preface my answer by
saying that I believe the IFBI was not
given the full picture of Oswald's CIA
involvement. I have nothing but respect
for the Bureau and feel thau il it weren't
for the FBI reports still available in the
Commission exhibits, the door would
have been closed forever, While the CIA
has behaved like a cross bewtween the
Gestapo and the NKVD, the FBI has
worked assiduously in many different
areas and gathered facts that have proved
of great value to those interested in
uncovering the truth about the assassina-
tion. It isn’t the FBI's fault that dozens



of its reports have been dassified top
secret in the Archives by order of certain
officials in the Department of Justice.
The wrouble I face 1oday is that, after
four ycars, not only are these documents
unavailable but the trail has grown cold
in many areas. Ruby is dead. Ferrie is
dead. Many other witnesses with valuable
information have either been murdered
or fled the country.
PLAYBOY: You still haven't answered the
question: Was Oswald involved with the
FBI?
GARRISON: Well, I just wanted wo phrase
my reply in such a manner that it
wouldn’t be misconstrued as a broadside
against the entire FBL Oswald may
have been a petty informer for the Bu-
au, receiving small sums of money in
return for information about left-wing
activities in  the Dallas-New Orleans
area. But I must stress that there 15 no
indication of any connection between
Oswald and the FBI with regard o the
assassination, and that his position with
the FBI was in no way analogous to
his position with the CIA; the FBI re-
tains hundreds, perhaps thousands of
such informants across the country and
is no more responsible for their over-all
pattern of political activity than the In-
ternal Revenue Service is responsible for
the behavior of its confidential inform-
ants on tax-evasion matters. Oswald’s
possible ties to the Bureau are never
mentioned in the Warren Report, but a
member of the Commission, Congressman
Gerald Ford, revealed i his otherwise
undistinguished book, Portrait of an As-
sassin, that the Commission was informed
by Texas Attorney General Waggoner
Carr and Dallas D. A. Henry Wade that
Oswald had been employed by the FBI as
an informant since September of 1962;
his salary, they revealed, was S200 a
month and his FBI code number was
179. The Warren Commission acted
promptly on this information from two
responsible Texas officials: Chief Coun-
sel Rankin told the members ol the
Commission that “We have a dirty rumor
that is very bad for the Commission . .,
and it is very damaging to the agen-
cies that are involved in it and it must be
wiped out insofar as it is possible to do
so by the Commission.” The Commission
then launched one of its typically thor-
ough investigations: J. Edgar Hoover
was asked if the alleged assassin ol the
President of the United States had been
an employee of his; Mr. Hoover said
“No™; and the Commission closed the
case. If Congressman Ford hadn’t devel-
opcd writer's itch, we would never even
have heard of the incident. Once again,
the Commission made an unwise choice
between tranquility and truth, There is
also other evidence linking Oswald to the
FBl—though, again, not in any conspira-
torial context. A Dallas police investi-
gative report dated February 17, 1964,

describes a police interview with Mrs.
Teofil Meller, a White Russian émigrée
in Dallas who had befriended Oswald and
Marina. Mrs. Meller revealed, according
to the report, that “she saw the book
Kapital, which was written by Karl
Marx, during one of these visits at Os-
wald's house and became very worried
about it. Subject [Mr. Meller] said he
checked with the FBI and they told him
that Oswald was all right.”” So here you
have this “self-proclaimed Marxist,” who
had defected to the Soviet Union, wied
to renounce his American citizenship and
was now allegedly active in pro-Castro
acuivities, being given a clean bill of
health by the FBL It's quite possible that
this clean bill of health was originally
issued by the State Department, which,
in reply 1o an FBI request for informa-
tion about Oswald’s activities in Russia
—this was shortly after his “defection™—
assured the Bureau that he was a solid
citizen. So I don’t see anything sinister
in all of this, at least as far as the FBI
1s concerned. The Bureau has to obtain

information on subversion and it’s going
to get what it needs not {rom Rhodes
scholars and divinity students but from
apparently marginal figures like Lee Os-
wald with an entree into the political
underworld.

PLAYBOY: If you sce nothing sinister in
the FBI's relationship with Oswald, why
did you subpoena FBI agents Regis Ken-
nedy and Warren De Brueys to testify
before the New Orleans Parish grand
jury?

GARRISON: Regis Kennedy is one of
the I'BI agents who interrogated David
Ferrie in November 1963, and 1 hoped
to learn from him whar information the
Bureau had elicited from Ferrie. But on
the instructions of our old friend Attor-
ney General Ramsey Clark, Kennedy
refused 1o answer the questions put to
him by the grand jury on the grounds of
executive privilege. Warren De Brueys i1s
a former FBI agent based in New Orleans
who also questioned Ferrie in 1963. Be-
tween 1961 and 1963, De Drueys was
involved with anti-Castro exile activities

“Prop man!”
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in New Orleans and was seen frequently
at mectings of the rightwing Cuban
Democratic Revolutionary Front. I'd like
to find out the exact nature of De Brueys’
relationship with Lee Oswald. As long as
Oswald was in New Orleans, so was De
Brueys. When Oswald moved to Dallas,
De Brueys tollowed him. After the assassi-
nation, De Brueys returned 1o New
Orleans. This may all be coincidence,
but I find it interesting that De Brueys
refuses 1o cooperate with our office—
significant and frustrating, because 1 feel
he could shed considerable light on Os
wald's ties 10 anti-Castro groups.
PLAYBOY: On March 23, 1967, you or-
dered the arrest of Gordon Novel as a
material witness in the conspiracy to as-
sassinate  President Kenwoedy, and you
have subsequently sought his extradition
from Ohio. What role do you believe
Novel played in the alleged conspiracy?
GARRISON: 1 can’t go into all aspects of
Novel’s activities, because we have a live
case against him. Novel worked closely
with David Ferrie and the anti-Castro
Cuban exiles. In 1961, he raided a muni-
tions bunker in Houma, Louisiana, with
David Ferrie and a prominent anti-Castro
exile leader, and the weapons seized were
subsequently shipped by CIA agents to
the counterrevolutionary underground in
Cuba. He also worked for the Evergreen
Advertising Agency in New Orleans, a
CIA front that alerted anti-Castro agents
to the date of the Bay of Pigs invasion by
placing coded messages in radio commer-
cials for Christmas trees. Novel himsell
was a paid employee of the CIA. As I
mentioned ecarlier, Novel's own lawyer,
Stephen Plotkin, has admitted that his
client is a CIA agent. On May 25,
1967, Plotkin was quoted in the New
Orleans States-Item as saying that “his
client served as an intermediary be-
tween the CIA and anti-Castro Cubans
in New Orleans and Miami prior 1o the
April 1961 Bay of Pigs invasion.” And
that same day, the Associated Press,
which has hardly served as my press agent
in this case, reported: “When Novel first
fled from New Orleans, he headed
straight for MecLean, Virginia, which is
the Central Intelligence Agency suburb,
This is not surprising, because Gordon
Novel was a CIA employee in the early
Sixties.” There is no doubt that Gordon
Novel was a CIA operative.

PLAYBOY: II the CIA, as you charge,
not only refuses to cooperate with you
but has actively obstructed your investi-
gation, how are you in a position to
know about Novel's activities on behalf
of the Agency?

GARRISON: The people of Louisiana pay
my investigators to investigate. But in
this specific instance, we've benefited
by sheer luck. After Novel fled the city
in March, my investigators and the city
police both scoured his apartment for
evidence, but Novel appeared to have
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afraid, in this case, we weren't as efficient
as two young girls who moved into Nov-
el's apartment a few weeks later and,
during a thorough house cleaning, found
a penciled rough draft of a letter under a
strip of linoleum on the kitchen-sink
drainboard. One of the girls gave it to
her boyfriend, a student at Tulane Uni-
versity, and he in turn passed it on to
one of his professors, who subsequently
showed the letter to Hoke May, a report-
cr lor the New Orleans States-Item. May
had the letter examined by an independ-
ent handwriting analyst, Gilbert Fortier,
who compared it with other samples of
Novel's writing and determined that the
draft had been written by Novel—a fact
that was confirmed by Novel's attorney,
who said that “everything in the letter as
far as Novel is concerned is actually the
truth.” This letter makes [ascinating
reading. It is addressed to a Mr. Weiss,
Novel's apparent superior in the CIA.
Novel tells Weiss: 1 took the liberty of
writing you direct and apprising you of
current situation expecting you to for-
ward this through appropriate channels.
Qur connection and activity ol that pe-
riod involved individuals presently about
o be indicted as conspirators in Mr.
Garrison’s investigation.” Novel goes on
to warn that my probe was in danger of
exposing his ties to the Double-Chek
Corporation in Miami, which the book
The Invisible Government exposes as a
CIA front that recruited pilots and sabo-
teurs for the Bay of Pigs and subscquent
anti-Castro adventures. Novel writes in
the letter: “Mr, Garrison . . . is unaware
of Double-Chek’s involvement in this
matter but has strong suspicions.” He
also adds that he lied to the FBI: “I have
been questioned extensively by local FBI
recently as to whether or not I was in-
volved with Double-Chek’s parent hold-
ing corporation. . . . My reply on five
queries was negative, Bureau unaware of
Double-Chek association in this matter.”
The letter indicates that Novel was grow-
ing edgy. because he complains: “We have
temporarily avoided one subpoena not to
reveal Double-Chek activities. . . . We
want out of this thing before Thursday,
3/—/67. Our attorneys have been told to
expect another subpoena to appear and
testify on this mauer. The Fifth Amend-
ment and/or immunity and legal tactics
will not suffice.” In case the CIA decided
Novel was expendable, he seems 1o have
taken out a kind of insurance policy:
“Our attorneys and others are in posses-
sion of complete scaled files containing
all information concerning this matter.
In the event of our sudden departure,
either accidental or otherwise, they are
instructed to simultaneously release same
for public scrutiny in different areas.”
Novel condudes his little billet-doux
by urging the CIA to take “appropriate
counteraction relative 1o Garrison’s in-
quisition concerning us through military
channels, vis-a-vis the DIA man.” Inter-

estingly enough, the DIA is the abbrevia-
tion for the Defense Intelligence Agency,
a top-secrct group set up alter the Bay
of Pigs to supervise the CIA and en-
surc increased Administration control of
CIA activities—a task at which it has
proved spectacularly unsuccessful.
PLAYBOY: Novel subsequently fled New
Orleans and took refuge in  Ohio.
Why were you unable to obtain his
extradition?

GARRISON: The reason we were unable
to obtain Novel's extradition from Ohio
—the reason we are unable to extradite
anyone connected with this case—is that
there are powerful forces in Washing-
ton who find it imperative to conceal
from the American public the truth
about the assassination. And as a re
sult. terrific pressure has been brought to
bear on the governors of the states in-
volved to prevent them from signing the
extradition papers and returning  the
defendants o stand trial. I'm sorry to say
that in every case, these Jell-o-spined
governors have caved in and “played the
game” Washington's way. To give them
the benefit of the doubt, I suppose it’s
also possible that they just didn’'t want
to aid and abet an investigation that
every offiaal elfort, overt and covert, has
been made to discredit as irresponsible
and unfounded. Whatever his motivation,
Governor Rhodes of Ohio, to name one,
has said that he would allow me to extra-
dite Novel to stand trial on charges aris-
ing Irom the ClA-inspired burglary of
the ammunitions bunker in Houma,
Louisiana—but that I would not be
allowed under the stipulations of the
extradition agreement to question him
about the assassination! In other words,
it's OK for me 1o send a man to jail on
a bwrglary rap, but I mustn’t upset him
by inquiring il he Killed the President.
I'm all in favor of protecting a de-
fendant’s civil rights, but this is straight
out of Alice in Wonderland.

PLAYBOY: The New Ovleans Slates-Tiem
of June 14, 1967, quoted Novel as say-
ing that if he were granted immunity
from the assassination investigation, he
would be willing to testily on a number
ol points, including “international fraud,
mysterious  intelligence  activities  from
November 1959 to date in the Southern
quadrant of the U.S A. and certain is-
lands off Florida, seditious treason, hot
war games and cold munitions transfers,
ten 1950-model Canadian surplus Vam-
pire jet supporter fighter aircraft and
certain Cuban-Anglo-French  sabotage
affairs of early 1961.” Why did you re-
ject his offer?

GARRISON: T'hese are all intriguing aspects
of Novel’s carcer as a U. S. intelligence
agent, and I'd Jove 1o hear about them
—especially his knowledge of seditious
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“They just don’t make two-way mirrors like they used to.”

treason—but that isn’t the subject of my
investigation.

PLAYBOY: Lct's move on Irom Gordon
Novel 10 Jack Ruby., who you damm
murdered Oswald o “silence”™ him. Do
vou have any evidence that Ruby and
Oswald knew cach other?

GARRISON: Though Ruby and the Wanrren
Report denied it vehemently, there is
simply no question about it. We didn’t
cven have to do a great deal ol investiga-
tive digging: connections popped up
ceverywhere we scratched the surface.
PLAYBOY: What cvidence do vou have
to support vowr charge that Ruby was
mvolved 1 anti-Castro  exile activities
with Oswald and Ferrie?

GARRISON: We have evidence linking
Ruby not only to anti-Castro exile activi-
ties but. as with almost evervone else
involved in this case. 10 the CIA iself.
Never forget that the CIA maintains a
great variety ol curious alliances it feels
serve its purposes. It may be hard 1o
imagine Rubv in a trench coat. but he
scems to have been as good an emplovee
of the CIA as he was a pimp for the
Dallis cops. Just let me add paventheti-
cally that I stress the word “emplovee”
here as opposed 1o “agent.” The CIA
cmploys many people in many different
capacitics, sometimes just on a retainer
basis, and these individuals do not fall

174 under the over-all authority of the CIA.

1 have solid evidence indicating that
Ruby, Ferrie. Oswald and others involved
in this case were all paid by the CIA 1o
perform certain funclions: Ruby to smug-
gle arms for Cuban exile groups, Ferrie to
train them and 1o fly counterrevolution:
ary secret missions to Cuba, and Oswald
10 establish himsell so convincingly as a
Marxist that he would win the rrust of
American lelt-wing groups and also have
freedom to mravel as a spy in Communist
countries, particularly Cuba. But 1 have
reason to believe that none of them
was a salaried agent operating  under
a divect chain of command. In this
particular case—though, as with the oth-
crs involved. it scems to hive heen unre-
lated 10 his CIA work—Ruby was up to
his neck with the plotters. Ouy investiga-
tors have broken a code Oswald used and
lound Ruby's private unlisted telephone
number, as ol 1963, written in Oswald’s
notebook. The same coded number was
found in the address book of another
prominent figure in this case. We have
further evidence linking Rubv to the
conspiracy. but it involves testimony 1o
he given in court in the future. so I can’t
reveal it here. On the broader poim of
Ruby's involvement with anti-Castro exile
activity, there can be no doubt what-
socver. Let me refer you here to the tes-
tumony of Nancy Perrin Rich belore the
Warten Commission. This lady mrived

in Dallas in 1961 with her hushand.,
Robert Perrin, a gun runner and one-
time  narcotics smuggler and, through
police intervention, secured a job as a
bartender at Ruby’s Carousel Club. She
quit soon after and didn’t see Ruby again
until one night when she and her hus
band, as she tells i, attended a confer
ence of anti-Castro exiles presided over by
a lieutenant colonel—an Army colonel.
she thought. She testified that Robert Per-
rin was oflered 310,000 if he would run
guns 1o the underground in Cuba. and
she haggled the sum up to 525.000. When
Perrin demanded a cash retainer. a phone
call was made and. shortly alwer. Mrs.
Rich recounts, “I had the shock of my
life. A knock comes on the door
and who walks in but my litle friend
Jack Ruby. . . . You could have knocked
me over with a feather . . . and cvery-
body looks like . here comes the
Savior.” Ruby was the CIA bag man-—
or pavmaster—Ior the operation, and he
lelt immediately alter handing over a
large sum in cash to the colonel. Mus,
Rich and her husband  subsequently
bowed out of the gun-smuggling deal.
becanse, in her words, 1 smelled an
clement that T did not want to have any
part ol Afraid of reraliation, she and
Perrin fled from Dallas and hid our in
several different cities, winding up finally
in New Orleans. A vear later, he was
found dead of arsenic poisoning. Though
it would be diflicult to pick a slower and
more excruciating way to kill yowrself, it
was ofhcilly declared a suicide. There are
oo many other instances of Ruby's anti-
Castro activity 10 go inte here. Ruby
appears to have been the CIA's hag man
for a wide variety of anti-Castro adven
tures. In this connection, let me point out
that one of the documents classified top
secret in the Archives is a C1A file enntled
“The Adivities of Jack Ruby.” Perhaps
this will become a Book-ol-the-Month
Club selection in September 2038.
PLAYBOY: Lven if Ruby was associated
with certain Cuban exile groups, as vou
claim, couldn’t all of this be totally un-
relited 1o the assassination?

GARRISON: It could be, but it isn't. As
a result ol our investugation, I can say,
with the same certitude that I can say
the sun will nise in the c¢ast tomorrow
morning, that Jack Ruby was involved
in the conspiracy 10 kill John Kennedy.
Much of the evidence we've uncovered
about Ruby’s involvement relates o our
court «ase against Clay Shaw. so the
cinon of legal ethics prevents me from
broadcasting it before uiil. But T will
give you one bit of evidence, recently
uncovered by our office, that links Ruby
to the conspirvacy. Four davs before the
assassination. on November 18th, 1963, a
voung woman [rom Dallas named Rose
Cheramie was thrown from a moving car
on a highway outside Eunice, Louisiana,
She was badly bruised and taken 1o the
East Louisiana Hospital in Jackson, Loui-




siana. When she came out of sedation,
on November 19th, she was distraught
and sobbed that she had been thrown
out of the car by associates of a man
named Jack Ruby in Dallas. She claimed
to have been sent by Ruby from Dallas
to Miami to pick up a shipment of
narcotics. When asked by a hospital
attendant—who lortunately took notes of
her remarks, in case the police had to be
called in—why she had been hurled
from the car, she replied that narcotics
smuggling was one thing, but she drew
the line at murder. The President. she
said, was going to be killed in Dallas
within a few days. At this point, sadly
enough, the hospital authorities secemed to
dismiss her as hysterical and lost interest
in her story, although she repeated it in
detail the next day. Aflter the assassina-
tion, of course, people in the hospital be-
came interested once more, but she had
already checked out, leaving no forward-
ing address other than Dallas, Texas.
There the story stood until a lew months
ago, when we began searching for Miss
Cheramie, but it was too late. After the
assassination, she was killed by a hit-and-
run driver on a highway outside Dallas.
PLAYBOY: Il Jack Ruby was really the
sinister and cunning figure you paint
him, why would he kill Oswald in the
Dallas city jail, where his own appre-
hension and conviction for murder were
inevitable? Wasn't this more logically the
act of a temporarily deranged man?

GARRISON: First of all, let me dispose
of this concept of the “temporarily de-
ranged man.” This is a catchall term,
employed whenever the real motive of a
crime can't be nailed down. In the over-
whelming majority ol instances, the ac-
tions of human beings are the direct
consequences of discernible motives. This
is the latal flaw of the Warren Report
—its conclusion that the assassination of
President Kennedy was the act of a tem-
porarily deranged man, that the murder
of Officer Tippit was equally meaningless
and, finally, that Jack Ruby's murder of
Oswald was another act of a temporarily
deranged individual. It is, of course,
wildly improbable that all three acts were
coincidentally the aberrant acts of tem-
porarily deranged men—although it's
most convenient to view them as such,
because that judgment obviates the ne-
cessity of relentlessly investigating the
possibility of a conspiracy. In Jack
Ruby’s case, his murder of Lee Oswald
was the sanest act he ever committed;
il Oswald had lived another day or so,
he very probably would have named
names, and Jack Ruby would have been
convicted as a conspirator in the assas-
sination plot. As it was, Ruby made the
best of a bad situation by rubbing out
Oswald in the Dallas city jail, since this
act could be construed as an argument
that he was “temporarily deranged.” But
I differ with the assumption of your ques-
tion. because, while there could have been

no doubt in Ruby’s mind that he would
be arrcsted, he could very well have en-
tertained hopes of escaping conviction.
You've got to remember the atmosphere
in Dallas and across the country at that
time: when word was flashed to the crowd
outside the jail that Oswald had been
shot, they burst into wild applause,
Ruby’s lawyer, Tom Howard, spoke for a
sizable scgment of public opinion when
he said, “I think Ruby deserves a Con-
gressional  Medal,” and  the largest-
circulation newspaper in the country, the
New York Daily News, editorialized after
Oswald’s death that “the only good
murderer 15 a dead murderer and the
only good Communist a dead Commu-
nist.” In the two days between his arrest
and his liquidation, Oswald had been
convicted by the mass media as the Presi-
dent’s assassin and as a Communist, and
Ruby may well have felt that he would
be acquitted lor murdering such a uni-
versally despised figure. It turned out, of
course, that he was wrong. and he be-
came a prisoner of the Dallas police,

forced over a year later to beg Earl War-
ren to take him back to Washington, be-
cause he wanted to tell the truth about
“why my act was committed, but it can't
be said here . . . my life 15 in danger
here.” But Ruby never got to Washing-
ton, and he’s joined the long list of wit-
nesses with vital information who have
shuffled off this mortal coil.

PLAYBOY: Penn Jones, Norman Mailer
and others have charged that Ruby was
injected with live cancer cells in order 1o
silence him. Do you agree?

GARRISON: I can't agree or disagree, since
I have no evidence one way or the other.
But we have discovered that David
Ferrie had a rather curious hobby in addi-
tion to his study of cartridge trajectories:
cancer rescarch. He filled his apartment
with white mice—at one point he had
almost 2000, and neighbors complained—
wrote a medical treatise on the subject
and worked with a number of New Or-
leans doctors on means of inducing
cancer in mice. After the assassination,

“Stone walls do not a prison make, but throw in
armed guards and a general lack
of amenities, and you've got something.”
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one of these physicians, Dr. Mary Sher-
man, was found hacked to death with a
kitchen knife in her New Orleans apart-
ment. Her murder is listed as unsolved.
Ferrie's experiments may have been pure-
ly theoretical and Dr. Sherman’s death
completely unrelated 1o her association
with Ferrie; but I do find it interesting
that Jack Ruby died of cancer a few
weeks alter his conviction for murder
had been overruled in appeals court and
he was ordered 1o stand trial outside of
Dallas—thus  allowing him to speak
freely if he so desired. I would also note
that there was little hesitancy in killing
Lee Harvey Oswald in order to prevent
him from talking, so there is no reason to
suspect  that any more consideration
would have been shown Jack Ruby il he
had posed a threat 1o the architecis of
the conspiracy.

PLAYBOY: You've claimed that many of
the people involved in the conspiracy
were “neo-Nazi” in their political orien-
tation. What would motivate Ruby, a
Jew, 0o work with such people?
GARRISON: Money. As far as my ofhce
has been able to determine, Jack Ruby
had no strong political views of his own.
Historically, of course, there have heen a
number of self-hating Jews who abetted
their own tormentors: Adolf Hitler's
mentor in Vienna, Karl Lueger, was born
a Jew, and I understand that one of the
leading pro-Nazis in New York City, a
retired millionaire who finances anti-
Jewish activity across the country, is the
son of a rabbi. But I don’t believe Jack
Ruby falls into this category; he was just
a hoodlum out for a buck. T will say—
with the understanding that it’s pure
speculation—it's not impossible that Jack
Ruby developed certain guilt feelings in
prison over his role in the plot. Remem-
ber his repeated lament, “Now there will
be pogroms. They will kill all the Jews."?
Most people assumed this was just the
fantasy of a cumbling mind. But maybe
Jack Ruby knew beuer than the rest of
us what the master-racist authors of the
assassination had in mind for the country.
PLAYBOY: Let’s move on from Jack Ruby
10 David Ferrie. Wesley Licbeler, the
Warren Commission counsel who handled
the New Orleans end of the inquiry, said
Ferrie “was picked up shortly after the
assassination and questioned by local
officials of the FBI. I remember spe-
cifically doing up a substantial stack of
FBI reports on Ferrie that we reviewed
in order to make our determination.” He
states that the FBI reports on Ferrie were
not included in the Commission’s 26
volumes of evidence, “because 11 was so
clear he wasn't involved.” Why do vou
refuse to accept this explanation?
GARRISON: I think it's a lovely explana-
tion. Now perhaps Mr. Licheler will in-
tercede with the Department of Justice
10 release 25 pages of the FBI report on
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m the Archives. Then we'll all have a
chance to see for ourselves how clear
it is that Farie wasn’t involved. Every
scrap ol evidence we've uncovered—and
it hasn’t been difficult to find—reveals
not only the fact ol his involvement but
the reasons for it. His politics were ultra-
right wing, as I indicated earlier, but
we've been able to determine conclu-
sively that his motivation was closer to
that of the Cuban exiles on the “op-
crative” level—a burning hatred of
Fidel Castro. When Castro was a guerrilla
in the Sierra Maestra, Ferrie is reliably
reported to have piloted guns for him.
But in 1959, when Castro started to
show his Marxist colors, Ferrie appears
to have felt betrayed and reacted
against Castro with all the bitterness of a
suitor jilted by his girl. From that mo-
ment on, he dedicated himself to Castro’s
overthrow and began working with
exile groups such as the Cuban Demo-
cratic Revolutionary Fromt and planning
airborne missions against Castro’s military
mstallations. He was reported 10 have
been paid up to 51500 a mission by an
ex—Batista ofhcial named Eladio del
Valle. But I haven’t been able o check
out Del Valle's involvement with Ferrie,
because on February 22, 1967, the same
day Ferrie died in New Orleans, Del
Valle's head was split open by a hatchet
and he was shot through the heart in Mi-
ami. His murder is listed as unsolved by
the Miami police. In any case, Ferrie was
recruited by the CIA, which employed
hundreds of such people in their network
ol anti-Castro exile activities. From the
Bay ol Pigs on, he hated Kennedy as much
as he did Castro; he felt that T8 T
had betrayed the invasion brigade by not
sending in air cover. As the events I
described earlier led 1o a détente between
Russia and America, and as the FBI—
under Kennedy's orders—started crack-
ing down on the ClA-supported anti-
Casuo underground, Ferrie's hatred for
Kennedy grew more and more obsessive.
Let me add here that this isn’t just specu-
lation on my part: we have a number
of reliable witnesses who were privy to
Ferrie's thoughts at this period and saw
his hawed of Kennedy develop into a
driving lorce. After the assassination, as
a matter of fact, something psychologi-
cally curious happened 1o Ferrie: He
dropped out of ant-Castro exile activi-
ties, left the pay of the CIA and drifted
aimlessly while his emotional problems
increased to the point where he was
totally dependent on huge doses of tran-
quilizers and barbiturates. 1 don’t know
if Ferrie ever experienced any guilt
about the assassination itself; but in his
last months, he was a tortured man.

PLAYBOY: Alier Ferrie's death, you called
it “an apparent suicide,” but the coroner
announced that the autopsy showed death
wis due 10 a ruptured blood vessel at the
base of the brain, which caused a fatal

hemorrhage. Have you subsequently re-
solved the discrepancy in vour points of
view?

GARRISON: Dr. Nicholas Chetta is an
excellent coroner, and inasmuch as he
found a total absence of traceable poi-
sons or barbiwrates in Ferric’s svstem, 1
would respect his opinion that it was a
naturil death. On the other hand, I can’t
help but lend a certain weight 1o two
suicide notes Ferrie left in his apartment,
one of which said how sweet it was to
finally leave this wretched life. 1 suppose
it could just be a weird coincidence that
the night Ferric penned two suicide
notes, he died ol natural causes.
PLAYBOY: Your critics have charged that
your relentless investigation of Ferrie
and the publicity the press gave to your
charges against him induced the state
of hypertension that was said to have
caused his Fatal hemorrhage. Do you feel
i any way responsible for Ferrie's death?
GARRISON: I had npothing but pity for
Dave Ferrie while he was alive, and 1
have nothing but pity for him now that
he's dead. Ferrie was a pathetic and tor-
tured creature, a genuinely brilliant man
whose twisted drives locked him into his
own private hell. If T had been able to
help Ferrie, 1 would have: but he was
in too deep and he was terrified. From
the moment he realized we had looked
behind the fagade and established that
Lee Oswald was anything but a Commu-
nist, from the moment he knew we had
discovered the role of the CIA and anti-
Castro adventurers in the assassination,
Ferrie began 1o crumble psychologically.
S0, to answer your question directly—yes,
I'suppose I may have been responsible for
Ferrie’s death. If 1 had left this case
alone, if 1 had allowed Kennedy's mur-
derers to continue to walk the streets of
America unimpeded, Dave Ferrie would
probably be alive today. I don’t feel per-
sonally guilty about Ferrie's death, but I
do feel terribly sorry for the waste of an-
other human being. In a decper sense,
though, Dave Ferrie died on November
22, 1963. From that moment on, he
couldn’t save himself, and I couldn't
save him. Ferrie could have quoted as
his epitaph the last words of the Serb
partisan leader Draja Mikhatlovitch be-
fore Tito shot him for collaboration: I
was swept up in the gales of history.”
PLAYBOY: Many of the professional critics
of the Warren Commission appear to be
prompied by political motives: Those on
the left are anxious to prove Kennedy
was murdered by a conspiracy within the
establishment; and those on the right are
cager o prove the assassination was an
act of “the international Communist con-
spiracy.” Where would you place yowr-
self on the political spectrum—right,
left or center?

GARRISON: That's a question I've asked
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myself frequently, especially since this
investigation started and 1 found mysell
in an incongruous and disillusioning
battle with agendies of my own Govern-
ment. I can’t just sit down and add up
my political beliefs like a mathematical
sum, but I think, in balance, I'd turn up
somewhere around the middle. Over the
years, T guess I've developed a somewhat
conservative attitude—in the traditional
libertarian sense of conservatism. as op-
posed to the thumbscrew-and-rack con-
servatism ol the paramilitary right—
particularly in regard to the importance
of the individual as opposed 1o the state
and the individual’s own responsibilities
to humanity. I don’t think I've ever wried
to formulate this into a coherent political
philosophy, but at the root of my con-
cern is the conviction that a human
being is not a digit; he's not a digit in
regard to the state and he's not a digit
in the sense that he can ignore his fellow
men and his obligations to socicty. 1 was
with the artillery supporting the division
that took Dachau; [ arrived there the
day after it was taken, when bulldozers
were making pyramids of human bodies
outside the camp. What I saw there has
haunted me ever since. Because the law

is my profession, I've always wondered
about the judges throughout Germany
who sentenced men to jail for picking
pockets at a time when their own govern-
ment was jerking gold Irom the teeth
of men murdered in gas chambers. I'm
concerned about all of this because it
isn't a German phenomenon; it's a hu-
man phenomenon. It can happen here,
because there has been no change and
there has been no progress and there
has been no increase of understanding
on the part of men lor their fellow man.
What worries me deeply, and I have scen
it exemplified in this case, is that we in
America are in great danger of slowly
evolving into a proto-lascist state. It will
be a different kind of fascist state from
the one the Germans evolved; theirs
grew out of depression and promised
bread and work, while ours, curiously
enough, scems to be emerging from
prosperity. But in the final analysis, it's
based on power and on the inability to
put human goals and human conscience
above the dictates of the state. Its origins
can be traced in the tremendous war
machine we’ve built since 1945, the
“military-inclustrial complex™ that Eisen-
hower vainly warned us about, which

“... What time do you go on duty, Lily?”

now dominates every aspect of our life.
The power of the states and Congress
has gradually been abandoned to the
Executive Department, because of war
conditions; and we've seen the creation
of an arrogant, swollen bureaucratic
complex totally unfettered by the checks
and balances of the Constitution. In a
very real and rerrilving sense. our Gov-
crnment s the CIA and the Pentagon,
with Congress reduced 1o a debating
socicty. Of course, you can't spot this
trend to fascism by casually looking
around. You can’t look for such familiar
signs as the swastika. because they won't
be there. We won’t build Dachaus and
Auschwitzes; the clever manipulation of
the mass media is creating a concentra-
tion camp of the mind that promises to
be far more effective in keeping the popu-
lace in line. We're not going to wake up
one morning and suddenly find ourselves
in gray uniforms goose-stepping off to
work. But this isn’t the test. The test
152 What happens to the individual who
dissents? In Nazi Germany, he was
physically destroved: here, the process
is more subtle, but the end results can
be the same. I've learned enough about
the machinations of the CIA in the
past year 1o know that this is no longer
the dreamworld America 1 once believed
in. The imperatives of the population
cxplosion, which almost inevitably will
lessen our belief in the sanctity of
the individual human life, combined
with the awesome power of the CIA and
the defense establishment, seem destined
to seal the fate of the America 1 knew as
a child and bring us into a new Orwel-
lian world where the citizen exists for the
state and where raw power justifies any
and every immoral act. I've always had a
kind of knee-jerk trust in my Govern-
ment’s basic integrity, whatever political
blunders it may make. But I've come 1o
realize that in Washingion, deceiving
and manipulating the public are viewed
by some as the natural prerogatives of
office. Huey Long once said, “Fascism
will come to America in the name of
anti-fascism.” 1'm afraid, based on my
own experience, that fascism will come
to America in the name of national
security.

PLAYBOY: Considering all the criticism
that has come your way, would you still
launch your investigation into the assas-
sination if you had it to do over again?
GARRISON: As long as the men who
shot John Kennedy to death in Dallas
are walking the swreets of America, I will
continue this investigation. 1 have no re-
grets about imuating it and T have no
regrets abour carrying it on 1o its con-
clusion. If it takes me 30 years to nail
every one of the assassins, then 1 will
continue this investigation for 30 years.
I owe that not only 1o Jack Kennedy
but 1o my country.
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THE EXPERT.
THERE'S ONE IN EVERY FAMILY.

Everybody has an Unele George.

He's the one who knows which car is a piece of junk.
How much you should pay for an original painting.

And where you can get practically anything wholesale.

Unele George isa real expert with other people’s money.
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“eolorless’ dinmond is better than one that shows
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Soother

Every razor removes more than just your beard.
Because no matter how carefully you shave, or

how good the razor is, it scrapes away skin

and natural oils that keep your face comfort-
able. Then you splash on an after shave that

dries your face even more. So every time

you shave you make your face dry, irritated,
and sore. It's time you met the after shave

that soothes, protects, and helps heal. It's time

you met the soother.

Mennen Afta...replaces oils
shaving scrapes away.

What ather alter shave can make that statement?
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onest
John

Great sounds great. Good sounds good. So-so sounds so-so. Bad sounds bad. And rotten sounds rotten.

The Honest John is Sony’s TC-530 stereo
recorder. And its gimmick is very simple.

Any tape you play will sound like what it is.

It works like this:

Sound is recorded as patterns of magnetized
areas. To translate these patterns back into
sound the recorder has to ‘“‘read’’ the tape.

That’s where the tapehead gap comes in. In
effect it’s the eye that reads the tape.

If the gap is wide, it has to read the tape in
big, coarse chunks.

But the gap on the TC-530is only 2 microns
wide. (35 times narrower than a human hair.)

So the TC-530 is forced to read the tape in
very small doses. Just 2 microns of tape at a
time.

The result is sort of a fine-sieve effect.

Not even the finest high-frequency patterns
can pass by the tapehead undetected.

There’s nothing lost and nothing gained.
Every blip, drop, dot and dash of sound gets
picked off the tape, fed through the circuits,
then into the speaker system:

Two high-compliance woofersinthe case, and
two satellite speakers for the middle and high
tones. (Alias, The XL-4 Quadriradial Sound
System.)

And the sound that comes off the tape is the
sound that went on it.

So use goodtapes—forinstance, tapes you’'ve
made with The Honest John—and Honest John
will play good music.

But use rotten tapes, and as ye sow so shall
ye reap.

SONY® TC-530 STEREO TAPECORDER

& 1967 SONY CORP.
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CLEAR CLEANSING HAIR GROOMING—WITHOUT GREASE
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: j_room & Clean

s water-active just like me!”” £

.'

THE FIRST WATER-ACTIVE HAIRDRESSING

e -

It's water-active . . . works with water to groom and clean with every
combing. Helps clean away dirt and dandruff, prevent grease build-up!

Here’s the revolutionary new men's hair-
dressing that can actually groom and
clean with every combing. Non-greasy
Groom & Clean is not a cream...contains
no alcohol. It's the crystal clear, water-ac-
tive formula. It actually mixes with water.
Just wet combing with Groom & Clean

R2

grooms your hair as it helps clean away
dirt and dandruff...prevent grease build-
up. Other hairdressings build up grease
that can trap dirt and dandruff. But with
Groom & Clean you can see and feel the
difference. Your hair stays neat, groomed
and clean. Try it. It's a new experience.

o [

COMPARE Groom & Clean vs. regular cream.
Put a dab of cream on one hand ... Groom &
Clean on the other. Try rinsing them off with
plain water. See? Cream leaves a greasy film
on your hand just as it does on your hair. But
Groom & Clean rinses clean. There's no grease
build-up with Groom & Clean.



would you do it for A penny?

(continued from page 127)
on the ends so you could wind it back
up if you rolled out a tot too much.

One-to-one eggs were sclling well.

Sesame-seed party crackers had [fallen
off a point or two, but barbecue snacks
were on the rise. (Good, good!)

He accumulated a box of cornflakes
with very puky dehydrated peach slices
inside, a can of pink applesauce that
rescmbled tree moss from [fairyland and
a package of kosher hot dogs. But as for
the main hunt. there was very little to
stir the blood or put color in the checks.
(Women with machines in their hair,
and particularly those wearing snoods
with cilia waving, would be restricted to
the bathrooms of the world, never even
the living room—much less a public
supermarket—when  Arlo was elected
God.)

Just as he trned right at dog lood,
somewhat abaft of canary seed, he
caught sight of a pair of Horal-patterned
hip-huggers with bell-bottoms, the out-
line of the lower rolled edge of the
underpants barely discernible in relief, A
trifle skinny, perhaps, this silver-blonde
with the loose and lacy matching top cut
m an octagon far down the spine, but
still the pelvic girdle looked highly
functional.

Arlo stalked her past detergents, floor
waxes and acrosol bombs (staying up-
wind so the beast would not catch his
spoor), trying to decide whether his
opening gambit need necessarily be the
standard collision of carts, the chancier
request for advice about spring vege-
tables or a go-to-hell inquiry as to
whether or not he had seen her on a day-
time soap. The latter worked well enough
in the Hollywood Ranch at this hour,
but it smacked of “the Industry”; and
when coming on with actresses, it was
always terra incognita.

Before he could reconcile the tactic,
she was joined at the juncture of dough-
nuts and fruit juices by a man in an
open-weave  Tshirt  (brawny, shaved
early in the day). They began discussing
what to have for tomorrow’s dinner as
Arlo scurried past them. A foul oath
escaped Arlo’s clenched teeth.

- - -

It was neither May nor fair at the
Maylair Market at Fountain and La
Brea. A wvast wasteland of dozing clerks
and Muzak. An empty repository for
rows and rows of color-coded commodi-
ties. A stalking ground without prey. A
shame. A pure pain in the ass. He wasted
halt an hour buying a can of Pledge
and three tins of sardines in wine sauce.
But as ye cruise, so shall ye be cruised:
He was accosted briefly and toothily by
an aging homosexual with liver spots,

who asked him how you tell a fresh
cantaloupe.
- - -

As a last resort, before bed and a Sec-
onal, Arlo did not wrn north up his
street, but continued ahead o a usually
arid desert, Ralph’s on Hollywood past
Western. And there, as if the big Green-
grocer in the Sky, He who smiles favor-
ably on all such hegiras, had finally
come back into the office and noticed
Arlo’s button lit on the board and sent
her to him-—there she stood, limned by
the fluorescents of dalliance, lush in the
simplicity of her skintight yellow-ochre
capris, scen through a glass starkly,
wrestling with a grocery cart in the
immense front window of Ralph's. Arlo
had almost gone shooting past the super-
mart—it was possible to clock the entire
action in the store with a fast pass-down
in the parking lor—but now, keeping one
cve on the trembling roundnesses pro-
duced by her attempted disentangle-
ment of the cart from its insertion into
the long line of insertions (Oh, Lord, in-
seruonst), he did a full 360-degree turn
and plowed to a stop, half on the con-
crete walk that edged the siorefront.

Arlo sprinted into the store, 12 sec-
onds tardy. She had wrenched the cart
free from its paramour. next in the line,
and she was wheeling it down the near-
est aisle, a side-toside hip-slung move-
ment that was all sinuousness and the
music of silks on silks. Arlo was trans-
ported. Oh, thank vou, thank you, Great
Greengrocer in the Sky!

Arlo pursued, a cart Defore him like
Quixote’s lance and shield. A breakneck
lurch that slowed and modified into his
strolling pace as he neared her behind,
as he neared behind her, as behind
i

Fearing she might turn at any mo-
ment, Arlo obfuscated: He wrenched
camouflage from the shelves and flipped
it into the cart, heedless of form or con-
tent to the act; a box of Tampax, a tin of
Litchi nuts, a jar of maraschino cherries,
a frozen pack of prawns, dietetic grape-
fruit slices.

Now he swung alongside her, two
vehicles steaming down the freeway aisles
of life, destined to cross at a kings X of
inevitability. Arlo perused prices, hefted
weights, compared viscosities: meanwhile,
his thoughts cascading, plunging, ava-
lanching down corridors of cunning.
Wait, hark! See her now comparing bot-
tled salad dressings, a bare minimal ten
feet from vou. What beauty, what form,
what a goddamn eternal verity, fade to
black and ecstasy!

Now she moves on . . . having se-
lected nothing. No clue, no hint, a ma jor
battle, this. Wait—there goes the vine-
gar into the cart, and now, joy of joys,
the olive oil! An old-fashioned girl, no
prepared dressings for her!

Now she's at pet foods. Dog or cats
Let it be a dog, dear Lord, let it be a

If your girl

doesn’t respond to YU,
she probably has

a cold.

YU by Pinaud
Fine Toiletries for Men from $1.50
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Sixteen bold, bracing dialogues between
pLAYBoy and Richard Burton, Martin
Luther King, Frank Sinatra, Robert Shel-
ton, Ayn Rand, Malcolm X, Arthur Schie-
singer, Madalyn Murray, Melvin Bell,
Ralph Ginzburg, Viadimir Nabokov, the
Beatles, Jean-Paul Sartre, Art Buchwald,
lan Fleming and Timothy Leary.

A candid and controversial book. Photo-
graphs, hard cover, 416 pages. $5.95.
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What do you :
expect from a %;” power
drill priced under $15.00?

Certainly not electric shock!

Ordinary power drills may be fine. But extraordinary drills at
the same price are better. For example, this red-handled
Millers Falls Shock-Proof beauty. Two layers of insulation
protect you from electric shock. No 3-prong plug or ground-
ing nuisance. Just smooth, cool-running power. And perform-
ance that tells you to expect the best from Millers Falls, in
value as well as safety. To make tools safe, you've got 1o
make them better. We do, in Greenfield, Massachusetts.

Millers Falls

The safest name in tools
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' the great
wrap around

Soak it up! Thirsty
cotton terry cloth
makes great wrappings
post pool, shower or
sauna. For playboys:

a new kick called the
bath kilt. One size fits
all. For playmates: our
svelte bath sariin S, M,
L sizes. Snugly secured
by side buttons. Each
in convenient carrying-
case. Clever “His” and
“Hers" gift thinking:
MM326, kilt, $5 ppd;
MM327, sari, $6 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in
your name? Send check or money
order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS,
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 11l
60611. Playboy Club credit

keyholders may charge to their keys./
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dog. Parakeet secd? Well, Arlo would
try anything once, no scene was 100
freaky, rcally: When you're in love, any-
thing is correct.

Suddenly, she was looking at him.
Not in his general direction, but directly
at him. Staring, with an unfocused in-
tensity. Arlo panicked. It wasn't sup-
posed to work like this. Which way
could he run? He was hemmed in by
specials on one-calorie cola and potato
clips. She was starting toward him.

“Excuse me, but don’t I know you?”

Of all the Plll’élS’l‘.S. words, sentences,
polemics, diawribes, inducements, blin-
dishments, lead-ins, rhetoric in Arlo's
thesaurns ol hustle, nowhere was there
an answer to her ridiculously trite—dis-
arming—question.  Arlo clutched. His
throat froze. He stared at her, a masto
don in ice, 7.000,000 cenuries frozen
solid, staring out of that giant popsicle at
Amundsen and his pary.

“Mmm. I'm sorry. I guess not.”

She wheeled away, Arlo forgotien.

“Wair!"

“No, I was wrong. You look different
up close. I'm not wearing my contacts.”

He followed her, hurriedly, cool
blown. “Wait a second!” Baked-bean
pyramids and he collided, cans went
clatering, he surged on heedless. 1
want to tike advantage of you. I mean, 1
was trying to uhb, er, um, decide whether
to ask vour advice about something. cx-
cept I'm a linde shy about speaking to
strangers. But now that you've broken
the ice, T wonder il T could ask you how
to tell a (resh cantaloupe. . . ."”

She stopped dead, whirled, hands flat
m readiness for a kung-fu chop. “You're
about as shy as a mako shark, and vou
don’t wint my advice. Of all the things
vou might possibly want, my advice is
not among them.” She did a sprightly
veronica and tooled the cart away from
him.

“You're evil!”™ he called alter her. “You
torment men for kicks!™

In the parking lot, his brains having
turned 1o cottage cheese, Arlo screamed
senselessly at the cosmos. And at the gas
gauge he had neglected getting  re-
paired. The Healey refused to start. It
hacked a tubercular gasp and the elec
ric fuel pump chittered like ground
squirrels. Gasless,  Arlo was  pounding
the Derrington steering wheel when she
came out of the supermarket with her
groceries.

The nearest open gas station was (wo
miles away, the corner of Franklin and
Vine. And the only other ¢ar on the lot
was hers. Arlo lurched out of the Healey
and pursued her.

“Hey!"

“One step closer, Sunny Jim, and I
give you an ippon scol nage over my
right hip youll never lorget.” She
dumped the bag of groceries into the
rear seat of the Dart and wrned back
quickly as if Arlo were a Viet Cong cut-



throat. He put his hands atop his head.

“I do not prowoke!™

“Vanish, masher.”

“I'm outta gas. Honest.”

“Now you are plumbing depths of
ludicrousness unknown to Western man.”

“All 1 want is you should drive me
down to the gas station, corner of Frank-
lin and Vine. I'll sit in the back seat. I'll
sit on my hands. You can tie me up. I'm
outta gas, it's late, I gotta headache.”

“I don’t believe you. You stink.”

“Look. You don't trust me all that dis-
tance, two miles in the car alone with
vou. I'll go inside, buy a two-ninety-cight
garden hose and cut off a piece I can
use to siphon off a coupla liters of gas.
With your permission.”

“I'm convineed, get in.”

He didn’t move. “It's a trick. You'll hit
me.”

“I belicve you, 1 believe you. Any-
body who would volunteer to take a
mouthful of gas without being at gun-
peint must be telling the truth. Get in”

He sat on his hands all the way there,
and back.

Though he was deathly alraid of her,
Arlo  pressed his meager advantage.
With the fumy can of gas burbling into
his tank, he stopped her before she
could drive away.

“Maybe, uh, you should follow me
back 1o the gas station to fill it up. I
might have damaged the manifold hous-
ing coupler or something, trying to start
it. It might conk out.”

“There 1s no such thing in that beast
as a manilold housing coupler.”

“See, I'm driving a lemon. I need you
to [ollow me.”

“How the hell did 1 inherit you?”

“In Korea, il you save someonc’s lile,
you become responsible for him forever.
Nice custom, don’t you think?”

She grimaced. “Franz Kalka is up
there, writing my life.”

Arlo looked out from under thick eye-
lashes. It was his Jackie-Cooper-As-The-
Kid look. “I've come to depend on you.
You're so sell-possessed.”

Half an hour later, they were on com-
mon civility terms, sharing the best chili
dogs in Los Angeles, at Boris' Stand,
corner of La Brea and Melrose, all beel,
plenty hot, lotsa onions, two bits, you
couldn’t do better.

And half an hour later—inexplicably
—they were on the verge ol what Avlo
called “a warm, humid experience,” hav-
ing driven out to Los Angeles Interna-
tional Airport, to a road bisecting a
landing approach, where the jets passed
dircetly over their heads.

“Can you tell me what we are doing
here at wwo-forty-cight Aa?” she asked
Arlo. He said nothing. She rolled down
the window. “Can anybody tell me what
I'm doing here at this dumb hour with
very possibly an ax murderer and rapist?”
she sacreamed into the night. There was
no answer.

Helluva sense of whimsy, Arlo mused,
edging closer.

“Tell me about yoursell,” Arlo gam-
bited.

“This theatrical posc I wear is merely
a snare and a delusion. I am, in reality,
Anastasia, true czarina of all the Rus
sias, and I'm wearing a plastic nose. My
father was Lamont Cranston, and he
met an untimely end via the worst case
of Dutch-elm blight ever diagnosed at
Johns Hopkins. He contracted it from
Lupe Velez during a mad, passionate
night deep in the heart of Mount Etna,
where my father was conducting guided
tours. I am engaged 10 a Doberman
pinscher.”

Helluva sense of whimsy, Arlo mused,
edging closer.

“Stop edging closer,” she suggested
violently.

“Look!” Arlo said. “Here comes one.”

The Bocing 707 came out of the night
like Sinbad's roc. screaming shrilly, and
Anastasia screamed shriller.

The great silvery bulk of it, orally ob-
scuring the sky, sailed out ol the black-
ness mere [eet above them, all vastness
and terror. The 707 wouched down al-
most s soon as it passed over them and
an instant later was a hall mile down the
runway.

Anastasia had pulled closer to Arlo.
She was now wrapped in his arms.

“Scary, isn't 1" Arlo snmled.

“I wet mysell,” she said. She did not
seem delighted with Arlo.

He leaned across slightly and kissed
her. “Easy.” she said, inserting an elbow
into the conversation. “And that's an
order, not a description.”

Progress! thought Arlo. “We'd better
be geuing back.”

He started the car and made a U-turn.

“That was a helluva whimsical thing
you said, when the plane passed over,”
Arlo chuckled.

“Which?”

“About what you did when the
plane——"
“It was a starement of [act”

At Arlo’s apartment, after she had
hung her things up to dry, he oftered her
an omelet. I can make eight different
varicties, all delicious.”

She aimed a finger at him. “You're
lucky I share an aparmment with a light
sleeper, because underwear or no under-
wear, I wouldn't have let you con me
into coming up here.”

“Spanish, Vicnnese, Ranch-style, Al-
banian

“You have an indomitable will. Noth-
ing seems to get to you. Brick walls and
your head have much in common.”

“Corsican, Paraguaya -

“Look: I'm very hungry, mostly be-
cause vou had the bad taste to remind
me, and I'd like nothing better than a
good omelet; but when 1 say nothing
better, I mean exactly that. You are still

a casual pickup, even though for some
nutty reason we have managed to travel
along this far together and my bikini
briefs are drying over your shower cur-
tain. Does my message penetrate?”

Arlo grinned infectiously. “Like a call
from the spirit world. My father taught
me. He was a master chef in New York
hotels most of his life, except for a cou-
ple of years when he was captaining the
kitchen of a luxury liner. Spanish, Corsi-
can, Tibetan, German-Bavarian——"

She sat down on the arm of an over-
stuffed Morris chair, courtesy ol the
landlord. She pulled his blue bathrobe
closer around her. A flash of leg re
minded him there was nothing between
them but the robe. “You know, Arlo. I
have to tell you, conciscly, I think vou
are the bummest trip I have ever been
on. Not only are you funny-looking but
there is a perceptible animal cunning in
your [ace; and very [rankly, but nothing
could get me to go to bed with vou,
so forger the whole idea right now.
How the hell do you make an Albanian
omelet?”

Any sccond now, she’'ll notice them,
Arlo gloated.

He moved in and kissed her. It was
an act of humor on his part, an act of
peliteness on hers. “Now that we have
that out of the way,” he smiled, “one
Albantan omelet coming up.”

He vanished into the utility kitchen,
tiny for the white-stucco unit {[urniture,
courtesy of landlord and thriflt shops;
what might have been termed Early 1m-
pecunity), but more than sufficient for his
needs. He proceeded to make a Spanish
omelet, which was the only kind he
could make, and that as a result of end-
less hours following the recipe in Fanny
Farmer's Boston cookbook. cofher
had no trepidation about living in the
same universe with Arlo. But this he had
learned (Arlo, not Escoffier): One cannot
make an omelet without breaking eggs.
Arlo had broken dozens.

He threw in a palmful of paprika and
brown sugar and oregano.

“You collect coins,” she called
the other room.

Beachhead secured! he rejoiced.

“My father did,” he answered, with-
out turning from the stove. He had no
need to go into the other room to see
what she was doing. He could picture it
perleatly. The picture was always the
same, because it always happened just
this way. She was standing before the flat,
glass-covered case, about the size ol an
opened newspaper. It stood on 15 own
black wrought-iron pedestal, a Herman
Miller design that had been- bolted 1o
the underside ol the case. The linle Ten-
sor lamp was wrned in such a way that
the beam [ell directly on the arrange-
ment of coins lying on their black-velver
pad in the casc.

“Theyre very handsome,” she called.

“Yes, they were Dad’s pride and joy,”

from
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he said, not turning from the stove.

*“They must be valuable,” she said.

He wrned from the stove, smiling a
secret smile. Then he turned back to the
stove and scraped the ruined omelet
into the sink disposal, started over again
with gritted teeth, and knew he
shouldn’t have turned from the stove.

When he brought out their plates
and set them on the coffee table, she
was still leaning over the case, mesmer-
ized, hands behind her back, not wanting
to put fingerprints on the carelully
polished glass. Arlo smiled his own
Spanish omelet of a secret smile,

She looked at the omelet uneasily as
he went back 1o get a quart of milk
from the refrigerator. She was back at
the coin case when he returned with it
“Your omelet’ll get cold,” he said. And
she came over to the sofa, sat down and
addressed herself to the ¢gg without real-
izing Arlo was looking at her exposed left
thigh.

“You keep them out where anyone
could steal them:?”

Arlo shrugged and ate a bite of omelet.
It was awful. She wasn't saying any-
thing about hers, however. 1 seldom
have people over.” he explained. And
mused that while he had just lied ourra-
geously, the usual modus operandi had
not been like this evening’s. Underwear.
He'd have to examine the ramifications
of that ploy, at his leisure.

“It took Dad over thirty vears to find
all those. Mysell, I could never under-
stand the kick he got out of it. They
never meant much to me—until he
died. . . .”

He choked up. She paused with a
forkful on the way to mouth. The ap-
praisal she gave him was the crucial
one: If he could pass the sincerity test,
the rest was downhill.

“But when he died . . . ?” she
prompted  him.
Arlo plunged on. “It was all he

left me. All those years he worked so
damned hard, and he had so hitde to
show for it. Just those coins. He left
them to me, and well, it may have
scemed a dumb way to spend time—col-
lecting coins—when 1 was vounger and
he was around. But when he was gone,
they became very important. It was like
keeping a little bit of him with me. He
was a good guy—never really under-
stood me, but 1 suppose that’s typical
with the parents of our generation.”

Lolty. Very lofty, and as far away from
sex talk as he could get without going
into withdrawal. “They must be quite
valuable,” she said again.

He nodded, munching. “As a matter
of fact, they are. Twice I got real flat
and decided to sell them, but when it
got right down to the old nitty-gritty, I
couldn’t do it. Once I took a job selling
shoes and the other time I hocked my
tape recorder. I didn't realize how impor-
tant the coins had become to me till

then. They were worth about fifteen
hundred when he died, but by now 1
could probably trade the collection in
on a Maserati if 1 wanted to.”

She seemed appalled. "That’s a terribie
idea.”

He chuckled. “T was only kidding. 1
wouldn’t do it. They meant so much o
Dad, I guess it's rubbed off. They're im-
portant to me now. That nickel in the
upper-lefi-hand corner is worth about
two hundred and fifty bucks alone.
How’s the omelet?”

“Good.” She smiled ar him. He had
depth now. Substance. A past. A present,
Iving there on black velver.

When they finished eating, she took
the plates o the sink and washed them,
and used a Brillo pad on the goocy skil-
let. Arlo watched quick flashes of her
through the doorway as she moved
back and forth. He sank down in the sofa
and flelt secure. When she was fnished
and had dried her hands on the little
dish towel, he called in to her, “There’s
a bottle of hand lotion under the sink.”

He heard her open the cabinet. A lew
minutes later, she re-entered the living
room, dry-washing her hands. “1 gather
you often have ladies wash your dishes;
that boule of lotion is almost empty.”

“Not too often.”

“It's a kindness only a man with
female companions would appreciate.”

“1 appreciate all sorts ol things: like
your domg the dishes. That was very
nice. You looked at home in there.” He
extended his hands. She took them.

“The least a girl can do is pay for her
supper.” He drew her down beside him
on the sofa, but she scrunched away.
“Whoops. Let me rephrase that.”

Arlo scrunched closer, wied lor a Kiss,
ammed for her lips, landed on her cheek.

“I thought we had all that settled?”
she reminded him.

He ran an allseeing finger across her
high checkbone. “If you were serawny
like a Keane painting. you could be a
model with a face like that”

“I'm part Indian. My grandfather on
my mother’s side. I could even'—she
slapped his hand away [rom there
“speak a little Sioux when I was a kid.”
She slapped his hand a second time.
“Please, Arlo.” She stood up suddenly.
“I'd better check, make sure my things
are dry by now.”

“Stay, I'll be good. Word of honor.™

“I know about your honor. Tar-
nished.”
“I've never spoken to an Indian

belore. An Amenndian, as a matter of
cold fact. Talk some Sioux to me.”

She took a step toward the bathroom,
he grabbed her hand and she let him. “I
don’t remember any.”

“It’s just like English, isn‘t it?” Non-
sense syllables. He was gibbering, and
they both knew what was happening. “I
mean, you leave out a few of the small

words and put ‘um’ at the end of the
others? Me wantum you:”

She laughed. He stood up and tried to
hold her, but she did a fast two-step.

“1 have the feeling.” she said, embed-
ding a restraining finger in his chest (the
fingernail was long. painted, and hurt
like hell), “that I'm being turned into a
tease. And I'm not. Mavbe I'm not as
bright as I ought to be. but . . . oh, hell,
I refuse to defend myself.” Her voice sof-
tened. “Thanks for the omelet. I've got
to get dressed. If mv roommate wakes
up and I'm not back, she'll call the safe-
and-loft squad, or whoever it is they all
when a girl's been broken and entered.”

They looked at each other for a
long moment. over a distance that she
inaeased geometrically as the micro-
instants elapsed. When she had attained
a distance ol several light-years, there in
the dim living room, she turned away
and went into the bathroom.

Consider now: all that firm girlstuff,
busily hooking bra under breasts, pull-
ing it around so the cups are in [ront,
pulling it up, stufiing and handling gin-
gerly; stepping into, putting on, pulling
over, adjusting to, smoothing out, hook-
ing on, slipping into. While over there,
bevond lath and plasier, Arlo, Great
White Hunter, coming to a rapid boil.
Knowing now was the penultimate mo-
ment. And in some ways the best mo-
ment of all, for now was all anticipation
without even the slightest disappoint-
ment. Now she was perfect, unflawed,
and 1he best since Helen of Troy.

She came out of the bathroom, gath-
ered everything she needed, and as he
made to rise, put out a palm against the
air between them. He sank back. She
smiled with genuine affection, nodded
shightly as il to sav, it could never be, oh,
my Heathcliff, and went to the door.

No exit lines.

She mned the knob and pulled the
door inward.

Quictly now. Arlo: “Do me one small
favor before vou go:” She turned and
looked at him, wide-open now that salety
was a mere threshold away. He got
up and went to the bookshell near the
kitchen. He ook down a large Royal
Doulton Toby jug of Dick Turpin the
highwayman and shook a key out of it

Anastasia didn’t move Irom the door-
way. She merely watched as he moved
smoothly across the room to the coin
case, inserted the key in the lock, wrned
it, opened the glass wop and removed
something. He closed the case, relocked it,
returned the key to the Toby jug and
came to her, there in the doorway.

“Everybody grows up sometime,” he
said. “I'm going to have to sell this col-
lection someday, probably someday soon.
My Healey's about ready for Medicare. So
what I'd like you to do for me 2

He hesitated, beat beat beat,

then
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offered his hand to her, opening the fist.
The penny lay there against his palm,
and she stopped breathing.

He was humble about it. Truly hum-
ble. “I remember Dad coming home
with this one. He was like a kid with a
new toy. A guest on shipboard had
given it to him in exchange for some
wellmade péche flambée. Turned out
1o be rarc.”

“I can’t!” she said absolutely.

He went on swiftly. “Oh, it's not as
expensive as, say, an 1877 Indian head,
or some ol the English pennies, bur it's
preity rare. Something about they pulled
it off the counters soon alter it was
minted. I want you to have it. Please.”

I can’t!”

“Please.” He put the penny in her
hand. She held it as though it were stuck
together of dust and spider webs, just
looking at it down there, blazing and
glowing in her palm. “It was my dad’s,
then it was mine, and now at's yours.
You cn’t reluse a gift somecone gives
you like that.”

“Bur why? Why me?”

“Because,” he shrugged as a little boy
might shrug, “you’re nice people. Make
it into a pin or something.”

He closed her fingers around it
“Now, good mght. I'tl be talking to
you.”

He walked away from her and

switched on the television set. It was a
test pattern. He sat down and watched it
for 1 moment, and then he heard the
door close. When he turned at the

sound, he was all awareness at that in-
stant; she was still in the room, leaning
against the door, fist closed over the won-
der thar lay therein, watching him.

Arlo awoke just alter one o'clock the
next day. The scent ol her perfume still
occupied the other side of the bed. He
stretched, kicked the shecr off his naked
legs and said to the familiar ceiling,
“My, that was nice.”

He showered and put the coffee on,

Then, as he fimshed dressing, he
opened the litde drawer beneath  his
cuff-link box—the drawer you might not
realize was there unless you were spe-
cifically looking for a little drawer right
there in that particular cuff-link box—
and in anticipation of the coming cve-
ning, removed one of the three re-
maining old pennies (the last of 14 he
had bought in the batch) and carried
it into the living room. As he unlocked
the coin case, he made a mental note to
stop down at the coin shop and pick up
another batch of old pennies. He was
running low.

He relocked the case and was return-
ing the key to the Toby jug, when the
phone rang.

He picked it up and said, “Hi,”" and
got venom poured right into his car.

“You bastard! You lying, low, thicv-
ing, scducing sonofabitch! You miserable
con artst! You plague-bearer, you Ty-
phoid Mary, you Communist [ag ratfink
bastard!™

“Hir

“You low scum dog. you. You crud. Of
all the low, rotten. ugly. really outright
evil demeaning stinky things a creep fas
cist rightwing louse could pull, that was
the most vile, nauseating, despicable,
hideous——""

“Hi, Anastasia. What's new?”

“What's new, you shitz T'll fell you
what’s new! Among other things, that
coin of your dear old Daddy's is new.
New enough 10 be worth exactly one
lousy cenr. Not a rare! Not a valuable!
Not a nothing, that’s what's new!”

Horror cowrsed through Arlo’s stran-
gled words. “Wh What?* He coughed,
choked, swallowed hard. “What're vou
talking abour? Whaddaya mean: Tell
me . . . Lell me, damn it!"”"

Her voice was less stecamy. There was
an edge of doubt now. I wok it down
today; there’s a numismatist in the office
building where I work N

Affvont  lieed in his shock. “You
what?! You had my father's penny ap-
praised? You did that? What kind of a
person .

“Listen, don’t wry to make me the
heavy, Jim! It wasn't valuable at all. It

vas just a miserable old penny like a
million others, and you got me into bed
with it, that’s what! You hed to me!”

Softly, he crepr in berween her re-
building attack. I don't believe it.”

“Well, it's wrue.”

“No."

“Yes, yes, and yes! Worth a penny.
Period.”

“Oh, my God,” he husked. “Dad never
knew. He always thought . . . how cruel
- . . how awlully auel . . . that man
who gave it to him on shipboard . . . I
can’'t believe it . . . o, Jeezus. . . ."

There was silence at the other end.

“Oh, God . . .” he murmured. Then,
after a while, gently, “I'm sorry, 1 didn’t
know . . . listen, 1 don’t think I want to
talk anymore . . . excuse me. . ..

She stopped him. “Arlo?”

Silence.

“Arlo?” Very gently from her.

Silence again, then, almost a whisper:
SV ea hSe

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to——"

“Forger i.”

“No, really. It was a rouen thing for
me to do. I'd—I'd like to——"

“It isn’t necessary.”

“No, really, I mean ir. I'd like to . . .
are you busy tonight . . . could I come
over and maybe i

Arlo held the phone with one hand,
unlocked the case with the other. As he
removed the penny, making a mental
note to perhaps put off that trip to the
coin shop for a week or so, he said with
absolute sincerity into the mouthpiece, “1
guess so. Yeah, OK. Why don't you stop
off at a deli and pick up some corned
beef and pickles and we can. . . ."”




]H[mp -"Il WER (continued from page 86)

lying. Now I was close to some truth for
the first time since this caper began.
- - -

The Arapaho specialized in used
books and back-issue mags; and unless
you knew where to look, you'd never
connect this store with the pop-art craze.
A small yellow card in the window was
the only clue to their “by appointment
only” comics room, which featured stuff
such as the fust copy of Batman, which
you could whisk home for a hundred fish.
Other collector’s items sold for double
that price. I'd never seen the room, but
the window card described it as “a
collector's wall-to-wall paradise.”

It reminded me¢ of the way some of
the New York shops handled their porno
line. In LA, pop art was right up there
with sex.

I climbed the carpered sieps 10 the
mezzanine balcony and scanned the arvea
for a nervouslooking chick. Who'd be
Miss Maddox.

“Help you, sir?” a bald guy asked. He
blinked as though he hadn’t been out-
side a book cover in years; his skin
looked white enough to ski on.

“I'm here 1o meet a young lady.”

“Right on back, sir. She's in our pop-
clasics room waiting [or you.”

I walked to the rear of the building.
between narvow rows of packed book-

cases, to a door with a Batman poster
tacked to it. I tried the handle. The door
was unlocked. T stepped in.

The card in the window had been cor-
rect in its description: All four walls
were ablaze with caped heroes in long
underwear. Captain  Marvel, lightning
bolt and all. rode a torpedo in one cor-
ner; the Phantom wrestled a fat yellow
tiger in another; Batman and Robin were
locked in barttle with some clown-laced
weirdo in a purple tux. The room was
rafter-jammed with comic books spilling
our of shelves and boxes.

But none of this really held my atten-
tion; Lorraine Maddox did. A beautiful
broad. Early 20s. Ash-blonde hair.
Powder-blue knit dress that cooperated
with her figure.

Lomaine didn’t say anything—Dbut her
cut throat gave me a wide red smile. and
it didn't require a medical degice 1o
know she was as stifl as a headwaiter’s
shirt. She’d spoiled a collector’s stack ol
pre-War comics: blood-soaked issues of
Superman are hard to hustle.

I didn’t touch her, but I did go
through her purse, being damn careful
not to leave any prints. I found the usual
woman's goop. Except for two items: a
news clip on the Palisades death of
Anson DeWitt, Jr. (with all the details
about the suicide note underlined), and a

photo of Miss Maddox in amorous
embrace with her light o' love.

Not Gib Raphael.

The man in the photo was Sidney
Arlinger.

5 & o

I've always believed in the direct ap-
proach. You want facts, you go to the
source. And right now, the last person
Gib Raphacl expected to walk up to his
front door was me. I was supposed to be
Vegas dog meat. Mr. R. would be un-
pleasantly surprised: and if I didn’t get
myself killed or beaten silly, I just might
get some of the answers I was after.

I took the Chevy down Sunsct into
Beverly Hills. Raphael’s pad was on
Bedford Drive, on the expensive side of
town, and I had no trouble finding his
big white pscudo-Colonial mansion set
back on a stretch of wimmed lawn like a
tall ship on a green sea.

I got out and surveyed the place. No
activity, No cus 1 the curved outer
drive. Hallway up the twist of white
gravel, I was stopped by a bulldog voice
that growled: “Hold 1t, [lella.”

A character with a hard set of biceps
approached me. Young. Nasty. Red-
lidded eyes. The kind of guy you go out
counting your teeth alter talking to.

“I want to see the boss.”

“The boss ain’t home. So dust.”

“"Where is her”

“Who's askin'?”
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“I hear it was

“Just answer the question.”

“Dust. T smd."”

“Suppose 1 don'tz”

“Suppose 1 break you up a little?” He
smiled. I like to take jokers like you
apart just to hear their bones snap.”

“Surely you're not threatening me
with physical harm? Pardon me while 1
llll;l\'cl'.

“One more time I'll tell vou, pally.
Move out!™

“Go milk an elephant!”

We didn’t say anything else. We were
too busy nying to beat hell out of each
other. He was good. and I had 1o sweat
more than a little 10 put him away.
Finally, though, he was slumbering on
the lawn as sweet as a bottle babv. 1
dragged him into the bushes, checked
his waller (his name was Walt Hotcher)
and went on up 1o the house.

An unlocked window would help, but
I didn’t find one. The house was as tight
as @ bank vault.

I decided not to press my luck. (Leav-
ing the Arapaho with a dead dame in
the back room had been risky enough.)
The cops were tough in Beverly Hills
and thev'd love iving a break-and-enter
to my tail.

Walt Hotcher was going to tell me
some things. I slapped him awake and
asked him where Raphael was. He didn’t
want to say—so 1 asked him with the
shooting end of my .38 pressed against
his skull. He suddenly got informative.
Raphael was in Palm Springs, at his
house there, and his wife was “visit-
ing friends” in Baluimore. It hgured:
Raphael would want Angela out ol the
way during the caper.

*“The boss has a real wild pad down at

quile an orgy.”

the Springs,” the punk told me. “Big cas-
tle of a joint on Ramon Road. You can’t
miss i’

“When
Raphael.”

“Naw, I won't. T swear I won't."”

“That's right, vou won't,” I said. put-
ting him back 1o sleep with my .38.

I tied and gagged Hotcher and left
him in the garage. By the time someone
found him. I'd be at Raphael’s.

Before I left, T gave Marla a ring at
her apartment to find out il there had
been any messages for me. She said a
Mr. Raphael had been tryving 1o veach
me. “Yeah, with a lead slug,” 1 said.

“Are vou in trouble again, Bart?”

“Am | ever out of it? Right now, I'm
on my way to the Springs to cear up a
slight misunderstanding with a dlient. If
I'm not back in twenty-four hours, vou'd
better go shopping for a new boviriend.”

“I worry about vou, Bart.”

“That makes two of us. 8’ long, plum-
citke.”

I headed for my Chevy,

I leave here, vou’ll phone

On the drive down, to keep myself
awake, I reviewed what 1 had so far on
Rapliel and Arlinger. Raphael had wied
1o set me up for Arlinger's murder—and
things had happened so [last since last
night that Mr. R. couldn't be sure
whether or not 1 was still around. But by
now, without any word from Mechan
or OToole, he'd be damn worried.
Raphacl’s car-thelt story was phony; ap-
parently he found out that Arlinger was
playing in the haystack with Lorrie
Maddox. And that would explain why
Arlinger pretended mnot to know why
Raphael wanted him chilled. He didn’t

want to tie himself to Maddox.

Which brought up the question of
who'd slit Lorrie’s beautiful throar. If
Mr. R. was in Palm Springs and Mr. A.
in Vegas, how had they (or he) found
out that Lorrie was ready 1o spill to me?
Maybe Myna O'Toole killed Lorrie to
get even with Raphael for Indian’s
death; but that didn’t jell. since Myna
didn’t seem to give much of a damn
about Indian’s buying it. No, my dough
was on Arlinger for the throat job. He
could have rtailed me all the way lrom
Vegas, overheard my phone conversation
with Lorie and then taken care ol her.

Lorrie Maddox had personal info on
the whole Raphacl-Arlinger situation,
and it bhad something to do. I was cer-
tain, with the Anson DeWitt suicide.
Her Killer had been in a big huny to
avord runming o me and had neg-
lected to search her purse. That was a
point for my team. And my team needed
all the points it could ger.

[ was almost into the spa when 1 sud-
denly realized I was starving. 1 might
have some fancy gunwork 1o do at
Raphael's—and 1 hate shooting people
on an empty stomach.

I rolled the Chevy into the lot of Bim-
bo's Pancake House on the edge of Palim
Canyon Drive and got out, swretching
under the hot desert sun. The amr was
sharp as diamonds and utterlv smogless.
The mountains were so clear they scemed
o jump at me.

A motor scooter barked into the lot,
ridden bv a kid in a zebrasstriped zipper
jacket with BuG oFF, cHester! stitched
across  the back. His hair was long
cnough 1o harvest and a purple bruise
pulfed one eye. He looked sore ur the
world.

The sove-looking kid joined a group of
intense college tvpes inside. Under fur-
rowed brows, they were heatedly dis-
cussing the pros and cons of African
independence. Listening to them, 1 felt
about a million years old, give or take a
century; but after putting away a thick
steak and three egps, 1 was able o
appreciate living again,

Which was more than Sad Sam,
Indian O"Toole or the Maddox girl could
do. I'd been involved with three stiits
since last night, with the big showdown
stll ahead. Somehow. 1 had the feeling 1
should be a waflic stopper; people should
Oh and Ah over me. But those intense
college types never gave me a look.

When 1 lelt Bimbo's, they were
heatedly discussing the pros and cons of
cross-fertilization.

I drove through this gaudy peacock of
a town, past the Chi Chi and the sassy
shops (many ol them closed lor the sum-
mer), on out beyond the 1ennis dub 1o
Ramon Road, a sharp left off Palm
Canyon Drive.

I'd looked up Raphael’s address and 1
was careful to park a hall mile short of
my goal. This was a necessary precaution,




since Mr. R.’s sprawling layout was well
separated from 1ts neighbors. Parked cars
were easy to spot over the flat desert ter-
rain. In fact, I spotted one myself as I
came in on foot: a dusty Cad sedan.
White. With Nevada plates.

Arlinger!

I opened the door, ran my palm along
the seat. The driver area was still warm,
but the rest of the seat was cool in the
airconditioned interior. Which meant
that Arlinger had amived just ahead of
me—and  was alone. He could have
heard about Lorrie’s death on the car
radio—the news guys surely had it by
now—and blamed Raphael for it. Which
would give him a double reason for kill-
ing Mr. R. If he hadn't killed Lorric
himself.

It was going to be an interesting after-
noon.

I'had run a morgue file on Mr. Gibney
Eugene Raphael before leaving LA, and
this boy was a bona fide eccentric. His
grand passions were pop art and classical
opera—which made him a pop-op collec-
tor—and he'd studied voice in his early
years, and even wied to buy his way into
the Met as a tenor. They wouldn't have
him. His voice was lousy and everyone
knew it but Raphael. Finally, when he
couldn’t go pro, he built a full opera
stage down here at his pad in the
Springs, paying out-of-work singers to
back him up in his own starring
productions.

Like, wow.

At the edge of the Raphael grounds,
where the sand and cactus ended and
the grass began, 1 eased mysell over a
low wall and dropped behind a giant
pepper tree.

Three hard-faced characters  were
sprinting toward me—and I knew it was
no use playing coy. They'd obviously
seen me take the wall. 1 snapped out the
.38, but my thumb never reached the
safety.

Crack! A leather sap decked me and
the gun was kicked out of my hand. I sat
up, rubbing my neck.

“Who sapped me?” I asked,

Three big hoods were standing above
me holding three big guns.

“Me,” said the ugliest of them. “Philly.
Short for the Philly Kid. Maybe ya
hearda me. 1 handle a sap real good.
These here wo gennulmen are Rodeo
Dutch Charlic and Trembles Bender.
Real name's Mickey, but they call him
Trembles, cuz he shakes a lot.”

“A real pleasure,” 1 said, standing up.
My head felt like it had been used for
spring fooiball practice by the L.A.
Rams.

The Philly Kid smiled at me and his
teeth glittered gold. His square hands
were hairy and freckled, with black,
ragged nails.

“Your friend has lovely fillings,” I said
to the others, “but he could definitely
use a manicure.”

The Kid kept grinning.

“Philly don’t mind clever insults,” said
the man called Dutch. “He’s got himself
a terrific sense of humor.”

Trembles Bender didn’t say anything.
Sunlight danced on the barrel of his gun
as it jerked spastically in his fist. A
thread of saliva filmed his halfopen
mouth.

“Mr. Bender worries me,” 1 said,
“That cannon might go off and kill me.
And I dislike being killed. I wry to avoid
it whenever possible.”

“Don’t worry about Trembles,” said
Dutch. “He knows guns like Eyeties
know spaghetti. He can shoot a wart off
your nose at a hundred yards while
you're sneezing.”

“Remind me not to catch a cold,” I
said.

They were giving me the fisheye.
“Well, this has been a most stimulating
conversation. Now, if you gentlemen will
excuse me, I'll be on my way.”

“Your way is inside,” said Trembles in
a voice you could sandblast paint off

buildings with. “Just keep your paws out
where we can sce "em—and walk.”

“I'd like to—"

“Walk?”

I walked.

Gib Raphael's Spanish-Moorish palace
was a nutsy mixture of old and new:
dim, varnished antique chairs, bronze
lamps, marble tables, polished mahogany
player pianos—versus wild pop paint-
ings of soup cans, comic-strip heroes and
giant cereal boxes, all in blazing primary
colors.

The master of the house was in the
librmy and I heard him before 1 saw
him. A thin, reedy voice rising and fall-
ing miserably in the final aria [rom
Paghacci; it had to be Raphael.

The awlul singing stopped just before
we walked in.

Gibney Raphael was kneeling in the
middle of the room, dressed in a full
clown’s outfit, all frills and wild polka
dots and dead-white makeup, crying
like a baby.

“The boss always busts up when he

“Here's the test report on the new reducing pill.
None of the subjects lost weight,
but they shrank an average of three inches.”
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sings Pallyachi” said Rodeo Dutch.
“Kinda fouchin’, ain’v itz”

Raphael stood up, wiping away his
tears with the edge of a lace sleeve. “I
hope you'll pardon this raw display of
unleashed emotion, Mr. Challis—but the
loveliness of my own voice always makes
me weep.”

I could have told him that with a
voice like his, I'd cry, too. Instead, 1 got
down to the case at hand. “Why did you
try and put Sid Arlinger on a slab?"”

His gold-flecked eyes hardened. “That,
alter all, is none of vour concern. I'm
only sorry I [ailed 1o get the job done.”

“You're going to be a lot sorvier with
vour potential viciim around. He's here,
you know. Arrived in the Cad just before
I did.”

Raphael tensed for a moment, then
sighed. I hope you’ll forgive my not
taking vou seriously. My emplovees would
have wavlaid him.”

“Your employees were too busy wiy-
Laying me. Arlinger probably slipped in
while your terrible trio played ticktack-
toe on my skull. If you don’t believe me,
send a goon out to check. Arlinger's
white Cad is parked down the road.”

Raphael gestured and Rodeo Dutch
Charlie drifted out of the room. Splitting
up the crowd helped the odds. One less
gun to handle. T figuwred Arlinger could
take care of himself.

“You'll naturally appreciate the fact
that I cannot allow vou to go on living,”
Raphael said.

“Nawrally,” T said. wishing T had the
.98 in my hand. I'd blow this bastard’s
head off.

“So. . .." He raised a finger—and the
Philly Kid nodded.

I could see Trembles Bender grinning
as Phil brought up his iron to finish me. I
thought of kicking out at the Kid, or
Jjumping him, or trving to butt him 1o
throw off the shot. Sure. I thought of a
dozen ways 1o die.

The decision was taken out of my
hands by a double thunder rom a cur-
tained alcove to the lelt. The fust slug
took out the Kid's gun hand and he liter-
ally ate the other one. The buller entered
his astonished open mouth and took out
the back of his skull on the trip through.
He tumbled forward into my arms and I
grabbed his .38, diving sideways and
firing at Bender. Raphael was behind the
desk, shooting into the curtains.

I saw Sidney Arlinger duck out of
them into the hall, and I heard more
gunfire from that direction. Dutch
Charlie must have joincd the party.

I snapped another shot at Bender,
then pitched myself through a hall-open
door into what looked like the interior of
i theater. It looked like that because it
wals.

Raphael’s private opera house.

I ran down the center aisle, with guns
crashing behind me, vaulted onto the

188 stage and bellied down for some return

action. Trembles Dender charged the
atsle, an iron spitting orange in his hand.
1 squeezed off three shots and he took
two of them in his chest, spilling him
back into a row of scats. The gun
dropped. He didn't know he’d lost it. 1
held my fire. watching him. Bender stag-
gered like a drunk on opening night, col-
lapsing into a seat. His eyes glazed. He
wasn't grinning anymore. He was very,
very dead.

I heard a scuflle of shoes backstage
and wwisted for a shooting angle. Too
late. A slug caught me below the left
shoulder, slamming me onto my back. It
was Gib Raphael. clown suit and all,
uoying to finish the job he'd started.

I triggered my .38 and missed.

“Too bad, Mr. Challis—but you lack
stage presence,” he said, kicking the gun
from my hand. I grabbed his ankle, pull
ing him off balance, and his second shot
fanned up splinters an inch from my
check.

Sidney Arlinger saved my life for the
third time that week.

I had counted myself dead, but 1
didn’t know that Raphael had already
bought his in the library in that firse
exchange of lead. Now he stumbled,
coughed blood, fell to his knees.

“‘La commedia e finita,;"” he said.

And died. :

Silence. The smell of gunpowder and
gm:lsc l)illlll.

I slipped down into the aisle, moved
to the door and eased it open.

Arlinger was lying on his face in the
hall, next to Rodeo Dutch Charlie. They
were both slab cases. Each had gunned
the other. Lorrie Maddox had named it,
and she was so right.

A Dbloodbath.

- - -

I had some helty explaining to do be-
fore the case was officially closed. First
with the law, then with Marla Tate at
her apartment. A lot of pieces had [allen
into place after the shooting stopped.

“Who killed the Maddox girl?” Marla
asked me. “I know it was either Arlinger
or Raphacl.”

“Negative,” T told her. “The guv 1
swapped knuckles with in Beverly Hills
and left in the garage—Hotcher—has
adnutted killing Lorrie in the Arapaho
after she'd talked with me. He had her
phone bugged.”

“But didn't you tell me she was
Raphael’s mistress?”

“Negative. That was before she met
Arlinger.”

“Then she loved Arlinger?”

“Negative. He loved her, but she dug
Hotcher."

Marla shook her lovely head. “T don’t
get it. I just don't.”

“She knew who Anson DeWit, ]Jr,
really was and why he committed sui-
cide.”

“You mean the suicide boy used a

=t

phony namer

“Negative. He thought he was Anson
DeWitt, Jr. But he wasn't.”

“Then who was he?”

“Gib Raphael's blood son. Abandoned
as 4 baby in Florida when Raphael was
running from the law alter a bank job.
Old DeWirt adopted him, raised him as
his own. He grew into a spoiled apple.
Gambled. Got in debt up to his eveballs.
Enter Arlinger.”

“Then Arlinger knew he was Raph-
ael’s son?™

“Negative. He didn’t connect him
with Raphael. It was simple busines:
The boy was in hock to Arlinger and the
squeeze was on to pay up. When the kid
drove off a dliff, Raphael blamed Sid
Arlinger lor his death. That's when he
got the idea of using a dumb op—me—
as the fall guy in an attempt to chill
Arlinger.”

“But how did Hotcher get into it?

“On the blackmail end. He'd nosed it
all out and was going to put the sorews
to Raphacel for a pay-off o keep quiet.
After the murder, of cowse.”

“I'm hopelessly lost, Bart. Finding out
who killed who, or whom, in these com-
plicated capers always gives me a terri-
ble headache. But 1 think I've got it
now. Hotcher killed Lorrie Maddox
beciuse she lound out that he was going
to blackmail her ex-lover!”

“Negative. She was in orn the deal
She and Hotcher were planning to skip
on the Raphael blackmail dough. But
she cracked when things went wrong
and Hotcher had to kill her to keep her
from spilling the truth to me.”

“Ah—so that’s why Arlinger came
down to L.A.—to kill Hotcher.”

“Negative. Arlinger didn't know about
Hotcher. He figured Raphacel killed the
girl. Out of jealousy. So he drove down
for his personal revenge.”

“Then”—Marla  said  dizzilv—"then
Angela Raphael wasn't sleeping  with
Arlinger, alter all?”

“Oh, sure she was,” T said. “Raphael
never really cared who Angela slept with
after the doc told him she couldn’t have
any more kids. He lost interest in her—
so she plaved the held. She wias even
sleeping with Hotcher.”

“Whew! What a sex circus.”

“You just said the magic word.”

“Circus?"”

*No—sex."

“Bart—you have a broken arm and
you're all bruised and, besides, T stll
don’t understand how Hotcher found out
about——"

I mashed my lips over hers to shut her
up. She didn’t say anything else for an
hour, By that time, she didn’t give a
damn about Hotcher.

I went back to the office to count my
money. I wasn't rich, but one thing was
for sure: At least I could afford a full
bottle of Scotch.

Y
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husks of their fathers: Can vou really
want war? Do you really mean 1o let the
air be hlled with garbage, the waters
poisoned, the populations sickened by
both e¢xcess and want? You mean for mil-
lions o be unemployed and the rest
overworked? You mean it, Dad? Aw,
that's a dumb shuck. Aw, get off our
backs, you old creeps.

And, oddly enough, the older genera-
uon seems to be answering 1o this:
You're right. Show us the way. We'll {ol-
low like you and try to be young and [ull
of despair like you, or full of hope, 100, if
vou choose. This is the new and curious
clement, this willingness of the seniors to
submit to their more experienced juniors,
to take their lead and pattern their
uniformed age on the wisdom of youth.

- - -

Let us now attempt a geography of
the elements on the scene. What follows
is an atlas of the new world being colo-

MISSING PERSONS

(continued from page 140}

nized by the wave makers. The various
hard rains falling will surely change its
contours: but like any explorer, we may
have to be content to discover America
when we are looking for India.
BEACHHEAD. It is not nudism. It is not
orgyism. But it is not what you could
call just pure swimming or sun-bathing,
either. It is “unstructured experience,”
says Darrell Tarver, the sociology stu-
dent who organized the Free Beach
Movement because he likes to {rolic
unclothed with [riends. He is friendly with
peace politicking and New Lelt theoriz-
ing; but his main interest is in getting
boys, girls, Negroes, pacifists, soldiers on
leave, belly dancers, architects, students,
teachers, cverybody! out! out on the
beach, please! When a gawker takes the
hand of a nudist, half the battle is won
—and Darrell says: “Glad to have you
here! Nice day, isn't it? That’s my wife
over there, playing volleyball.” Pumping

“We found your wife, Mr. Vorbeck, and all I can say to
you s, ‘Finders keepers, losers weepers.””

and pumping the hand and grinning and
eyes darting and picking out something
personal to say. The baule is generally
won. Even sheriff's deputies, the daugh-
ters ol sherifi’s deputies—pants  and
panties and jeans and skirts, all the bad-
nesses of nongrokking life come shed.
For one thing, the volleyball looks like
fun and they want 1o get into uniform.
Darrell's wife—sweet, homey, nekkid—
looks so right and relaxed, just the sight
of her wurns a gawker into a people.

Up and down the state of California
there are now Free Beaches—Ifree of
clothes and free of nonclothes. The Free
Beach franchise has gone out to the East
Coast and the Gulf of Mexico, too. This
is the most affable of revolutions, hardly
a revolution at all. These are the converts
to Human Be-ins, the advance guard of
grokkers, those who believe they have
only a few decades on earth and want to
spend them now. unclothed, in touch
with light, air, sun and other bodies.

The LSD explorers of inner space take
an alternate line: You can love everyone,
everything; the world can be changed
by personal worship, example and con-
templation. They dance to deafening
rock 'n’ roll with swrobe lights, liguid
light shows, flickering movies, all the
stimuli their senses can bear. And in
their chullience and high health, their
senses ¢an bear a great deal.

They scek to break down the barriers
between people set up by money and
position and shaving. The psychedelic-
ecstatic beat unites them.

THE THUNDER MACHINE presents
Spiace Daisy and Lee Quarnstrom
in
A Real Wedding

read an invitation, The couple got mar-
ried to a rock version of Mendelssohn.
The bride’s child by her previous mar-
riage danced the night through, stomp-
ing with six-year-old abandon. Some of
the guests looked as if they qualified for
slum clearance and urban renewal, but
they were comfortable with themselves.
As author Ken Kesey announced at his
Acid Test Graduation Ceremony, “We
must say it clearly, hairily and with good
amplification.”

Even The Wall Street Jouwrnal has
picked up on the superpresent world of
the wave makers, which is the missing
link not to history but to the future.
“CALL 1T PSYCHEDELIC AND IT WILL SELL
FAST, SOME MERCHANTS sAY.” This was the
headline of a front-page story. The sub.
head read: “Psychedelic Shops, Fabrics,
Night Clubs Make the Scene: Tootsie
Rolls & Adolf Hitler.” The news feature
was an absolutely serious coast-to-coast
survey of the market in “acidteric” mer-
chandise, including posters, clothes, wid-
gets for blowing smoke, diffraction disks
for blowing minds, dream machines of
various tilts and energies. The Wall
Street Journal knows quite a lot about



it, for The Wall Street Journal, that is
(“markups run to 100 percent,” psyche-
delicatessens can merchandise goods that
sold at cut rates in dime stores): but a
few items from the world of commerce
and profit have been omitted from its
survey. For example:

The Auention workshop, a private
school designed to bring joy. Fee:
$537.50 per weckend. “Session will be in
the nude. Smokers will Le allowed 1o
bring one pack of cigarettes.”

A cooking manual that might produce
the recipe for a wave maker would in-
clude the juice of three Hondas, the pulp
of a raw beard and a soupgon ol LSD.
With nearly half the population” under
25 and the other half wishing it werve,
the culture of expenditure is running full
blast. And within the sound of money,
the sound ol ecstasy, the noise ol de-
structibility (goods, time, youth iscif),
there remain enclaves of these thought-
ful ones who seek the meaning of it all.
These are the moral philosophers who
approve of summer jobs but think that a
boy should have a summer job all his life,
all year round. And preferably it should
consist in taking cight-millimeter films of
his daily goofing and gelulleling (don't
ask what it means, do it). As Don Mc
Neill wrote in an article on “Living
Without an Address on the Lower East
Side,” in The Village Voice: “Privacy is
easily sacrificed . . . material possessions
become less important, clean sheets forgot-
ten. Yet the body is sustained and the
mind is at work circumnavigating the
answer.” It's a great day in the history of
hair,

The merchants who sell doughnuts
and motorcycles and sleeping bags to
these  Dylanesque  wibal — troubadours
have learned 1o love them. “Some of
them are artists in their own way,” an
Army-surplus store told me. Acwually i
was a man, speaking lor his business.
“You know, poor as they act, they never
buy the cheap slecping bag. I sell 'em
the forty-sixty-dollar  job—good down,
great attachments. They come in with
their rags, but they don’t buy anything
but the Cadillac of siceping bags. You
think maybe they get money Irom some-
place? Home?”

I thought maybe.

“Artists,” he mused, “in their own
way. They don’t linter the streets the day
after the night before. They're nice.
Some of ‘em I know by name.”

The Children’s Crusade has carried
The Fugs, the ]c[lermn Airplane, the
Gratelul Dead and Donovan on their
shields toward fame and riches. The
makers of light shows seldom become
rich, but some do. Provos are in intcrna-
tional correspondence, selling anarchism.
Macy's takes a full-page advertisement,
declaring:

Zen, the very essence of the Orient,
sends a special subtle beat through

“I'd like a nice bon-voyage basket [or someone
taking his first L.SD trip.”

the very heart of Macy's. . . . It is
Zen, the spirit of “Stillness in Move-
ment”’ the bold, unfaltering
strokes of Japanese painting. It is
this pure screnity that inspired
Shiseido, Japan’s most famous name
in cosmetics, to create Zen per-
fume . an exquisite fragrance
that . . . Come discover Zen, by Shi-
seido of Japan .. . at your Macy’s.

Even Macy’s, the land of What Is and
What Sells, wants to tell us how the
world might be, if only the world
becomes  different. The Hobbits are
coming. Frodo Lives. The kids are elec
trocuting themselves, mixing acid in
their souls and calling The Fugs square,
Mao and Trotsky and Ramblin® Jack El-
liott are over the hill. Debutantes are
looking for what comes after plastic
materials—nonplastic materials? They are
dropping out of Andy Warhol and join-
ing the Provos: *“Anarchists, goblins,
punks, saints, wild men, dope freaks,
dropouts, vagrants, sorcerers, unite! If
you want to put down this Kkiss-ass
society, then you are a Provol™

What debutante or disaffected gradu-
ate student can  resist this touching
appeal? The Provos of Amsterdam, the
Living Children of Boston, The Diggers
of San Irancisco are all aimed at doing
good, at simplicity, at cutting the shit
They feed the hungry, they attain some
sweet family groupings on the tribal
model, they cut some of the shit some
of the time for some of the people
They trip out in a scene of advanced crea-
tive martyrdom, flowers, gang sex, big
laughs, soft wuches. It's too easy, ol
course, to ridicule the herd of independ-
ent minds. But everyone in this life secks
to trip out through fantasy and art and

religion and sexual ecstasy, friendship
and hope and a dream of community.
The wave makers are seeking the trip
directly, giving up money and position
and an ethic of proving something to par-
ents. Some of them, of course, gee rich,
get famous and prove something to their
parents: but the style obeys the injunc
tion: Make new!

Moses Maimonides speaks for the older
fashion in his Guide to the Perplexed
(that was in the 12th Century). When a
boy is tormented by desire, he advises:
“Drag it into the house of study.” In
other words. read, work and forget desire.
Now his descendants, bearded, fapping,
eager, drag it into the house of study
along with the chicklet and the whole
group and all their instruments. And the
pills. And then blow the fuses.

The wave makers can be casy even on
the tender questions ol race and war.
They want to swing. As one says,
“We've learned two things about Ne-
groes. (A) Not all of them want to slecp
with our sisters. (B) Some do.” And now
that they face it all, it's casier, they can
ride with it, there are more mmportant
things to do than protecting little sister
from what comes naturally, such as feel-
ing, lowers and fooling around.

Maybe 10,000,000 Americans turn on
or have turned on. They are happy
monaural with casual styles and rock ’n’
roll and marijuana; they are ecstatic in
stereo with acid and dropping out and
devil-take-the-rest. They leave a part of
their souls in the youth bag. While the
waves beat on the shores, they are wait-
ing to take over.

- - -

At the opposite extreme from these

purc and purehearted grokkers stand 1g1
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Look where we are now!

There are days when everything starts with a
“chrono” and ends with a barbecue!
The chronograph is the only watch that plays an
active part in leisure as in work: with its “instru-
ment-panel” face,with its push-buttons, the chrono-
aph acts on command and records time, from
start to stop, in fractions of !/; of a second!
All the active sports call for chronos —skiing, flying,
rally driving, regatta sailing, karting — as do all
the newest hobbies, such as synchronized recording
and ciné filming. Even school, technical college and
university have their departments wherethechrono
reigns supreme. That’swhy,thankstotoday’s youth,
the Swiss chronograph is all set for an all-time
boom!
*A chronograph is a watchfitted with aningen-
ious mechanism which, apart from telling the
time of day, allows continuous or intermittent

time recording, accurate to1/5th of a second
and lasting from a few seconds to 12 hours.

Please send me the brochure “The Swiss
Watch Industry’s answer to the measure-
‘ment of shorttime intervals”.

Surname

Christian name Age
Profession

Address

Town and district

PH 2/67

Centre des Chroncgraphes et Compteurs clo
F.H. case postale Bienne, Suisse.

CASPARI GENEVE = ™ 2 e ot

the New Left militants, the peace
marchers and the poliucals, those who
want to kill war and segregate the segre-
gationists and bring political and eco-
nomic justice to a world badly in need ol
these qualities that it has never enjoved
except in the ardent imaginations of
men. Some of them also seck violent
change to make this better, more peace-
ful world. Their vouthful heroes are
men like Siokely Carmichael, aged 26,
who led SNCC from the problems of
race in the South into the problems of
race in the North and on into the con
fused  realms of  international  hate-
mongering; and Mario Savio, aged 24,
who is seen as fighting the good fight of
the individual against the multiversity
and against an education designed 10
suit the military-economic machine.

But the grokkers and the revolution-
ists are not purcly one thing or another:
they join in an evolving conception of
modern man. They may look like Hell's
Angels dropouts to the old sivatified soci
cty, but 10 themselves they look ready:
ready for change, ready for novelry.
ready to mess around and perhaps ready
for fun, too. Some of them are maturing
into at sense of their own internal power,
if not ver into political control. Thev me
nonideological. rhythmic rather than in-
tellectual, turned on rather than con-
vinced. products of the disposiable culture
and possessed of the most  disposable
commaclity of all—youth. that discase
that 15 no longer even cured by age. In
the past, it was. Youthful idealism. hope,
liziness and disposability hobbled toward
the futuie. gathering goods and com-
promises and clucking over the excesses
of its own children. The kids no longer
take pride in these gains and losses.

- - -

POVERTY, POLLUTION, PEACE AND RACE.
It may scem trivial 1o link these four
issues together: but. as James Jovee may
have said, it is not trivial: Tt is quad
rivial. The same social activists move
from one issue to the next. The New
Leflt—writing in such organs as Ram-
parts and The Village Voice. New Poli-
tics and  Dissent. Liberation and in
occasional ephemera—irgues that the old
radical solutions, Marxist, mainly, are
not adequate. The trned-on. plugged-in
times seem to demand a radical human-
ism, a responsible anarchism. formulas of
improvisation. The Radical Education
Project. initiated by the Students for a
Democratic Society, extends some ol the
organized lines of traditional student
efforts. Tt is a largescale reaching to-
ward both knowledge and power. but in
its immediate program it states that:
“The forms of democracy cannot be
judged in the absuact, apart from the
actual freedom and humanness which
they allow.” It is concerned with values
and utopias, the analysis of myths and
realities in the actual world, strategies of



change. There is no basic theory; that is
yet to develop, though certainly there
are positions on poverty (Help!), pollu-
tion (Stop it!), peace (Stop the little wars,
end the arms race!) and race (Use law!).
But techniques and organization are still
being swudied. The Radical Education
Project, like the underground press that
has radically and  psychedelically  ex-
ploded in cvery hipster community,
seeks an international educational intel-
ligence network that can link scholars,
journalists. vouth leaders, officials, guer-
rilla leaders all over the world. “One
former staff member.” says a recent bul
letin, “visited Guatemala last summer,
where he made extensive contacts with
Guatemalan  guerrillas.”  The active
figures belong 10 a gencration for whom
the Spanish Civil War, World Wir Two,
the lowering of the Iron Curtain, the Ko-
rean War—that whole clanking  para-
phernalia ol history—are mere chapters
in textbooks. No wonder men in their
40s. [fancying  themselves still  young,
stare at them in wonder.

The “New Leflt”™ has become  the
clich¢ term that names these new radical
critics of American society. But men
such as Stokely Carmichacl are not
registered members of a political move-
ment called the New Lelt: there 1s no
such partv. The prime diflerences be-
tween the old leftists and the new lie in
the areas ol docrine and organization.
The old leftists believed in final pringi-
ples: they had explanations and Factions;
they disagreed among  themselves, but
they splintered and splintered into tiny,
sometimes one-man  parties. Shachtman-
ites and Lovestonites may have included
only the founder and his wife, plus the
Family dog, and then there was a divoree
—but no matter, it was a party all the
samie, with one lonely man the proprietor
of Ius final ruth 10 console him for the
loss of wife, dog and mass basc.

The New Lelt activists have  been
called anarchists because their eriticism
ol socicty is basic and they are mistrust
lul of organizations to improve matters.
However, a1 the same time, they form
alliances wherever uselul, without  pre-
viously  prepared  grudges  against, sy,
the Communists. They are 100 young
and uncaring ol history to remember the
old grudges—100 young 10 be suspicious
and e both hopelul and desperate. And
Just as they are resistane 1o docrine, so
they are resistant to the notion ol leader-
ship as such. They have observed the
abuses of power—this history is [amiliar
to them. They are not, on the whole,
pursuing power. There scems to be a
rare, almost temperamental shyness. even
among the matural leaders. Bob Moses,
once i leader of SNCC, lound that he
was being called by the contemporary
cliché  “charismatic”; he changed his
name to Bob Parris to drop himsell down
a bit; and then he dropped out entirely.

Moses/Parris is a man who fought the
good fight in the South, risking his life.
When he discovered that his fellow
SNCC workers were being inspired by
his example rather than by their cause,
that they belicved him when he said
something, that he was in a position of
enormous guiding power and inspiration
—instead of being gratified, as most men
would Dbe, he was disappointed. He
wanted the cause 1o speak for itself and
leadership to be self-generating. He dis-
appeared. Some [riends say he is now
studying in Alvica.

The leadaship in the New Left
changes because the leaders seem to be
interested  in - personal  fulfillment—
knowledge.  understanding, getting in
touch—rather than in running a burcauc
racy. This 15 not selfish  dilettantism;
1t involves principles about lcadership.
The natural resuly is that the bureauc-
racy is weak and organizations tend o
lade away, as during the present lull
in the civil rights struggle.

The fading inand out of activist groups
can mean, however. a deeper rooting of
democratic process than is traditional in
America. The war in Southeast Asia has
tended to gather many disparate groups
—jpacifist. religious, political—into allied
organizations and has drawn encrgy away

from the struggles against poverty and
race prejudice; but immediate local is-
sues are able—wherever there are the
young—to cause spontancous combus-
tion. Whether it is parking garages to
replace parks, freeways to replace red-
wood forests or the Altering of garbage-
laden air, there is an increasing popular
ability to act.

The New Left is the label they ure giv-
en. just as il they were the children of the
old lefi; but these are seli-fulfilling wave
makers whose weapons are impiety, en-
ergy and rage. At a recent confrontation
ol New Lefu activists with some veterans
of old-timy radical movemens, Robert
Scheer. editor of Ramparts, candidate for
Congress in 1966 and barely aged 31, cried
out with absolutely crystalline purity:
“We don’t care about your final goals.

“We don't have your rules. If the capi-
talists can give us peace, that's fine. II
socialism means war, it's absurd. We
want 1o sty alive today!”

5 o B

NEW PHILOSOPHIES, NEW FAMILIES, Be-
tween the extremes of politicalized man
and  Fastern-amysticcontemplative
stand the curious cllorts of the ntopian
or educative communities that are being
organized in various isolated spots. One
ol the most serious. sensible and hrmly

e

“Oh Lord, girls, it's the mating scason again.”
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rooted of these is located in Big Sur,
that spectacular California streich of
mountains and Pacific Ocean beach,
where a young man named Michael
Murphy has taken a run-down [mul)r
hotel and lodge and transmogrified it
into the Esalen Institute, “a center to
explore those trends in religion, philoso-
phy and the behavioral sciences which
emphasize the potentialities of human
exastence.” The guests—students? clients?
patients’—participate in seminars on
such subjects as “Meditative Techniques
and Depth Imagery,” “Alternative Views
of Reality” and “God in the Secular
City.” Mike Murphy has found his cause
—a nondrug expansion of consciousness
through techniques gropingly and intui-
tively understood by creative people in
all ficlds: medicine, engineering, archi-
tecture, the sciences and the arts. Hav-
ing returned to this family property after
long wanderings that included over a
vear in an Indian monastery, he has
organized a rapidly growing institution
that aims to conduct its program in
major cities, to publish papers, to find a
way to end loneliness and to come clase
to answering the ancient questions about
the meaning of life,

The resident staff includes Dr. Fred-
erick Perls, one of the last surviving
pupils of Freud, who dispenses wis
dom and probes anxieties—or sometimes
dispenses anxieties and probes wisdom.
Gia-Fu Feng, calligrapher, also conducts
classes in Tai Chi Chuan (meditative
movements) and smiles insarutably. Ber-
nard Gunther leads in “body sensitivity
and nonverbal communication.” Occa-
sional visitors are such thinkers as Buck-
minster Fuller, who invented the geodesic
dome and the Dymaxion House; S. 1.
Hayakawa, the semanticist; Bishop
James A, Pike, Episcopal and controver-
sial—scholars and innovators of all sorts.

The point lies in a communal search
for an open, freer world. People massage
cach other; people take the hot baths
wgether, frolicking over spectacular cliffs
looking out to sca. The fog is lovely. The
sun is bright. The visitors can look at
the mountains or the ocean. Some of the
contemplation is merely histrionic, de-
signed to let others know—that pretry
teeny bopper. say—that you are contem-
plating; but there is also a seriousness
about the quest.

On one weekend at Esalen, Nelson
Van Judah, a designer, led a large group
of students in creating a “total environ-
ment cxperience.” They constructed a
geodesic dome and then filled it with
delights and people. As the audience lay
about inside, the students projected films
and slides, played wpes of sounds and
jazz and Handel, dripped projected col-
ors, plugged in smells of cucalvptus and
mint and ether. People gipgled; people
were moved and said Ooh and Ah; the
claustrophobes and the rigid fled pell-
meil. As with the drug experience, the

“total environment experience” kicks the
radio; that is, either people are stimu-
lated to start functioning or they crack
mto kindhing.

On the outside of the geodesic dome,
the total-environmentalists, mostly aged
18 to 25, leaped about like manic macs-
tros, improvising sounds and smells and
film projections. They had labored over
the construction for days; they had prac-
ticed together like an orchestra; and
then, when it was all over. that was it.
They walked away from it. They left the
dome to Esalen and went back to San
Jose. While at the Hot Springs, they slept
in cars and in sleeping bags: it made no
difference about comfort. Said Kathy
Sullivan, a sweet and preuy young girl
who was one of the star improvisers of
the group: “I'll never need to sleep
again!”

This is the way these people fecl
the pinnacle of their areative acts—mar-
velously alive, fully human, making
waves.

- - -

TeENIES. The youthful tribes have
found new camping grounds and new
forms of peace to smoke in their pipes.
The old families have shriveled up and
blown away. Now Junior doesn’t rebel so
much as take off. The Proves, The Dig-
gers and the teenies of the Sunset Strip
or Macdougal Street find families with-
out parents, houses with only other kids
sleeping 20 or 30 on a similar number of
mattresses.

The Provos of Holland go about in
lowered trousers, long hair or shaved
heads, 19th Century army dress tunics,
anything they find or like. Even white
jeans and white T-shirts. They live com-
munally. They paint bicycles white and
leave them about, hoping people will go
where they want w go and then leave
the bicycle for the next vovager. The
police find them provoking. They are
provocateurs. They seek peace, justice,
power, fun, truth, beauty, fresh air and
the freedom to smoke pot. They want
their elders to be responsible to history.
Who'd have thought these friendly an-
archists would leap to prominence in
Amsterdam, of all places, among the
staid Duich, of all people?

The Diggers of San Francisco scem
more likely. They have named them-
selves after a sect that opened business
in 1649, in Merry England, urging the
abolition of private property and the
sharing of, well, just about cverything.
Afternoons, Diggers feed the hungry in
the Panhandle of Golden Gate Park.
They beg, borrow and maybe even steal
some of the food. They house the teeny
runawavs. They don't use wo much
“speed”—Benzedrine and other energiz-
ers. They are reasonably anonymous.
They seck to do good without too much
theory and to have some fun while doing
it. The cops push them around a little,



but also admit they give some of the kids
a place 1o sleep.

Late last year, there was a massive
summit confrontation between the hard-
line hippics (joy, drugs, dropping out)
and the then-mysterious Diggers (joy,
fewer drugs. taking control) on Haight
Street, the Boulevard of Brotherlv Love,
in San Francisco. Rival Beatnik Bands
Fight It Ow! The Diggers versus the
Acidheads!  Two Hell's Angels were
arrested by the tuzarated fuzz—why?
Drinking chocolate milk in a provoking
Lashion! Dangerous motorcycling. Har-
boring a wild look in the eye. But on the
whole, the cops were watchful, confused
and outwitted. There was a parade with
candles, candies, children, flowers, fun.
Peyore, the mongrel dog that had becn
mated with a coyote, was there, along
with its pups. Buddha ambled amuck.
Cops rode up, looking things over, and
then rode away. Cheers.

On both sides ol the street, men, wom-
en, children and in-betweens siood with
incense and candles, and whistles in their
mouths. A serious couple, one on ecach
side of the streer, began busily passing
out leatlets. Trained in many demonstra-
tions, the mob obedicntly took the sheets
they were offered and gazed literately at
the paper. The sheets were blank. Reams
ol blank prodamations, pure-white mani-
lesto. More cheers.

A Negro bus driver got out, shook
hands, grinned. Flags and flowers deco-
vated his bus. The passengers frowned,
giggled and prepared o uy w tell the
story at home. The Diggers passed out
candy o the passengers, and Howers
and  Kisses. Everyone unrioted. Teeth,
smiles, cool. Buddha directed tradhe and
the bus moved on.

We all live in a yellow submarine,
a yellow submarine,
a yellow submarine. . . .

The song swept down the streer. It was
December 17, It was a merry Chrisumas
coming. Love, love, love.

Well, the East Village and even Chelsea
tend to be a bit more up ught than San
Franasco. Bue surely the weirdest is that
illegal swretch of up-tightness called the
Sunset Strip in Los Angeles.

There, the weeny boppers wied w grad-
uate o teenyhood. The Sam Brownes
killed it. What was gracious and sweet
i San Francisco quickly became nervous
and dead. A “White Waus” resulted in
the destruction of a swilt and neat reign
by the kids. "“L'een Power” is a slogan
that has no Future; what they called the
“blue fascists”™ can casily bring up their
big guns—curfews, hoses, clubs, And
sighing, incompetent parents are obliged
by the curfew laws to make bed checks.

Instead, the teenies will have o learn
to seef into power. Orthopedic surgeons
are reporting a mass influx of creaking
adults who have wied to imitate the

teen dances. Teen clothes cause rapture
and rupture in the middle-aged chicklets
and Wall Street hippies who try to hang
lIoose in those mind-hugging clothes that
look so groovy on a lG-vearold. New
kicks. such as smoking dried bananas,
promise to catch on among those old
folks, twenmies. thirdies and even fordies,
who look to the cute Sharons and Kevins
for guidance.

Deep thinkers for several generations
now have poked and pried ac the break-
down of the American family. the Lailure
of paternal authority. The old conglom-
erations, stuck together in Mom's apple
pie, have gone the way of some flesh:
into myth and memory.

Slum gangs receive poverty funds and
a4 certain amount of atention  from
sociologists, but have yet o rveceive their
full due as models. And the new [amily.
groupy, tribal agglomerations have gone
back to a more primitive village culture.
They seem to be merely camping out,
but the need for meaningful structure is
one of the most touching qualities of the
teen rebellion. Fan clubs no longer sat-
isly their quest. That boy rapping on
the mailbox at the corner mav have
Methedrine in his madness. but ke could
merely be trying 1o tell the post office
something i Digger code. Mom didn’t
love me wisely. Dad didn’t tell me what
to do. Where are we all going?

Soon, it seems. the last renmamning suits
and ties will be bought up for museum
exhibit. And the stars above will hang
loose and [ree and echo the faulty senius
of earth. They have seen other wars

belore the Children’s Crusade. Some of
those peculiar wars have changed history.

MUSIC AND ART AND CLOTHES. And
money. The new permutations of Liver.
pool rhythm-and-blues country-and-west-
crn Dyvlan madrigal psychedelic ecstatic
rock need more than a mighty flow of
adjectival modifiers to be undersiood by
someone who has not picked up on it
Perhips Miss Susan Cox. lormer produc
ton manager and editor of Tempo. a
newsletter that rates records for top-10
stations. has found the right language:
“Vital . . . unbelicvable it's here.
Pop music is pop music.”

“Like man 1t don’t have to be acd
man o it's good iC'll sell” This is an
unpunctuated record producer alking. He
works the dials. the globes, the speakers,
the tapes. the mixers. the echoes. the
overlays, the underlays. the rerecord-
ings, the speed-up and slow-down levers.
And il the guitarist (the wailer. the
flutist. the combo) is good, iUll sell, he
says. Of course, they shouldn’t perform
publicly. since so much is done in the
studios.

A few vears ago, it could be said that
the kids didn’t invent the music they
didn't listen to. but they did influence it
and they did do something to it—live by
it. love by it, il not hsien to it. As the
leader of the band said, “Now we're
going to play an oldie but a goodic, a
dusty diamond, friends. Some of you
may remember gertin® pregnant to this
song, away back in 1964, 8 R ock
music came 1o life [rom a Negro wradition,
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blues, jazz and rock 'n” roll, after a sea
change in Liverpool before it was shipped
back by the Beatles, who have now been
canonized through a habit of the times
ol producing Instant Tradition.

Other groups have taken the torch
passed by the Beatles and Bobby Dylan
while these torchbearing wave makers
are still in their middle 20s and stll ac
tively creating, but perhaps being made
to [eel a liulde like lathers and uncles. Ini-
tially. the new groups are attracted by
the slogans of Zen and Leary; they want
1o see truly and do little; but then the
pleasures of money and esieem come in
and they feel they can change the world
by making the millions listen, and so
enter the managers and agents and echo
chammbers and the soaped-up lyrics.
Climb On, Cash In. Cop Out

At the higher levels of money, the de-
signer John Bates, English partner in the
firm of Jean Varon, suguests that men
learn to wear @ gold disk at the shirt
throat or even a arcle of pearls for eve-
ning. "It may sound effeminate,” he
boldly declares, “but it needn’t look it
There are some pink suits being worn in
London now that look great. They really
do. 1l vou don’t look effeminate 1o begin
with, nothing vou wear will change you.
Wait tll men’s pastel furs take hold.”

The questing in clothing. like the
questing in music. is partly a search for
dehinition and partly a lust 1o live in the
here and instnt now. “Lile is a game. 1

want to be game-free.”” This is one of
the philosophical statements  that, in
different forms, the wave makers will
utter 1o explain themselves as they stand
around digging one another’s funny
clothes. each other’s funny sounds. They
are secking 1o discover the ultimate psy-
chedelic—mankind—but in the mean-
time. they dig ragarock from India,
raga-soul from Motown in Detroit. Car-
naby Swueet from Seventh Avenue, Sal-
vation Army I[rom that little bouligue
across the tracks that also sells old Read-
er's Digests and burned-out solas.

The Fugs, shock troops in the Rise of
the Uglies, are so ugly they have surely
become pretty. From trouble with the
fuzz they have risen to trouble with the
charts. These children in the sand pile,
working out their games with electronic
amplification. began in the East Village
and  headed inexorably toward Broad-
way and. who knows, maybe Caesar's
Palace in Vegas. “Kill, Kill. Kill for
Peace” is tantrumantra: a song like My
Baby Done Left Me and 1 Feel Like
Homemade Shit has a perverse tender
longing in it, beneath the nasal whine of
clectricity. The on-edge artist of the
group. Tuli Kupferberg. poet, and Ed
Sanders, a smiling Midwest American
who edits Fuck You | A Magazine of the
Arts, have lound their little game turned
into a commercial product with vast im-
plications—mouney and air time. (See The
Underground Press, rLavsoy, August.)

“Ma, I want to talk to you about that part where
the seed falls on fertile ground.”

The hippies will vote for the first can-
didate who promises pot in every chicken.
They will lie in the park with a nude
girl, reading The Orvacle, becanse The
Oracle gives the Word and every girl is
nude under her clothes. Mouse and Wes
Wilson, doing Nowveau Irisco posters,
can thumb their wavy. psvchedelic noses
at the premises of poster art—be clear!
punch hard!—in favor of fun and design
and obscure play. People have leisure
time now: they can hgure our the words
on the posters; and if they can’t, who
needs them?

Ihe wave makers are ready o wy
anything that keeps them awake. The
Beard, a play by the hip-and-bemn
poet Michael McClure. ends with cunni-
lingus commitied by Billy the Kid (svm-
bolic. stylized) on Jean Harlow (stylized,
symbolic). The act, however, looks real
in cvery way; and as the critic Grover
Sales put i, “This play will go down
on literary history.” The police stalled
awhile and ground their gears before
arresting the actors and the writer. The
American Civil Liberties Umion entered
the case. and now see how complicated
it is: If they are really doing what they
evidently are doing, then it is an obscenc
performance. But how can they really be
doing it every night, in the identical
way. with spoken lines? (“Star! Star! Sun!
Star! Star!™ sobs Jean Harlow.) Then they
must be imitating the action; that is, per-
forming an act of art. But also the act
they are imitating (or are they really
domg 1t, plus lines?) is one that perhaps
is inciting w0 some people. And it is
illegal in many states o do it, even for
married couples, though perhaps not to
dramatize doing it {for thearical edifica-
tion. And the police were conlused and
didn’t move for a long time, but then
they did (or mitated) their usual per-
formance—they performed a bust. And
now writers, critics and professors step
forward (o testily thae the play is a mov-
ing. cic., symbolic, etc.. westimony 1o the
cternal. eic.. dubieties. The poor police.

What is good and what is evil these
days? Why should a poor cop have 10
think about such tlangs, nstead ol
helping Dick and Jane cross the sureet
salelv on the wav 1o school? The fact is
that The Beard is a black-comic fantasy
with some touching moments in i, Since
it deals divectly with sadomasochistic
fantasies, among others. it 1s as conlus-
ing as much of contemporary sexuality,
It has found a partial meins 1o control
and master the confusion—Ilaughier.

An English girl of the upper class,
aged 16, recently wrote to her older sis-
ter in New York:

Men look so innocent and angelic
in bed, don’t they? Tell me, when
did vou first go 10 bed with anyone?
How old were you: Mike and I
really love each other. It's not just a
mad infatuation—it’s grown slowly.



I knew him last holidays—not like
Patrick, who was all glamor and
titles, and also he was queer. He was
really very fascinating, but my God
he was so  selfish. Mike's sell-
centered, but not selfish, so we make
a good couple. We both need the
same thing.

This touching gitlishness and inno-
cence, and the total will 0 accept sex as
a mutually helplul collaboration, must
produce a faint quaver in the bellies of
the older, romantic generation. Just as
throwing flowers and kisses at the cops
—onc of the hippies’ favorite techniques,
excepr that they don't thunk ol it as “tech-
nique”—confuses  the veterans of class
wars, ractal wars, boss-and-worker wars.

In a collegetown apartment in Ann
Arbor recemtly. a girl glanced up from
making love with her friend o lind a
pair ol eyes peeking under the window
shade. The eyes peered through three
levels of glass—her window, the neigh-
bor's window, the wearer's specs. She
Guilmly et the eyes and dhen  they
retreiated with shame and she continued
what she was doing, a mutually helpful
collaboration with her visitor.

“Actually,” she commented, I don’t
really blame him. But 1 don't like to
give him the advantage over me.”

The new mass family is replacing the
father-mother-children small group of
yore. The Army and mass ransport,
orgies amd key parties. the eclectronic
McLulanite plugging in are all feeding
a public straining out ol encapsulated sex.
A reporter doing a survey for a national
news magazine explains: “I used to be
afraid I was queer because I like o go to
bed with my wife and another man at
the sume time. But now 1 know it's just [
never had a brother and I want one. My
wile. she’s great—understands. I was a
lonely only child. And now tell me:
What's the mood of the country?"”

Henry Fairlie, a fairly warmhewted
English conservative, has protested the
imitation of the young by the less young.
He believes thae i is for the benefit of
the young that their opportunity ot
rebellion should be untainted by easy
capitulation by adults. He writes:

Anxious not 1o be thought
“square,” they steal the music, imi-
tie the dance, adopt the dress, of
the young. Anxious to be thought
“understanding,” they anxiously fol-
low all that the voung do and, with
i ggele, appliud i, This adule
imvasion of the world of the young
is, committed agnst themselves, a
banal act—committed against the
young. almost criminal. It is as if
the adults today are searching for
some kind of reassurance from the
voung, which is exactly where they
have no right to look for it. Genera-
tions should keep their fences in
good repair.

Fair enough. What is more gluey to
the taste than an aging hippie? But then
he leels obliged to ridicule the new
inventions, those magic carpets ridden by
the young; and here he mixes sweet
good sense with sour:

The only new [actors which seem
to me to introduce any real novelty
into their situation are the scientific
aids, from records to contraceptives,
from wravel to LSD. which provide
both the temptation and the oppor-
tunity 1o satisfy, far more fully than
belore, the desire for immediate
experience which is the source ol the
}'Oungs lll]l)&illt.’llﬂ'.

The Psychedelic  Rangers, riding
drugs, riding kicks, may mercly be satis-
lying “the desire for immediate experi-
ence.” Fighting the fuzz may merely be
a dramatic ilustration ol the blocked
ageressivity noted by such writers as Rob-
ert Ardrey and Konrad Lorenz, But it is
more likely that their new institutional
forms will consolidate at least some of
the kicky gains.

As the (original) Diggers Song, three
centuries old, pus it

Gatnst  Lawyers and gainst Priests,
stand up now.

For tyrants they ave bolh, even flat
agatnst their oath,

To grant us they we loath, Jrec
meal and drink and cloth.

Stand up now. Diggers all!

To conquer them by love, come in
now, come I now,

To conquer them by love, come in
now!

No power is like (o looe.
Glory heve, Digeers all!

And thanks to these boons of modern
technology
jet airplanes and superproduction—ithe
old dream of the Diggers seems ar least
possible in the hearts of  these anony-
souls provide shelter 1o
runaways, meat in the parks and o dis-
concerting habit of burning the mouey
they handed by  condescending
Squatres.

records and  contraceptives,

nous whao
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THE ACID-TRUTH MUMBLE. “Sure |'m
mterested in those other things—politics,
work, everything. But it's all a part of
love. And love is all a part of acid.”

Now. of course, there is that vexed
nuitter of drugs, about which there are
strong positions on all sides except per-
haps the middle. This article provides no
excepuion, but anvone should at least be
suspicious ol experimenting with his own
chemistry. Blowing the mind is cool (art,
fun, sex, work), but blowing out the
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mind with the newest discovery is hard
smack on the trail to El1 Rancho Tuck-
ered Out.

Lysergic acid diethvlamide, the chief
of the psychedelic drugs, has put its con-
voluted stamp on the style of the period.
Its users are not dulled or woozy. as with
alcohol and the other depiessants; nor
are they jittering, as with Dexedrnine and
Methedrine; rather, their minds are ex-
panded. They see visions. They proclaim
truths. They are the wavelers of inner
space.

One deep aitic of the drug cult has
said. “LSD is harmless unless talked
about.” Surely 1967 was not a vintage
year, and 1968 promises to be worse. A
lot of peculiar sugar got into circulation,
and Dr. Timothy Leary got some contii-
dictory ideas into the press. At times, he
promises  spectacular  sexual achieve-
ments while on acid trips; at other times,
he says that erotic pleasures are irrcle-
vant; and then again. he reconciles these
contradictory positions with further con-
tradictuions. He is too busy “org ing
the energy” 10 be consisicnt. Leary says,
“You have to go out of vour mind to use
vour head,” but going out of your mind
is not necessarily a guarantee that you
are using your head.

At Millbrook, New York, on an estate
built in 1889, Timothy Leary dwells,
when not on tour, i a mansion hlled
with mattresses and a shifuing group of
followers of the new religion, LSD. the
League for Spiritual Discovery. Asked by
a visitor if he 1s a guru, he answered. 1
was the one to get the lucky script.” At
the regular ingestions ol LSD, he appears
in white dress 1o lead the [aithiul: “Now
we wre making this wrip together. Now we
are like spaceships in space. Now we are
going 1o try to keep in lormation. Now
there might he voyagers who might want
1o leave this room, but spiritually we
should want to stay together, ., "

The htule cubes of sugar are passed
about. The celebrants look through pris-
matc glass together at a stone, at How-
ers, at the sky. Their spirits are elsewhere.
Timothy Leary wears red socks, because
he doesn’t like his socks 1o be conlused
with others in the common laundry.

Out on the lawn, some children are
playing. One ten-year-old asks a riddle:
“What goes up and up and never comes
down?”

“What?" asks the visitor.

“A guy on LSD with two boosters.”

Mike, a merchant from one of the
branch offices of the league for Spiritual
Discovery, engages a visitor in discus
sion. The visitor says, "OK, maybe it's
good for Leary, Alpert, Allen Ginsberg,
people like that. Maybe it's a kind ol luel
for a machine already in motion—gives
them energy and insight, maybe, helps
them power themselves. But what about

198 some high school kid who thinks she'll

get to be like the poets, the gurus, the
heroes of the movementz”

“Well, she's using it. isn't she?” Mike
answers.

“I mean, she doesn’'t know who she 1s.
She hasn't really got a sell yer—she's a
lonely adolescent. She gets a euphoric
high and maybe a desperate bring-down
or freak-out b

“But she’s wsing it, isn't she”
Mike.

“Yes, that’s what I'm saying. She
doesu’t know hersell at all. She just Hips
out into the drug &

“Bui she’s using it Well, isn't she
using 117 Well, if she's using it, she's OK.
isn't she? Isn’t she using i1? OK, then.
she's OK.”

Failure of communication. Dead stop.
If she takes acid, then that defines OK.

Later, in an :lcid—pus]u-r's pad—or
shrine, as he would prefer to define it—I
sat umong the wall hangings, the Bud-
dhas, the tpestries, the pillows. the weny
boppers, the smell of incense and pot
and herb tea and the macrobiotic rice
cooking on the stove. Blonde Honey,
wearing nothing but a smock, her eyes
shining with tenderness. looked into &
visitor’s [ace and said. “You're beaunful.
There's so much sweetness and love in
vou. I want to look at you so much. I
really dig you.”

She is 19 vems old. She worked as a
hustler for a time in New York. but now
she has found truth. She works only
cnough to buy her supply of acid. It's
not very expensive. though the price
continues o go up. She sleeps where a
materess is offered. and this week  the
mattress is offered here. She's nice 10
have around. She finds beauty every-
where, and especially it new men.

Another visitor to Mike’s shyine is a
former psychologist from Coral Gables,
Floridia. He wears a luzzv-wuzzy sweater
that makes him look like a cuddly
Livorite son. Jeins, tennis shoes. He ex-
plains what goes on during the acid voy
age toward reality. “Inside it's truth and
all true conemplation. fecling. medita-
tion for peace of understanding type,
man. Don’t ask me to use words. What a
drag. 1 been a word man all my life. con-
sulting psychologist for indusiry. man.
Miami. man. Jacksonville. Now 1 dig.
That there Honey got the truth, man,
right there where she keeps it. Ooh ah,
there it went.”

“Man,” says the psvchologist as Honey
disappears 1o stir  the rice. “suppose
we could turn on . . . Johuson? Think of
that. Lawrence Welk. The fuzz. Oh. I
get a fine paranoia going for me. Ooh ah,
there it went again. We could twin on
evervbody.”

People have been tripping out in vari-
ous rooms of the apartment. There is 2
quiet buzz in the air. A raga record plays
over and over again, but when Ravi
Shankar is wwning up and when he is
playing—that’s the beauty of it—the

asks

Western ear judges only with great
difficulty, He is at one with his instru-
ment. The new audience is eager to catch
up with his training, but without actually
learning what Ravi Shankar knows.

The Tialian-longshoreman husband of
a Ly painter is on a bad trip. He misscs
his wile, She is out dehexing a boarding-
house. In addition 1o being a painter and
a belly dancer, she 1s a witch.

The husband is sweating and flailing
the air and panicky. “Come on, Profes-
sor,” he wails, “you got (o siraighten my
head around, someone got 1o strmghten
my head around, T mean turn it avound,
I don’t care, Professo >

He is grinning, but hysterical.

Mike. the organizer of this liule cell,
puts his arm avound the man’s shoulder
and leads him onto the porch. He smiles
back at the knot of concerned [riends. 1
can take care of all this! s glance and
grin seem 1o sav. He listens to the
flipped-out longshoreman. He pais his
arm. The man is wailing for his wife.
Mike calls 1o Honey 1o come and help
Listen, too.

Later the pusher, Mike, explains that
he is a hero ol our time. “Like, I'm a
hero, man. I could go up for any amount
ol vears now, them laws they got. Like,
I'm putting my life on the line every
time to make sure the people get blown
out of their mind. Man. I'll murn on a
cop. he wants it. I'm a wue guru ol our
time."”

“Gru
tha?”

“That's what I said. I wsed o sell
AMeth, but it dries up the head, so |
stopped that. T also sold pot. But. hell
arass is good-—1'm really special. Now 1
found I have this mission, vou know? To
turn people on and make them OK. I'm
the center heve, you know, man? You
know, mung You know, manz”

Meanwhile, Honey is giving truth 10
the former psycliologist on a matiress
while mildly curious visitors troop past
them 1o look for grass, chat with friends,
dip into the communal pot of rice. Hon.
cy's wenderness is real and 1 will be just
as real lor the next man m an hour or
two. The psychologist feels that he is in
wuch with the universe, thanks 10 Hon-
ev, both of them meditated by acid.
They know that add is the magic carpei.
It has transported them both 10 rue
love. They don't ask work. time, paticnce
or sacrifice. Instant wrue love will suflice.
It’s not sex. They are opposed 1o mere
sex. That's lust—square. It's love, love,
love. Of course. they express it through
sex. But that’s ouly the means. It's not
what vou'd call square sex, like other
people’s. It's hip sex. It's special. It's
theirs. And the psychologist says abowut
his relationship with Honey: “In return,
I give her the companionship of an
exciting mind.”

“What does she give your?”

He looked at me as if 1 were crazy,

means  teacher, you know
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blind or all three—that includes malevo-
lent. Yes, it was evident. “Which has
broken out of the establishment game,”
he continued, diagraming his exciting
mind for me.

In America, we now live in a drug cul-
ture. It is estimated that six dozen mood
pills were consumed per person in 1966,
Dracula is blurting chemicals into our
blood streams, not sucking the blood out.
Walter Miuy, wanting to be King Kong
and finding himself married to Fay
Wray lor 40 years, escapes by 1aking a
pill and dreaming he is James Thurber.
[t excites him. So he takes tranquilizers.
It bores him. So he takes stimulants. He
looks at the sky and doesn't see God, so
he asks Mike what 1o take, and Mike is
delighted 1o tell him.

A few years ago, the drugs of choice
were  Methedrine or Dexedrine  com-
pounds—speed, as they are called. or
forwards. But now the glory trip of Dr.
Leary has advertised the new psvchedel-
ics, everything [rom acid 0 morning-
glory seeds. Even in Cleveland, Ohio,
there was until recently a Headquarters
(“Travel Accommodations for the Dis-
criminating Smoker™), where hooks and
The Fugs and girls with Berkeley-
Raddlitte ironed hair could be found on
[riendly Euclid Avenue. €an vou pass
THE ACID TEsT? asks the card illusurared
with a recruiting-poster version of Uncle
Sam. All over the country, the acid-
culture people flash funny cards and
prisms and pieces of glass at one another.
They are recognized. they recognize their
reality. They feel at home, even on
Euclid Avenue.

In a psychedelic boardinghouse in the
Haight-Ashbury district of San Francisco
—"'Psychedelphia.” columnist Herb Caen
has called it—the residents have taken
an old building and made it prewy
with bits of glass, collages, cdlippings
pinned to the wall. antiwar and prolove
posters, celebrations of dances. poctry
readings, Happenings, plastic hangings,
little objects. rugs, tapeswies. things fill
the rooms. A boy with a Brooklyn accent
mgeles and says, “Like, man, wow, I'm
on a trip now.” The residents wear
beads: the men and girls wear beaded
headdresses, but without the feathers,
because they are not quite Indians.

Joel, the boy from Brooklyn, explains
about love. Acid helps people love.
For example: “l love everyone, John-
son, Sheriff Clark in  Alabama, Pat
Boone——"

“Hitler”

He wurns thoughtful. “Well, T don’t
know much about him. But I love his
soul. 'Course, I've been told some bhad
things about him. My parents are Jew-
ish. So I don’t love what he did, man.”

“You're the first person I've met who
loves Hitler.”

Joel looks at me with pitying tender-
ness. "Il you take off the ego,” he ex-

200 plains, “we're all the same, I'm me and

vou and evervbody. It's groovy.”

“Do you ever get sore at anybody?”

“Well, my wile, sort ol. We got di-
vorced. But I love her. But not using
acid should be grounds for divorce.”

“She didn't use”

He shook his head with shame for his
former wile. “She ran off 1o her mother.
Scred, when all T wanted to do was
help her. I knew this other cat, he gave
up his college degree two wecks helore
he had it, he wanted to go to India to
learn this flute he heard on a trip.””

“What do you want out ol life:”

He giggled and  pulled the beads
down tighter around his skull. “Travel
around, see people. experience things,
live in a cabin. . . .

In the meantime, though, he lives in a
boardinghouse with a lot of other people
who want to live in a eabin, experiencing
things. He likes to answer questions
about what he is doing. He has a mis-
stonary intention. He is eager o please;
like Polonius, cager to swell a progress
and be ol us

Acid culture is similar to other drug
cults, except that the mood is generally
sweeter. There is much insistence on gen-
tleness, smiles, love, the yeah-hey-groovy
manner. A group living in Psychedelphia
takes to the far-out taped music, to raga
and other Eastern rhyvthms, to stained
glass and dink rich colors. When their
optical nerves are jangled by acid. this
is what they like 1o see. Beaded and
glowing. they abandon the sell 1o use
by the great organic and the great
machine worlds. Peace. A groove.

At a special gathering, Ken Kesey's
Halloween Acid Test Graduation Cere-
mony, Kesey, who was fighting convic
tions on narcotics charges, announced a
graduation from drugs. Among the
crowd present were some Hell's Angels,
students, teeny boppers and Kesey's per-
sonal club, the Merry Pranksters, devoted
to lunny cdothes, tape and flm and
grooving together. There was a band,
costumes, an air of expectant reveling.
There is a hip way 10 be square—the
general idea of the meeting.

Taking a microphone, Kesey segued
into an  abswracted rhapsody  about
different spider webs. On speed. the spi-
ders make lots and lots ol lopsided webs.
On marijuana, beautilul wild webs. On
acid: one simple web and that's all.

Well, he implied. there might be a
way to do it without acid.

This called for reverence. The ecstatic
revelers, the psychedelic-ecstatic plus the
reporters. the photographers. the TV
cameramen, the girl from Vogue and Tom
Wolle all knelt with Kesey. The gifted
novelist ol One Flew over the Cuckoo's
Nest was in wouble and knew it. He
was trving to find his way back 1o socicty
and to hind it publicly. He was tired of

running to Mexico and Canada under
Federal indictment. It was silly to be
abused on mere marijuana charges. Now
he was waiting for his inspiration to
strike. The crowd kneeled, hushed. He
asked for comments from the floor and a
bit of quiet meditation. The Mery
Pranksters were stilled. Ken's wife and
children beamed upon him.

He waited and waited for something
1o say. It would come to hm in a
moment. He practiced calm as a few dis-
grunted and impatient ones peeled off
amd wemt home. Some of the Hell's
Angels who had been turned on to acid
were puzled by their colleague. Why
didn’t Ken say itz What was he think-
ing? What was the word?

The drama of the drug culture is part-
Iy illusory, depending on the ambiance
of conspiracy and illegality. Living out
this romance is often like having a lovely
and delicate girl's hearing aid, but with-
out the girl. Like pop art, much of what
15 produced is mitigated  trash—miti-
gated by its fair expression of a confused
and frantic time. It submits 1o the mood-
weariness; it says that the way our is
chemical, as Huxley predicied in Brave
New World, where he showed a sheep-
ish population lining up lor soma.

Ken Resey held a candlelit  press
conlerence at a Twin Peaks pad 1o
announce that he was returning from the
lam in Mexico or someplace in order to
straighten out the minds ol everybody.
“I Ieel an idea flying through my head
like a bat,” he declared.

He chuckled about his leciure belore
a creativewriting seminar at  Stanlord.
Wanted by the police, he was every-
where, if not like Bavman, at least like
Robin. How did he avoid arrestz 1 just
stand small and ooze along,” he ex-
plained. “The cops never sec me.”

Relaxed now, Kesey sat hunched in a
chair in his sheepskin coat while he im-
parted a lew more ol the ideas that came
like bats to his head. Soon everyone was
huddled closely about him as he called
the signals: “No more acid! Turn on with
other means—dance, clothes—it's time for
a new thing in this country.”

His admirers admired the masked
profile of courage that he turned toward
the mept fuzz and the inepter FBI, He
would ooze along, blowing his mund in
his own way.

A lew d:lys later, .Kl.‘-‘i(.‘}' wi Tested.
Alter two mistrials on  18-month-old
possession-ol-marijuana charges, he was
linally convicted ol “knowingly being in
a place where marijuana was kept.” On
June 23, he began serving a six-month
Jaii sentence.

A few months ago, Dr. Timothy Leary
took his traveling show from New York

to San  Francisco and held a  press
conference.
Leary: I am here on a religious
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reconnaissance mission.” While the re-
porters scribbled, the tape spools spun.
He peddled his religion with fluent charm
and cloquence, mixing the language ol
hippie and the language of Harvard and
a certain je sais quoi of his own. He
wore a red lei. “We wanr o distribute
LSD only 10 our co-religionists, other-
wise vou get in a hassle. We don’t want
to engage in the game ol power politics.”

“Game” is one of the operative words
for Leary. He continued, “You must be
in a stite ol grace to take the sacrament,
LSD. Of course, we don’t have any lor-
mal routine—youre the best judge of
that on vour own internal chesshoard.”

“Chesshoard,” that day, was also one
of his important words.

“We have withess ol  the  divine
process.” he said slowly. keeping pace
with the reporters’ pencils.

His friend and colleague. Dr. Richard
Alpert, warned the journalisis: “If you
write anything to do with drug, hippic,
ex-prolessor,  addiction, cult.  you're
wrong. It's all a memaphor, spiritual.”

Learyv: “We have celebrined the rein-
carnation of Jesus Christ in New York
City. Now the people who go 10 the Fill-
more to dance are doing it a different
way. Everyone should start his own reli-
gion. We examine  our  con-
science. In ten vears, 1 predict we'll have
a psychedelic President.”

“Who's gonna  be the

should

psvehedelic

President in ten years?
the publicity girl.

“Sh,” she sand.

Leary was explaining aboutr bad trips.
“Are there bad wips:” he asked. “Well,
you're asking me to go onto the checker-
board of the minds of people I don't
know. The reason people don’t 1ake 1LSD
is thev're afraid to—alraid of the divine
process, they can't face ir.”

“Does that satisly vou:” Leary asked.
“Good! Ask me another.”

Someone asked about
LSD.

“Well, a sixteen-year-old chick aking
acid on a motorcycle with her lover, say.
OK, she might be in a state ol grace. A
psychiatrist doing research lor a paper,
on an cgo trip of his own, is more [rivo-
lous. Doces that satisly youz Good.”

“Do vou agree with the existentalists
that a person is what he does, his ac-
tions?” 1 asked Carlo, a former Madison
Avenue art divector who was with Leary.

“Yeah! I got a Hash of that several
times when I was on an acid trip! I
believe it. No. it was a combination
Methedrine high and acid wrip. Yeah, I
remember. You're right. You're absolute-
Iv right. Il you do the right thing—take
acid, see God—you're in the right bag.
It's a glory trip. You're dropped out.
You're nobody, vou're everybody. Is that
what vou meant, man”

Running through a cellular examina-
tion ol themselves, the new druggies are
content, ]x-;u'cfu], easy, unless they are

someone asked

kids taking

“Achtung!, Mother. . ..

tormented and violent. They are check-
ing out what they feel. From the outside,
mm New York, Boulder, San Francisco.
Chicago, London, on so many campuses,
in so many towns, they have dropped
out of the race. They look as if the popu-
lation explosion has exploded them.
They have taken a rain check on money,
status, power, wars, the “games,” as
Leary and Alpert ¢all the raditional pur-
suits: the power game, the establishment
game, the academic game, the suburb
game. They cill their boardinghouses
“communes.” They write messages 1o
one another on the walls and doors. They
share claborate in-jokes, in-art—jargon,
designs, wavs of passing the time. The
heroin addicts of an carlier period had a
heart-rending  explanation of the rush
and anxiery and achievement and peace
of the occupation of being an addict:
“It's something to do. man.” The answer
to boredom and anxiery: something to
do, find the connection. get the fix,
something o do. The acidheads keep
busy in ways that seem stmulated, dis-
organized  and  peacelul,  at  different
times. And the “bad wip,” the [rights,
the horrors, the [eak-out is like the
vengeance of the outraged cells. When
does it happen? When has too much
LSD gone through the body? When the
soul 1s not prepared for the experience?
On the third, the seventh, the twenty
sixth tripr When the guide is not the
right onez When the body has taken all
it can take? No one can tell for sure.
Many end in hospita nd their Iriends
wonder why. since always before it had
heen “beautilul, just beawtiful, loving,
tender, beautiful.”  Electricity, aspirin,
many medicines can be taken in small
amounts: larger amounts act as poisons.
The hmits for lysergic acid are not
known. They scem to vary in individu-
als. The long-term effects arc also not
determined.

One psychiawist, initially enthusiastic
about the possibilities of 1SD, has
offered a metaphor to explain its power.
It loosens the glue that keeps a personal-
ity togecher. It's like soaking a glued toy
in hot water. Things ger jangled: there
are new conjunctions. Then the glue
hardens. But not as hind as before. Then
a new dose. new loosening, a new hard-
ening. But not as hard as belore. And
one day, depending on the quality of the
glue, it doesn’t harden enough and the
tov goos Jangling into bits. “It’s too dan-
gevous,” he says. Institutions are filling
up with people whose glue doesn’t seem
10 harden enough o let them survive in
the world.

“Well,” satd a delegate to the LSD
conference i San Francisco last winter,
“everything has risks. You cross the
street, that’s a risk. You get up in the
morning. You take a pill.” He shrugged.
“It makes vou loving.”

This vague evocation of the ighest
virtues—love, creativity—cin be called




the Acid-Truth Mumble. The lips move.
The voices come out. The voices repeat,
It is acid speaking.

- - -

CONCLUSION: THE ART OF POSITIVE
NAYSAVING. In all this wave-making con-
{fusion ol innovation. a pcmlmizll vision
of history is likely to reappear—the
vision of continuity and permanence.
The wave makers want 1o be what they
are. what they really are. The kids are
blowing their whistles and the cops are
speaking in the careful. precise language
of pamic. Up ught, freaking out or just
mind-blown, those who have scized
upon leisure as their booty are creating
demons. Victorian lamps and perhaps a
new way ol life. “Some ol them.” as that
storekeeper in the East Village said, “are
artists in their own way. They don’t shop-
lift me so much anymore. They got a
lot of love in “em.”

The young are lcading the wav to new
forms of consuming and nonconsuming,
setting the stage for the future with their
smoky philosophies of Love and Express
and Make Do with What You Have.
Run far from America, ay these noble
savages, and there vou will find—Ameri-
ca, Americal They substituie for the
beatnik’s abstention a new complicity in
the working out of things: You can't go
into exile again. Thev look preuy good
both in clothes and naked. When lost
in storms. they force pills down their
throats. They sncak glances at them-
selves in the mirror, but then they walk
away. Like the Anabaptists and the Am-
ish, the wave makers hate to bear arms,
they believe in communal living. (hey
have subtle rites ol passage into adult
life. They are cultural dropouts who sce
new cultures dropping in. They have
extrasensory ignorances. ‘They support
themselves any way they can and some-
times get vich out of emulation of the
rest of the world, which js seeking a bet-
[er way, too.

The life you lead. they sav, may be
vour own. They throw stones and live in
glass houses because thev like shimmer-
ing floors. They are carelul 1o step on
the splinters. They bear their wounds
noisily.

In a mantlest filled with questions,
The Diggers asked: When will Timothy
Leary stand on a street corner waiting
for no one?

FRODO LIVES! COME TO MIDDLE EARTH!
proclaim the buttons of the new Hobbit
cult based on J. R. R. Tolkien's rilogy,
The Lord of the Rings. The Hobbits go
along, they ry to avoid danger. they
dont like it. they don't want to get
involved. But when the thing comes, they
simply don't go under. This is the book
of the wave-making age. Muarshall Me-
Luban, Timothy Leary and Bobby Dy-
lan are the foam of the wave. Tolkien's

“Pay no altention to him, Miss Johnson. He's here
with some kind of sex problem. .. "

Hobbits swim in the tides beneath.

At Grace Cathedral in San Francisco,
a representative of the Esalen Institute
at Big Sur declared: “The life of every
man—the heart of it—is pure and holv
jov.” This is a religions statement: but
while this vision takes the imagination of
some. others think back on the beatniks,
the holy barbarians of ten vears ago, or
back into history—so many cults and
credos and  revolutions that are now
merely footnotes to cultural history.
Another vision takes the skeptic:

Two an. at the corner of Haight and
Ashbury in San Francisco. or Bleecker
and Macdougal in New York, or on
Kings Road in London, or near Le Drug-
store at St.-Germaun-des-Prés in  Paris.
An ancient hipster of 40 is picking up a
vinylclad teenv bopper with raga record
under her arm. “Hey, man,” he says,
“vou want to [all up to my pad and blow
some music ‘n’ stuffz”

“Cool,” says the fading teeny bopper
with the copy of John Lennon, the clip-
ping about Bobby Dylan’s accident, the
BAN THE BOMB sticker on her miniskirt,

As they leave, two strangers appear.
They are wearing wire glasses and
antique clothes. One, the girl, has a skirt
hanging all the way below her knees.
She is curying the last remaining
Tilfany lamp. The other, a boy, is wearing
a zooty suit with wide lapels and is driv-
ing a green tricycle. “Good Lord.” he
says, staring alter both the 40-year-old
hipster and the 19-yearold fading teeny
bopper, “look at those ricky-tick, worn-

out articles. Come on, miss, let's go get a
milk shake and a hamburger at the
drive-in.”

For, indeed. there is a certain perma-
nence in rebellion, in the generational
conflict. And all through history. back o
the conflicis of Alcibiades the Young
Hippie and Socrates the Square Profes-
sor—the Enthyphro is a dialog in which
Plato ravishes the problem of what sons
owe o [athers—there has been  this
struggle for pre-eminence. The sage hab-
its of the clderly have given way 1o the
wild impaticnce of the young, which has
gl\".‘ll l\'Zl)" Ly Silg(_‘ll(_‘.‘is.

But the wave makers have found their
way back. through all their many experi-
ments. violations. outrages, to an old and
essential truth about not just innovation
and fashion but about that essential in-
gredient of humanity—creation. It takes
a great deal of will 1o do creative work,
and some of the will must be used 10 re-
lax the will—to let in the wildoess. The
wave makers are relaxing the puritan
will and dotng it with passion and deter-
mination. They are grokking and groov-
ing. and with a moral passion to grok
and groove. They are not Huck Finns
merely flowing on the river. When they
Hloat, they are wrying 1o define the nature
ol rivers, the nature of man.

And, yes, they are also floating, too,
and they ask the rest of the world: Come
let us float and define together. Let us
make waves.

Y|
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PETRI
FLEX V6

will make
you

the envy
of
everyone!

Sure thing! Because the PETRI
FLEX V6 is for professionals.
It boasts an unbeatable com-
bination in SLR photography
... razor-sharp Petri automa-
tic 55mm /1.8 lens, super-
sensitive CdS exposure meter
coupled to diaphragm, shut-
ter and film speed, and Petri’s
unique ‘“‘micromic-lens-focus-
ing” system for instant and
clear image focusing even
under adverse lighting condi-
tions. It's an all-weather, all-
situation performer. Try it.
You'll be surprised at the won-
derful results!

~ PETRI

CAMERA CO., INC.
7-25-12, Umeda, Adachi-ku,
Takya, Japan

COMPUTERS / THEIR SCOPE

(continued from page 120)

there’s the rub—for even the best pilot
in the world, rving to land this monster
for the first time, will almost surely crack
it up. Do vou take the chance? Of course
not. You use a computer to simulate the
airplane’s controls, its perlormance and
the landing field and thus teach the pilog
how to Lund salely and gracclully with-
out ever taking to the air,

These are the obvious wavs in which
the system—and individual units ol the
system, such as the supersonic plane—
s grown lar too complex for human
control.  There is another way that,
though hidden. is in fact even more
important. What has made our modern
scientific era possible ts an information
explosion; our whole society is based on
a rupidly expanding new knowledge of
plUyvsics. chemistry. medicine and  engi-
neeving. Information powrs out of the
research Iaboratories oo fast for any hu-
man brain to absorb. Around the world.
100,000 separate and difterent technical
journitls are published in 60-odd lan
guages. The total amount of scientific
data  published cach year runs to
250.000,000 pages. In the rush, there is
even a good deal of information that
never gets published an all. Tn the labora
tories of a pharmaceutical company, for
example. a new drug discovered by some
ingenious researcher today may, in fact,
be being “discovered™ for the second or
even the third ume. Its original discov-
ery may very well lie buried in the un-
read workbook of some earlier researcher
who. knowing ol no use for the drug at
the time, did not pass his knowledge
along.

Thus. the inflormation explosion that
produced the computer now needs the
computer 1o keep up with . A com-
puter prints the weekly publication called
Chemical Titles, listing the wopics coy
ered by new articles in 690 leading chem-
ical journals. Another computer prints
t" ¢ monthly I'ndex Medicus, which lists
alphabetically, under subject matter, the
new articles in some 2400 medical jour-
nals. Fach issue of Index Medicus runs
about 600 pages and nearly 2,000,000
words; without the computer it could
never be printed in time to keep up with
new developments. Drug companies are
starting to store the workbooks of their
researchers in a computer’s inlallible
memory, o avoid the waste of new re-
scarch that merely duplicates the old.

The Dbiggest single user of computers
today is the U.S. Government, which
would otherwise be crushed under an
mmpossible load of paperwork. Comput-
crs not only scan tax returns and keep
Soctal Security records but also calculate
census data, direct prospeaive employees
to their Civil Service examinations and
make out pay checks for something like

Dr. Grabow
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2,000,000 Federal workers and more
than 500,000 others who are retired
and living on pensions. The Air Force
uses one of the most intricate of all com-
puter systems to control its world-wide
inventory of equipment and supplies,
which is worth well over ten billion
dollars at any given moment. It uses
another complex system to keep track of
every single airplane in the skies above
the U.S. and Canada, second by second,
around the clock. The space program—
the control and tracking of 20,000-mph
satellites and spaceships—would be im-
possible without computers.

The second biggest user is, ol course,
American business; and there are experts
who will argue that it has been the com-
puter in industry, rather than the new
economics or sheer luck, that has per-
mitted our nation to remain so prosper-
ous over so long a period. This is because
one ol the uses to which the computer
has been put by business as well as
by the Air Force is the control of inven-
tory, at which it has been exceptionally
elfective. Industrics that get a constant
flow of computerized information about
their supplies and sales can get by with a
much smaller inventory than in the past;
they do not get stuck with large and un-
movable supplies of goods and then have
to cut back on production until the sup-
plies have been whittled down. A dec-
ade or so ago, the inventories of the
manufacturers of durable goods used to
fluctuate by an average of four billion
dollars a year, causing corresponding
changes in production and employment.
Now, the average fluctuation is cut in
half and the peaks and valleys of pro-
duction have been evened out. No one
would argue that the computer has made
recessions impossible—Dbut it has certainly
reduced the danger Irom one of the
frequent causes ol recessions in the past.

Other business applications of the
computer are legion. Schlitz uses it to
make predictions ol the sales of heer and
to help decide where and when to build
new breweries. International Harvester
uses it to make simulated runs of new
trucks and to predict their life span. Ford
his a computer controlling a production
run that will operaie nonstop for three
years and at the end of that time will
have turned out a 9000-mile strip of
windshield glass; this computer gets a
constant flow ol information on how the
process is going from 700 sensing de-
vices and makes the necessary readjust-
ments at 80 control points. Mobil Oil has
a computer-controlled rehning unit that
automatically analyzes market prices and
then turns out whatever combination of
products will be most profitable. Pills-
bury has a machine that provides its
executives, at eight o'dock in the morn-
ing, with a complete analysis of the com-
pany’'s sales and inventory position as of
closing time the previous day. Execu-

“. .. He should never have stopped to

pick those blueberries. . ..

tives at Woodward & Lothrop. a Wash-
ington department. store, get a similar
carly-morning report on the previous
day's sales in each department of nine
separate stores, along with a running
account of this year’s wrend compared
with last year's at this date. Clothing
manufacturers leed a new dress design
into the machine and let the computer
draw up the many individual patterns
needed to produce it in all sizes from 6
to 46.

The stock exchanges have computers
that talk. If you want to know what is
happening today to U.S. Steel or Syn-
tex, you simply call the computer on
your touch-tone phone, touch three more
buttons to give the code number of your
stock, then listen. Stored in the computer
are sound wracks such as those on a movie
film. The computer picks out the correct
combination of voice sounds to give you
the quotation on the last sale, the cur-
rent bid and offered price and, in fact,
the figure at which the stock opened and
its high and low for the day. Several times
a day and immediately alier the close of
the markets, the Associated Press uses its
own computers to rush the stock tables
to newspapers around the nation.

L]

In medicine, the computer already has
many uses. A computerized dummy of a
human being, with a heart that beats
and throat muscles that twitch. is used 1o
train anesthesiologists at the University
of Southern California; the dummy,
which sometimes has heart failure or
vomiting attacks, enables the trainees to
learn in a few days what used to take
several months to master. At Mount Sinai
Hospital in New York City, a computer
is used for rapid analysis of elecirocar-
diograms made at the patient’s bedside.
In fact, elecuocardiogram signals have
been sent from France 1o the U.S. via
satellite, have been expertly analyzed by
a computer and the results have then
been sent back to France, all within 30
seconds. In many medical centers, com-
puters make and report on blood tests
much faster than the tests can be made
by human technicians. In Mayo Clinic, a
computer keeps constant wack of the
blood pressure, body temperature, heart
rate and breathing rate of patients
undergoing neurosurgery and flashes its
findings onto a television screen in the
operating room. At Presbyterian Medical
Center in San Francisco, a computer
keeps watch over patients recovering

205



PLAYRBROY

Irom open-heart surgery and Hashes an
immediate alarm if complications de-
velop. In Brooklyn, nine hospitals are
hooked into a computer system that
keeps a second-by-second census of the
beds available or occupied in their chil-
dren’s wards; a child brought to a hospi-
tal that is already hlled can be sent
without delay to the nearest place where
space is available. At Sara Mayo Hospi-
tal in New Orleans, a computer pl:ms
menus that provide a balanced diet and
the proper calorie count at lowest possi-
ble prices; the computer takes full ac
count of the preferences and dislikes
expressed by patients in the past and also
the need for variety in the color and con-
sistency of the loods served at each
meal.

The miscellaneous uses of the com-
puter would require a catalog of their
own, It has been used by modern versions
ol the old-fashioned lonely-hearts clubs
i an attempt to help college men and
women, and older people as well, find
dates who share their interests and tastes.
(Computerized dating may be just a fad
and no better than older methods of
matching  cards  showing  personality
traits—but  conceivably, if applied to
thousands ol people on & city-wide scale,
it could be a standard part of romance
in the future) It is wsed in printing
plants to set type, on airplanes and ships
as a sort of supernavigator, in engineer-
g to solve previously insoluble prob-
lems and to draw up working blueprints,
at the race wrack to cilculate the pari
mutuel odds and pay-ofls. It is being used
to analyze and to plan ways of combating
ar pulluti(m and water pollution and,
experimentally, 1o relieve big-city iraffic
jams and to improve weather forecasting.
It provides pathways through the vast
confusion ol the nation's laws, for the
benefit of lawyers and legislators and, in
lact, augments the grasping power ol the
long arm of the law. In Chicago, it is
used to enforce payment ol 2.500.000
parking tickers issued each year. The Fed-
eral Bureau of Investigation has ser up
a nationwide computer system that will
eventually enable any local policeman,
when he sees a suspicious automobile, 1o
phone his headquarters and lemn almost
immediately, while still keeping the auto-
mobile in view, whether it has been
stolen or is wanted in connection with
some crime. The computer is even used
to design and help manufacture better
computers—an indication that it may
someday, like living creatures, be capable
ol reproduction.

If the nation’s computers went dead
this very moment, all ol us would know
it at once—and 10 our sorrow. Our tele-
phones would go silent. Our sellservice
clevators would stop. It would be impos-

206 sible to make an airplane reservation. A

great many industrial plants would shut
down. The nation’s banks would stagger
under an avalanche of checks impossible
to sort by hand. Yet most of the cnrent
uses of the computer—however marvel-
ous, however essential to the day-by-day
operation of a civilization as complicated
as  ours—are  somewhat remote from
your and my personal experience. Most
Americans have never seen a computer,
except possibly on television on election
night. Except lor our contacts with tele-
phones and elevators, most of us have
never operated one or even dreamed of
using one in any intensive way. As a
matter of fact, there are very few execu-
tives in Government or business. those
two great customers of the computer
industry, who have ever had any direct
personal contact with a machine. Most
executives do not understand computers
or know how to usc them: they deal with
the machines through a group of rather
mysterious middlemen  called  program-
mers, who use a new kind of language,
Mull of code words and mathematical
symbols, to tell the machines what to do.

Thus, the computer age, in many
ways, has so far been a disappoint-
ment. The computer was supposed to
revolutionize our lives; it was supposed
to put marvels of new technology at our
hnger tips: there were even some dark
but fascinating hints that it might out-
think us and take us over. But where are
all these labulous new machines and
what are they doing for wus?

“Computers,” admits one of their man-
ulacturers, “have been flagrantly mis-
represented. They haven't been useful o
people at all—except to the few people
who run them.” But that day is ending.
“In the past,” says this manulaciurer,
“computers have been like railvoads,
great for the businessman who wamts to
ship a heavy load of Freight across the
country, no good at all to the individual
who wants to get from his home 1o his
office. Now we're moving imo a new
stage, where the computer will be like
a passenger automobile, available to take
anybody wherever he wants to go, when-
ever he wants to go there.”

There ave many scientists now at work
trving to adapt the machines 1o handle
the complications. not of divilization as a
whole but of life for the individual man;
these scientists are thinking not of the
mss problems of society but of the per-
sonil problems that you and I encounter
every day of our lives in this intricate,
difiicult, baflling and often exasperating
world. This is the special goal. for exam-
ple. of Dr. Fano and the MAC Project
(for Machine Aided Cognition) that he
direcs ae MIT. Savs Dr. Fano, “Wc're
all faced with daily problems that are
rapidly getting much oo complex to
solve. We don’t have enough time, infor-
mation or experience to keep up with
the growing difficulties that surround us

when we try to budger our mcomes, pay
our bills, balance our checkbooks, make
out our tax returns, save and invest for
our old age, decide whether to buy or
rent a house, evaluate a new job offer,
contemplate a move to California, keep
track of lapily anniversaries. draw up a
will or even plan a sensible work schedule
for tomorrow. Somehow we have 1o break
through this ceiling of complexity.”

The kind of computer use that Dr.
Fano and his colleagues have in mind 1s
typified by an experimental program
already under way in California, where
high school students get a highly expert
form of guidance from a machine. In
planning his next year’s program. the
student goes to the machine and learns
what courses e available. The machine
asks him if he is planning to go 1o col-
lege and, if so, what kind of college; it
then advises him what kind of courses
to take to meet thar college's entrance
requirements as well as his high school’s
requirements for graduation. It tells him
how well students with his kind of
record have done at that Kind ol college
—how many of them have managed to
be A students or how many have Hunked
out—and may suggest that he is aiming
his sights either too high or too low. It
refers all special problems to the school’s
guidance counselor. while [reeing him
[rom the routine questions.

A stmilar sort ol program, Dr. Fano
has pointed out, could be devised for
helping people make out their income-
tax returns; it would be superior to any
conceivable book on taxes. One trouble
with the wax laws is that they have to be
writien to cover every possible situation:
they must therefore be extremely compli-
cated. The trouble with the books that
ry 10 explain the laws is that they cin
do so only by citing examples—which
olten tnn out to be slightly different
[rom our own problems, in ways whose
importance or unimportance we  find
hard to judge. A computer could be pro-
pramed o listen to any Kind of tax
problem, even the most unusual. and
work out the logical applications of the
law to that particular case. Dr. Fano has
even suggested that the income-tax laws
of the [uture might be programed di-
rectlv into the machine instead of printed
on paper.

One compuier scientist, lmrlly {or [un
but partly in earnest, has been thinking
about a computer program that would
give advice on restaurants in New York
or other big cities; it would ask the user
questions such as. “Do you like Chinese
food?"”; “Do vou preler a small place or a
large one?”; “Do you want music?”
“How much do you want to spend:?”;
“Does the restauramt have o be near
some particular theater?” From what it
learned about the wuser’s tastes and
budget, it would then give him a list of
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“Perhaps madam would like something
a teensy bit smaller?”

places he might like. Afterward, by find-
ing out how well he actually enjoyed the
meal, the machine would learn even
more ibout him and be able to supply
cven better advice the next ume. The
same program could be enlarged to sug-
gest ways ol spending an cvening or a
weekend. (“People who live 1n cties have
a [antastic array of choices of how to
spend their time,” says this scientist, “but
at the moment, they don’t take much
advantage ol the choices. They need
help.”) It could even be made into a sort
of super travel bureaun, with a full anay
of up-to-the-minute information such as
no travel bureau now possesses. Conceiv-
ably, you could call up the computer
and say, “I've got from four o'clock Fri-
day afternoon to nine o'clock Tuesday
morning; where shall I go?” The machine
would ask some questions, such as,
“Would vou be willing to spend as much
as 53002” and “Do you like 1o fish?” and
would then come up with a suggestion:
“I can give you a suite in the Americana
Hotel in Miami Beach for $75; you can

208 have a seat on Eastern's Flight 123 at

six paf Friday and return on Flight 321
arriving  Monday  midnight:  Captain
Harry Brown and his fishing boat will be
waiting for you at seven o'clock Saturday
morning.”

The possibilities are almost endless. It
is perfectly feasible to program a com-
puter to help the bafiled householder; he
could be instructed how to repamr a leaky
faucet or get squirrels out ol his chim-
ney. Dr. Spock’s wisdom about babies
could be put into a computer, in much
more detail, 1o help meet individual
crises, than is possible within the covers
ol a book. Excellent medical and legal
advice could be dispensed by a comput-
er, if the medical and legal professions
permitted. It is even possible that people
will someday take to the computer the
kind of problems they now take to
psychiatrists, psychologists and marriage
counselors. A computer program has
already been developed, in fact, that
actually sounds quite a bit like some
tvpes ol psychotherapists; it has had the
following typewritten conversation with
a make-believe woman “patient”:

PATIENT: Men are all alike.
MACHINE: In what way?

PATIENT: They're always bugging us
about something or other.
MacHINE: Can you think of a specific
example?

PATIENT: Well, my boyfriend made
me come here.

MACHINE: Your boyfriend made you
come herer

rATIENT: He noticed that I'm de-
pressed much of the time.

MACHINE: I'm sorry to hear you are
depressed. . . .

And so on, through what sounds very
much like a 50-minute sesston with a
therapist.

Another use of the machine that is
prominent in the thinking of computer
scientists 15 in shopping. The Sears, Roe-
buck type ol printed catalog, expensive
to publish and distribute, will prob-
ably vanish. Instead, the shopper will call
up the computer at Sears. Roebuck or
his Favorite department store, ask what is
available, see¢ pictures of it on a televi-
sion screen, ask questions and ger more
intelligent and complete answers than he
is likely to get in person from most of to-
day’s salesclerks. He will probably pay for
his purchase with computerized moncy,
by direct wansfer from his own bank
account to the account of the store, with-
out writing or mailing a check. This kind
of financial transaction is already taking
place successfully in an  experimental
program set up by the Bank of Delaware
and a chain of shoe stores; when a cus-
tomer buys a pair of shoes, the clerk uses
a touch-tone telephone to call the bank’s
computer, enters the customer’s iden-
tification number and presses buttons
showing the amount of the sale. The
method is bound to spread, because the
volume of checks written in the nation,
about 70.000,000 a day, is rapidly getting
out of hand, despite the computerized
sorting ol checks. It costs the banks more
than three billion dollars a vear just to
move the checks through the dearing
system and eventually back to the people
who made them out.

The physical barriers to setting up an
intellectual public wtility are not very
serious. As a matter of fact, there already
is such a system, designed to help scien-
tists, in operation under the MAC Proj-
cct. It has 160 “outlets” in the [orm
of telerypewriters scattered around the
MIT campus and in the homes of profes-
sors; these typewriters are connected to
two separate computers, each of which
can serve 30 users simultancously under
a tme-sharing program developed by
the MAC scientists and the computer
manufacturers. The MIT faculty and
students use the system constantly, par-
ticularly o help with the complicated
mathematical calculations involved in
advanced research. Omne engineering



professor says that he has not used his
slide rule, once the badge of his profes-
sion, in three years.

The same kind of time-sharing com-
puter system could rather easily be set
up to serve an entire community; each
home would have its own console, pref-
crably including not only a teletype-
writer but also a viewing screen of some
kind, connected to a computer center
just as every home is now connected to
clectric power and telephone centers.
The machine might even communicate
to the user by speaking, although it
probably would not understand human
speech. (It is much more difficult to
build a machine that listens than one
that spcaks, and opinion among scien-
tists as to how soon, il ever, a listening
machine will be available is sharply
divided.)

Although the physical problems are
easy to solve, there are other problems
more sticky. One of them is that most of
us would hardly care to spend two years
learning how 10 program a computer for
our own special uses; the experts will
have to find ways of making computers
easicr for the average man to use. In the
words of Dr. Fano, “The user should be
able to talk to the machine as easily as a
businessman now talks to an assistant
who knows the business well. In fact,
that is what the machine should be—
a skilllul and knowledgeable assistant.”
But progress in this direction is being
made all the time. Computer scientists
like to point out that, when the automo-
bile was introduced, a man had to be
an expert mechanic to own and drive
one. Now, they say, the computer is rap-
idly getting to the stage where anyone
can learn to operate it, as the automobile
did long ago.

What will the intellectual public utility
of the future bring into our homes?
Dr. Fano [oresees a day when the com-
puter will have a giant mass memory
containing all the knowledge of its par-
ticular community—all the knowledge
now found in the books and journals of
the very best library, plus everybody's
daily work reports, financial records, tax
returns, medical histories and what have
you. Storing as much information in a
computer as can be put on a page with
singlespaced  typewriting now costs as
little as ten cents a month in some sys-
tems; eventually, 1 will probably be
cheaper to store everything in a com-
puter than in a book or a filing cabinet.
When that day comes, the computer will
put all the accumulated knowledge and
skills of the world to our own personal
service. A man will be able to produce
the solutions to problems in calculus
without ever studying calculus, to design
a new house without ever taking an
architecture course.

Far [rom depersonalizing life, the
computer of the future will probably
create a great deal more individual

variety. Indeed, it has already won some
battles against mass conformity. It makes
possible the manulacture of more differ-
ent models of automobiles with more
available options; and in Los Angeles,
it enables a customer to walk into any
of 75 Dodge showrooms and imme-
diately select exactly what he wants
from a pooled and computer-controlled
inventory of 6500 cars. Computerized
teaching machines have provided con-
siderably more individualized instruction
for elementary school pupils, geared to
their own backgrounds and ability to
progress, than is otherwise possible in a
large class. The computer has even
brought back ar least a [aint echo of that
delightful bygone day when the village
librarian knew every patron so well that
she could suggest new books that she
knew would interest him. At the big
technical libraries of IBM, profiles of
staff members have been fed into a
machine that automatically sends them
abstracts of new books and articles they
might want to see. In the future, the
computer will very likely print out a
morning newsletter or even an entire
newspaper designed specifically to meet
the needs of the man reading it. It
could tailor-make individualized maga-
zines and television programs and permit
a man to design his own special kind of
furniture or even a new automobile. On
an even more important level, it may
free us from the restrictions of what has
been called the creeping bureaucracy of
our recent past—for many of today's
rules, regulations, inspections and per-
mits are designed simply to prevent a
densely populated society from [alling
into chaos. In a society where informa-
tion circulated Freely and almost instan-
tancously, many of the restrictions would
probably be unnecessary.

Which brings us to the question: Just
how brainy, in actual f[act, are these
machines? Can they learn? Can they
think? Can they create? Will they ever
reach the stage assumed in a joke popular
among computer scientists, in which one
machine asks another, “Do you believe
in man?”

The answer to most of these questions
is that, at the moment, nobody really
knows. The phrase used by the scientists
in this connection is “artificial intelli-
gence”; some think the machine has it,
others that it does not.

Certainly the machine can learn. The
machine that counsels the California
high school students asks questions,
learns from the answers what each stu-
dent is like, then gives him not just gen-
cral advice but guidance intelligently
molded to his special needs. The Univer-
sity of Virginia has developed a computer
system that learns to solve problems by
trial and error. Part of the MAC Proj-
ect is a language program called ELIZA
because, like Eliza Doolittle in Pygma-
lion and My Fair Lady, it can be taught
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“You call yourself a bartender?”

to use language increasingly well. Indeed,
once ELIZA has been rtaught English
phrases, it can also learn the German
equivalents; the operator nced merely
tell it, “When I say Ich sage, 1 mean I
say”"—and the machine remembers this,

As anyone who has ever taken a
psych-1 course knows, however, the hu-
man brain solves problems in strange and
marvelous ways. All of us possess a large
memory bank of [acts, mathematical
rules and knowledge about relationships.
In our thinking, we sometimes manipu-
late this knowledge through the rules of
logic; we know that since all mammals
nurse their young and since a whale is a
mammal, whales must nurse their young.
At other times, we manipulate it through
our own individual kind of something
like [ree association. To a minister, the
word “angel” may set offl a wain of
thought such as angel-heaven-God-
Holy Ghost-Virgin Mary-Sermon on the
Mount. To an athlete, the associations
might go angel-fly—fly ball-baseball-
Willie Mays. It the machine is ever to
be truly creative, it must learn to think
in this random, freewheeling, rather hap-
hazard but richly productive kind of
way. Can it? Maybe, maybe not. Nobody
has yet tried to make the machine think
in this fashion.

There have been only about 20 ex peri-
ments in artificial intelligence, most of
them conducted by graduate students
working on Ph.Ds. The students have
tried what seemed most promising, ran-

210 dom thinking not included. They have,

however, produced some truly amazing
results. One MIT student taught a com-
puter to solve algebra problems stated
not in mathematical terms, which is easy
for the machine, but in plain ordinary
English—such as, “Mary is twice as old
as Ann was when Mary was as old as
Ann is now. I[ Mary is 24 years old, how
old is Ann?” (Unless you can figure out
quickly that Ann is 18, something that
few people can do, the computer is a lot
better at this kind of problem than you
are.) Another student taught a machine
to solve the kind of problems in geo-
metrical analogies oflten included in
mtelligence tests, such as:

@ e s
O is to @ as O

is to which of the following:
O
O
N9 N, AN ENY
O

The machine can do as well on this part
of an intelligence test—even with geo-
metric figures it has never seen hefore—
as the average ten-year-old. And now
another student at MIT, this time just an
undergraduate, has taught a machine o
solve the verbal analogies of intelligence
tests, such as dog i1s to bark as saw 1s to
blade, wood, cut, whine or tool?
There is a popular saying, of course,

that the machine can do only what it is
programed to do—and a human being
must do the programing. This is reas-
suring to human pride and has become
the cliché response to every new accom-
plishment by the machine. But the scien-
tists who believe in artificial intelligence
point out that the human brain must also
be programed; our thinking processes
are the end result of all the information
and instruction ever received by our
input devices, notably our eyes and ears,
from birth. Moreover, programing a
computer is by no means so exact a
science as has been advertised. It had to
be very precise at fist. Now, in the
words of MIT's Professor Marvin Min-
sky, “Programmers don’t have to know
exactly what they are doing; they can be
very sloppy, as a matter of fact.” They
do not always understand how or why
their programs work. And, as the pro-
grams get revised and enlarged through
dialog between man and machine,
they become increasingly versatile. Says
Prolessor Minsky, “People claim that
programs are all right for special pur-
poses but aren’t flexible. Well, a type-
writer or a violin isn’t flexible, either—
until you learn to use it.”” In the comput-
ers of the information public utilities of
the [uture, which will be conversing
with all kinds of people, learning all
kinds of new facts and getting instruc-
tions to perform many different tasks,
the user may be able o present a brand-
new kind of problem and get it solved
simply by telling the machine, “Which
of the problems you've solved in the past
is most like this one? Try that method.”
And quite possibly, Professor Minsky
believes, the machine may reach the solu-
tion through a meihod that would never
have occurred to the man himself. No
one individual will know everything that
is in the machine and what may there-
fore come out. Very little special training
will be needed to operate the machine,
but probably some users will have better
luck with the computer than others.
“Some people will be just naturally good
at it,” says Professor Minsky, “the way
some people are good at skiing.”
LEventually, Professor Minsky believes,
the machines will be programed [or
sell-improvement; they will get better
and better of their own then
they will unquestionably display the
traits we reler to as intelligence, intuition
and consciousness, and the world will
never again be the same. Will they be
man’s equial or even his superior? Dr.
George Feeney ol General Electric says,
“I think we'll get 1o the point where
that question won't really mauer. The
humanists, if oprumists, will say that the
machine is an extension of man—and
the realists, il pessimists, will say that
man is an extension of the machine.”

accord;
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and the boy and the cape sailed into the
air and came down together in such a
way that when the boy rolled over, the
cape wrapped around him like a tortilla,
and one wit sitting in sol, full of the
harsh wine of Mexico’s harsh grapes,
yelled out, “Suerte des enchiladas.” The
young bullfighter was named The Pass
of the Enchiladas. His carcer could never
be the same. He went on to fight that
bull, did a decent honorable job—the
crowd never stopped laughing. El Suerte
des Enchiladas. He was branded. He
walked off in disgracc. The one thing
you cannot be in any land where Span-
ish is spoken is a clown. I laughed with
the rest. The bullhight is nine tenths
cruclty. The bullfight brews one's cruelty
out of one's pores—it makes an elixir
of cruelty. But it does something clse. It
reflects the proportions of life in Latin
lands. For in Mexico it does not scem
unreasonable that a man spcn(l YEirs
learning a dangerous wrade, be rapped
once by a bull and end up ruined, a
Suerte des Enchiladas. It is unfair, but
then life is monstrously unfair, one
knows that, one of the few gleams in the
muck of all this dubious Mexican majes-
ty called existence is that one can on
occasion laugh bitterly with the gods. In
the Spanish-Indian blood, the substance
of one’s dignity is found in sharing the
cruel vision of the gods. In fact, dignity
can be found nowhere else. For courage
is seen as the servant of the gods' cruel
vision.

On to Beloved Remington. He arrived
in Mexico City at the end of the begin-
ning of the novillada several years back.
He was there, I think, on the next to last
of the early Sundays when six bulls were
there for six nouvilleros. (In the full sea-
son of the novillada, when the best new
young men have been chosen, there are
six bulls for only three toreros—each kid
then has two bulls, two chances.) I was
not yet in Mexico for Amado Ramirez’
first Sunday, but I heard nothing else
from my bullfighting friends from the
day I got in. He had appeared as the last
of six novilleros. It had been a terrible
day. All of the nouilleros had been bad.
He apparently bhad been the last and the
worst, and had looked so clumsy that the
aowd in derision had begun to applaud
him. There is no sign ol displeasure
greater among the Mexican bullfighting
public than to turn their ovations upside
down. But Ramirez had taken bows.
Serious solemn bows. He had bowed so
much he hardly fought the bull. The
Plaza Mexico rang with merriment. It
took him forever to kill the beast—he
received a tumultuous ovation. He gave
a turn of the ring. A wit shouted “0l¢, El
Loco.” He was named. When they cheer
incompetence, they are ready to set fire
to the stadium.

El Loco was the sensation of the
week. A clown had fought a bull in the
Plaza Mexico and gotten out alive.
The promoters put him on the following
week as a seventh bullfighter, an extra
added attraction. He was not considered
worth the dignity of appearing on the
regular card. For the first time that
season, the Pliza was sold out.

Six young novilleros fought six medio-
cre bulls that day, and gave six mediocre
fights. The crowd grew more and more
sullen, When there is no good bullfight,
there is no catharsis. One's money has
been spent, the drinks are wearing
down, and there has been no illumina-
tion, no moment to burn away all that
spiritual sewer gas from the horrors of
the week. Dull violence breeds, and with
it, contempt for all bullhghters.

Out came the clown, ElI Loco. The
special seventh bullfighter. He was an
apparition. He had a skinny body and a
funny ugly face with Iittle eyes set close
together, a big nose and a little mouth.
He had very black Indian hair and a wft

in the rear of his head stood up like the
spike of an antenna. He had very skinny
legs and they were bent at the knee so
that he gave the impression of trudging
along with a lunch box in his hand. He
had a ludicrous butt. It went straight
back like a duck’s tail feathers. His suit
fit poorly. He was some sort of grafting
between Ray Bolger and Charlie Chap-
lin. And he had the sense of selfl-
importance to come out before the bull,
he was indeed given a turn of the ring
before he even saw the bull. An honor
granted him for his appearance the week
before. He was altogether solemn. It did
not seem comic to him. He had the kind
of somber exwavagant ceremoniousness
of a village mayor in a mountain town
come out to greet the highest officials of
the government. His knees stuck out in
front and his buttocks in back. The Plaza
rocked and rocked. Much applause fol-
lowed by circulating zephyrs of laughter.
And under it all, like a aoaking of frogs,
the beginnings of the biggest thickest
Bronx raspberry anybody ever heard.
Amado Ramirez went out to receive
the bull. His first pass was a yard away

“Have you heard? He's dead.”
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from the animal, his second was six {eet.
He looked like a 55-year-old peon ready
to retire. The third pass caught his cape,
and as it flew away on the horns, El
Loco loped over to the barrera with a
gait like a kangaroo. A thunderstorm of
boos was on its way! He held out his arm
horizontally, an injunction to the aowd,
fingers spread, palm down, a mild depre-
catory pl(.‘;ls:ml gesture, as il 1o say,
“Wait, you have seen nothing yet." The
lip-farters began to smack. Amado went
back out. He borched one pass, looked
poor on a basic verdnica. Boos, laugh-
ter, even the cops in every aisle were
laughing. ;Que payaso!

Then, it happened. His next pass had
a name, but lew even of the aficion
knew it, for it was an old-fashioned pass
of great intricacy which spoke of the era
of Belmonte and El Gallo and Joselito. Tt
was a pass of considerable danger, plus
much formal content (for a flash it
looked like he was inclining to Kkiss a
lady’s hand, his cape draped over his
back, while the bull went roaring by his
unprotected ass). If T remember, it was
called a Gallecina, and no one had seen it
in five years. It consisted of whirling in a
reverse serpentina counterclockwise into
the bull so that the cape was wrapped
around your body just like the Sucrte
des Enchiladas, except you were verti-
cal, but the timing was such that the
bull went by at the moment your back
was to him and you could not see his
horns. Then the whirling continued, and
the cape Hared out again. Amado was
clumsy in his approach and stepped on
his cape when he was done, but there
was one moment of lightning in the mid-
dle when you saw clear sky after days of
fog and smelled the orone, there was an
instant of heaven—finest thing I had yet
seen in the bullfight—and in a sob of tor-
ture and release, *;O1¢!” came in a panic
of disbelief from one parched Mexican
throat near to me. El Loco did the same
pass one more time and then again, On
the second pass, a thousand cried ;01!
And on the third, the Plaza exploded and
50,000 men and women gave up the
word at the same time. Something merry
and corny as a gypsy violin flowed out
ol his cape.

After that, nothing but comedy again.
He tried a dozen [:mcy passes, none
worked well. They were all wild, solemn,
courtly, and he was there with his peas-
ant bump of an ass and his knobby
knees. The crowd laughed with tears in
their eyes. With the muleta he looked
absurd, 2 man about to miss a train and
so running with his suitcase. It took him
forever to kill and he stood out like an
old lady talking to a barking dog, but he
could do no wrong now lor this crowd—
they laughed, they applauded, they gave
him a tour of the ring. For something
had happened in those three passes

which no one could comprehend. It was
as if somcone like me had gotten in the
ring with Cassius Clay and for 20 sec-
onds had clearly outboxed him. The
only explanation was divine intervention.
So El Loco was back to fight two bulls
next week.

He did little with either bull, and
killed the second one just belfore the
third awiso. In a good season, his career
would have been over. But it was a
dreadful season. A couple of weeks of
uneventful bullfights and El Loco was
invited back. He looked awful in his first
fight, green of [ace, timid, unbelievably
awkward with the cape, morose and
abominably prudent with the muleta. He
killed badly. So badly in fact that he was
still killing the bull when the third aviso
sounded. The bull was let out alive. A
dull sullen silence riddled with Mexican
whistles. The caowd had had a bellyful
of laughs with him. They were now
getting very bored with the joke.

But the second bull he liked. Those
crazy formal courtly passes, the Galleci-
nas, whirled out again, and the horns
went by his back six inches away. ;OI¢!
He went to put the bandevillas in himself
and botcked the job, had to run very
fast on the last pair to escape the bull
and looked like a chicken as he ran. The
catcalls tuned up again. The crowd was
like a bored lion uncertain whether to
eat enurails or lick a face. Then he came
out with the mulela and did a fine series
of derechazos, the best seen in several
weeks, and 1o everyone's amazement, he
killedd on the first estocada. They gave
him an ear. He was the triunfador of
the day.

This was the afternoon which con-
firmed the beginning of a carcer. After
that, most of the fights are mixed in
memory because he had so many, and
they were never without incident. All
through that summer, he fought just
about every week, and cvery week some-
thing happened which shatered the
comprehension of the most veleran bull-
fighting critic. They decided after this
first triumph that he was a mediocre novi-
llero with nothing particular to recom-
mend him except a mysterious Hair for
the Gallecina, and a competence with the
derechazo. Otherwise, he was uninspired
with the cape and weak with th: muleta.
So the following week he gave an exhibi-
tion with the muleta. He did lour pases
de pecho so close and luminous (a pass is
Iuminous when your body seems to lile
with breath as it goes by) that the horns
flirted with his heart. He did derechazos
better than the week before, and
finished with manoletinas. Again he
killed well. They gave him two ears,
Then his second bull went out alive. A
fracaso.

Now the critics said he was promising
with the muleta but weak with the cape.
He could not do a verénica of any value.



So in one of the following weeks he gave
five of the slowest, most luminous, most
soaring veronicas anyone had ever seen.

Yet, for three weeks in a row, if he
had cut ears on one bull, he let the other
go out alive. A bullfighter is not supposed
to let his animal outlive three auvisos.
Indeed, if the animal is not killed before
the first aviso, the torero is in disgrace
already. Two awvisos is like the sound of
the knell of the bell in the poorhouse,
and a bullfighter who hears the third
aviso and has to let his bull go out alive
is properly ready to commit a Mexican
variety ol hara-kiri. No sight, you see, is
worse. It takes something like three to
five minutes from the frst aviso to the
last, and in that time, the kill becomes
a pigsticking. Because the torero has tried
two, three, four, five times, even more,
to go in over the horns, and he has hit
bone, and he has left the sword half in
but in some abominable place like the
middle of the back or the flank, or he
has had a perfect thrust and the bull
does not die and minutes go by waiting
for it to die and the peons run up with
their capes and try to flick the sword out
by swirling cloth around the pommel
guard and giving a crude Latin yank—
nothing is cruder than a peon in a sweat
for his boss. Sometimes they kick the bull
in the nuts in the hope it will go down,
and the crowd hoots. Sometimes the bull
sinks to its knces and the puntillero
comes in to sever its neck with a thrust of
his dagger, but the stab is off-center, the
spinal cord is not severed. Instead, it is
sumulated by the shock, and the dying
bull gets up and wanders all over the ring
looking for its querencia while blood
drains and drips [rom its wounds and the
bullfighter, looking ready to ay, trots
along like a larmer accompanying his
mule down the road. And the next aviso
blows. Such scenes are a nightmare for
the torero. The average lorero can afford
less than one occasion a year when three
awsos are heard. El Loco was allowing
an average of one bull a week to go out
unkilled.

For a period, criticism ol El Loco solid-
ificd. He had brilliant details, he was
able on occasion to kill with inspiration,
he had huge talent, but he lacked the
indispensable ingredient of the bull-
fighter, he did not know how to get a
good performance out of a bad bull. He
lacked tenacity. So Ramirez created the
most bizarre faena in anyone’s memory,
a fight which came near to shattering the
rules of bullfighting. For on a given
Sunday, he fought a very bad bull and
worked with him in all the dull, techni-
cal, unaesthetic ways a bullfighter has to
work with an unpromising beast, and
chopped him to left and to right, and
kept going into the bull's querencia
and coaxing him out, and this went on for
minutes, while the public demonstrated
its displeasure. And El Loco paid no
attention and kept working with the bull,

“Well, Betsy, I think it's about time
to move on to sky diving.”

and then finally got the bull to charge
and he made a few fine passes. But then
the first awviso sounded and everyone
groaned. Beciuse finally the bull was
going good, and yet Amado would have
to kill him now. But Amado had his bull
in shape and he was not going to give
him up yet, and so with everyone on the
scent of the loss of each second, he made
devechazos and the pass with the mulela
which looks like the gaonera with the
cape, and he did a deliberate adorno or
two and the second aviso sounded and
he made an effort to kill and Ffailed, but
stayed very cool and built up the crowd
again by taking the bull through a series
of naturales, and with 20 seconds left
before the third aviso and the Plaza in
pandemonium he went in to kill and
had a perfea estocada and the bull
moved around soltly and with dignity
and died about ten seconds after the
third avise, but no one could hear the
trumpet for the crowd was in a delirium
of thunder, and every white handker-

chief in the place was out. And Amado
was smiling, which is why you could love
him, because his pinched ugly litdle
peasant face was full of a kids decent
happiness when he smiled. And a minute
later there was almost a viot against the
Judges, for they were not going to give
him the tail or two ears or even an car—
how could they il the bull had died after
the third aviso? And yet the tension of
fighting the bull on the very edge of his
time had given a quality to this fight
which had more than a hint of the
historic, for new emotions had been [elt.

Amado was simply unlike any
bullfighter who had ever come along.
When he had a great fight, or even a
great pass, it was unlike the passes of
other fine nouvilleros—the passes of El
Loco were better than anything you
had ever seen. It was as if you were
looking at the sky and suddenly a bird
materialized in the air. And a moment
later disappeared again. His work was

frightening. It was simple, lyrical, light, 23
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illumined, but it came from nowhere and
then was gone. When El Loco was bad,
he was not mediocre or dull, he was sim-
ply the worst, most inept and most
comical bullfighter anyone had ever scen.
He secmed to have no technique to fall
back on. He would hold his cape like a
shroud, his legs would bend at the knees,
his sad ass seemed to have an eve [or the
exit, his expression was morose as Fer
nandel and his feet kept wripping. And
when he was afraid, he had a nerveless
incapacity to kill which was so hopeless
that the moment he stepped out to face
his animal you knew he could not go
near this particular bull. Yet when he
was good, the comic body suddenly
straightened, the back took on the cam-
ber of the best back any Spanish aristo-
crat ever chose to display, the buttocks
retired into themselves like a master-
piece of poise, and the cape and the
muleta moved slowly as [ull sails, or
whirled like the wing of that mysterious
bird. It was as if El Loco came to be
every comic Mexican who ever breathed
the finest Spanish grace into his pores.
For five odd minutes he was as com-
pletely transformed as Charlie Chaplin’s
vamp doing a consummale impersona-
tion of the one and only Valentino, the
long-lost Rudolph.

Let me tell then of Amado’s best fight.
It came past the middle of that fine sum-
mer when he had an adventure every
week in the Plaza and we had adven-
tures watching him, for he had fights so
mysterious that the gods of the bulls and
the ghosts of dead matadors must have
come with the mothers and the witches
of the centuries, homage to Lora!, to
see the miracles he performed. Listen!
One day he had a sweet little bull with
nice horns, regular, pleasantly curved,
and the bull ran with gaicty. even aban-
don. Now we have to stop off here for an
imperative explanation: It is essential to
discuss the attutude ol aficién 1o the na-
tural. To them the natural is the equiva-
lent of the full parallel turn in skiing or
a scrambling T-formation quarterback or
a hook off a jab—it cannot be done well
by all athletes, no matter how good they
are in other ways, and the natural is a
dangerous pass, perhaps the most dan-
gerous there is. The cloth of the muleta
has no sword to extend its width. Now
the doth is held in the left hand, the
sword in the right, and so the target of
the muleta which is presented for the
bull’s attraction 1s half as large as it was
before and the bullfighter’s body is thus
so much bigger and so much more wor-
thy ol curiosity to the beast—Dbesides the
bull is wiser now, he may be ready to
suspect it is the man who torments him
and not the swirling sinister chaos of the
cloth in which he would bury his head.
Morcover—and here is the mystique of
the natural—the bullfighter has a psy-
chic communion with the bull. People
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fighting bulls. So the forero fights the
bull from his psyche first. And with the
mudeta he fights him usually with his
right hand from a position of authority.
Switching the doth to the left hand
exposes his psyche as well as his body. He
fecls less authority—in compensation his
instinct plays closer to the bull. But he is
so vulnerable! So a natural inspires a
bullfighting public to hold their breath,
for danger and beauty come closest to
meeting right here.

It was naturales Amado chose to per-
form with this bull. He had not done
many this scason. The last refuge ol his
detractors was that he could not do natu-
rales well. So here on this day he gave
his demonstration. Watch il you can.

He began his feena by making no
exploratory pass, no pase de la muerte,
no derechazos, he never chopped, no, he
went up to this sweet bull and started
his faena with a series of naturales, with
a series ol five naturales which were all
linked and all beawtiful and had the
Plaza in pandemonium because where
could he go from there—how does Jack E.
Leonard top himsell?—and Amado came
up sweetly to the bull, and did fve
more naturales as good as the hrst five,
and then did five more without moving
from his spot—they were superb—and
then furled his muleta until it was the
size of this page, and he passed the bull
five more times in the same way, the
horns going around his left wrist. The
man and the bull looked in love with
each other. And then after these 20
naturales, Amado did five more with
almost no muleta at all, five series of hive
naturales had he performed. It is not
much easier than making love 25 thmes
in a row, and then he knelt and kissed
the bull on the forehead he was so
happy. and got up delicately, and went to
the barrera lor his sword, came back,
profiled to get readv for the kill. Every-
one was waiting on a fuse. 1II he man-
aged to kill on the st estocada this
could well be the best faena anvone had
ever seen a nowvillero perform. who
knew, 1t was all near to unbelievable, and
then just as he profiled, the bull charged
prematurely, and Amado, determined to
get the kill, did not skip away but held
ground, received the charge, stood there
with the sword, turned the bull’s head
with the muleta, and the bull impaled
himsell on the point of the torero’s blade
which went right into the proper space
between the shoulders, and the bull ran
right up on it into his death, ook several
steps to the side, gave a toss ol his head
at heaven, and fell. Amado had killed
recibiendo. He had killed standing still,
receiving the bull  while the bull
charged. No one had seen that in years.
So they gave him everything that day,
ears, tail, wueltas without limit—they
were ready to give him the bull.

He concluded the summer in a burst

of honors. He had great fights. After-
ward they gave him a dav where he
fought six bulls all by himself, and he
went on to take his alternativa and be-
come a [ull-fledged matador. But he was
a Mexican down to the bones. The hon-
ors all turned damp for him. I was not
there the day he fought six bulls, I had
had to go back to America and never
saw him fight again. T heard about him
only in letters and in bullfighting news-
papers. But the day he took on the six
bulls. T was rold, he did not have a single
good fight, and the day he took his alter-
nativa to become a matador, both his
bulls went out alive, a disgrace too great
even for Amado. He fought a seventh
bull. Gypsy magic might save him again.
But the bull was big and dull and El
Loco had no luck and no magic and just
succeeded in  killing him in a bad
difhicule dull fight. It was obvious he was
afraid of the big bulls. So he relin-
quished his alternativa and went back o
the provinces to try to regain his reputa-
tion and his nerve. And no one ever
heard much of him again. Or at least 1
never did, but then I have not been back
to Mexico. Now 1 suspect I'm one of
the very few who remember the happiness
of seeing him fight. He was so bad when
he was bad that he gave the impression
you could fight a bull vourself and do no
worse. So when he was good, you felt as
if you were good, too, and that was some-
thing no other torero ever gave me, fo
when they were good they looked im-
penetrable, they were like gods, but
when Beloved Remington was good, the
whole human race was good—he spoke
ol the great distance a man can go from
the worst in himself to the best, and that
finally is what the bullfight could be all
about, for in dark bloody uopical lands
possessed of poverty and  desere and
swamp, filth and weachery, slovenliness,
and the fat lizards of all the worst lust,
the exeretory lust to shove one's own poi-
son into others, the one thing which can
keep the sweet nerve of life alive, is the
knowledge that a man cannot be judged
by what he is every day, but only in his
greatest moment, for that is the moment
when he shows what he was intended to
be. It is a romantic self-pitying imprac-
tical approach to the 20th Century's
demand for predictable ethics, high pro-
duction, dependability of [unction and
categorization of impulse, but it is the
Latin approach. Their allegiance is to
the genius of the blood. So they judge a
man by what he is at his best. By that
logic, I will always have love for El Loco
because he taught me how o love the
bullfight, which is to say he taught me
something about the mysiery of form,
And where is a writer or a lover without
a knowledge of what goes on behind
that cloth where shapes are bornt Olé,

Amadol
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“Once more and then we’ll run for it!”
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