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Should a gentleman offer a Tiparillo to a violinist ?

After a tough evening with the tonight you offer her a Tiparillo®, new Tiparillo M with menthol—her
Beethoven crowd, she loves to She might like it—the slim cigar choice of mild smoke or cold smoke.
relax and listen to her folk-rock with a white tip. Elegant. And, Well? Should vou offer? After all,
records. Preferably, on vour stereo.  you dog, you've got both kinds if she likes the offer, she might
She's open-minded. So maybe on hand. Tiparillo Regular and start to play. No strings attached.
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OUR CONSCIOUSNESS-EXPANDING COVET is 1ot
ouly a psychedelic  celebration  of the

PLAYBILL

Christmas season but also a prelude to the pleasures 1o be
found within—satiric, satyric, serious wnd seasonal. Adding
glivter 10 the proceedings is a vintage portlolio of crotica
by Aubrey Beardsley and four other masters ol arl nowseau.
Another eye-filling visual adventure is our ten-page pacan to

The Bunnies of Hollywoed. Suggestions for savoring the
holiday season with fitting flair are provided by Thomas
Mario's global guide 1o yuletide feasting, our annual panoply
of mischievous Christmas cards and an cight-page gallery of
eilts guarantced to make cven the most skeptical Scrooges
believe i Santa Claus,

In the seasonal spirit. 1o00. is Jean Shepherd's The Return of
the Smiling Wimpy Doll. a new bauble from his bottomless
bag of noswalgia, wherein our hero’s well-meaning mother,
cleaning out the [amily basement, elects 1o send him—as a
Christmas  present—all  the moldering  memorabilia  that
remain from his all-American boyhood. As we went 1o press,
Jean was finishing his novel ol Army lile, T. §., Mac, enter-
taining weekly i the Limelight, a Greenwich Village night
club, and helping a TV network prepare a new show that will
spool assorted aspects of comemporary life. “from used-car
lots o religion.” Reassuring evidence that Shepherd harbors
no phobia about flying as a result of the vaumatic experi-
ences described in his last reavsoy piece, The Secvel Mission
of the Blue-Assed Buzard (September), is the [act that he's
about 1o acquire a pilot’s license,

The more serious side of our vuletide issue boasts a luminous
linc-up of authors, headed by Supreme Court Justice William
0. Douglas, whose lirst veavsoy article. The Attack on the
Right to Privacy. is a chillingly awthoritative account—and
condemnation—of the ways in which Big Brother looks [or
evidence of subversive activity. One ol the Cowrt’s most
distinguished liberal members since his appointment in 1939
by Franklin D. Roosevelt, Douglas is also a frequently pub-
lished author; his latest book, Farewell to Texas: A Vanishing
Wilderness, was released last spring.

While The Attack on ihe Right to Privacy illuminates a
arowing domestic dilenuima, John Kenneth Galbiaith focuses
on our most urgent foreign crisis in Resoliing Qur Vietnam
Predicament. John F. Kemnedy's onctime teacher—later his
advisor—analyzes how the lortunes of the United Stirtes be-
came enmeshed with those of the Victnamese, and suggesis
how Washington might honorably extricite isell; the aride
is hased on a widely discussed speech he delivered in our capi-
tal carlier this year. Galbraith, America’s most  protean
cconomist, forcign-aflairs  expert and  provocative  political

HYNER

DOUGLAS

WODEHOUSE GALBRAITIL

analyst, has been maintaining a lofty position on the best-
seller lists with his Luwest book, The New fndustrial State. And
the former ambassador 10 India is now working on what he
calls a “nonnovel novel”; tentatively tided The Triwmph, it
is “a fable ol contemporary foreign policy. with the action oc-
curring in Washington and a small Latin-American republic.”

The roots of random violence ave investigated by John Bart-
low Martin in The Criminal Mentality, a sagacious study of
the psychic disorders that guide the hands ol mass murderers
and other aberrant yebels without apparent cause. Martin is a
bona fide expert and a frequent writer on aime; his works on
the subject include Bieak Down the Walls, an evaluation of
the American penal system; Why Did They Kill?, a study
ol the murder ol a nurse by a band of tecnagers; and My Life
in Crime, the autobiography, with Martin as co-author. ol a
professional ariminal. His most recent book, Owertaken by
Foents, is an account of his experiences first as ambassador,
then as a Presidential envoy, 1o the Dominican Republic

Two lar-out subjects are tackled by Dr. J. Allen Hynek in
The UFO Gap and by Robert Graves in Reincarnation. Dr.
Hynek. the nation’s foremost authority on unidentified flying
objects, proposes a national reporting network that might put
the United States on an equal footing with Russia in the
race 1o identily—and possibly contact—the UFOs. That the
Soviets may be ahead of the U.S. was brought home 1o Dr.
Hynek when he atended an international conference on UFOs
in Prague Last summer. Graves, who is as highly regarded for
his classical translations, hiction and biography as lor his poetry,
draws on literary evidence throughout the ages to explain why
the beliel in reincarnation is itsell reincarnated with cach new
egeneration.  The much-laureled  British  scholar, who will
shortly publish @ new volume ol verse, daims that on the day
he received pLAYBOY'S sugeestion o write the article, he con
versed with a wandering Indian mystic, who persuaded him
to accept the assigument,

A generous helping of humor, both pertinent and imper-
tinent, is served up by Dr. Harvold Greenwald in Love and
Hate in Reni-a-Car Land, a ongue-in-check analysis of Num-
ber Two's corporate personality, as inadvertently vevealed
through the chinks in Avis" advertised image; and by The Vil
laze Toice's Jack Newhield and Howard Smith in The Bopper
Brigade, visible portraits of the life styles adopted by
various teenage types, from  the supergroovy teeny-hopper
to the wave-worshiping surler. Greenwald, author of The
Call Girl: a Social and Psychoanalytic Study and  Active
Pyychotherapy. just published. is currently engaged in writing
a novel and may follow up his study of Avis with a book en-
titled fmstitutrons on the Couch. A lull-time psychoanilyst in
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MARTIN HIRSCIL

New York. he is president of the Natonal Psvehological Associa-
ton for Psychoanalysis. dircas group therapy at the Center
for Creanve Living and weaches at the Institute for Pracuicing
Psychotherapists and the Mevopolicin Institute for  Psy-
choanalvtic Studies. Jack Newfhield, who recently published A
Prophetic Minority, a sympathetic study ol the New Lelt, is
completing an unauthorized political biography of Scnator
Robert F. Kennedy for Random House. Howard Smith., now
occupied in writing a book on the llower generation. will be
assistant editor of a forthcoming Hearst magazine aimed at
the flowering teen market: he is also a parter in Youth Con-
cepts, a fivm that advises advertising agencies and corporations
on how 1o catch the interest ol the upcoming generation.
Our lead fiction, The Manmchon Solution, is Irwin Shaw's
sixth contribution 1o pravsoy since 1955, when we published
his classic short story The Eighty Yard Run. Shaw herve spins
an ironic. [uturistic varn about an  unsuccesslul  research
chemist who stumbles upon the ultimaze solution 1w a prolil-
erating international problem. Shaw. who collaborated during
the past summer with cinema director Jules Dassin on a docu-
mentary about Isracl (the film. says Shaw, was supposed 10
cover the Arab-Israeli war, but by the tume they had collected
a crew and arranged passage, the fighting was over), had two
onc-act plavs performed at the Glasgow Citizens Theater in
Scotland this September. He is at work on a novel. The Un-
caged Man. The enigmatic illuswration for The Mannichon
Solution is the work of Pittsburgh artist Don Ivan Punchaz,
Terry Southern. Arthur Kopit and Jack Richardson are the
culprits 1esponsible for this month’s withering wio of black-
humor scripts that will become part of a Peter Sellers movie,
Pardon Me. Sir, but Is My Eye Hurting Your Elhow?. The
film. a panoramic view ol selected ironies and hypocrisics in
American lile. will be produced by Bob Booker and George
Foster: Bermard Geis Associaes will publish the scripts in
book form. Southern’s Plums and Prunes porwrays an over-
protective dad afilicted with an irrational aversion to his
daughter’s boviviend: Kopit’s An Incident in the Pavk hypothe-
sizes what could happen if the American Indians tried to
reclaim theiv continent: and  Juan Feldman, by Richardson,
is a wry tale about a hip baddie who gets busted. Southern,
who co-mthored  Candy and  Sumley Kubrick’s nightmare
comedy Dr. Strangelove, recently wrote Red Divt Marijuana
and Other Tastes; he will soon complete a novel, Bine Moiie,
Kopit. author of Oh. Dad. Poor Dad. Mamma’s Hung You in
the Closet and I'm Feelin® So Sad, is in London helping the
Royal Shakespeare Company prepare ns spring production of
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his new play. Cody's TVl and Richardson. plavwrighe (The
Prodigaly and novelist (The Prison Life of Harris Filmore),
who makes his peaveoy debut herewith. is writing a book on
gambling.

The Lecture, Isaac Bashevis Singer’s third riavsoy siory,
involves an author wha arrives late for a leaure in Montreal
and accepts an invitation o spend the night at an old wom-
an’s apartment. Since renwrning from  wavels in Europe,
Singer has been working on the second part ol his epic novel
The Manor; the fivst volume—including The Courtship,
which appeared in our Scprember issuc—has just  heen
publisked by Farrar, Suaus & Givoux  (see this month’s
Playboy After Hours). The noted Yiddish author will lIeciure
at the University of Wisconsin next term.

Completing our stellar holiday assemblage of fiction are
Dance with a Stranger, by Jacob Brackman, and 4 Good Cigar
Is a Smolke, which bears the 18ih pLavsoy by-line for the pro-
lific P. G. Wadchouse. The former concerns a hippie who
elects 1o drop out of society. A staft writer {for The New
Yorker, Brackman authored The Underground Press in our
August issuc. Dance with a Stranger. he told us. refleas his
conviction that “Whercas older people sec a monolithically
hard-to-understand  “younger generation,” there have actually
been ar least three distinet generations in the past 1en years
ach with its own Deliefs about what “making ic enu
cich separated from the others by a new species ol “gencra-
tional gap.” " Waodchouse—whose  lawest novel is The Pur-
loined Paperweeight—here probes the plight of a young artist,
hooked on wobacco. who [ecls obliged o convince his in-
tended’s undle that hie never ouches the weed.

Our Chrisumas boumy abso includes such seeworthy and
cminently readable holiday treats as an exclusive Playboy Inter-
view with the controversial clown prince of television alk
shows, Johnuy Carson: Bodies Politic, an irreverent porirait
gallery by designer-photographer Eugenio Hirsch in which
female models become bosom buddies of assorted heads ol
state; an eight-page phowographic rendering of The Wicked
Dreams of Elle Sommer, in which Elke takes a tongue-in-check
tlt ar Freud and the misinterpretation ol dreams in i reveal-
ing sequence ol [ar-out fantasies: an excursion with Lattle
Annie Fanny tmo the brutal world ol the cluldren’s tov in-
dustrv: plus a holiday rendezvous with our Plavmate of the
Month. winsome Lyvin Winchell—who brings us back to where
we started. since Lynn's lovely countenance and Iree-flowing
locks form the locus of our art nonveau—inspived psychedelic
cover. So dallv no longer, gentlemen, there’s good cheer at hand.
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THE SPIN DRY Elegant Lhin cryslal glass, a pair of cubes, THE DRY HIGH For tall long ones. Lots of ice. A big shot
plenty of Scotch and a good tip-in of Canada Dry Club Soda, of bourbon doused to the top with Canada Dry Club Soda.(The
f bubbles have a jolt). Serve to all your fine feathered friends.

& St "

e M
THE DRY TWIG A British-size blast of your favorite gin THE DRIP DRY Done in a goblet. For lovers on the rocks.
along with a tew thousand Canada Dry Ginger Ale bubbles. Ample slug of rye plus a drop or two of Canada Dry Ginger Ale.
Stirvery tenderly with the skinniest twig you can find., The merest smidgen of C.D. gives it the desirable aridily.

Canada Dry makes any drink better. C'mon and mix with us!™—"
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jear one of these coats anywhere and you'll-never be out in the cold.

”

These h.i.s casual dress coats will attract attention and repel cold weather. They all have fur collars.
So you'll keep your chin up no matter how cold it is. Left to right: Gentry in wool steep twill. Pile
lined, $35; BritishWalker in super cotton suede. Hispaca lined, $35; Lorry in wool plaids. Pile lined,
$29.95; Gentry in wide rib corduroy. Hispaca lined, $29.95. Prices slightly higher in the West. For
names of nearby retailers, write h.i.s, 16 East 34th Street, N.Y. 10016. Also available in Canada.
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YOUNG 1IDEAS
Nat Hentoll's September article, Youth
the Oppressed Majority, is the most re-
vealing picce I have ever read about the
vounger generation, As a student, 1 can
confirm Hentoll's assertion that il one
does not ht into the mold set by the
older generation, then he is considered
dangerous—or  even  subversive.  Why
don’t adults spend more time wying o
solve their problems, instead of imposing
them on us?
Tom Murphy
Boston, Massachusetts

I never believed it would happen.
Someone has finally said sensibly  what
most American young people have been
thinking for a long vme. Youth—ihe
Oppressed Majority should be required
reading Tor all who must deal with those
under 21, Too many TV commercials and
magazine arucles swress youth, but [ew
prople are willing to recognize young
individuals. 1 am glad Hentoll has seen
that this kind ol recogniton s the only
way we can keep young people from be-
coming carbon copies of the present
generation. Being in college, my contem
poraries and I dont have much ol a
chance 10 esc ape the systemy; but more
articles  like Hentoll's can give us a
much-needed break,

C. Spencer Andrews
Franklin and Marshall College
Lancaster, Pennsylvania

There's a grea deal of wruth and per-
cepuon in Nat Henolf's mvide. It is es-
sential to be constanmtly reminded  thae
onc’s “hang-ups” aren’t unique. Thanks
for giving me the opportunity o ealize
this agam.

Gerald Zuckman
Lynbrook, New York

I congratulate Nat Hemofl for his ex-
cellent anticle on vouth and the problems
i laces. 1 agree than while we are mold-
g a society of specialists, we are be-
coming berett ol
wleas. Ouwr educational svstem is peared
1o making Americans  imbibe
flacts, vather than allowing them o deal
with wleas. Those who emerge rom ow
educational apparatus hind that they wre

progressively  more

voung

prepared o work only for somceone else.
Unless they are fortunate enough to be
able to regencrate their stifled creative
processes, they embark on a career of
mediocrity and waste.
Murray Needleman
Philadelphia. Pennsylvania

Beciuse 1 am a stadent in a communi-
ty where scholarship and conlormity are
stressed—and expression and free thought
stifled—Hentoll's article struck me head
on. Congratulations 1o him and to
rravsoy for telhing it like it is.

Casey Green
Shaker Heights, Ohio

At the age ol 18, 1 was old enough to
join the Navy and 1o sign a legally bind-
g contract extending my enlistment to
six_ vears. 1 am now responsible for elec-
tronic equipment that cost the taxpavers
millions of dollars—and  vet. in most
states, I'm oo young to vote or to «drink,
We voung people are forced 1o obey—
and 1o defend with  which  we
don't always agree and that we had no
part in making. It scems as though we
are old enough, in our clders’ eves, 1o do
things only for their bheneht. But we are
forbidden 1o do anvthing  that might
benefit ourselves. A dever setup—and a
despicable one.

Laws

William A, Steadley
Nival Traning Center
Great Lakes, Hhlinois

Hentolf's article was a dehnitive explo-
ration of our mational educitional e,
My own experience confirms  Hentofl's
observations, As a good “learner,” | was
a Nanional Merit himalist and an honors
[reshman. But in my first semester ol col
lege, 1 encountered the same  constant
pressure that made high school what it
an unithashed atempt ar the mass
production ol stereotvpes. Winter brought
a4 nervous breakdown the week belore
finals. Two ulcers showed up soon alter-
ward, and spring brought another break-
down. And for whatr The dhance 1o play
Russian roulette with 23,000 other male
students and my dralt board.

I hive now retreated 1o music, books
and drugs—an existence lar more rele-
viant o me than the one prescribed by

Wis
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This beautiful
Bentley .will live
forever \®, ___

PENTLEY

&

replaceal hért.

The Bentley drop-in cartridge ends forever all the ugly little messes
of refilling. You simply drop in a fresh butane cartridge, and throw the
old one away.

Each new cartridge gives thousands of lites. More important, each
new cartridge has its own built-in valve, the heart of a butane lighter.
It's like getting a new engine in your car each time you gas up.

Beautiful Bentleys, handsomely gift boxed, start at $4.95. Uncon-
ditionally guaranteed...no charge ever for service,

Bentley: The drop-in butane cartridge lighter
Bentley Lighter Corporation, 1 W. 37 St., New York 10018. Also available in Canada.

the socicty in which I live or, rather,
lived. But 1 will return 10 school next
term and again atcempt 1o relate the uni
VETSILY experience in some way to actual
learning. 1 still fail to see why I cannot
be given the tume o consider the nnplica
tions of my reading but must instead
memorize peay detail, wedged into an in
tensive en-week “education.” Bur when
an individual bucks the system, the sys
tem generally wins. Perhaps Dr. Leary's
advice isn't so radhcal, alter all,

Robere Ashman

East Lansing, Michigan

As graduate studems  in - psychology
who have endured American education
lor 18 vears, we would like o congratu-
late Nat Hentoll for his astute and time-
Iy observations. Not only do educaors
frown on aeative thinking, they e ac-
tively enguged in eradicating it Experi
mental studies have shown that creative
children use their own initiative in learn-
ing, and this alienates them from their
weachers and  peers. Creativity scems to
decline around the fourth grade, due o
the premium  placed by eachers on
prompiness and competition—rather than
on individual thought. It seems that
teachers and emplovers do not like those
persons with creative personalities; they
want to teach and hire only those who
are going to be good orgamization men.

Richard k. Dimond
Ronald A. Havens
Xavier University
Cincinnati, Ohio

Even those young people who aren’t
oppressed  through the college rowe are
made a pare of the svstem. Each month,
thousands [all into the grip of the greatest
oppressor ol individuality in the United
States—the Armed Forces. Alter serving
his time. though, a person can regain
his freedom: by collecting Government
money  to attend (imtt!'lllllt'lll-:lppl‘(l\'rll
colleges that offer Governmentapproved
COUTSES,

Charles McCall
APO New York, New York

Hentofl s wise in perceiving that my
generation is neither  100-percent  right
nor 100-percent wrong. Nor e we
trving to take over the counnry. But, just
as King Lear was told that he should
have been wise before he became old,
let us not forget that age itscell doesn't
necessarily beget knowledge.

David Miller
Hialeah, Florida

Having successfully played the college
game all the way 1o a Ph. D. without de-
veloping ulcers or a nervous tic, 14 like
o offer yet another way ol heating the
system: Don’t aim for Harvard. Instead,
go to the worst college you can find
that's still accredited. At such a backwater
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A rousing new fragrance
that stays with you.

After Shave, Cologne
and other essentials
for the lusty life.

Created for men by Revlon.

mstitution, time  wasted  studying  for
classes is minimal, so you actually have
time to get an education—by reading on
your own. And when you're done, you've
got a degree, 1o boot. It's sheer sames-
manship. ol course, bur perfect lor those
ol us who desire a real education but
lack the guts—or the wherewithal—to
drop out completely.

John Owen

New York, New York

Nat  Hentoff criticizes  parents  for
trying 10 “make cenain that the young
grow up imto veplicas ol thanselves.”
However, I wonder il Hentoff would
deny that the proper role of parens in
any society is to atempt to inculcate
their values on their young—just as it is
the proper role of the young to question
these values and ultimately o accept or
reject them, In practice, a synthesis s
wsially reached, in a0 state of consurue-
uve tension that encourages continuous
testing and modification ol values. The
net cllect is probably salubrious.

Ray L. Sweigert, Jr.
Sacramento, California

The average dropout is simply escip
ing work and discipline. To justfy his
actions, he scizes convenient rationaliza-
tions about the faultiness of the system
he has  abandoned. Our  “oppressed™
young people should know thar the best
way to change the system is [rom within,
That way. they absorh the experience
necessary to know what they are walking
about and atain the stature necessary to
convinee their peers of the validity of
their opinions. Any other course doesn’t
give them a platorm Irom which to
speak.

F. W. Ward
Washington, D. C.

I was appalled by Hentoff's article. Tt
discussed only a small minority ol to-
day's youth. Typical wias Hentof's anec
dote about the “very bright” 14-year-old
who did poorly on a reading-achievement
test because he ook the time to con-
siler all the implications of a given
paragraph—rather  than read it lor
speed. You call that brighe? 1'd say the
kid was a complete fool who got just the
erade he deserved. I he wants o ponder
the implications of what he reads, there
are libraries [ull of books lor just that
purpose. An exam is hardly the time or
the place.

Fred R, Wight
Rochester, New York

I am one of Henroff's “oppressed ma-
jority,” but I cannot relate mysell to the
image ol downwodden, cringing  sub-
missiveness that he presents. Certanly,
society doesn’t have such a steel grip on
my mind amnd emotions as it seems 10
lizave on the youth Hentoll quotes, Young
people must leiwrn that  examinations,

courses and the entire educational cur-
riculum will not unalierably affece their
lives. Such things cannot have a lasting
cllect—unless the individual permits i

Hentoll's oppressed youth would gain
more by reading Walden than by woop-
mg somewhere 1o stamp their feer i a
mass tantrum. To look inward is o lnd
individuality and meaning: 1o look ou
ward. through an arm band or through
some  pscudo-sincere attempt ar protest,
15 to grope for an answer that isn't lorth-
coming. Youth cannot know the world
untl 1t knows irsell.

I am a young American living in ac
cord with my environment and  manag-
g 1o cope with the myrad questions
that can be amswered only by [lacing
them. Life owes me only what 1 can win
from it mvsell and 1 owes the otha
youth ol America nothing more.

Douglas Anderson
FPrO New York, New York

Hooray for Nat Hentoll and the cun-
pus heroes he cies! Let’s rebel against
becoming dull, sray nobodies in the sys-

=1 = ¥
tem and instead ke wips, have orgies
and (Jzyl'.lm':c o eret stucdent unions.
Then we can be dull, gray nobodies in a
gray

chiferent systenw

Tom Manning
Bolivar, New York

SWEET CAPARELL
Please let me cast my ballot now for
the best short story of the year. It's Ken
W. Purdy's Testimony in the Proceedings
Concerning  Edward  Darwim Caparell
(rravsoy, September). Purdy's articles are
always good, but his fiction is even better.
George M. Love
Winston-Salem, North Garolina

LOVE-IN
Your photo takeout on Mara Sykes

(Mara Loves, September) is the wildest
spread you've run since you featured the
acvobatics ol Donna  Michelle  several
years ago. Congratulations.

James D, Deere

New York, New York

Mara Sykes is the warmest, most ap-
pealing and apparently the most intelli-
gent girl you have ever leatured in your
pages. She talks eminent good sense.

A. Wood
New York, New Yok

The world needs more girls with the
open  and  [rank  philosophy—and  the
sood looks—ol Mara Sykes.

George A. Curaent
Schenectady, New York

SINGER ON KEY

Reading Isanc Bashevis Singer's The
Courislup  (rLavioy, Seprembery was o
most pleasant surprise. I'd always avoid-
ed his ficion in the past, thinking it
could only be limited and ethnocentric—
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but T couldn't have been more mistaken.
Despite its historical and Furopean set-
ting. The Couriship has great contempo
rary relevance. Many of us woday face
the same dificult strugele 1o find mean-
ing and value in a ume ol social amd
moral upheaval that Felicia conlronted.
Singer's  ability 1o subtly  evoke the
presemt through the past is truly bril-
liant. Many thanks for publishing him.
Aruce Wickad
Omaha, Nebraska

Congratulations  on  publishing  The
Couriship by Isaac Bashevis Singer. |
saved  vour January 1967 issue, which
contained The Riddle. by the same gift-
ed author, and will place the September
issue with it. Both my husband and 1
enjoy reveading such superb stories.

Though Singer writes in Yiddish. his
themes are universal. He occupies him-
sell with problems ol good and evil, with
the challenge of hnding order in a world
ol chaos and violence. His refreshing wal-
ent akes his stories alive and vibrane.
Smger is certainly one of the wreat hiter-
ary geniuses of our time, and pLAavBOY
shows profound discernment in publish-
ing his work.

Mrs. Daniel Finkel
Englewood, New Jersey

Were  certain you'll  be  equally
pleased with Siger's “The Lecture,” on
page 181 of this issue.

I once wrote ol Isaac Singer: “As long
as he continues o write in it, Yiddish
will not be a dead Ianguagse T think
The Countship is a cdassic storv—and
Mawlessly written. We are very lucky to
have Singer as an Americm writer. 1
have been beating drums for him for
years and now, at last, he is getting the
acclaim he deserves.

Kenneth Rexroth
San Francisco, California

MAYORALTY RETURNS
I would like to express my apprecia-
tion for your sumulating Scptember In-
lerviere with Mavor John Lindsay. Iu is
a great comlort o know that there are
prople like him willing to spend their
time and initiative o bring  quality
government 1o our metropolitain areas.
Lindsay’s candid responses 1o your ques-
tions reveal that he can certainly do the
job.
D. P. Bunnell
Cuvahoga Falls, Ohio

Although I'm what may be considered
a “voung” leader in the Republican Par-
ty, I must admic that I have entertamed
serious misgivings about the philosophy
of John Lindsay as well as his record as
mavor. However, alter reading your pene
trating and candid Inlevview with him,
my opinion has changed. With the prob
lems that face American caties today, it is
a shame that there are not more political
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Focuses itself

FOCUSING

Never dims

It's Sawyer’s Rotomatic® 707AQ slide projector ® Slide
after slide is automatically brought into sharp, clear
focus and uniformly maintained by Sawyer's new solid
state system W Exclusive quartz iodine lamp gives 500
watt brilliance, never dims, lasts twice as long ® Shows
100 slides without interruption, using circular trays ®
Takes regular trays, too ® Shows up to 40 slides auto-
matically without a tray, using accessory stack loader m
Preview editor lets you show slides singly or reposition
slides W Auto timer for fully automatic slide changing
B Pushbutton remote control advance and reverse m
Retractable power cord B Room lamp outlet automat-
ically turns room light on and off ® Sawyer's Rotomatic
707AQ is just one of nine great Sawyer's projectors,
starting at less than $60, at leading photo dealers and
departments now.

PORTLANDO, OREGON 97207
A SUBSIDIARY OF GENERAL ANILINE & FILM CORPORATION

SAWYER'’S INC.

officials like the mayor of New York to
conlront them—in both political partics.
While Lindsay can only guess as to his

political Tuture, he can—because of your
Seprember Interview—count on at least
one county chairnuin to stand firmly in
his camp. Congratulations to PLAYBOY on
a superb Interview and 1o Lindsay for
the progress he has made as mayor of our
largest city.

Dexter M. Mapel

Comny Clairman

El Paso County Republican Party

El Paso, Texas

My sincere thanks for your Imierview
with New York's dyvimmic and  charis-
matic mavor. Lindsay's style and person-
to-person approach are exoaordinary. In
my estimation. he would make a fine
Presidental - candidate. I hope  many
other concerned Amcericans agree—we
need him.

Terry Friedman
Los Angeles, California

After reading your excellent conversa-
tion with Mavor Lindsay, I was reminded
ol what Norman Mailer wrote abour New
York and Lindsay in the Ocober 28,
1965, issuc ol The Village Voice:

I was talking w0 a woman at a
party the other night, and she said
Abe Beame  |Democratic candidate
defeated by Lindsay] was an old
machine politician and so she was
gomg 1o vote lor him because he
would know how w run the ma-
chine. And I said New York is not a
machine but a malignancy.

This was so true. New York doesn't
grow, it spreads. New York needed a
doctor. not a grease monkey, and, re-
markably. it found a capable one in
Mayor Lindsay. He has performed a
medical miracle by arresting the malig-
nmancy. He has shown that New York s
livable and he is beginning to show that
it 15 governable as well.

Halton Mann
Andover, Massachusetts

I noted with interest your Interview
with Mayor Lindsay. His ideas on urban
development and he role of youth in
slaping and solving the national prob-
lems were very provocative.

Representative Spark M. Matsunaga
U.S. House ol Represematives
Wishington, D. C.

Your Interview with Mayor Lindsay
emphasizes the glunorous aspects of his
term in oflice and ignores several ol its
sour spots. Apart from his failure o save
the old Meuropolitan Opera House and
the Lact e his increased axes have
arrested rather than enhanced the city's
business vitihity, there’s his car tow-awaty
program—the most ludicrous and dinnag-
ing part ol his record. This program
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is nothing more than a political [raud.
New York's true walhe problem comes
not from privane vehicles but  from
trucks, arrogant taxis and-—worst of all
—city buses. While all this commercial
stufl clogs  the strects, the private ar
owner sullers—to the e of 5S40 pa
conhiscatory tow. Instead of solving the
problem, Lindsay's tow-away policy has
just creamed o precipitous  drop-ofl in
the number ol suburbanites who come
to the city o wine, shop and spend.
Even the staggering sums the city makes
in towing fees can't compensine lor the
revenue it Joses—and this loss 1o New
York will eventually become  Lindsay's
loss, at the polls.

Nicholas Morzan

North Bergen, New Jersey

TALK TALK
Robert Kaulman's Please Don't Talk
to Me—Dm in Tratning (PLavesoy, Sep-
tember) is the Tunniest story 've cver
read in yowr magazine. It was also a
healthy counterpart to Mr. Geuy's tales
ol rugged individualism.  Keep up the
good work.
Donald ‘Tannenbaum
Gettysburg, Pennsylvania

WATTS HAPPENING
Budd Schulberg carns my admiration

and respect tor the pains he ook in guid-
g apiving writers in the Los Angeles
g’h(.‘llu (T he Watis l‘}l!'l".‘.\huﬂ_ PLAYRBROY,
September). His thoughts on the poten-
tal creativity of all men are hearnt
warnung—just as the thought ol how
much Negro areativity has already been
stifled is disheartening. 11 it has taken
Schulberg’s Waus Workshop 1o show
America that it is not wo late or too
costly 1o aid our Negro community,
then let us applawd Mr. Schulberg—Dbut
brielly, since we must now act to begin
more such programs,

Denis Crosley

Lehigh Ulniversiy

Bethlehem, Pennsylvania

The TTatis Waorkshop arucle shows that
there is real hope for humanity. Man can
overcome  his pettiness: he can become
truly human. Schulberg is o beautlul
person. He represents neither black
power nor white power, but human
!")‘\'{'l'.

Johm R, Checks
Chicago, Hlinois

dudd Schulbers’s work in Watts—and
vour publication of his  piece—should
get o big vowe ol thanks trom all \neri
cans. At a time when pessimism seems
the only reasonable aunude, he shows
that optimism. even ol the most limited
nature. is possible. With bridges between
the aces burning  down  everywhere,
Schulberg has managed 1o build ar least
one new once. 1w cm bhe done by one
man in one ficld i a burned-out 1own.
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Rudy LaRusso, forward with the San Francisco Warriors, uses Dep for Men.

x

Rudy La Russo has his hair styled.
What’s this? No one’s laughing?

Six-foot-seven Rudy is one of the toughest players in the N.B.A. But

six months a year he's also a stockbroker. And, baby, in that game it's
neatness, not toughness that counts. Here’s how Rudy’s hair stylist
can help. Instead of cutting the hair dry, he shampoos it first, then cuts
it wet...shaping it to blend with Rudy’s face. Then he applies Dep
for Men, a greaseless grooming gel made especially for hair styling,
and combs Rudy’s hair into place. Before Rudy leaves, the stylist also
throws him a parting shot of Dep for Men Spray...so the style won't

blow away. Rudy uses Dep for Men at
home, too. To hold the line between
stylings. There isn't a head in America
that wouldn’t look better styled. Why
not try it now. And try Dep for Men, too!
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his experiment suggests that it can be
done in other hields by many men, in
towns that are not yet in ashes.
Irwin Shaw
Klo:ters, Switzerland
For Shaw's own contribution to the
pages of vraveoy, see “The Mannichon
Solution,” our lead frction thes month, on
page 110.

Many thanks for having come through
with yet another tremendously inspiring
artcle. Someday, with the grace ol God
and aflter much sweat and many tears,
Il become an M. DL For the past few
months, something had been out of focus
in my sense ol values, but no longer.
Schulberg has given me a model for ac
ton. The ghewo m Newark is in desper-
are need of medical help: and when 1 get
my degree, T hope to set up a medical
workshop there. Like Schulberg, 'l be
satisfied if [ can help just a few under-
privileged people.

Richard E. Wronkoski
South Orange, New Jersey

Schulberg  should be greatly  com-
mended  for his works, his  confidence
and his Gudh, It's o bad there aren’t
more around like him.

John Denny
Houston. Texas

As a former New York City Commis
sioner on Human Rights, a former city
magistrate and a plain American. [ con-
gratulate you for printing Budd Schul
berg’s magnificent and sobering article.
Using none ol the expensive apparatus
that surrounded the official inquiry, he's
managed to penetrate the mist and dis-
cover the root cuuses o the 1963 vioting
—and the present anxiety—in Watts.

He not only points out the obvious
factors—unemployment.  inferior  hous-
ing, inadequate educational and  recrea-
tional  facilities—but  he  also  touches
upon the equally imporiant intangible
factors. His description of the sense ol
hopelessness that pervades Waats, engen-
dered by police harassment and a feeling
that no one really cares, graphically
shows how the American dream has be-
come an ugly nmighumae for the ghetwo
Negro.

As a former judge, T am appalled at
what passes for law enlorcement i the
Watts avea. When men can be arrested
av the whim ol a police officer and
charged with “suspicion of armed rob-
bery”™ (which is no oime), individual
freedom and the Bill of Rights become a
mockery.

As Schulberg says. the entire situation
adds up 1o a wemendous waste of human
resources. His Writers Workshop  consti-
tutes an important step toward ending
this waste. And it poses a basic question
for America: Do we have the wit, the
wisdlom and the will w wrn Negro
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How to shoot the girl
without killing the cat.

If you know anything about photography
you know how hard it is to ger the right
exposure for a black object in very light
surroundings. For example an ordinary
camera, with a built-in meter, would
measure the entire scene above and lose
all the derail in the car. But the Mamiya/
Sekor TL camera has a behind the lens spos
meter. You can point that spor meter at
the most important part of the picture and
be sure your exposure will be right on the
nose. The internal metering system is also
the fastest and easiest to use with no dials
to turn or excra switches to operate.

Of the three top selling single lens reflex
cameras with interchangeable lenses, only
one has a behind the lens spor meter and
sells forless than $160. The Mamiya/Sekor
S00TL. See ir at your photo dealer or write
for folder Ex. Markered exclusively by
Ponder & Best: New York /Chicago/Los
Angeles, 11201 West Pico Boulevard,

Los Angeles, California 90064.

mamiya/sekor

ferment away from rioting and rebellion

and make ol it a positive force tor build-

ing a better country? Let us hope so.
Morris Ploscowe

New York, New York

Just  finished  reading  Budd  Schul
berg's article. My normal chest ol 44 has
expanded 10 48, a least. As one ol the
original “Angry Voices™ m Budd's Work-
shop, I'm taking the liberty ol expressing
my thanks—and the thanks of the others
who may lorget. And we've got a lot 1o
thank Budd for. As [ar as I'm concerned,
he lifted me out of oblivion and brought
me uno the light ol a new day. He s
a real boss cat. When the Seprember
rLavsoy came out. | had qust made a
sale 1o West magazine. I spi:tlt some of
the money 1o buy 1en copies of PLaYBOY
to send back home o Texas w those
people who never lost [aith in e, It's
a hne reward o be written about i a
swinging magazine like yours. Keep up
the good work.

James Thomas Jackson
Warts Writers Workshop
Los Angeles, Calilornia

Running through his Watis Workshop
article, like a garbage wail behind an
occan liner, is Budd Schulberg’s major
premise: that the black man should be
hreed to enjoy everything the white man
enjovs. And what does the whne man
cnjoy? Why, everything the TV commer-
cials offer: splivlevel houses, swimming
pools, goll courses, Mr. Clean and the
Jolly Green Giant. To borrow from
Schulberg  perhaps  the most  accurate
word in his article: Sheeit.

This 1s not 10 say that the blacks
should be denied; nor that they should
be denied the use of violence. or even
revolution, il that is what it takes. But
what ought 1o be denied s that such
tawdry achievement constitutes “making
it.” Owr whole society is up to here in
whites who have embraced everything
the TV commercials have to offer and
still “leel so rapped and Irustrated that
they are almost going out of their minds™
—t0 use the words Schulberg applied to
the lowliest Negroes in Wauts.

For the sake of a lot ol poor bastards—
both black and white—I hope that Schul-
berg is right. Bu il he is wrong, then he
is helping sell whar a sodially conscious
adman mighe call the white man’s ball of
wax. God help us all il this ball of wax
turns out to be a bucket [ull of sheeit. Tf
it does, Schulberg must recall that many of
us have been smelling ic for years. And
saying so.

Clrk R Puckett

Assistant Prolessor of Economics
State University of New York
Brockport, New York

I've  bought about every issue of
rLaveoy ever published—just 10 see how
lar you could go with your way-out

ideas. In vour Seprember issue. you've
hinally reached the limit. Budd Schul-
berg's article was the most  disgusting
['ve ever seen. rLavesoy’s concern lor the
rioting. looting. lazy Negro is more than
a decemt person can stand. Bue,  of
course, this concern is linked with your
obvious scorn for all that once was good
in America. And e goes along with your
love of the hippies, beatniks and lelt-
wingers. You don’t even respect  the
police or busic law and order.

Jack Rave

Wilmington, Ohio

TASTY BUFFET
I was pleased to sce—in the Septem-
ber issue of pravsov-—hetion by Harry
Brown, one of my Lavorite writers. His A
Smiall Buffet in Maldita is characteristic
cl his excellent writing styvle. It was all
the more imeresting to me. as I have
made several visits to Mexico in the past
few vears and am quite Gimiliar with the
stilted parties ol the sort that Brown so
skilllully portrayed.
Harold W. Jollie
Warwick, Rhode Island

Mavbe I'm just a sucker for lost-
looking doc-cved girls, bu 1 fell in love
when T read Hamy Brown's A Small
Buffet in Maldita, As tar as I'm con-
cerned, Lalage wops the list of girls who
have appeared in veavsov. Her inno-
cence was especially  beautiful - because
ol its contrast with the generally shallow
and ugly people gathered at Brown's
hctional bufter. The world could  use
more girls like her—and more stories like
Brown’'s.

Everett Stone
New Orleans, Loutsiana

BUZZARD OF HAPPINESS
I got a big bang out ol Jean Shepherd's
The Secret Mission of the Blue-Assed
Buzzavd (rLavsoy, September). I'm just
one ol the many East Coast readers who
are daily being sold on rravsoy by Jean's
radio show. Among the legions of WOR
listeners in New York City. there is many
a skeptical soul who will not accept a less
reliable recommendittion than Shep’s. A
paid commerdial would be definitely in-
lerior to the plugs pLavBoY gets, so spon-
taneously, on his program.
William M. O'Kelley
New York, New York

Jean Shepherd's Blue-Assed Buzzard s
a classic. It bronght back many Army
memories—Dboth pleasant and unpleasant.
Lvery Shepherd piece you run scems bet-
ter than the previous one. I am anxiously
awaiting more.
E. Russo
Kiauai Island, Hawaii
Old Shep returns, with a smiling
Wimpy doll and a host of other childhood
soodies, on page (80 of this isue.



HERMIT'S GOLD

pure fashion

It's what you've been prospecting for. Tipped
cowhide, a rich grain tipped with burnished
gold. Color excitement for all seasons. A
new collection, done with the fine crafts-
manship and premium leathers—traditionally
Prince Gardner. Strike it rich in hermit's gold.
Also in midnight blue, forest green, or burgundy.
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Tl{.’l‘(_’ are now no fewer than six psy-
chedelic churches  in America—the
League for Spivitual Discovery.  Rerista,
the Water Drothers. the Neo-American
Church, the Church of the Awakenming
andd, oldest of all, the Native American
Church: and more scem 10 he spronung,
like magic mushrooms. cvery day. If this
trend continues, it scems onlv g matter
of tume-—sayv. Christmas 2067 —umil our
entire cultwre will he turned on. church
and state alike. And il some new Clem-
ent € Moore—a Lateralay  apostle of
Timothy  Leary  and  his turned-on,
tuned-in, wigged-out prose sivle—has a
vision on the night helore thar date, he
will almost certainly record it in lan-
vuage somcthing hike this:

* “Twis the night before Tripmas, and
all through the pad. not a stash could he
found. not even a lefrover joint—but I'd
alrcady  dropped 500 micrograms, i

hopes  that supercelesual - Bodhisattva
vistons soon would manilest themselves
in all their ego-destroving and  mind

expanding  explosions ol prajna-power.
My stockings were hung, not by the chim-
but they
tained my bag ol niacinamide o abort
the wip il it wmed freaky, and T didn’
Is from the

ney inside  at-——hecause con-

want any  unplugeed  he
basement wandering in and  purloining
my remaaning stsh ol this porent pana
cea il they ran out ol Frenquel. Our
teeny-hoppers were out on the town for
the night—while stroboscopic visions of
sugar cubes dinced in thenr sanglia
“NMy vabyum pariner in her saivi and |
in my Ilight suit had just sculed onto
nuttresses i the meditation room, an
incense burner berween us, awaiting the
onsct of the profoundlv humbling cellu-
Ly pulsations (it would announce oar
arvival on the holy escalator ol height-
sertled
down lor a long winwer's grok ol ow

cned  consciousness,  Just s owe

Foeming Raga poster in all its orange,
oleaginous  and  corpuscular fullness—

and for a bracing skinny-dip in the wine-
dark
diamond-bright sound waves bhegan o
pound and thunder on the lawn. rico

cher off the molecules of

viver ol prenatal . memory—

blue-green

nie
i’

ren and oxygen sometimes known as
md hurte faster than the speed of
light in1o a hundred thousand indigo syn-
apses ol soft machinery that had never
belore been awakened within the wem-
bling kewledrum ol my inner ear. Ecsta-
sy aliermued with terror as 1 sprang
from my mauress, flew 1o the window in
a flash ol immaculate white bodhilight
and threw up the h, which I didn't
remember having swallowed.

“Outside,  the moon’s  unspeakable
radiated  gently  in succulent
patterns ol raisin tapioca on the breast
and nipple ol an enormous white  godd-
dess, whom T only slowly recognized as a
elittering mantle of jewellike new-fallen
snow (the kind you sled on, not the kind
vou snifl): hovering above in eerie llying
saucery  was a shimmerning  vision  that
scemed at first a heavenly hookah with
cight vermilion hoses, then  transmog
rified dwsell into a golden chariot pulled
by eight pea-green goat-boys and driven
by Father Freak-Out himself, jolly old
Saint T

“EFaen as 1 stood. struck with wonder
w the depths of the ancient, churning
dynimo ol my soul, his clhingers became

CHOTZ IS

the cight avatars of the sacred Eightlold
Path,  mperially resplendent in praver
beads.  granmy  glasses  and  paisley-
patterued  Dr. Dentons. As the convoy
carcened throush the delicate, shudder
ing inner space of my forebrain—light
ing cach newon in pinball rainbows ol
jellv-bean energy heard  the
master hailing his holy men by name:
‘Now, [agger! McCarmey! Now. Pig Pen
and Lennon! On, Ginsberg! On, Dur-
roughs! On, Frodo and Alperi! To the
e of ego, 1o the light of the void!
Smash  through your game roles. smash
through them alll”

“Suddenly,  the  specacle metnmor-
phosed  once rin—this time inmo mil
Lons upon millions of silver-veined leaves,
cach smelling ercenly alive and holding
in miraculous  suspension the eniire

colors—I1

organic evolution of plane lile in its very
being: but then, as the billion-colored
throbbing  whirlwind  of  DNA.coded
switled  past overhead. it
wok on the forms ol the high holy ones

lealery again

and I heard on the rool the musical mys-
tery of pure sound itsell. nitked as Junch,
i each sandaled foot. As T wrned my
head back ainto the voom, as il across
light-years ol living and  incandescent
space, my dilited eves beheld Sint Timo-
thy emerging rom the fiveplace  and
slowly drifung  down, dark-red
waterways into endless molecular Facio-
ries ol ancient. hbrous clockwork time-
space continuums that, just a short while

down

ago. had been mv woilet.

“When he came out a lew minutes Lat-
er, I saw that he was dressed all i white

iridescently.  tlwobbingly,  blindingly
white—{vom his head to his unshod leet;
and slung over his shoulder was a Fal
stafhan  suck  of  seasonal  psychedelica-
cies. In his msorutable eyes there was a
iwinkle hike the swirling hrmament 1
Vin Gogh's Stany Nicht, and a omern

curl to his hips assuring me that he had
sampled  all ol s and
about 1o unload any cut grass or bathiub
acid. Apain the anel

wWares waisi'l

fearful wonderlul
power of 500 mikes Lud hold ol my nery-
ous system and, midway between hu
mor and horror, T saw Saint Timothy's
cherubic  cheeks  wranstorm  themselves
into exploding bouquers of rvoses,  his
nose imo a tumescent cherry, s whisk-
ers imo incandescem lakes of snow, his
abdominal region imto quivering  purple
welatin.

“The smoke from his stub of a pipe—
pure Tangier hash—circled his head Like
a halo of white, crernally - meaninglul
and unspeakably  jovous angel  leathers,

Vauhied to new heights by these celesual
lumes, 1 saw Ins face change. become all
men and all faces. retvacing evolution
back to the lirard
scemed to plumpen and swell undil he
hiled the room, a right jolly old guru. |
felt my emive being collapse into spasin
alwer spasm of  helpless Luoghter-—ver
panic stalked the shadows, for T knew
well that such outbwrsts olten short-
circuit the pure light and wigger a de.
scent into the bardo ol wrathlul visions.
Supremely unruflled by my down-trip di-
vession. Saint Timothy hemgnly tarned
a lid ol pale flesh de-
scended brielly over the mandala of his

and  bevond:  he

his head  nd
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: EAST MEETS WEST

"

= Sitar and flute. Tabla and clarinet. Tambura and strings.

[N The Alan Lorber Orchestra blends them all into a subtle
fusion of Raga and Rock—with the best traditions of both
woven into a lush instrumental fabric that can turn your
ears inside out. It's a rhythmic, devastating sound that
can dissolve your spirit in limitless highs and lows that
border on pain. East meets West and you meet a way of
life — when you find yourself in THE LOTUS PALACE.

- The 5
N\ ALAN [ORBER £
2 ORCHESTRA .
Astruct
Gilberio
Beach
Samiba
»
V/V6-4067" V/V6-8707"
The perfect gifts for
the hippies on your
list come from
Verve Records is a division of
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Inc.
o “Also available on Ampex Tape

allseeing eve, reassuring me at once that
there was nothing to dread as long as |1
reminded mysell at each step which ol
the five levels of consciousness 1 was
entering.

“Speaking not a word—for om sy
chedelic bond  transcended  the  symbol
manipulations ol mere verbal communi-
cation—Saint - Timothy  forthwith  laid
his goodies on me (all [ree [rom the Dio-
ger store): sugar cubes and sacred mush-
rooms. nutmeg and Benmes, vajé and
thorn apple. nightshade and kavakava,
terpin hydrate and the holy pevote of
Steppenwoll-—a  plethora  of  packages
gaily  gifewrapped  in Panamanian Red
and Jersey Green, plus a magnum of vin-
tage STP. a Nebuchadnezszar of DAMT
and a veritable hoadoad ol electric hana-
nas. Then, lLaving his fhinger inside his
nose hke an old-time cokehexwd. Saim
Tim levitted himself suddenly into the
orone and up the cosmic vulva of the
chimney back into the universal womb.
But I heard him exclam. ere he sank
lorever back into the slowly swelling
movement of ovarian ticker tape. "Hare
Krishna 1o all—and don’t well the fuzz
where you got the stufl. baby!" ™

o

A privane citizen in Caltfornia  has
dralted a document. modestly  entitled
“Proposed New Law.” that mighe well
end the Vietnam war. Section two, para-
graphs four and five, read:

At all vmes. during a state of
war. the President ol the Unired
Stares shall save one week out of
cvery month in the combat area of
the confhict, on the actual lrour line,
to keep him fully informed ol any
and all conditions. The Vice-Presi-
dent shall al-o have the same dury.
The Cabiner shall also serve on a
rotation basis in the comlua arca.
the thme and frequency being lelt 1o
the discretion of the President. ex-
cept that cach and everv one shall
serve at least three days ol each
month on the battde line.

One third of the House of Repre-
sentatives and one third ol the Sen
ate shall also be on combat duty on
the major [rout lines of action ar all
tmes on a rotation basis, with a 30-
day tour ol duy for cach member.
There shall be no exception. Any
member who does not leel he s
qualiicd for this regulation shall
resien [rom olhee,

If 10 Waorth Doing, H's Waorth Doing
Well Department: French justice took a
strange turn not long ago when a young
man wias lound gutliy ol delending s
honor. Michel Depre, 340 cavght  his
wile in bed with another man  and,
true to the Gallic code in o such maner-.,
drew his kntle. But instead ol killing
the paramour, he only wounded  him
slightly. Depré was fined S60 and given
a one-month  suspended  sentence. A



z
z
o
o
a
@x
=]
[
=
[- 1
o
X
9
z
Z
o
]
@o
=2
b
I
w
o
"
e
0
»
o~
a
=
=]
=]
w
-
w
x
Ed]
X
H
Z
35
o
-
=]
z
-
=
[
-
T
z
-
=
]
=
- 4
-
=

% T
N

HeubleinCocktails:
Mostly liquor. And a great big ball.

Open the bottle. Qut comes the party. That's what Heublein
Cocktails are all about.

What goes into Heublein Cocktails? Mostly liquor—the best
imported and domestic brands. And plenty of spirit, for
these are the cocktails that are always full-strength. Just
pour over ice. You've got it made.

‘We make fifteen different kinds. Two or three make a party.
With all fifteen, you'll have a ball.

Heub_leix? Cocketails. 15 kinds. Better than most people make.

29
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“The Space-Age Gift”

Here are six good reasons why THE PIPE
makes the perfect Christmas gift for the
man in your life; the pure carbon liner—
pyrolytic graphite, from the nose cones of
missiles, gives him these benefits:

THE PIPE:

1. requires no “cake” or break-in.

2. burns all the tobacco to an ash.

3. produces very litlle gooey residue.
4. never needs drying out.

5. delivers smoke 10°-20" cooler.

6. produces up lo 83% less tar and up to
71% less nicotine

THE PIPE is the gift. Now available in 6
shapes, including the new Dublin. Just
$12.50 and up at your favorite pipe shop.
drugstore or gift department. Now limited
distribution of THE PIPE in imported hand-
made London Briar.

Ghe 'ipe — with the pure carbon liner

THE VENTURI COMPANY - Hearst Bullding, San Franclsco, Callfornia 24103

5 /" :

B L

! ’
51.51_0 TO $15.50; EXECUTIVE TOILETRIES, LTO. BOX 1440, SANTA MONICA, CALIF.

truer thrust would have gone unpun-
ished under Article 324 of the French
aiminal  code, which extends official
sympathy lor the erime passionnel. The
judge said, “The simple wounding shows
that he was not in a state of mind where-
by he was secking, at whatever cost. 10
defend his honor and his home. Were
that the case, he would have committed
murder.” And saved himsell S60.

Aviary Intelligence, Ballisties Divi-
sion: The New York Times inlorms us
that the windows of the new crack 110-
mph  trains between New York and
Washington “have been proved safe by
the dead-chicken test. The chicken test,
it was explained, involves firing a dead
fowl out of & cannon at [60 mph against
the tempered glass. The purpose is to see
il the glass would withstand the impact
ol collision with a large bird.”

-

Sign spotted in a Milaga, Spain, bar:

SE HABLA ESPAROL.
L]

That a flair for the bizarre can win
international attention for even the most
obscure and mundane organizations is
attested by a recent UPL wire-service
story picked up by the Chicago Sun-
Times. The group, or groups, in ques
tion: The New Zealand Happiness Clubs,
a women’s organization whose avowed
and upbeat purpose is to bring “joy 10
all.” The act that won these loving ladies
world-wide news coverage: their passing
of a resolution calling upon their govern-
ment to re-establish capital punishment
by hanging. Our reaction is that nobody
just lucks on to this sort of thing; it had
to be planned. not by an Auckland
suringer for UPL who had nothing ¢lse 10
report but by a nice little old lady whose
notion of spreading joy—and garnering
publicity—has a touch of mad genius
about it

-

For those quick to dismiss the tele-
phone directory as a dull, purely utili-
tarian tome, the following illuminating
facts—exwracted from the San Francisco
listings by Chronicle columnist Herb
Caen—should be a revelation: “Karl
Marx lives! (on page 402). Five listings
lor Goldhnger, only four {or James Bond.
The Doves outnumber the Hawks, 11 10
7. Only one Owl. But mighty is the Ea-
gle—28 of them. Also 36 Hammers, four
Nails, two Tucks, five Bolts and onc
Nutt. . . . Love is very big in San Fran-
cisco (73), but Lust (3) is losing and
Passion (2) is petering out. Kiss (8) wins
out over Hug (3). The Liule people (80)
tower over the Large (1). and only two
are Hip. There are more Popes (53)
than Priests (11), far more Walkers (395)
than Amblers (2). more Trotters (17) than
Runners (6). A city with two Mountains,
scads of Hills, three Peaks, two Valleys,
20 Lakes, 11 Pools and ecight Flowers
with a total of 70 Blooms. . . . Now I'm



Whenever the game
VTN calls forthat
Well-coordmated look,

Jantz 11 A
‘Wlth Dacron has

‘janice approach

We ought to call our new Together
Knits get-together knits. Easy-
swinging, machine-washable panel

golf cardigan in & last-word color
combinations, about $17. Under it,
@ our coordinating half turtle pull-

over, $11. Both = ks
70% Dacron® poly- LY
ester, 30% mohair.

Color-matched J("“ZE“

slacks about %15.

@ Dacron polyester is a registered trademark ol DuPon® )
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Give the leisure
look of the

LIVE ONES for
Christmas!
Shawl ‘N Tassel,

handsewn fronts
in Antique Brass
or Black Cashmere
Grain. Winthrop
Handsewn
Tomahawks.

$14 to $17.
Slightly Higher West,

WINTHROP

DIVISIDN OF INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY

= SAINT LOUIS,

MISSOURI

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
DESTE

AFTER SHAVE
COLOGNE

For a sample bottle of

Villa D'Este, send us 50¢.

MEM COMPANY, INC . RORTHVALE. NEW JE

going to call up Carl Jung (also listed)
for an appointment to straighten out my
phone-book syndrome. Tt's getting out of
Hand (31).”

-

Eye of the Beholder Depariment: In
Foolish Figleaves, 1 new book on por-
nography and the law by Richard Kuh,
the author reprints a1 memorable review
from Field and Stream of 1. H. Law-
rence’s most famous banned book: “Al
though written many vears ago, Lady
Chatterley’s over has just been reissued
by Grove Press, and this fictional ac-
count_of the dav-by-day life of an Eng-
lish gamekeeper is still of considerable
interest to outdoor-minded readers, as it
contains many passages on pheasant rais-
ing. the apprehending of poachers. ways
1o control vermin, and other chores and
dutics ol the professional gmekeeper,
Unfortunately. one is obliged to wade
through many pages ol extrancous
material in order to discover and savor
these sidelights on the management ol a
Midlands shooting estate, and in this re-
viewer's opinion this book cannot take
the place of J. R. Miller's Practical
Gamekeeping”

-

Choice apartment-for-rent ad [rom
The New York Times: “4room lower,
private entrance and basement. Sewerage
and rubbish lurnished.”

An invitation to a sukiyaki party, sent
by a Jupanese hotel o airmen at a nearby
American base, suggests that the hospi-
tality of the Japanese is matched by their
candor. The circular informed all single
men that it was “arranged for young and
charming hostesses (all amateur) ol 30
members. Please take the fancy ol yow
partner out of them.” The progrum of
amusements for the day incduded a “spe
cial Cantastic floorshow  performed by
nude dancers coming Ifrom Tokyo™ and
a “peculiar movie lor man only.”

Legislation to abolish gambling at the
Nevada State Prison has been defleated
in the state senate by an appropriaic
vote of 7 10 11

In its zeal 1o make sure that retired
Government workers know exacly whi
1o do in case of war, the U. 5. Civil Serv-
ice Commission has issued the following
directive. “In the event of an attack on
the U. 5. and until hurther notice: A St
tion 831.107 of Subpart A, and Subsce
tions 831.502 (B) (1) and (2) and (C) (1)
and (2) of Subpart E are suspended and
B Part M-831 is added to the commis-
sion’s regulations,”

Fine Distinction  Deparimeni:  An
item in Missouri Medicine noted that
“the autitude of the public toward the
American  Medical  Association  could



Wanted _from Main Street to Mandalay:
Martini & Rossi Imported Vermouth.
Extra Dry for exotic Martinis...
Sweet, for inviting Manhattans.
The most...coast to coast.

1

RENFIELD IMPORTERS. LTD., N.Y.
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The $400 home-movie camera.

With 8-to-l power zoom...
so your home movies won't look home made.

You probably wouldn't
shell out about $400 for a
Bauer C2B just because it’s a
status symbol. But if you're
willing to pay for the best.
the C2B has a lot of things
that make it a great buy.
Even with a $400* price tag.

Things like a Schneider Variogon
f1.8 8-ro-1 power zoom lens for long,
zoom shots. Fully automatic opera-
tion. slow motion, single-frame, au-
tomatic fade-ins and fade-outs, bright

BAUER

oversize viewfinder, and
much, much more.

Your Bauer dealer will
show you everything about
the new C2B. He can also
show you six other Bauer
Super 8 cameras, starting at
$59.95,* and three Super 8
projectors. Write for information:
Allied Impex Corp.. 300 Park Ave-
nue South. New York, N.Y. 10010,

SUEALER CETEMMILES PHICE W YOUR AREA,

vaui RIROAERT BOSCH CLEFTRONIK

the serious Super 8

AND FHOTORGS S GMEBN

GCet him one of these smart new
Man-Time Watches. Fine time-
pieces in brushed-chrome, slide-

shut cases for playboys, sports-
men, guys who go for the smart,

sharp, and different. $8.98"
Shock-resistant, anti-
magnetic movement.

Crrreat giftidea.
$9.98"

*SUGCESTED RETAIL PRICE

WESTCLOX

@) ceneraLTive

WESTULUX DIvISiOn

probably be put into two categories. On
the one hand are those who think the
A MUAL s bigoted, reactionary, avari-
aous and sellserving. On  the other
hand are those who are downright un-
[riendly.”

L]

The Ultimate Weapon: The Berkeley
Daily Gazette yeports that a young Cali-
fornia woman was booked on a charge
ol assault with a deadly weapon—she
had belted a policeman with a 12-foot
clhgy of President Johnson.

-

Bulletin from the front lines of the
Sexual Revolution: An advertisement in
The Cincinnati Post and Times-Star
amiounced that a local depariment store
was  having a sale of “men's sport
shirts  with adjustable straps and A,
B. C cups.”

DINING-DRINKING

There's nothing unusual about =
Chinese husband and wife running a
Chinese restaurant in an American city.
But the Hungs, of Hollywood, California,
aren’'t  your  run-ol-the-fortune-cookie
couple: He's a PhoD. in applied mechan-
icsanda top acrospace scientist—executive:
she's an M.AL in business administration,
Nor is their establishment—Mouling (6530
Sunset Boulevard, three blocks west of
Vine)—u typical chow mein-lining dis-
pensary: lis growing number of aficio-
nados insists Mouling is far and away the
best Chinese restaurant west of the Con-
tunental Divide, if not of the Hudson.
Mouling’s decor is comfortable and
unpretentious. The restaurant’s outdoor
dining patio is highly recommended
for balmy evenings: screened-off indoor
booths remind first-time visitors ol Char-
lie Chan movie sets. Mrs. Hung is alwavs
on hand to greet and advise about lesser-
known dishes: and Mr. Hung often hov-
ers in the background, between trips to
the Pentagon or 1o various acrospace cen-
ters. Mouling emphasizes the Mandarin-
Shanghai style of cookery: that is, the
boldly spiced, richly sauced North Chi-
nese style ol which many devotees of
low-keyed Cantonese cuisine are sadly un-
aware. The menu is as eluborate as it is
epicurean. And il you have a vague idea
ol some concoction you'd like to see
whipped up. vou have only to define the
dish and Mr. Hung., a master chel. will
disappear into the kitchen to produce
it [or you. Don’t be misled by the com-
monplace English names of the restau-
rant’s specialties: Mouling's approach 10
even the most ordinarysounding dish is
innovative and imaginative. \ few ex-
amples, only a [ew, of the Hungs' stun-
ning  concoctions:  Hot-Sour  Soup—a
thick savory broth loaded with a be-
wildering number of meats and vege-
tables,  splendidly  spicy and  unged
with vinegar: Chicken Salid—shredded
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light up a
taste of
adventure

;
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Excitingly new, surprisingly different aromatic pipe tobacco!

W) ient k) RETAOLDE YORACEOD COMPAMY, WINRTON- SALEM, N ©

chicken and bits of vegetables mixed with
crisp brown noodles and weated with a
bold, vinegary dressing, served cold:
Cassia Pork—the delicate hlling of this
rolled-crepe  dish consists of  shredded
pcn'l\'. enderloin, cgg, scallions, Chinese
greens and dried (believe it or not) lilies.
And on and on, [rom Sizzling Rice Soup
to Twice Cooked Pork 1o Sweet and Sour
Duck Swrips. For dessert, let your taste
buds be cosseted by the Sesame Balls and
the Candied Apple (crisp iced coating on
the outside, piping hot inside). Thanks
to the Oriental expertise of the urbane
Hungs, Mouling is rapidly becoming one
of Hollywood's [eatured atiractions. Open
Sunday through Thursday from noon to
11 r.an: Friday and Saturday from noon
to midnight.
-

It would be hard to imagine that New
York City could put up a palace for the
performing arts without good restaurants
following close behind. Thus, when Lin-
coln Center opened, three excellent res-
taurants—each  with  something  special
to offer—opened in quick succession to
serve Centergoers. The first was The
Ginger Man (51 West Gich Street), which
has been so popular that after two years,
it had to add an additional 50 seats in a
new dining area. The name, ol course,
comes [rom ]. P. Donleavy’s novel and
the play of the same name, in which
Patrick O'Neal starred a few seasons back.
Mr. O'Neal and his brother Michael are
two ol the owners. What is more distine-
tive about it is thar the chef is the famed
Dione Lucas. Mrs. Lucas’ menu is far-
ranging in its variety, with mild emphasis
on the French. It goes from a Quenelles
de Brochet Sauce Nantua to Shashlik.
She does unusual things such as a Quiche
Lorraine with bacon and grated par-
mesan and  a Smoked Trout with
Whipped Horseradish Sauce. The atmos-
phere is informal-—more like an Irish
pub than a restaurant designed to serve
patrons ol the arts. But the food and the
service are excellent and the West Side
neighborhood regulars are unaffecred by
the Lincoln Center customers. The Gin-
ger Man is open every day for lunch
from noon to 3 and for dinner and sup-
per from 5:30 paar. to 2 a. Prices range
[rom $4.50 to 57.25 for Pepper Steak.
Naturally, supper is served and includes
an impressive range ol omelets, the most
expensive ol which is caviar and sour
cream, at S3.25.

Next to open was Herb Evans’, about
three doors away, at Broadway and G64th
Street. Evans himsell runs the show with
a genuine American menu and a smatter-
ing ol French dishes. The atmosphere at
Herb Evans’ is contemporary and un-
obtrusive, with the accent on good food
and service. The dishes are standard, no-
nonsense and well prepared. Appetizers
mnclude marinated herring, shrimp cock-
tail and Nova Scotia salmon cockeail.
Enwrees are steaks and chops or, if vou're
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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. [t will report
on every 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
a transcendental new kind 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
a8 print:




The Dead-Serious Movement to Run Allen
Ginsberg for Congress

Homage to Muhammad Ali—-35 Celebrities
tincluding Marlon Brando, Jackic Robinson,
and Woody Allen) in praisc of Cassius Clay.
Coming: Synthetic (and Therefore Legal)
Marijuana

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

The “Bust™ of Charlottie Moorman—The
pifted young ccellist describes her arrest for
piving a concert hall recital “topless.”

The CIA’s Super-Salaried “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 Belicfs
Toward the Elimination of War—A little-
known exchange of correspondence between
Einstein and Freud.

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

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

A Gastronomical Guide to the Year 2000
The Writing on the Wall-The emergence of
grafliti as a medium of social protest.

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

The Prison Poems of Ho Chi Minh

Mixed-Media Art: The Pop World's Newest
“Scrambled Ocuvre™

My Love for You Is Stronger than Diri—

The Madison Avenue daling scene as ob- -

served by Dan ("How to Be a Jewish Mother™)
Greenburg.

Pocts at War—Bitter anti-war verse by GI'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 Ooze”—
A Pop Impression.

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

Group Psychotherapy on TV

Aubrey Beardsley's Suppressed Erotic Works
—A portfolio.

A Geneticist’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 for permanent preserva-
tion.

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

If you will enter your
subscription right now, before
Avant-Garde’s first issue is sold
out, we will send you eight
months—the better part of a year—
for only $3.99. This is a MERE
FRACTION of its actual value!

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

—Buy gift subscriptions for only
$3.99.

—Renew your own subscription
for $3.99 forever, despite any
subsequent 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 ar once.
To enter your subscription, sim-
ply fill out the coupon below and
mail it with $3.99 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.

NAME

ADDRESS

Ty

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

I enclose $3.99 for an eight-month subscription to the magni-
ficent new magazine Avant-Garde. I understand that 1 will be
entitled to all Charter Subscriber privileges and that [ am pay-
ing a MERE FRACTION of the standard S10-per-year price!

STATE

zip

© avanT-caRoe 1967 Pl-2
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. “Tassels for “ligers

The debonnaire tassel adds
fashion to comfort in this
handsomest of Slip-ons . . .
QOriginated by French Shriner
for tigers everywhere.

French Shriner shoes
$27.95 — $100.00
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i RENCH SHRINER

or Wine Corfam

At fine stores everywhere
235 Oid Colony Avenue, Boston, Mass. 02127
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Anvything goes when you use IT'S CRICKET.™ Exceptional men's toiletries.
Aftershave, 4 oz. $3.50. Cologne, 4 oz. $4.50. Gift sets from $8.00.
Avdilable in drug stores and cosmetic departments of department stores only.

Anocther fine product of ¥ Kayser-Roth.

in the mood for something special,
Brandied Duckling a la Evans. Seatood
Newbwrg or Beel Bourguignonne en Cas-
serole. It's designed lor pleasant dining,
cither before or alier the theater. Prices
range [rom 354.25 for Coq au Vin to
560.50 for the Filet Mignon. The altwer
theater menu 1s somewhat more exciting,
fearuring such speaialties as Midnight
Omeler. Yorkshire Buck and Welsh Rare-
bit. Herb Evany” is open Mondav through
Saturday [or lunch {rom noon w 3, for
dinner and supper from 5 o 1 A on
Sunday from 4 v 10 1 anr

The newest—and maost glamorous—ol
the three restaurants is Lo Comédie (20015
Broadway, a Indde north ol  Lincoln
Center). La Comedie performs the e
markable fen ol offering an excellent
cuisine 1o 100 people. not only in time
for curtain bur m a decor that is cleverly
designed o give the appearance of inti-
macy. La Comedie—the brain child of
PPierre Bezin. Albert Forgelle and George
Rey—is lush in its carpeting, upholsiery.
panels and the theawical murals thae
depict comedy around the world. Dis-
plavs of the costumes and props ol the
national theaters ol many nations create
an apropos atmosphere. The chel, Jean
Jacque Rachou, had been at The Colony,
and his superior cuisine rellecrs it A
sampling of hors d'ocuvres demonstrates
the French penchant lor originality—the
Crépes Maison are delicue. while the
Pate de Compagne is spiced in an un-
usual way. A marvelous Cream of Sorrel
—a soup rarcly served im o the United
States—preludes main courses  ranging
from Foies de Volaille i I'Orientale 1o
Roast Duckling with Grand  Marnier
Sauce and Glazed Bananas. Desserts are
also dastincuive: the Napoleon. lor exinn-
ple. is made with a rum-flavored pastry
créme. The management is  especially
mindliul of ns wine list, which is lar
above average. La Comddie is open every
day except Sunday for luncheon, [rom
noon to 3: for dinner. seven davs a week.
[rom 5 1o 12, And there is a supper menu.
Reservations, ol  course, are recom-
mended ac all three places.

MOVIES

Down in the depths of a Greenwich
Village subbasement., a rvestive suburban
matron (Anne  Jackson) sits tied o a
chair. She has been kidnaped by an oll-
duty postman (El Wallach), who con-
fides that rape scems as logical a way
as any to express his hostility toward the
crippling frustrations of a conformist so
ciety. He wants her as a “sacrifice 1o the
needs of my own primitive being.” Well,
up to a point. his chosen victim couldn’
agree with him more. Soon she is selling
her assailant a raflle ticket on behall of
hospitals so overcrowded that they have
three patients for every bed. “Think



You can'’t buy
a better vodka
for love nor
rubles.

Gilbey’s Vodka
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Get a rich new life: With Studd Cologne,
After-Shave, or a gift-packed set of both.

about that for a moment,” she sugecs
sensibly.  As enlightened  slapsuick, The
Tiger Makes Out aflords Mr. and Mo
Wallach an opportunity to do for Murian
Schisgal’s shore play The Tiger what they
might have done for the movie version ol
Luwe, given a chance. The Wallachs per-
lormed both Schisgal pieces on stage, and
their experience tells here in Eli's mad
inensity as a postman gone berserk and
in Anne’s dryv. hilarious portrait of a ver
average Amenican wile and mother who
leels she would like o exist “on more
than one level” Swrewching a slight prank
out to wwice its mmural length cannot
praduce solid-gold comedy, but director
Arthur Hiller conceals a good deal of the
strain with ebullient pacing and a social
sativist’s view of its seedy New York lo-
cations. Author Schisgal’s canny humor
also buovs a cast of bit players, mostly
recruited  [rom  Broadway, who  keep
popping up o suggest that the isanity
ol urban life is bevond remedy. However,
The Tiger makes it Fun City, indeed.
Elemental  passions  predominate  in
The Fear. In the most grueling scene—
which is that close 1o becoming a ghoul-
ishlv. comic  one—34-year-old  writer-
director Costas Manoussakis painstakingly
studies the faces of a [arm lamily eating
a platterful ol Iried fsh. The fish were
caught in the lake where the body of a
dealmute servant girl lies, hidden there
by the walleved. dim-witted country boy
who brutally (not again) raped and mur-
dered her. His father and stepmother,
who know the wuth, lose their appetites.
Watching s beawtiful stepsister  bite
with relish imwo the fish heads, the boy
vomits. Few details are omited [rom
Manoussakis’  relentless,  single-minded
essiy on the power ol conscience. Lust,
fear and  cancerous  guilt poison  the
blood ol his characters, until the drama’s
chilling  c¢limax, when the murderer
dances madly at his stepsister's wedding
—a ritual danse macabre that grows in
frenzy, while a hideous bundle of evi-
dence floats to the surface ol the lake
nearby. The Fear olters the most graphic
display of aberrant sexual impulses since
Bergman's The Virgin Spring.

When  James Coburn s rightly ac
cused of—you guessed it—raping  the
sherifl’s  duughuer  (Margaret Blye), he
prefers to phrase the charge another way
—"Assault with a friendly weapon.” Such
gags proliferate in Waterhole #3, a bluc
hoss opera that might better have been
called OQur Man Flint Goes West. Armed
with a pocket pistol and a saddlebaglul
ol snappy rejoinders vight off the Las
Vegas—"Tahoe night-club circuit, Coburn
plays Cole. a wurn-ol-the-century gam
bling man whose hot card is S100.0410
worth of gold bullion stolen trom the
Army. The desperadoes who lilwed and
then  Jost it pursue  Flim—Cole—
through the sagebrush surrounding a
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The answer

to puny portables

Our portables will never win the lightweight
championship of the world . . . but in a knock-
down-drag-em-out, they'll walk away smiling.

Toshiba gives you the answer to the puny port-
ables. We build them special-to-go. Not just mini,
but mighty. They're the first portables created
inside and out to take the jolts and jars portable
people give them.

See new Toshiba Portable Color TV. High ten-
sile strength steel bands, bonded directly to the
brilliant new picture tube, give extra rugged-
ness where it counts. Solid state —
components replace tubes so
they stay put and perform like a
dream in full color.

Grab our battery/plug-in porta-
ble TV and go. Just go.

Radios? All kinds including the slimmest FM/
AM in the world. It's less than 34-inch wide (or

. reclangular picture, $329.50%.

The Londonaire, Worl
“Mig. suRgested retad pnce.

thin, if you prefer). But it's FM/AM . _ . with
sound that won't wear out before your second
set of batteries. They're
Toshiba Duraligned, precision
crafted to do just that and
much more.

Proof? They're warranted for
one full year parts and labor.

Toshiba, The International One, has been a
kind of *in"" brand name with the world travelers.
Now, at last, we're here in fine stores across
the United States. Ask about the portables built
for the portable people.

Ifit's to go . . . go Toshiba! Why not?

Mtl@ THE INTERNATIONAL ONE

Thinnest Sohd State shirt pocket FM/AM, $34.50%. The Surfer, all Sohd
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a fresh, completely new fragrance
nole that lasts and lasis!
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AEROSOL DEODORANT $1.50
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/playboy’s versatile
neck

The Playboy Sweater, two
great looks. Continental with
its matching turtle-neck bib;
or as a leisure-loving V-neck
classic. Flat knit, finest pure

: \m - zephyr wool in navy, wine,
gold or forest green;
S, M, L, XL sizes.
Rabbit stitched

as a subtle
insignia. The plus:
a snap-shut storage
bag. WA105,

$30 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gilt card in your name?
Please send check or money order to:
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building,
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611.
Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge.
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town called Integrity. So do the corrupti-
ble sherift (Carroll O'Connor) and his
ravished daughter. So do the producer,
director and  scenarists, who obviously
hoped that Coburn might lead them into
that rich lode of wild-Western  satire
struck by Cat Ballou. Unfortunately, the
high jinks at Waterhole #3 are fidgery
and poorly paced—and after a while,
Integrity seems many miles away.
-

The makers ol The Long Duel allese
that, back in the Twenties, at the foot of
the Himalavas. there was a bandit chief
named Sultan and a British cop named
Freddy Young. Sultan  and  Freddy
played cat and mouse for seven years.,
they say. and developed a grudging re-
spect for each other. The only redeeming
feature of the Hlm—which seems o lasi
almost as long—is that Trevor Howard
plays Freddy Young. As a dissenter from
the shallower aspects of the British raj, a
man with respect for the Indians, How-
ard’s Freddy is a believable and some-
umes almost noble  hgure. But even
Trevor Howard cannot consistently rise
above the banality of the dialog. How-
ard: “Legends don’t make up for poverty
and disease.” Charlotte Rampling: “You
really care about this country, don’t
you:" You may remember Miss Rampling
as the bitchyv, ball-breaking roommate
of Georgy Girl. This time. she's a society
virgin who thinks India is terribly fun.
Meanwhile. out in the bush, Trevor is
cleverly cuching up with Sultan (plaved
by Yul Brynner looking like Cornel
Wilde). despite the interference of Harry
Andrews, a plain militiry man  who
talks like the joint chiefs of stafl: *Just
give me more men, Minister, and [']]
have vour bandit soon enough.” But
Trevor is oo much of a gentleman 1o
shoot Sultan when he is at praver or
when women and children might come
into the cross hre. or for a variety of rea-
sons that drive Harry Andrews up the
wall. Yul. alwavs on the run, does his
thing with plenty of vigor, jerking lhis
horse’s reins imperiously, swearing oaths
ol fealty to his people. rope-climbing
hand ovar hand while dangling over a
dizevingly deep gorge. And evervbody
shoots up the countryside a good bit, sets
fires and cuts throats in the interests of
social justice. Watch for the sequel—all
about Sultan'’s surviving son Saul- Teen,

and how he taught Gandhi evervthing
he knew.
The plaving  ficld for Games is 2

sumptuous Manhattan town house oceu-
picd by a vibrantly beauntiful  heiress
(Katharine Ross). her musce-bound mate
(James Caan) and a mysterious woman
visitor. Since Simone  Signorer  porirays
the uninvited guest with her usual beely
anthority. much of the nonsense that de
velops has a decided flair. Initally mas-
querading  as a door-to-door  cosmetics
pitchwoman  whose  side  lines  indude
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Availoble ot fine stores everywhere, or write:
GOLDEN VEE Division, Piedmont Shirt Co., Inc., 4 West 33rd Street, New York, N.Y. 10001

The Spirit of (Grand Warnier

tantalizing . . . captivating . . . its delightful bouguet . . . 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.

v
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Try France's exciting
after dinner coffee. ..
Grand Marnier Coffee
...it"s easy t0 make...
1 0z. Grand Marnier, 1
glass hot black coffee,
op with whipped
cream. Elegant . . .
smooth,

IMPORTED FROM FRANCE / MAOE FROM FINE COGNAC BRANOY,BD PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LT0., 730 FIFTH AVENUE, NYC 10019

fortunctelling, she settles in to teach the
idle young rich how to turn themsclves
on with blood sports. Soon enough. the
bored mistress ol the manor has teased a
horny delivery boy (Don Stroud) into a
game so rveal that he gets his head hali
blown off, or at least it looks that way
until doorknobs, laucets, plaster statues,
blood-stained clevators and other things
begin o go bump in the night. Direcio
Curtis  Harrington.  whose  black  art
makes a creamy milicu curdle with men-
ace. uses optical allusions so aaltly thin
some of the holes in the plot arve scarcely
noticeable. I, from time o time, Games
scems more campy than areepy, the rea-
son may lie with La Sienorer. Avon has
come clling in a voice able to smmmon
the wragic luries ol Racine.
-

The Upper Hand brings together Jean Ga-
hin, George Ralt and Gert Frobe, three
jowly, silver-maned senior citizens who
behave like anything bur candidates for
retivement to Sun City. The gents are up
to their old iricks, moving gold, war nn-
teriel and ntiques from Paris 1o Munich
to Tokyo to Cuba. Don’t ask why. It's
business as usual, that's why. Coolly flip-
ping coins for the Malia, Raft trics to
muscle in on the Gallic ganglund ruled
by Gabin Irom a boite known, simply
and disarmingly, as The Voluptuous.
Nadja Tiller and Mireille Dare are the
resident doxics, though the boys keep
o busy blasting and  booby-uapping
one another 1o concentrate on such sce-
ondary mauers as sex. “I'm sixty years
old, and I can’t play Romeo any longer,”
Gabin sighs. But even the famous Gabin
grumble has lost its potency  through
dubbing into English. Only Raft speaks
for himsell. And it's sad that this French-
made melodrama had to have its sound
track sabotaged, for the wio ol old pros
handles its summit meeting with assured
professionalism. Undubbed, they might
have blulled their way through cven
this weak Hand.

-

Dircaor Pietro Gernn brings The Cli-
max 1o a climax by spelling out the Lue ol
a tired but tenderhearted musician who
is devoted to the separate homes and
children he shares with “three periec
women.” The stinging sative ol Germi's
Divovee—Italian Style and The  Birds,
the Bees and the Ttalians s absent from
Climax, but Germi remains (oo serious
about comedy 1o wreat his hero as the
subject of  outandout  farce.  Wryly
played by Ugo Tognazz, the busy musi-
can evokes both humor and compassion
when he conflesses  that  the  complex
responsibilitics of multiple birthdavys, an-
niversarics, hrst communions and meal-
times, not o mention Chnstmas, are
almost more than he can manage. Finally
he collapses under the pressure of getting
two ol his families off on seaside holidays
while the object of his latest love-in
(Stelania Sandrelli) is in the hospital
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When the ‘Ins’ go out*. . . it's the "Walker" that makes the scene. This newest short length all
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For King and Comtort . . . BELGIAN LINEN OPERA, red, or blue leather contrast,
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aving birth to their hrst child. Brougln
o life by the warm. unblinking intelli
gence of all Germi hims, this impudem
essay on sex oflers no par solutions for
philanderers. married or single—but it
reathrms, once more with leeling, thar the
dhream dies hard.

Bob Dylan. the Che Guevara ol pop
musie, is alive and on Alm. In 1963,
while Dylan was touring England. Cana-
dian D. A. Pennebaker hand-held
cinéma verité camera that recorded all of
his antic actions—on stage and off. The
resule 1s Don’t Look Back, an authorized
documentary that looks lorward in terms
of its avanrgarde techniques. but sel
dom stops o illuminate the inner lile
ol s flighty subjea. We see Dvlan
pulting on interviewers and  purting
down Time magazine stringers: sciting
up lor concerts and geuing set up lor
huge lees by his sergeantat-arms man-
ager. Albert Grossman: and we see—and
hear— Joan Baez, the den-mother courage
of the Dvlin entourage. who somehow
can come on soulful and cthercal even
while eating. Bur. above all, there
is always  the  schizophrenic-quixotic
charismatic presence ol Dyvlan—cool and
moody. petulant and androgynous, then
suddenly as disarming as i child, whether
he's  performing  belore  thousands
Royal Albert Hall or mugging lor a cam-
era in a hotel room. If you dig Dvlan,
vou'll enjoy this [ust-paced sequenial
study of him. But don’t look deep.

Film re-enaciments  of  history  are
common, but only a handlul of saeen
classics broil with the power and compas-
sion that strike like lighming in every recl
ol The Batile of Algiers, writer-direcior
Gillo Pontecorvo's inspired dramatization
ol Algeria’s struggle for independence
in the years 1951 o 1957, The names
ol National Liberation terrorist leaders
and French army officers are  hetional,
but therr deeds are founded in faa
—and the est of literally  thousands
swarming through  the once-embattled
streets of Algiers appears 1o include all
able  survivors.  Pontecorvo’s  humane
view labels no man with pure villainy.
neither the illiterate revolutionary Al La
Pointe (played with dark brilliance by
Brahim Haggiag), who mass-murders in-
nocent bystnders as casily as he stabs a
single gendarme, nor the French colonel
Mathieu (Jean Martin). a4 onetime anti-
Fascist who respects his encmies’ pringi-
ples, yet coolly rationalizes the roundup
and torture of Algerian natives. The
MOSt PUNgent MmMoments compress siupet-
dous drama into small deculs, finding it
in the eyes of a helpless old Moslem ped-
dler when all the balconies on a sunlit
street of the European quarter suddenly
hll with hate-hurling Frenchmen; in the
figure of a mative child atacked by
adults at a race track where a bombe
plastique has  just exploded: i the
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resolute face of a rebel Algerian givl who,
as she plants an explosive handbag in
a busy French calé, takes a last look
round at the men, women and children
who will be her viaims. All, ol course.
are the vicims of history. sacrificed 1o
the will of a people hungry lor freedom
too long delaved. This is one of the grea
global themes ol our time, and The Bai-
tle of Algiers expresses it eloquently.

Director Serge Bowrguignon  let his
Peeping Tom camera overshoot its mark
in Two Weeks in September, a rucful ro-
mantic comedy that would be more likely
1o succeed as a color spread in Paris-
Maich. The subject ol the lavour is
Brigitte Bardor. speaking English (Tor the
second time) in a role limited largely o
words of one syllable. “Let voursell go.™
savs her would-be seducer. “That's all |
do.” vesponds Brigitte. Well. not quite.
She also slips out ol her clothes Irequent-
Iv. occasionally  lorectting 1o put any-
thing clse on: and the plot covers her so
thinly that it might well be conlused with
a lesson in beginner’s English. Our auen-
tion is luzzily focused on g married mod-
¢l who goes from Paris 10 London for
brief assignment and has an uneventlul
affair with a geologist (Laurent Terzieff).
He drives her 1o Scotland Tor a weekend
ol bird watching and love rituals, alter
which she dedides 10 vun ofl with him.
but misses his plane. This Anglo-French
vehicle leaves Brigite siranded in more
wavs than one.

Made in Crechoslovakia by 29
yearold divector  Jiri Menzel,  Closely

Watched Trains ollers fresh evidence that
the newly fashionable Crech cinema s
more than just a Lid on the international
festival circuit. Trains distills the anguish
of an innocent. wheviaced lad  whose
sexual coming ol age happens 1o coin-
cide with his first job. as wainee at a tiny

vilway  junction in Bohemia  during
World  War Two. While Nazi  troop

wains pass in cither direction. the hoy's
tragicomic  stuggle  with  his  biological
urges is the conflict that engages our at
tention. War is merclv an obstacle o the
hard business of growing up. and seldom
has a hilm from castern Furope weated
cither subject so lightly. Belore he shares
the stationmaster’s couch with & worldly
resistance worker. the bov Lails 10 satishy
a pretty conductress. atempts suicide in
despair and even makes feeble overunes
to his boss' matronly Frau. Meanwhile,
he suffers unts from the frst assistant
stationmaster,  a - balding  conquistado
who. in one hilarious episode. must face
a deparimental wial 10 explain how
comely telegrapher happens 10 go home
with reading matier all over her derviére
—words and numbers having been in-
scribed  there. indeliblyv. with a0 rubber
stamp. Trans volls along until the last
reel as though Menyel had no particular
destination in mind. But he not only geis
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without it.
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where he is going, he roars to a finish,
having strewn the wack with insights
that are plain funny and painlully true.

-

As the first sound film to render its
English dialog in English subtitles. Pas-
sages from Finnegans Wake is a mulestone of
sorts,. To merely enunciate the puns.
gags, pavodics. portmanteaun words and
alliterative conceits of James Jovee's al
most impenctrable masterwork apparently
created  thorny  problems, so  producer-
director Marv Ellen Bute bulldozed 2
path through the tangle of language by
putting the words right up there on the
screen,  where  everyvone  mighe  read
along. All that’s missing is the bouncing
ball. A few academicians of the cinema
leel that movies as an art form are auto-
matically ennobled by any kind of inter-
course with a giant of lierature. Bui
the flm ol Finnegans Wake succeeds
mostly in cutting the giant down to size
by providing the lay viewer with some
respectiul. illustrative exercises that trans.
form Joyce's prose into vignettes suitable
[or community playvers on a culture kick.
It becomes clear enough that the pro-
tagonist, H. C. Earwicker, is an Everyman
and a Dubliner. that he and his family
lie asleep dreaming up a long night's
journcey into day in which virtually the
whole history of mankind passes in re-
view. Yer, in sum, Finnegans Wake on
hlm merely fills the space behind super-
imposed text (“only a [adograph of a
yestern  scene”)  with  educated  guesses
about what Joyce had in mind.

-

In Point Blank, the great stone lace of
Lee Marvin provides a center ol gravity
for what appears to be an old Bogan
melodrama gone stark-raving Mod. Its
time-melting stream-ol-consciousness tech-
niques—borrowed from Resnais, Godard,
ct al—give sex and violence a new
look, bur the tale told in the film's
kaleidoscope of flashbacks and free asso-
ciations is the fanuliar one about a hood
Ium hero stalking the onetime pal who
made off with his wile and his S93.000
shave of swag. Marvin's quarry, we
learn. lurks in the glossy upper echelons
of a ¢rime syndicue known simply as
The Organization—and  this  [airy-tale
supermobh, led by Nordic types named
Fairlax. Brewster and Carter, ought to
warm the hearts of members ol the hal-
ian Anti-Delamation League. Despite its
somewhat whimsical illogic. Point Blank
moves swiltly and surely in the staccato
rhythm beaten out by Briush dirccton
John Boorman, who lets nothing escape
the eve as the action spins from aban-
doned Alcatraz 10 scamy scctions of the
San Francisco Bayv Arvea, where odd un-
derworld  specimens crawl out into the
sun. At well-timed intervals, 12-tone mu-
sic to squirm by oozes from the sound
wack, and the dialog is curt 1o the point
of monosyllabism. Though the taut, por-
tentous air of it all may grab you, you
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won't hear or see anything really memo-
rable—except Angie Dickinson, a moll 1o
the manner born and better than ever in
and out of a miniskirt, as she waylays the
bad guys. rouses the beast in the good
guys and brings ice bags to the wounded,

Everything about Our Mother's House is
bizarre, including the Fact that the screen-
play was cowthored by Israeli beauty
Hava Harareet and Jeremy Brooks. liter-
ary manager ol London’s Reval Shake-
speare. Theater Company. What they
have done with Julian Gloag's novel
is meticulous work, if you can wiarm to
it and perhaps vou can, for producer-
director Jack (Room at the Top) Clavion
bolsters an odd tale with his customary
cinematic taste and literacy. Seven chil-
dren steal the show, registering amazing
nuances of juvenile sensibility as a fami-
ly ol youngsters who, when their mater
dies, bury her in the garden, erect a
shrine and pretend to the world outside
that life goes on as usual. And so it does
—Dbarring a touch of occultism and pre-
ternatural cruelty—until the kids' prodi-
sal old man (Dirk Bogarde) returns
home o exploit their misfortune. Bo-
garde allows the small fry to take up
smoking. while he empties whiskey bot-
tles. lending life with lather a certain
{fulsome fascination, The lact that Dirk’s
performance stands out is an achieve-
ment in uself, with all those precocious
darlings working under Clayton's com-
mand as cfficiently as the hgures in a
Swiss clock.

BOOKS

Isaac Bashevis  Singer's blending of
Old  Testament  sonorities and  New
World insights comprises an art whose
training began at birth and has gone on
through the long hazards of being a Jew.
Its elements are wit. perseversinee and a
2000-vear-old moral cerutude. To Sing-
cr. these elememts are as natural  as
drawing  Dbreath, and he endows the
characters ol his most recently translated
novel, The Manor (Farrar. Straus & Gi-
roux), with the same naturalness. The
Manor begins in 1863, the vear of an
unsuccesstul Polish rebellion against Rus-
sian tyranny, This ume, it is Polish no-
blemen who are persecuted by the czar's
police: the Jews get a break, for a
change. One o benefit is Calman Jaco-
by, who leases the manor ol dissolute
Count Jampolski and begins a career of
worldly  success  and privaie  disaster.
Spivitually, Jacoby lives within the swric-
tures ol the Talmud: but historically, he
is in the midst of great cultural and polit-
ical changes. It is a ume ol extremes,
and the Jews ol eastern Europe react er-
ther by enrenching themselves in Hasi-
dism or by joining the LEnlightenment
Jacoby and his family are caughe up in
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these  crosscurrents. Love, chance and
apostasy form and Dbreak their deepest
relationships; the old are confused. the
young impaticnt. The author’s gilt for
authenticity is nowhere more  evident
than in these personal crises. But theve is
a disturbing  disjunciion in the book:
People appear, disappear and  reappear
at long intervals, with the resule that the
reader is constantly having 1o remind
himsell ol who they are. Distracting
though this is, it doesn’t seriously dimin
ish the impact or cloquence of a novel
that captures with hdelity and richness
the ethos of a ume and a people. A
chapter of The Manor, titled The Court-
ship, appeared in the September issue
of rLaysOY.

-

In Born te Raise Hell (Grove), psychi-
atrist Marvin Ziporyn and jowrnalist Jack
Altman set out to tell what they call “the
untold story” ol last year's wagedy in
Chicago, where seven  voung  studemt
nurses were stabbed 10 death and an
cighth was raped and surangled by 24-
year-old  Richund  Speck. Most ol the
book was written by Altunan. on the ba-
sis of notes made by Dr. Ziporyn on his
twice-weekly wisits with Speck in Cook
County Jail. Ziporyn swod alone against
six other psychiatrists in contending thag
Speck was not a sociopath (i.e., antisocial).
According to Ziporyn, Speck was a brain-
damaged, drug- and alcoholaddicied,
cmotionally aippled human being who
could not be held accountable for the
murders. Born to Raise Hell—the phrase
tattooed on Speck’s arm—portrays a hu-
man being who was a walking emotional
bomb, primed to explode and waiting
only for the proper detonator—which, in
this case, turned out 1o be a lovely young
girl who unfortunately resembled Speck’s
hated wile. She is the one he raped, be-
fore the eyes ol the sole witness w the
crimes, a 28-year-old nurse hiding under
another bed. But the witmess did not see
the murders, because Speck dragged 1he
girls o other rooms belore  killing
them. Amd Speck himself remembers
nothing until he awoke the next morn-
ing. This report is illuminating—Dbut the
untold story of Richard Speck is stll
Lirgely untold.

For William Goldi
time have been nothing il not extrava-
gamt, The Pyramid (Harcour, Brace &
World) is the merest step backward—ito
a livde belore World War Two, to be
inexact, when Golding's voung  hevo.
Oliver, is Tull of random ambition and
randy cravings. In the obligingly named
English 1town ol Stllbourne, Oliver
doggedly pursues sex and music, experi
encing, as is common with lads of 18,
more success with the Latter. Yer Oliver
manages—with Evie Babbacombe, whose
accessibility  he  doesn’t question:  but

whose flights in

fear ol possible consequences sets in. For
voung Oliver is headed for Oxford il
he keeps his nose clean and his marks
high. To Oxford he goes, and returns
home alter the first year only to learn
that the girl of his dreams, radiant and
sacred Imogen, s a silly ass. The lollow-
ing cpisode takes place alter the War,
when Oliver discovers some unsettling
truths abour “Bounce”™ Dawlish, his one-
time music teacher and the town eccentric.
Fairly mivial episodes, all three. but they
allow  Golding to  penetrate 1o the
bruised heart ol things, in his funny, ob-
lique. poignant way. In his youth. every-
thing that happens o Oliver has the
appearance of pure incident—comic, sex-
ual or simply routine. But as he nears the
apex ol his life’s pyvramid. he recognizes
the frightful need humans have for each
other: I stood there in the hall, gloves
on, scarf hanging down chest and back,
and was consumed with humiliation, re-
sentment and a sort ol stage Iright, o
think how we are all known, all food for
each other, all dothed and ashamed in
our cothing.” Oliver learns late thae the
antics he once laughed ar were the an-
guished spasms of those who could not
bear 1o be alone.
L

The New People (Pegasus) is a classic
of perverted pedantry. Author Charles
L. Winick, Ph. D)., a prolessor ol socdolo-
gv and anthropology at New York's City
College, has marshaled a staggering total
of 347 footnotes and enlisted the amd of
80 people o help support a book that is
a caricature of scholarly research. Win-
ick, whose work is subtitled “Desexuali-
ration in Contemporary American Lile.”
labors 1o give pscudo-documentation o a
thesis that is popular these days: Amceri-
can women are acting like men: men are
acting like women; and sex is being new-
talized out ol existence. Alvcady, Winick
maintins.  good old-lashioned  fornict
tion is probably on its way out and is
being supplanted by oral and anal prac
tices. How does the prolessor know such
things® Don't ask: he just Erows. Winick
is an expert on art, ballet. jazz. opera.
movics, drama, [ashion. sports. politics,
psvchology, sexology. ad infinitom—and
wherever he  looks, he  sees and
wherever he sees sex. he observes some
rather remarkable things. Take. for ex-
ample, the L that vinyl is now being
usedd for women's clothes. "We  may
speculate,” Winick writes. "that one rea-
son lor the currem success of women's
dresses, coats and boots ol vinyl, in spite
ol the mierial’s stiffness and nonporous
ness, could be that a woman in vinyl
somewhat resembles a penis sheathed in
a condom.” Necrophilia, he tells us, may
disappear as a perversion, because wom-
en today use make-up that makes them
look like corpses. There’s no end to Win-
ick's original insights: “The stereotvpe of
a husband briskly showering. while his
wile lounges in her tub in water soltened
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by bath oils, is almost obsolete. . . .
Men's increasing use of bubble and simi-
lar hath products probably contributes 1o
their loss ol interest in showers.” Relent-
lesslv, the professor twists every social
change that has ocaurred in the past 50
vears to make it i his daffy doctrine
that today there exists only one sex. and
neuter s its name. Can it be that this s
the great academic put-on of the yeawr?
For Winick's sake, we hope so.

Don Gold, a former colleague of ours,
has edited an unusual anthology ol con-
temporary short stories that is worthy of
vour attention. It is comprised ol 13 tales,
variations on  the  theme The Human
Commitment (Chilton), by such eminent
penmen as Herbert Gold, Philip Roth,
William  Saroyan and  Bernard Wolle,
whose contribution—AMarcianna and the
Natural Carpaine in Papaya—hrst graced
these pages. Don't be put off by the
book's title: this is not a tribute to the
power ol positive thinking. The commit-
ments celebrated by these stories cover a
wide range and their quality is consist-
ently high.

-

In judging a fust novel. the fivse poin
to be considered is whether it's promis-
ing. The judgment vendered, generally
speaking. should be clear and decisive: a
delighted yes or a damning no. But
every so often. one runs into a work such
as  David  Slavitt’s  Rochelle or  Virtue
Rewarded (Dclacorte), “the debut of a
major new literary talent,” as his pub-
lisher proudly states. One finds in it top-
flight passages of literary slapstick and
cngaging notions, such as “An arrow is
o straightlorward a weapon for Cupid.
He should be shown holding a pool cue.
dreaming up a needlessly complicated
three-cushion  shot.””  Very nice, onc
thinks, very promising. And then one en-
counters something like this, lrom a man
who just spilled a drink on a girl: *‘A
shame to waste the booze,” I said, and
began lapping up the liquor of the
lacquer of her limbs.”” One smiles indul-
gently ar the imitation Nabokov, think-
ing that il an author fias to have a model,
old Veuly isn't a bad one. But soon
the smiles fade as the infinitesimal plot
line shrivels 1o nonexistence, leaving the
verbal hreworks with nothing 10 ccle-
brate. (The plot. if you must know, deals
with the attempts of three soi-disani so-
phisticates 1o make a girl more interest-
ing by corrupting her innocence) s
Slavite  promising?  Yes—in  this  book,
he's promising more than he's delivering.

From 1935 10 196, the potentates of
popular music in America were the big
bands. Americans were as [amiliar with
the changing personnel ol these cupho-
nious cmsvans as they were with  the
batting orders of the major-Icague hall
clubs. It The Big Bands (Macmillan),

George Simon has written (and tlustrat-
ed with more than 250 photographs) a
comprehensive  survey ol that musical
era. Simon, who joined the staff of the
now-delunct  Metronome in 1935 and
became its editor in 1939, was not only a
chironicler of the big bands but also advi-
sor, talent scout and occasional producer
ol recording dates. He has never lost the
sense  of  wondrous appreciation  that
mirks the authentic fan and. according-
lv, he has alwayvs been more concerned
with spreading the gospel than with con-
solidating a position as a high priest.
There are astute critical assessments in
this huge book. but its primary value is
as a descriptive record. The first section
places in perspective the basic clements
of the bigband  phenomenon—leaders,
public, sidemen, vocalists,  arrangers,
businessmen and press. There follow sec-
tions, on 72 major leaders and their or-
chestras, in which history is Havored
with personal ancedotes and  character
appraisals that enhance the lore about
the musical heroes ol that age: Benny
Goodman, Glenn Miller, Artie Shaw and
Frank Sinawra (who wrote the book’s in-
voduction). Simon then goes on with
hundreds of descriptions and shorter list-
mgs ol yer more bands. In the final
chapter of this aflectionate compendium.
though acknowledging that  “the big-
band (lays, as we knew them. are gone
forever,” Simon sces some realistic hope
of a resmrgence for a new generation—of
big bands that will incorporate the clec
wronic gear ol rock music as well as its
Iyrical songs and 1ts curiosity about other
cultures. No matter what shapes  big
bands take in the future, their classic pe-
riod has been effectively delineated here,
-

Stanley Elkin’s humor style might be
described as shaggy Jewish: and his new
novel, A Bad Man (Random House),
not unlike a Lou Holiz joke: The
chiel delight is in the telling, rather
than in the pay-oftf. Leo Feldman, whose
[ather’s religion s founded on the belief
that “evervthing is vendible,” learns the
pitchman’s art at Poppa's knee: “Not
rags,” not ‘old dothes.” What e you, an
announcer on the radio? You're in a
street! Say ‘regs,” “all cloze.” Shout it Sing
i I want to hear steerage, Ellis Island in
that throat!™ Not surprisingly, Leo grows
up to be a successful deparunent-store
owner capable of promoting anvthing.
He finally decides to turn the hasement
of his store into a wish-Tulfillment em-
porium that provides services not offered
by the overworld ol socicty: abortions,
prostitutes, drugs (“Psychedelics lor the
whole family. The family that prays to-
gether stays 1ogether.”™). Ol course, Leo
winds up in prison, and the prison turns
out to be a surrealistic never-never land
in which e is doomed to face an absurd-
ist denouement. Like that of Bruce Jay
Fricdman and Wallace Markfield, Elkin's



PRODUCT OF U.S.A. 100% HEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. S0 PROGE. GORDON'S DRY GIN CD., LTD., LINDEK, N.J.

1769: Gordon’s Gin 1967: Gordon's RuddyMerry

Alexander Gordon gave hosts (and hostesses) of The English have done it again. They created a cup of
Christmases past a new taste-tingler. Deceptively Christmas Cheer that you might just want to drink
delicate in flavour. Extraordinarily smooth. Dry as all year. Take 1% oz. of glorious Gordon’s Gin, 3 oz,
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WRAPPED IN GOOD TASTE. No man
has everything if he doesn’t have
PLAYBOY. So be a veritable Kriss Kringle
and fill up the wvoid. Put PLAYBOY
under his tree. No single gift packages
the season’s spirit better—or is better
appreciated. It's a real holiday haul,
twelve great issues that deliver a year-
long party for all your special and
favored friends.

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL GIRLS IN THE
WORLD pass in radiant review through-
out his gift year. One of our lensman’s
loveliest, Playmate of the Year Lisa
Baker, is pictured at the left. We'll let
him uncover the rest for himself issue
after issue.

OUR MERRY MISS BAKER delivers
your special holiday greeting via the
original gift card you see below. And
we sign it as you wish. Or, if you prefer
to do your own name dropping, we'll
send it along to you.

EASY TO GIVE, IMPRESSIVE TO
RECEIVE. Your PLAYBOY gift kicks off
with the glittering 12 /6d. January Issue,
timed to arrive for Christmas opening.
Then his spirit is kept soaring for twelve
months, through the festive December’68
Christmas Issue (also 12/6d.), with . ..
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« superb fact and fiction, works of men
like Saul Bellow, Irwin Shaw, Ray
Bradbury, Herbert Gold, Norman Mailer
and Arthur C. Clarke, to name a few.

« revealing answers to sensitive ques-
tions in PLAYBOY Interviews with
prominent personalities.

» wise ways to riches, sound investment
ideas, business tips from J. Paul Getty.

« the humor and satire of Erich Sokol,
Dedini, Gahan Wilson, Silverstein, In-
terlandi; the tour de farce of Little
Annie Fanny.

- celebrated jazz and fashion issues; the
finest in food and drink; travel, sports
cars; film, play, book and record reviews.

« PLUS much more to make PLAYBOY
fascinating opening all year long.

POST YOUR ORDER NOW. Just £4/
10/0d. for each 1 -year gift of PLAYBOY,
the perfect present for happy opening
all year long. THE GIVING IS EASY.
Just fill in the coupon below and mail
with your cheque. Your shopping worries
are over. And you couldn’t please those
special friends more.

AND A VERY MERRY CHRISTMAS.

GIFT NOW—HE'LL BE HAPPY YOU DID

PLAYBOY, 45 Park Lane, London W. 1

Send to:
name
(piease print)
address
city. country
gift card from **
| name.
i (please print)
B address L
This handsome card will it . B

announce your gift of
gift card from ™

PLAYBOY magazine.

my name._ e

(please print)

address.

city country

PLEASE COMPLETE:
| Enter or

N 251
[l renew my own subscription.

Total subscriptions ordered

i

Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet.

Enclosed.
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“I’ll have whatever you’re having
but make mine with METAXA”

Make way for Greek gold: pour Metaxa in your soda. Metaxa in your sour.
Metaxa on the rocks. Substitute velvet vigor for those tired old tastes.
Metaxa is potent and positive so you don’t have to use so much. Metaxa is
92 proof. But 100% with it. You can see it. You can taste it. You can feel it.
You pay a lot for it. But that doesn't stop the Greeks. They think Metaxa is
the moon and stars so they paste them right on the bottle. Getonit right now.
Write for your free recipe
booklet: Metaxa, Box 1190,
Longlsland City,N.Y. 11101,

Moving leftward from Metaxa
On The Rocks. Metaxa Stinger.
Metaxa Neat. Metaxa Mist.
Metaxa Alexander. Metaxa
Manhattan. Anyway you pour it,
Metaxa is Greek gold.

92 proof Greek liqueur

imported to the U.S. solely by
Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc., N.Y.

brand ol zny  Jewish-American black
humor may not be everybody's glass ol wea,
but it does include enough shiticks and
picces of business o squeezre a couple
laughs even out ol the neighborhood
Arabs.

L]

The late Lucius Beche. bon wrvant
extraordinaive and praveoy contributor,
lived in a world where it was discour-
teous 1o serve the breaklast champagne
in a glass that held less than a lull
bottle; where one never deigned to carry
bills of a denomination lower than S100:
and where cross-conntry travel Tollowed
a set itinerary—lrom New York's “217 to
the Twenueth Century Limited. 1o a e
freshment stopover at Chicago’s Pump
Room, thence o the Super Chiel and
finally 10 dinner ar Chasen’s m Los An
ecles. Te is this world of hne food and
drink that constitutes the main course ol
The Lucius Beebe Reoder (Doubledav), an
epicurean tribute—served up by Duncan
Emrich and Charles Clegg—wo the su-
perbly good fife and 1o the man who lived
it to the last mouthlul. The high poim
of the book. for anv save the most dys
peptic,. must be  the [abulous  Tour-day
dining-and-wining tours Beebe made (on
generous  expense  accounts)  in New
York, London and San Francisco. A typi-
cal tifhin began with Tevrapin Marvland
and a boule of Bollinger, lollowed by
imdividual baby roast pheasant nesting
on it bed ol fore gras toast (with a Chiitean
Margaux “47). topped ofl by a vanilla
soulllé Grand Marmier, colfee and a sniele-
er ol 40-vear-old cognac. One word ol
\\’-‘i!'ilill_‘ﬂ": l)ll 101 Il‘.l(l o oan (‘Illi){\
stomach.

In The Vale of Laughter (Little, Brown),
Peter De Viies tells “the tle that does
the wag.” A compulsive clown named
Joe Sandwich (ham on wrv?). who cume
out ol the womb with a lamp shade on
his head, learns that il hite s just a joke,
then its punch line must be death. Far
[rom a hero, Sandwich has two charac-
teristics in addition to obsessive levity:
infallible [atlure and Dhruswrated lechery.
A fledgling  broker, he  geis  seasick
watching the tape (his market recom-
mendations are soon cilled  “laughing
stocks™); a leering amorist ("Got an open
mg for me?" he asks the Ludy in person
nel), he ties a cord to his penis and tells
his wife to “ring lor service.” Notosat
isidd to be the lite ol the pany. he
wants to make a party out ol hile. “Stop
i!” people shrick at his jokes o pavox-
vsins ol Linghier—Dbut soon they're saving,
it with a straight face. The novel con-
cludes at its wit’s end—and jest in time,
oo, because it begins o run out ol
saffes. But De Vries will never have 1o
o on comic reliel: In his surrealistic sex
[ables, he's a kind of ribalding  sugar
Dada; in his mockery ol psychiary, suly-
wbia and mass culture. he Linghs ofl the
lads of the land. Nor does he ignore



How to stretch a tuxedo.

After Six can change your conven-
tional black tuxedo into something un-
inhibited enough for the wildest
discotheque.

Or we can turn it into something
quiet and unassuming. So it won’t clash
with the mood of a candlelit dinner.

Or we can make the same black
taxedo even more dignified. In case
you’d like to steal the show at the open-
ing of a new play.

Alter Six has a huge line of acces-
sories that range from very mild to very
wild. 26 different shirts, 36 bow ties,
55 cummerbunds, 55 vests, and 33
styles of jewelry.

Select three from each category
and you'll be set for any occasion.

For instance, the uninhibited shirt
above (center) is perlect for letting
your hair down with the “Frug™ or the
“Boogaloo.” Or the “Limbo™, if you
happen to be on a torchlit beach i
Jamaica. The plush shirt on the nght
is for very lormal affairs. Dinner at the
White House, for example. The shirt

on the left is for more romantic occa-
sions. Like dancing until 3, at her
place.

When we created our vest collection,
we had more than just black on our
palette. You'll find maroons. vellows,
greens. blues. reds, gold and burgundy.
And vou’ll find them on unrestrained
paisleys, bold florals, elegant stripes,
even a pattern called Snakeskin (ex-
pected to be a favorite among the lady
charmers).

And you can get the same paisleys,
florals, and stripes in our vast selection
ol cummerbunds.

Our jewelry ranges from gold sun-
bursts to clusters of colored stones. Our
coral reel motif is perfect for throwing
a bash on your yacht off Bermuda. Our

onyx links are for a more formal bash.
An embassy ball, for instance.

It's always good to have 4 or 5 bow
ties on hand. They're small, but they
can really change the look. There are
the fat ones, 3 inches wide, for the rat-
pack look. Thin ones for that sly lady-
killer look. And droopy ones for that
I've-been-around-a-lot look.

Ll 4 4
N—

In a sense, After Six gives you a
chance to do vour own designing. Since
there are thousands upon thousands
ol possible combinations, practically
everything you come up with will be
an original.

And one of the nice things about
having a wardrobe full of originals is
that you can keep impressing the same
girl with the same tuxedo.
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... giVe it.

Possession Perfume,
imported from France
expressly for the woman
with a flair. 7.50 to 40.00 .

Spraygrance de Corday,
whispers "I love you".

In an exquisite flacon, 3.75 e O H ot p oo e

its own luxurious puff.
% So fragrantly soft she'll
fall in love with it.
3.50 and 5.00

All-over fragrance.
A very special

Cologne Lotion

that silkens as

it scents, 3.50

regal frosted
flacon filled
with luxurious

Possession
Cologne.
g Z# Refillable, 5.00
\"'-—-/'

*

Compacts, long- ™=
lasting fragrance in . ! .
classically beautiful el ] ¥ s, \ J
compact miniatures. § = RS I """ Purse Perfume Spray in
a beautiful fluted silver-
Fragrance Key Ring, © toned case. She'll carry it
a perfumed sachet wherever she goes, 3.50
tablet in a
charming locket,
Refill included, 4.50

Possession de Corday

These and other elegant gifts also avallable in the fine fragrances of Fame and Toujours Mol.

PERFUME IMPORTED FROM FRANCE OTHER FRAGRANCES BLEAGED 10 0,54, WITH BOMESTIC AND 1MPORTED ESSENCES. 01907 PARFUMS CORGAY, INC, AVATLABLE I CANADA.




the humanity behind the jokes; though
he finds hife a vale of laughter, he also
reveals that straitfaced is the gate. His
novels, for all their absurdity, are finally
a reductio ad hominem.

.

Scopophobia is the clinical term for
a curiously contemporary affliction: the
morbid fear of being looked at. Can vou
blame anyone for being  scopophobic
these days, when we find our that college
prolessors, union leaders, students and
possibly even our local playground divec-
tors are working for the CIA? Can vou
blame David Wise and Thomas Ross for
feeding on the national scopophobia
in The Espionage Establishment (Random

Hause), a spin-ofl from thenr book on the
CIA, The Invisible Government? By far
the most provocative chapters ol their
new hook are devoted to the Soviet and
British espionage establishments. The
Russians, we learn, emplov the two-
platoon system—the KGB, which is the
civilian spy organization, and the GRU,
which is the intelligence arm of the Red
Army. And we learn, too. Ian Fleming
lans, that there really was a SMERSH. It

was i Sn.vicll ilgt..'l.lt'}'. active in World \-\';n: First na me for the maﬂini

Two, that intercepted enemy paratroops

and caught deserters. SMERSH was dis- ®
solved in 1946 and is now but a division
of KGB. keeping its eye on the armed
forces. But the Russians can sull grab

you with such gimmicks as the old gun-
in-the-cigarette trick. That was a noise-
less clearic gun  that looked like a
cgarette pack and fired bullets containing
potassium cyanide. Tt was used effective-
Iy in the Filties 10 pop ol assorted
enemies of the people. The British have
been no less subtle, hut, as the authors
point out, they are in a bad slump. We

are Jeft with the feeling that il only yo 2 i M iy i s §§ of
M.L5 and M.L6 could interest more het- | [ . oy 'éiﬂl ¢
crosexuals in coming 10 work for them, ooy . 1L, g GGUfeﬂi‘b Iow sea level.

it would be Rule Britannia once again. - 9.9 B, Waterproof" ﬁeventeenjewe}m.

In Twenty Letters to o Friend (Harper &
Row), Svetlana Alliluyeva offers a back-
stairssat-the-Kremhin - view  of  Russia’s
monumental fallen idol, her father. Josef
Stalin. The cffort is doser 10 a skeich
than a portrait; but anything is better
than nothing. il it helps reveal—however
dimly and myopically—whit made the

“Askin diver’s
awesome dictator tick. The major dif. B L e _
ficulty is that Svetlima doesn’t always v e ’ watchﬂ 3
seem to be telling it like it was—flor | [P ; a

one reason. becruse, in her words, *I've r Th I t-

never been an actor on the stage. All ' ” e on y Ime
my lile was spent behind the scenes.” | | Ly _ & u l
The other reason  lies in Svetlana's | | e : under water Is
understandable ambivalence toward her P ¥ 3 L ] Lt 9y :
remote, vaguely affectionate and evemu- | | | . Wt T "_' . In the Showen
ally  pavanoid  father. She Faces up wo | £ ) Wy N - f

the gruesomeness of his ends-justifying- ’
means political purges, but, in the dassic
old-Russian manner, cannot resist imply-
ing that Dad was often sold a bale of
wooden rubles by “degenerate” Lavrenti
Beria, boss of the sccret police (who Luer




PLAYRBOY

66

Ken Musto
stayed in town
again last
weekend and

ran through
fifty bucks.

Too bad.

He could have
had a great
weekend at the
Stardust
in Vegas
for $31.50.

He would have had a swinging time.

That $31.50 buys a lot of what's happening
now in Vegas: the lavish, extravagantly new Lido
Revue and the intimate Lounge Show at the
Stardust.

He would have stayed in a luxurious room,
eaten an authentic Polynesian dinner at the Aku
Aku or maybe a steak at the Moby Dick, or he
could have enjoyed a couple of excellent meals
in the Plantation Kitchen or the Palm Room. It's
all included in the basic $31.50. Plus five drinks
on the house—three at the Lido Revue and two
in the Stardust Lounge. If he had wanted it, he
could have had a golf option, too.

The sun, the desert, the bright lights, the ac-
tion—that costs nothing.

What about you? You're not a stick-in-the-
mud like Ken Kusto.

If you've got a travel agent, call him. Dr just
call us for a reservation. You don't have to make
it on a weekend. You can choose any three days
and two nights of the week.

Why stay home? Again.

-

1%

Heavenly Holidays: 3 days, 2 nights for
$31.50 per person, double/twin occupancy. All
taxes included. All gratuities for food and bev-
erages included. Available 7 days a week.

For “HEAVENLY HOLIDAYS" Reservations
Phone: (Dial Dperator for numbers beginning
with ENterprise, ZEnith or COmmerce prefix.)

Beverly Hills, 272-8301 New York, 757-0800
Boston, EN 6632 Philadelphia, EN 6632
Chicage, 927-4386 Phoenix, 275-9825
Cleveland, EN 6962 Pittsburgh, ZE 6632
Dallas, 748-7629 Portland, CO 9441

Denver, EN 300 Riverside, 7E 9-9874
Detroit, EN 6962 Salt Lake City, 7E 989
Heuston, EN 3014 San Bernardino, ZE 9-9674
Indianapolis, EN 6362  San Diege, ZE 9-9.

4
Los Angeles, ZE 9-9874  San Francisco, 474-8320
Milwaukee, EN 6962 i
Minneapolis, ZE 6962 Paul, ZE 6962
Washington, D.C., 223-2891

ARt

Hotel & Golf Club, Las Vegas, Nevada
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suffered a purgative shot in the head
himself). For all that, Svetlana does not
shrink from recounting the foul record of
arrests andd  political assassinations  that
struck onetime Iriends and even [amily
in-laws. In so doing. she is sure to catch
the attention of professional Kremlinolo-
gists in search ol further evidence, if
any was needed, that Stalin encouraged
the areation ol a searet-police apparatus
and state burcaucracy so webbed and
wititon that in the end not even he was
absolutely Iree of its evil eye.

New American Library has brought
back New World Writing, the distin-
guished paperback-book-magazine of the
Filties, under the title New American Re-
view. It 15 10 be published three tmes a
year; and if the first issue is any indica-
tion ol the quality we can expeet, it is,
indeed. a welcome event. N. 4. R, num-
ber one begins with a moving short story
by Vicor Kolpacolt about far-off but
immediately pressing Vietnam and ends
with William Gass" Spoon  River-like
cvocation ol  an  American  Mid-
western small town, And in between,
there 1s an assortment ol editorial riches:
Stanley Kaultmann's painfully honest ac-
count ol his tenure as drama critic of The
New York Times; Benjamin De Mott's
humanistic defense ol the homosexual in
art; Theodore Roszak’s sharp attack
on the abnegation by intellectuals of
their moral responsibilitics. Other short
storics range from an account of a Wag-
nerian Walpurgisnacht in old Dixie to a
tile of the flying ol “the ultimate kite”
by some New York East Side hippices;
from a rich exercise in black humor, Brit-
ish style, by Mordecai Richler to some
poignant memoirs ol 1 Newark boyhood
by Philip Roth. The roster of con-
wibuting pocts includes Alan Dugan,
Anne  Sexton, John  Ashbery, Robert
Graves and Richard Eberhart. Perhaps
the 1wo outstanding  essays are Keith
Botsford’s exploration of the generational
gap between himself at 38 and a chick
hall his age and Conor Cruise O Brien's
brilliant discussion of Edmund Burke
and Karl Marx. New American Review
number one is more than just a son of
New World Writing. Under the editorial
acgis ol Theodore Solotarofl, it has its
own timely character and cultural per-
sonality—and it is a winning onc.

Like many black intellectuals of his
generation,  Stokely Carmichael. once a
nonviolent integrationist, has become a
hell-fire-and-brimstone preacher of black
power “by any means nccessary.” This
phrase  ominously  connotes  violence
among those means: but in Black Power
(Random House), Carmichael and co-
author Charles Hamilton have not writien
a primet on guerrilla warfare in Ameri-
can cities. Instead. they focus on the po-
litical means by which American Negroes
can  achieve  decision-making  power

over their lives. With Hamilton, chair-
man of the Depariment ol Political
Science at Roosevelt Universuy in Chi
cago. Carmichael presems a sober—and
sobering—argument i lavor of black
scparatism for some time 1o come. With
no foresceable breakup of the gheuos,
the authors contend that blacks must or-
ganize themselves—in order o tike con-
frol of the gheuwos. “Let any ghetto
group t.mll('nlpl;lliuj.', coalition,” the au-
thors counscl, “be so tightly orgamized.
so strong. that—in the words of Saul
Alinsky—it is an “indigestible body” that
cinnot be absorbed or swallowed up.”
Only alter the black community is [ully
organized, they assert, will it be possible
to consider specitic alliances with whites
for specific goals. This thesis is but
tressed by distillations ol past and recemt
historv. indluding instructive chapters on
the delfeat of the Mississippt Freedom
Democrats at the 1964 Democaratic Con
vendon, the birth pangs ol the Black
Panther Party in Lowndes Counmty, Ala-
bama, and “the politics of deference”
practiced by the black majority in Tus
kegee. What is missing is a probing explo-
ration of precisely Iow 1o ger the masses
of blacks in urban ghettos w0 organize
themselves—the key problem in moving
black power bevond rhetoric and riots and
into constructive reality. That vital omis-
sion aside. this book should end whitey’
mystihcation  about what black  power
means 1o these elogquent spokesmen.

RECORDINGS

It's been another good month for the
Commonwealth. A Hard Road (London),
the second album by John Mavall's
Blueshreakers. finds the English quartet
in excellent form. Peter Green, on vocl
and lead guitar, has proved a fitiing
replacement lor beter-known Erie Clap
ton: and Mavall's singing and muluple
instrumentalizing (organ, piano, harmon-
i, five- and nine-string guitars) is at its
ustal high level. Also. as on the hrst
LP, the best tunes tend to be Mavall's
own—especially 4 Harvd Road, Another
Kinda Love and Living Alone. One ol
the best and biggest single hits of the
year. A Whiter Shade of Pale, leads ol
the premicre LI' by Procol Harum (Der
am). The quintet sustains the same high
level on the remaining mine songs, all
originals, as it romps behind the crisp
singing of leader Gary Brooker. The lat-
est outing lor Herman's Hermits, Bloze
(MGA, is a startling  breakthrough.
as the tightly organized quinter tackles
its most ambitious material o date.
including its hit version ol Donovan's
Musenwm. Other winners are  Upstairs,
Downstairs: [ Call Out Her Name: One
Little Packet of Cigarettes: Last Bus
Home and the big Don't Go Out into the
Rain. Similarly, Flowers (London) is the




Will your gift
come out ahead
the others?

JEB RARE SCOTCH
: POURS MORE PLEASURE

PENNIES MORE IN COST
WORLDS APART IN QUALITY

From JUSTERINI & BROOKS, Founded 1749

-

oo Blonded Scotch Vi -he Pacinaton Carporation. Y, 20K,
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Wolff Freres.
A man’s cologne.
It might just change
your image.

%5 and $9. At leoding stores. Wolff Freres, New York

Y

Just right 1o
update the
old school

=
on the
button iy

Blazer Bultons add new snap and
dash with the sly Rabbit raised on
oxidized silver. Set of seven, $8.50
ppd. Code JY110. Also available in
14K gold, JY170, $100.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?
Please send check or money order to:
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building.
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago. Ill. 60611,

kpla yboy Clubcredit keyholders may charge.

_/

best-balamced release so L by the Rolling
Stones, though it does contain several
numbers  available  on previous  LPs,
sundouts  mclude  Backstreer  Garl,
Mother's Little Helper and Ride On,
Baby. Mcanwhile, Eric Burdon and The
Animals are stirring up Winds of Change
(MGM)Y in an album thar is charac
terized as Tully by failure as by success.
Mick Jugger's Pamnt 1t Black and Bur-
don’s own apropos inuvoduction lor it
Poem by the Sea, both [eaturing intense
backup Irom  John Weider's clectrified
violin, lead highlighis that cncompass the
blues-based Hotel Hell and  Anything
and the upbeat Good Times and 1ts A1l
Meat. The quintet has wken to compos-
ing most ol its own material and, though
highly tunelul and well wranged and
exccuted, the olferings mostly suller from
weak Iyrics. Sull, this is a promusing LI
and well worth hearing,.

Onward and upward with Lana Can
wrell. Anether Shade of tana (Victor), her
sccond LI, is even more conmanding
than her debut recording. Variery and
versatility are the keyvnotes as she opens
the session with o jaumy renditnon ol
the ancient Yes S, That's My Baby.
There are two beautiltul ballads from A
Man and a Woman—ILove Is Stronger
Far than We and The Shadwows of Qur
Love—the  lawer  made  particularly
sound-eficctive by arranger-conductor
Chuck Sagle’s use ol an inwoductory
hearthbeat o set the tempo. The high
point [or us. however, is Lana’s pitch-
perfea handling ol the  poignant
Lennon-McCartney opus She's Leaving
Home, in which the amazing  Miss
Cantrell  harmonizes  with - hersell by
means ol overdubbing. A vinvl encore
that rates bravos,

-

Duke Ellington's Far East Swite (Vic
tor) contains some of the best work done
by the orchestra in recent years. Based
on impressions gathered by the Duke
and the late Billy Swravhorn on  the
hand's State Departmeni—sponsored tour
of the Near and Far Euast, the Swite is
filled with lovely meladic lines. lush solo
work by Hodges. Brown, Hamilion. et
al., and that orchestral sound that so
long has made Ellington synonvmous
with greatness,

-

Away We Go! (Reprise) is a Buddy
Greeo  spectacular. Seldom has - Buddy
displayed such well-rounded  vocal capa-
bilines. Here he may be heard cressing
Amtonio Carlos Jobim's lovely bossie nova
Dindi, geting down home on Buck
Owen's Love's Gonna Live Heve Again,
belting on Born Free. and so on. In any
groove, Greco's a delight.

Vibist Cal Tjader's preoccupation is
LatincAmerican jazz and it is  one
he handles with maginative  expertse.

Along Comes Cal (Verve), the latest in a
long line ol topllight  Latin-oriented
LPs recorded by Tjader & Co., finds Cal
plaving within the comext ol two small
combos charted and conducted by Chico
O Farrill. One ol the groups [eatures the
piano ol Chick Corea and the organ ol
Derck Smith, both of whom beautitully
complement Tjader.

A Peter, Paul & My ewching is al-
ways an adventure, and Album 1700 (W
ner Bros) is no exception. P PoX M.
radizte good fun as they tackle some
e material. such as Eric Andersen’s
Rolling Home, Bob Dylaw’s Dream . then
own The Song Is Love and o funny
parody—ol the Mamas and the Papas,
Donovan and the Beatles—uitled T o Dig
Rock and Roll Music. Also in the lolk
idiom is Triangle (\Warner Bros)) by The
Beau Brummels, one ol the best discs
ol the year. The strangely absorbing, wen-
sile voice of lead singer Sal Valenuno
holds sway over a uniquely moving col-
lection ol originals. ol which the stand-
outs are the brooding Keeper of Tuone,
the sl Bt Won't Get Betier and the
ambivalent  And 'oe Seen Hero And
Old Kentucky Home, one ol 1he wwo
tunes not composed by the group. is a
head-back. chest-out, swinging arrange
ment that wraps up a recording destined
to please pop and lolk Tans alike. Pearls
Belore Swine. a [olkish quartet. indicne
o1 One Nation Underground (LESP-Disk)
that they have been influenced  almost
equally by traditional folk balladecring
and the rock 0’ voll of Bob Dvlan. 1L
they cain shake the Dvlan intluence
which approaches the level of uncon-
scious parodv—they could m into one
ol the top folkrock outhts avound. In
the meatime. the material is bewer than
average and  there are several  groovy
moments. notably on dAnother Time.
Ballad to an Amber Lady and The
Surrcalist Wali=.

Take heed, all you lovers of music 10
cringe 1o, Tony Randall is back with
another superlative assortment ol songs
from an cra now happily past. Warm &
Wavery (Merany) tikes in osuch delighs
as You Remind Me So Much of My
Mother that You Stole My Hearvt Adieay
and Hhen Banana Skins Ave Falling (011
Come Shding Back 1o You) Neod we
oo on? It suflices 10 sav thar Terrible
Tony's voice is more than a muatch fo
the plethora ol moldy oldies on hand.

-

As we listened to Bee Gees' 1st (\ico).
the mnitial albn by the most interesting
group 1o come out of Britum in more
than o vear. we were struck by the quin-
ter's ecdecticism. Here e the blends ol
post-LRevolier Beatles, the intensity ol
Gene Pitney or a Spencer Davis, the
rock-solid swing of Motown, the hig:
band sound ol the 1930k and the deli
cue renderings of barogue music. But as
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we listened to the richly sensuous One
Minute Woman, the insistent In My Ouwn
Time, their smash New York AMining
Disaster 1911, the Eleanor Rigby-like
Cucumber Castle and the driving I Can’t
See Nobody, we were struck by an even
more insistent mfluence present in the
Bee Gees' work—that of the Everly
Brothers. The point was brought home
when we heard The Everly Brothers Sing
(Warner Bros.), the latest vinylizing by
this vital duo. Here are the same beautiful
vocal stylings now combined with up-to-
date ditties and arrangements. Listeners
will delight at the put-down of a teaser
the bouncy Do You, the tough hard-
rock of Somebody Help Me, the Gospel
feel of Deliver Me and the warmth of
their own remarkable invenuon, I Don’t
Want to Love You. IUs great 1o have
the Lverly Brothers back: it’s hard 1o
remember their ever having been away.
.

Stnd  back, baby, here comes the
Menk / Straight, No Chaser (Columbia).
Thelonious, in the good company ol ten-
or man Charlic Rouse and supported by
a stout rhythm section, once more offers
total allegiance 10 no man. Swuide piano,
bebop, avantgarde, mainstream—all are
arist for Monk's mill. Be they standards
such as I Didn't Know Abowt You and
Between the Devtl and the Decp Blue
Sea or a recent bit of Monk alchemy,
Japanese Folk Song, Thelonious manages
to pull surprises out of his scemingly
bouomless bag.

.

A class singer is Morgana King. Her
Gemini Changes (Rcprise) bears this ow
and then some. In her choice of material,
in her tastelul approach to both melody
and lyrie, Miss King is invariably bull’s-
eve. Here, in a go-round orchestrated by
Don Costa, Morgana makes the most of [
Hawve Loved Me a Man, Sunny, Once |
Loved, Walk On By and others of simi-
Larly superior ilk.

Bravo! Brubeck! (Columbia) represents
an all-conquering foray by the Brubeck
Quartet south ol the horder. Recorded in
concert in Puebla and Mexico Ciy, Bru-
beck, Desmond,  Morvello and  Wright,
augmented by a Mexican  percussionist
and guitarist, rack up a rousing chorus ol
Olés! The iwems ke in such Latin
stindards as Cielito Lindo, Bésame Mu-
cho and Alli en ¢l Rancho Grande, as
well as Nostalzia de México, which Bru-
beck penned especially for the occasion.

.

The Mitchell Trio/Alive! (Reprise) is an-
other wriumph by the long-lived folk trio.
Some of the Tunmiest moments include
a knock at the G.O. . (What This Coun-
lry Really Needs Is Another Movie Star)
and a spool of Congress and Adam Clay-
ton Powell on Adam’s Rib (“He stole a
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lot, so what! LEither you're a Congressman
or vou're not.”"). Also included is Leaving,
on a Jetr Plane, a fine new ballad by
Mitchell Trio member John Denver. By
contrast, the new Chad MNitchell elfort,
Llove, a Feeling Of (Warncr Bros.), is a dis-
appointment. Mitchell’s singing has be-
come increasingly stylized in a fake 193505
German-cabaret melodramatic mode. The
only cut 1o rise above the massive
mediocrity of the LI” is Mitchell’s reading
ol Ius hit Suzanne, by the brilliant young
Canadian poet-novelist-songwriter, Leon
ard Cohen.
L]

We can’t think ol any beuer way to
swing into the spirit ol the yule than
with Kenny Burrell’s Have Yourself a Soul-
ful Little Christmas (Cadet). The master
euitarist has st out all the cdichés
associated  with  White  Christinas, My
Favorite Things, Twelve Days of Christ-
mas amd the like and come up with a
whole new set ol ideas, a0 once lresh,
tasteful and inventive. Burrell's cup of
Christmas cheer runneth over.

Ella Fitzgerald Sings the Johnny Mercer Song
Book (Verve) gives due credit to one of
the most successiul wordsmiths 1in pop-
dom. Backed by Nelson Riddle, Miss
Fitz waxes wondrously Iyrical with such
Mercer masterworks as Early  Autwmn,
Skylark, Travelin® Light and Mrdnight
Sun, the last, one ol Johnny's most mov-
ing yet strangely neglected odes.

David Amram, a young composcr ol
considerable merit, is represented by a
pair ol current Washington LPs  that
should make worthwhile additions 1o the
record  library ol any  chamber-music
fancier. Amram, whose background is
jazz-hlled, has incorporated much ol that
idiom in his music. One recording is made
up ol his Shakespearean Concerto, pei-
formed by two French horus, oboe and

violi, and a piano sonata played by
Mitchell Andrews. The other LIP con
tuns Amraun’s Dirge & Variations, with

The Marlboro Trio, and a sonata for
violin  (Seymour Wakschaly and  piano
(Lalan Parrott). Amrim’s compositions
are marked by fresh points ol view
clearly communicated,

-

The Blues Project Live at Town Holl (Verve)
showases a0 fine  young-white-clectrihed
blues band. While the singing on the LP
lacks authoriey, the msorumental work s
highly 1maginauve and techmcally out-
standing. The best cut, however, 15 not
one ol the Project’s &b ellorts but
(Electric) Flute Thing, a whinsical, jazzy
and joyful romp.

One seldom hewrs Chuck Berry sides
on the [ormat stavons nowadays; more's
the pity, since the elder statesman ol
rock is groovier than ever. Chuck Berry
(Mcercurv) 15 an
evergreens

admirable
(Ramblin’

in  Memphis
agoregation  of

Rose and My Heart Will Always Belong
fo You) plus new Berry noteworthies
such as the biung Back to Memplis, the
plaintive [ Do Really Love You and
Goodnmight Well 11's Trme 1o Go, which
Chuck usually sings ar the cose ol a
concert. All ol the 11 sclections are per-
formed with sensitivity, finesse and the
solid Berry beat.
-

Another sterling example of the mar-
riage of rock and jazz is furnished by
Duster (Victor), leaturing the Gary Bur-
ton  Quartet.  Jazemen  Burton,  Steve
Swallow and Roy Haynes are joined by
rock guitanst Larry Coryell, who is very
much at home. Corvell is a marvel, com-
bining the gutsy virility ol rock with a
virtwoso  technique  (dig One,
1-2-3-4); and Burton, of course, is one ol
the best voung vibists avound. Together,
they make Druster a dramatic triumph.

-

Two,

The Clancy Brothers and Tommy Makem
in Concert (Columbia) is a twmultwous
experience, as the four cocky Irishmen,
as  ageressive  as  the  Nowe  Dame
backhicld, systematically break up a will-
ing  audience  with  their  boisterously
Lunny Eire—made especially
cileccuve by some well-placed  moments
of 1enderness, as in Blackwater’s Slide
and Winds of Morning.

-

Big Brother the
{(Mainsueam) is the disappoinung st
fling by the toremost blues combo on
the West Coast. The group has not made
full
singer Janis Jopling she's leatured on
only about hall the wunes. The crror as

songs  of

and Holding Company

use of s greatest strengih, lead

compounded by occasionally adding a
distracting ccho. The [aulty recording
carries over 1o the mstruments, woo; the
drums, for example. sound like bricks
being slapped wogether. But Miss Joplhin.
whose phrasing is as nawral as Dessie
Smith's and whose voice 1s as lusty as Ma
a superh
Lve

Rainey’s, 1y trned loose on
threesome. On the rocking  Bye,
Baby, her own inense Infruder and the
bitter Women Is Losers, she wtrns in
performances thar alone are worth the
price of admission. Underground (Reprise),
the second session by the expermmental
rock group The Elearic Prunes, is con-
siderably  bener than their first. Some
of the heady showstoppers indude The
Great Banana Hoax, the np Cafn. Clory
and the very wender I Happen to Love
You. Their vocalizing has improved and
they have jelled instrumentally into a
vight, hesive, experimental hardrock
sound.
-

Doc Severinsen . . . The New Sound of To-
day’s Big Band (Comuund) has a lor more
going for it than the booming hi-h repro-
ducuon for which the label 1s noted.
Severinsen. on trumpet and Fliigelhomn,
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and such illustrious sidemen as Dick
Hyman. Ernie Royal, Romeo Penque and
Vinnie Bell transmit an excitement that
transcends  electronic  gimmickry.  The
ensemble work is powerful and polished
and the soloists strictly first chair as the
agurcgation outdoes itsell on Monday,
Monday: One, Two, Three; Soul and
Inspiration; and nine other nifties.
.

If Steve Gillette (Vanguard) had been
released  three years ago, singer/song
writer  Gillettle would now be one
ol the big names in pop-folk. The per-
former displays a clear, expressive voice
on a delightlul set of fresh odes, mmclad-
ing cight written by himsell. The Evlking
is a classic folk wagedy., Back on the
Street  Again s ironic sclbanalysis, 4
Number and a Name sounds like a good
Tom Paxton and You Don’t Know Her
Lilke 1 Do is an clfective loray into lolk
rock. Bruce Langhorne and Dick Rosmini,
two of folk-rock’s [oremost guitarists, pro-
vide sterling backdrops. Two other recent
albums provide some indication  of
where 1t's at in pop-folk  songwriting
these days, Gillete's Darey Farrow sets
the tone on Felksy (Victor) by George
Hamilton IV. The gentle country singer
runs through a fine collection that in-
cludes Gordon Lightloot's Go Go Round,
Donovan's Colours, Joni Mitchell's Urge
for Going and John D. Loudermilk’s
Break My Mind. Joan Baer” cighth LP is
a change ol pace lor the queen ol lolk
music, as she brings her pure approach
to songs as disparate as the waditional
Greenwood Side and Paul Simon’s Dan-
eling Conversation. Also included on
Joan (Vanguard) are works by Donovan,
McCarmey and Lennon, Jacques Brel,
Tim Hardin, Richard Fariiia and that
past master of the topical opus, Edgar
Allan Poe, whose Annabel Lee is a high
point ol the LP.

.

When  somebody makes old  Muddy
Waters [eel young, the resulis are sensa-
tional. On Svper Blues (Checker), the
dean of Chicago’s blues shouters collabo-
rates with Bo Diddley and Litle Walter.
The ecight indigo  dassics—including
Long Distance Call. My Babe and You
Can't Judge a Book by lis Cover—are
vehicles for interaction. as the stars inter-
rupt. flatter and berate one another. The
competition is intense, but as Waters
puts it, he's the champ.

The Willy Nilly Wonder of lllusion (Lpic),
by The Back Porch Majority, is pure
fun. The Majority's milicu s light-
hearted satire, and they bring it off with
literate lyrics, uninhibited singing and
corny rhythms out ol the Dixicland-
ragtimeskiflle-band radition. They can
cven make you laugh at Jack the Ripper.

The Dynamic O. C. Smith (Columbia) is a
debut album ol special merit by the

former Basie singer. Accompanied by an
all-star combo and encouraged by an ap-
preciative aundience, Smith swings through
That's Life. Georgia Rose, Heve's That
Rainy Day and cight others. The album
places O. C. in the lront rank of an in
creasingly rare brecd—male jazz singers.
.

Sonny Rollins always sounds like a
man in pursuit of something he can nev-
er quite attain. An echo ol melancholy
pervades Rollins” tenor work, cven at 1is
most robust, and
Down (Impulse!) is no exception. It's Son-
ny's suiving for the unattainable tha
makes his work so consistently inventive,
personal and really the epitome of what
jazz is all abour. With Rollins are drum-
mer Elvin Jones, bassist Jimmy Garrison
and that splendid trumpet man, Freddic
Hubbard. A fine recording.

East Broadway Run

.

Glen Campbell is a fluent singer-
cuitarist whose stvle is basically country
and  western, with a pop llavor; what’s
more, he sings good songs, which makes
Gentle on My Mind (Capitol) @ capital disc.
Gentle, by John Hartlord, is a wniqucly
lovely 1one poem; most ol the ten otha
sclections,  including  Donovan's  Calch
the Wind, sustain the lyvrical mood.

=

Stevie Wonder, Motown's child prodi-
gy, is growing up—and becoming one of
the Dbest soul  singers around, as he
proves on | Was Made to Love Her (Tamla).
Besides the title hit, the dozen numbers
include the moving—and dithculi—soul
stundards Bobby Bland's 1 Pity the Fool,
James Brown's Please, Please, Please,
Lloyd Price’s Send Me Some Loon” and
a Hlock ol tamiliie Morown oldies. Our
only complaint is the scarcity ol Stevic's
puckish harmonica.

Little Games (Lpic) by the always ex-
citing Yardbinds demonstrates that the
group now has a gender sound, obviously
influcuced by some ol the freedom and
tenderness that have Lnely duracterized
The Rolling Stones and The Who. The
title lilt is about growing up and [catures
a hine lyric and a wpllight arvangement;
White Summer is a vemarkable combina-
tion ol Near Lastern and lfolk music:
Only the Black Rose is haunting folk-
rock; and the off-key wumpet on Litile
Soldiey Boy is an ironic conunent on w.r.

.

Ray Charles he isn't, but on Bill Cosby
Sings/Silver Throat (Warner the
erack comic more than holds his own in
the vocal department. The mood 1s
soul and Cosby demonstrates a marked
ability w get to the nub ol the nitey-
gritty on the likes of Little Ole Man and
I Goi a Woman. A pleasant surprisc.

bros.),
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I have been going with my fiancée for
six months, but we did not make love
until last Sarurday night. We had come
back to her apartment [rom a party at
which we'd had a low o drink. Because
ol that and our excatement, we failed to
take the necessary precautions (in spite
ol the fact that she was at the height of
her ferulity cyele). Early the next morn-
ing, we decided that some precaution was
“better late than never,” so T picked up
some vaginal suppositories that are sup-
posed 1o kill sperm after intercourse. My
qquestion s thiss Who should get the
CGreen Stamps the druggist gave me with
the purchasez—L. O. ].. San Frincisco,
California.

Save the stamps for a layeite. There's
no such thing as a retroactive spevmicide.

L;ml Christmas T was given a reproduc-
tion of an English drinking vessel called
a yard ol ale, which, of course, is a vard
tall. What's the purpose of this unwieldy
glass—other than its being a conversation
prece?—C. L., Bronxville, New York.
The yard-of-ale drinking glass, one of
the tallest vessels known to bibbing man,
was wsed  primarily in England during
the 17th and 1Sth Then, 1t
served a twolold function: (1) Road-
stde lacern keepers kept the glass handy
so dhat pintsized barmaids could casily
pass a loug, cool dvink up o stagecoach
drivers who preferred to remain aboard
amd keep contvol of the horses; (2)
brave quaflsmen celebrated proclamations
local  importance by
heraically chugaluging its contents.

Centures.

of national o)

My position would be considered en-
viable by most of mv peers. I'm a college
semor who is very Iniendly with an -
tracuve airline stewardess. She has sug-
gested that we spend a week wogether
a secluded Anizona resort.

My problem is that although she's the
most stimulating and affectionate woman
I've ever known, I have not gotten over
my last aflair, in which 1 was brutally
jilted. Every time I make love withe this
girl, T think of myv last love: and no
matter what she does lor me. 1 leel biuer
and can’t fully respond. I like her very
much, but the ghost of the past is always
coming between us. Do you think the
prn]m».i:tf trip would help me overcome
the problem. or do vou think it woukl
only aggravate itr—D. T., Boulder,
Colorado.

The trip can only help. No amonnt
of will or concentration will oblitevate
the memaories of your last affair. Quite the
opposite: I will keep the memovies alive.
Time itself will wltimately do the job.

But you can help it along by deepening
your new velationship: and nothing will
accelevate that process betler than a week
together at a secluded vesort,

Ru'cml}' I inherited a handsome port-
folio of common stocks; therefore, quite
suddenly I've become an interested reader
of the financial pages. Although I can
interpret the daily figures about my own
stocks, T would like to know precisely
what the Dow-Jones Industrial Average
is——]J. K., Chicago, Illinois.

The Dow-Jones Industrial Average
reflects the average price of certain in-
dustrial stocks. Of the many published
stock indexes, the D. J. I. A. is the oldest
and the most  walched—by investors
trying to see what the market as a whole
ts doing. The components of the Average
are 30 widely owned and heavily traded
industrial stocks, mostly of the blue-chip
variely. The figure is compiled hourly by
Dow Jones and Company, which owns
The Wall Sweet Journal and yuns a
financial  newes Critics of the
D. J. 1. A. say it doesn’t gtve a veal piciure
of what all stocks are doing. This is part-
Iy true; the 50 stocks in the D, J.I. A.
comprise only 2.7 percent of the 1100)-
plus stocks traded on the New York
Stock Exchange. However, this 2.7 per-
cent accounts for abonl one thivd of the
market value of all shares on the ex-
change. The dvevage has been compuled
since 1897, but only one stock—General
Electric—has vemained on the list all
along, since the make-up of the Average
has been changed from time to lime
to keep up with changes in Amervican
irelusiry.

service.

M\j hule daughter is very affectionate
and is alwavs arawling onto my Lap lor a
hug or a Kiss. I thought this was natural
and proper, but a friend tells me that lit-
tle girls who receive too much cuddling
[rom their [athers grow up to seek such
wirm-body  contact everywhere—that s,
they become sexually  promiscuous.  Is
this truez—DB. D.. San Maico, Calilornia.

If anything, the opposite is true. Not
only is physical affection harmless for
vour child but theve is definite harm in
depriving the child of thai affection. Pey-
haps your friend was stating a confused
version of a well-known  pyychological
finding—that comen who have the feiw-
est repressional hang-ups arve  predomi-
nantly those who freely recerved physical
affection  as  childven. He appavently
docsn’t understand, howeoer, that these
women are notl usnally distaff Don Juans;
on the contvary. their sexual relationshi ps
tene to be unusually deefy and long-
lasting, maling them choice candidates

In jazz, styles change, trends live and
die, performers rise and fall. Occasion-
ally, however, an artist comes along who
breaks all the rules and creates his own
special status. An artist esteemed by his
fellow artists and yet apart from them by
virtue of the security of his talent, his
strength, his inventiveness. Such a man
is Stan Getz. In his own words, Stan is
“just a melody player.” But he has won
more polls and awards than any sax-
ophonist in the history of jazz.

Verve Records is proud to present Stan's
fantastic album. ..

STAN GETZ
SWLIET RAIN

V/V6-8693
This is what one reviewer had to say
about it:

“Sweet Rain.” % % % % % Downbeat

-..Getz is one of the great jazz players
when he really wants to be, which is
certainly the case on this record.. .. Call
it exploratory, if you will, but not in the
sense that Getz is trying something just
for the hell of it—he isn't; he knows ex-
actly where he's going but he doesn't
take obvious routes to get there. And it's
an almost-psychedelic trip. Nor is all
this at the expense of Iyricism, of which
Getz is a master. Within those convolute,
heated improvisations are passages of
astonishing lyrical beauty—but never the
sort that can be predicted; everything is
new.,.. This is a remarkable album.”
Don DeMichael

The Sound of the Now Generation is on

Vee

Verve R is & Gvision of Matr
Also Available On Ampex Tape,

Mayer Inc.
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have invented
“todrink
-afterward?

Irish Mist Coffee. Made :
with Irish Mist Liqueur®.  °
Add a jigger to black coffee.
Top with whipped cream,
and sip slowly through the
cream. It’s as different from
regular Irish Coffee as flavor
is from fire. When you come
in from the cold, have an
Irish Mist Coffee. And be
, happy the Irish havea
“taste for indoor sports.

Insh M ist
ko) Lporebis

ZN

80 PROOF. HEUBLEIN. INC.

78 LARTFORD, CONN., SOLE IMPORTER. US.A.

for successful marviage. The compulbsively
promiscuous woman, on the other hand,
is almost always a fractured female whose
ability to accept gemmune affection was
stifled Uy cold and rejecting parents.

Whm dining at an expensive restau
rant not long ago, a slightly embarriass-
ing situation occurred. My fiancée had
ordered a medium steak (I ordered lob-
ster): however, when her meat arrived,
it was very rare, Does etiquette require
that I stop eating and wait lor her meat
to be cooked longer or should T continue

with my meal while she waits?—A. R,
La Crosse, Wisconsin.
Rather than  spend  uncomfortable

minules stalling over your lobster, simply
veturn il with the steak and let the chef
keep it warm for you.

Thcl'e are times when I'm necking
or peuting with a girl and she tells me—
usually without any great conviction—to
stop. Such moments are alwavs i prob-
lem for me. | hgure this means one of
threc |hin;_§' 1. She really wanis me to
stop. 2. She s testing my masculine as
sertiveness and hopes I won't stop. 3.
She thinks she wants me 0 stop, but
decp down she really doesn’t and would
yield it T ignored her request. To sum
up. I've been confused by the old saying
“A woman's no alwavs means ves.” 1
don't want to be an obedient chump:
neither do 1 want to come on like a
rapist. How do vou suggest 1 ascertain
what the naysaving voung lidy really
wint S. F. Dodge City, Kansas.

Certainly not by asking hev. Be firm
but not forceful. 1. 1f you persist and she
veally wants you lo stop, she'll et you
Enow with conviction; in that case, vield
1o her awishes. 2. If she’s lesting your
masculine assevitoeness, you'll have passed
the test splendidly. 3. If she thinks she
wants you to stop but really doesn’t,
youll have made the decision for her;
“deep down” she'll probably thank vyou,
becanse cnls who ave ambioalent about
sex generally need and want a confident
male to lead the way.

I'\c heard that the major airlines main-
tain “million-miler” clubs lor people who
travel a great deal by plane. Members
ny wse the private lounge at the wr
terminal and generally are weated like
VIPs, Can vou tell me the names ol some
ol the clubs and the criteria Tor aceept
ancer—A. S Samta Barbara, California.

The best-known  clubs ave the  Ad-
miral’s Cluly (Amevican), the Cluly 2000
(Air France), the President’s Clul (Con-
tinental), the Ambassador's Club (TW ),
the Clipper Club (Pan Amevican) and
the 100,000 and Million Mile clubs
(United). Membership vequivemenis vary
from one company to another. Probably

the most exclusive is A France's, which
limits its list of members (o 2000 emi-
nent intevnational commuters who  fly
comsistently on Ay France airerafl. Most
other cluby extend membership (o cus-
tomers who meet a minimum mileage re-
quirement. You can  obtain  specifu
membership information with a call (o
the airline of your choice.

Wh.'ll is "houleneck” guitn? Are there
ailable recordings by artists who
cialize in this wechniquer—B. R,
Hudson. New York.

Ovriginated decades ago in the deep
South by Negro blues musicians, “hottle-
neck” guitar playing involves tuning the
instrument to an open chord, then slid-
ing a bottleneck . a lipstick cap or a metal
bar up and down the keyboard io pro-
duce different notes. The bottleneck
style doesn’t allow for much complexity,
harmonically or melodically, but can
produce yemarkably penetvating tones.
Toduay the tradition is perpetuated most-
Iy by [(olklovists and by little-known
blues shouters wha have kept the coun-
iry \'.p‘_\')'f'\' alive In the _,r,:hrHu.\.
Some of the authentic musicians
who have been vecorded using the bot-
tieneel style are Robevt Johnson, Bulkka
IWhite, House. Elmore James
Muddy Waters—icho ringlile
picce of metal on his pinkic so he can
achicve a bottleneck sound while finger-
tng his gnstrumend.
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Im a college [reshman and last month
1 pledged for the prestige  fraterni
on compus. All the brothers me great
guys, except for onc—and beciuse ol
him, I bave to split the scene. You sce.
ke's a homosexual, and he has made ad
vamees 1o me. In the small town where 1
grew up, such deviant hehavior didn’t
exist, and T just don’t know how to han
die it in a ool wayv: I've got 1o get oult.
My problem is thae 1 don’t want to hurt
the reputation ol the lraternity. How can
I rvesign alter only a month
creating a4 wine of curiosity and  suspi-
cion on the campuss=—-D. Z., Berkeley,
Calilornia.

Diud you say le was a homosexual o
an ax The
your letiey makes i soutd like the latfer.
1t's doubtjul that this fJellowe will make
passes al you having been ve-
bufled; but if you jeel so threatened by
his fpesence, resign for personal yeasons.
We're sure the Berkeley campus s both
sophisticated — enongh  and  concerned
enough with veal problems not to let
your resignalton canse an uncontroflable
wave of “curiosily and suspicion.”

without

mevederer? alarmed fone of

agurn,

I'lll planning a trip 10 Ausiralia of in-
definite duration iind wonder il American

styles—buttondown  shirts,  wraditional



foalers and other items with which I'm
well supplicd—will be appropriate. Or
should I plan on a new wardrobe, 1o be
dictated by styles theree—D. R, Asheville,
North Carolina.

Your Amevican wardrobe will be cor-
vect in Australia,

c.m you scttle an argument T'm hav-
ing with my girl? 1 maintain that the
“chastity belt,” 1o prevent a woman from
having intercourse, once actually existed,
but she insists that the whole thing was a
myth created by writers such as Chaucer
and Boccaccio. Who's rightz 1T T am.
please tell us something about the prac-
tice and its history.—M. L., Denver,
Colorado.

Youw've right. The chastity belt actually
exusted and was in spovadic use from the
15th to the 19th Centuries. Samples are
on display in musenms thvonshout the
world. A much cruder method of enfore-
ing female chastity avas practiced even
carliev, in Afvica and the Ovient. This
was infibulation. or sewing up of the vag-
inal labia (lips) at puberty. The stitches
were ot by the husband after marriage

and vesewn if he went on q trip. His-
tovians speculate that contact with this
custom, v the Crusades, Ted Enropeans
to invent the move ingenions “girdle of
chastity,” which wsually consisted of a
metal device swith opemings large enough
{0 alloie the eliminative functions but too
small for sexual penelvation. The first
mention of such a contraplion occirs in
an ftalian manwscript of 105, There was
theoretically only one Ley, held by the
husband; but it wasw't  long  before
humorous stovies began civenlaling, most

.

of them inoolving treacherous locksmiths
and duplicate (or iviplicate) keys. Use of
this cruel device declined with the vise
of rationalism; but as late as August 10,
1597, the U.S. Government granted a
patent (nuwmber 387,994 ) (o one Michael
MeCormick of San Francisco for a “male
chastity belt” for fathers to put on their
adolescent sons in ovder (o prevent mas
turbation. The only stmilar chastity de-
ance still i e, called “doggic recches,”
is cmiployed by breeders of pedigrecd
dogs. 1L s Jastened wpon the hindguarters
of a female to keep her from unpedigreed
L pregnalion—or, as one crude wil said,
“to enswre thal no son of a bitch born in
this kennel will be a bastard.”

A yeasonable questions—from  fash-
ton, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilenimas, taste and ctiquette
—awill e personally  ansicered i the
writer ancludes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Adenor. Playloy Butlding, 19 N Michi-
gan Ave., Clicago, Hlinois onell, The
most provecative, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month,

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.

Gentlemen's trousers and walking shorts by

CORBIN, I

385 Fifth Avenue, New York, New York 10016

essentia

In essence: this is the
fragrance that brings
out the playmate in her,
turns on the

playboy in you!
Half-ounce of
Playboy's own
pow-perfume,

$15 ppd. Code T200.

Shall we enclose a gifl card in your name?
Send check or money order to: Playboy
Products, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Ave., Chicago. 11l. 60611- Playboy Club
credit keyholders may charge

Ch cir keys.
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_ Introducing a crazy
gimmick that makes sense.

The Gimmick is called Automatic Tuning.  with nothing to do but listen to beautiful Then comes the 4-speaker Executive.
And it goes on a whole new different music. Or beautiful news. Or a beautiful The first FM/AM and FM stereoradiowith
kind of Panasonic Radio. ball game. automatic tuning,

Instead of twisting, turning, dialing
or sliding to tune the Panasonic
Automatic Tuning Radio, all youdois
press your finger down on the tuning bar
and watch the radio “home in” on the
station you're looking for.

Isit a Gimmick?

Of course it is. But you'll hear
some of the finest sound you've ever heard
on any radio anytime or anywhere.

Because the Panasonic Automatic
Tuning Radio picks up the most powerful
signal from any station. Leaving you

Hadar Matie i

‘PowEn-MaTE (Rr-880)

When you want to switch stations, just
touch the automatic tuning lever and,
poof, you're listening to the next station.
Here are four of the Automatic Tuning
(Radar-Matic®) Radios in the Panasonic line.
First, there's the Power-Mate. The
most versatile automatic tuning radio you
can buy. It's more than a portable.
It’s a car radio, too, with FM, AM and
Marine Bands. You can be riding along
listening to a Beethoven symphony,
and when you leave the car take
the symphony with you.

Following that comes the Pacesetter.
It'san FM/AM portable with automatic
tuning.

If you're looking for a small
automatic tuning radio that you can take
with you wherever you go, youmay
consider the Touch 'n Tune.

So, go into any store that carries
the Panasonic line and ask tosee the
Automatic Tuning Radios.

We have a funny feeling that you'll
admit there’s finally a machine that
cando something better than you can do.

exceurive (ne.rer)

ToueH ‘N Tume (r-1020)

PANASONIC.

200 PARK AVENUE, NEW YORK 10017




PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

IF YOUu'vE only recenmtly decided o at-
tend the Tenth Winter Olvimpic Games
in Grenoble, France, from February 6
o 18, you'll still be able to acquire
accommodations within easy commuting
distance of Olympic sites. The Alpine
towns of Aix-les-Bains and Chambéry—
both about an hour’s drive from Greno-
ble—plan to provide daily transportation
to the games. Il you're a ski buff, head
for France's famed Alpine winter havens
ol Courchevel, Val d'Isére and Tignes—
all of which will be sending buses into
Grenoble for the Olympically indlined.
If you'd rather be based in a sizable,
swinging city, plan to stay in Geneva,
Switzerland, 90 miles northeast of Greno-
ble: During the Olympics, a highlspmd
train will make daily runs to Grenoble
(and back) in less than two hours.

Located on the western shore of Lake
Geneva, Switzerland’s most  cosmopoli-
tan city is so serenely picturesque that it
may seem almost antiseptic; it isn't.
Many of Geneva's night spots remain
open until four A, and so companion-
able and complaisant are Genevese wom-
en that only a very lew prostitutes will
ever be found strolling the streets. There's
just no demand lor their services.

The easiest way to mect a Swiss miss
is to wander into the Grand Casino, a
lively ballroom where, after putting your
best foor forward on the dance Hoor,
you'll be able to try your luck at boule,
Switzerland’s own variation ol roulette.
New-dound femme in hand, you'll en-
hance your acquaintance by taking her
on a tour ol the city's brighter alter-dark
attractions. The huge, three-tiered Moulin
Rouge, La Tour and Le Grillon all
present oorshows and discothéque-style
dance music. For Jazz, visit the Blue
Note, which regularly features top Euro-
pean and Americin artists,

If you still have your girl in tow the
following day, ask her to show you the
jewelry shops of the Rue du Rhone and
Rue du Marché; it will be hard to re-
sist the bargain prices oflered on such
well-wrought wrist  watches  as  those
produced by Piaget, Audemars-Piguet,
Girard-Perregaux and Jacger-Le Coultre,

When evening arrives once  more,
you'll be well advised to sample the pro-
tean pleasures of dining in Geneva. The
majority ol the city's restaurants [cature
French food; Le Gentilhonune, Au Fin
Bee and Le Béarn are among the most
[avored meccas lor Galhic gastronomes.
Geneva's array ol hrst-rate internmational
restaurants is no Lucullan., For
Spanish cuisine—as well as for a spirited
flamenco show [ollowing dinner—yisit

less

the Don Quijote. Roberto’s serves up the
best Italian food in town, and Chinois
and Au Dragon d'Or dispense appetizing
Oriental fare.

When the Olympiad has run its course
and you return to the U. S, you might
want to top off your holiday at the Lake
Geneva—in Wisconsin, where the sec
ond Playboy Club-Hotel (the first in
America) will open this spring. Situated
Just 75 miles northwest ol Chicago and
45 miles southwest of Milwaukee, the
new 549,000,000, 900-acre hutch will be a
manor in the grand manner for knowl-
edgeable vacationers.

Upon arrival, you’ll be shown into one
ol the resort’s 300 fully air-conditioned
rooms. The seven-building hotel complex
olfers seven difterent types of opulently
appointed  accommodations—including
such sybaritic accouterments as fireplaces
and well-stocked bars. Once ensconced, you
may wint to browse through the shopping
arcade for a wide variety ol vacation needs
before venturing outdoors to sample the
Playboy playground’s year-round  sport-
ing life. Springtime will offer an almost
Olympic assortment of athletic options:
horseback riding over 20 miles ol wood-
ed bridle paths; tennis on {our champion-
ship courts; sailing on Lake Geneva or
the 2h-acre lake created for the Club-
Howl; fishing for largemouthed bass;
swimming in either the indoor or out
door pool, and skeet and trapshooting, 1o
mention but a few. The lure of the links,
however, will be Playboy's outstanding
warm-weather  attracuon  for  weekend
sportsmen.  The  Club-Hotel's  lavishly
landscaped 18-hole golf course is a 7100-
yard par-72 layout as eyccatching as it
is challenging. And next wineer, skiers
will schuss down Playboy-prepared slopes
—the best in the Midwest—it the bot-
tom ol which a Juxurious lodge will be
dedicated o the pleasures of aprés-ski.

Throughout your action-packed  day
and night, cight Playboy dining-and-
drinking establishments—Ffrom the casy
informality of the Living Room to the
clegant ambiance of the VIP Room—will
be available to every guest, depending on
his mood, appetite and atire. And alter-
dinner divertissements will be just as
varicd and plentiful, ranging hrom disco
dancing in the Bunny Bar to firstrun
films in the Litde Theater o 1op show-
business stars appearing in the Penthouse.
In short, Playvboy has planned its newest
Club-Hotel as a compleat retreat for the
sophisticated city dweller; see you there
this spring.

Forfurtherinformation,write to Playboy
Reader Sevvice, Playboy Building, 919
N. Miclugan Ave., Chicago, 11l. 60611. ﬂ

after
shave,
after
shower,

after anything...

Brut by Fabergé...
if you have any doubts about yourself,
try something else.
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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
his hair. And you'll probably find a man who
isn’t telling you the cruth. Because of this univer-

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

cases of flaking, scaling, itching, burning and

crusting were under control.

Why is ZP'"! so successful? Because it is
the first continuous action anti-dandruff formula.

Find out abour ZP!'!, the first Anti-
Dandruff Hairdressing. It's guaranteed
by the Men’s Division of the world
renowned Revlon Research Laboratorics.

The remarkable anti-dandruff agent that it con-
tains has been combined with a fine, non-greasy
hairdressing. A hairdressing any man would

<20 en;oy using daily. And regular use

is the key. ZP'! succeeds because

' med ication stays on your scalp day
. after day. None is lost, as in wash-
. 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.

Even if 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.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

PLAYBOY AND LAW REFORM
The Idaho Legislative Council Com-
miitee on Criminal Law is curremly
cngaged in a comprehensive study de-
signed o recodily and modernize  the
criminal statutes of this state. One ol the
primary arcas ol concern ol the commit
tee will be the statutes dealing with sex-
witl offenses. As a source ol background
material, we would like to obtain copies
ol 2 ('fmlplt'lt st of The Playboy
Philosoply.
Mvyran H. Schlechie, Director
Idaho Legislative Council
Boise, Idaho
Done.

CLERGY AND LAW REFORM
The clergy scem more and more 1o he

joining Helner in his crusade  agains
archaic and unfair sex laws. Recently. the
Episcopal Diocese ol California wrged
the abolition of all state laws governing
sexual relations in private between con-
senting  adults. The chairman of  the
Diocesan Committee on Sexual Problems,
Mrs. Donovan Cooke, pointed out, as
Helner has so olten done, that, ac
cording to present laws, “most of us—
including maried couples—are living in
some kind ol sin.”

(.. Boothe

San Francisco, Califorma

CANADIAN LAW REFORM

Here in Canada, the battle for sexual
Ireedom is being won slowly but surely.
The government has promised to revise
our antiquated divorce Laws and to repeal
the law against bivth-conwrol devices and
drugs. Almost all religious groups, in-
cluding the Roman Catholic bishops, sup-
port these measures. A proposed abortion
bill is running into some opposition, but
it has the support of the Canadian Medi-
cal Assodiation, the Canadian Bar Asso.
ciation and several powerful women's
groups. There is talk ol a revision of the
abscenity statutes of the Canadian Crimi-
nal Code, and the long-taboo subject of
homosexuality s being publicly discussed.

More and more people i high places
have the courage to speak oumt on the
side ol sanity i sach matters. T feel that
PLAVBOY take deal of the
acdit lor this.

oan L1t

John D, Kennev
Windsor, Ontario

PLAYBOY IN PRISON

In the February Playboy Forum, the
Reverend Thomas E. Sagendorl urged
the Ohio Penitentiary 1o allow inmates
legal access 10 pLaYsoy, on the grounds
that s hction snd arcicles are excellent
and that s “pinups can serve the func
ton of providing & more healthy hetero-
sexual outler in Lien . . . of the bondage
10 a  homosexual outler, which this
mstitution. by its very nature, both fos-
ters and perpetuates.” When a contra-
band copy of that issue reached me
—rLAayYsoy had also been forbidden in
the Marvland House of Correction—I
wis prompied 1o write to the Maryland
Commissioner ol Correction,  Joseph
Cannon. I argued that the Reverend
Sagzendorl srecommendation that pLAy soy
be considered approved reading matter,
though rejecied in Ohijo. might be imple-
mented v Marvland, List nighe. 1 re-
ceived  an Irom the warden's
olice: T may now legally subscribe to
PLAYBOY,

I am swre the legal access o rLavBoy
will be a wemendous morale booster,
will provide an edudated approach to
liberal ideas and will, 1o some extent,
decrease the homosexuality problem here.

My request for a
enclosed.

ANswer

subscription  is

Edward H. Parry
Marvland House of Correction
Jessup. Marviand

HOMOSEXUAL CURE

rrAYBOY Is to be commended for dis-
cussing homosexuality as frankly as it
discusses heterosexuality.

Several years ago. T was a homosexual.
I sought and received the help ol a psy-
chiatrist and. as a result, T have led a
normal life for the past three years, Soon
I will marry a very wonderlul  and
understmding eirl.

Lu spite ol my successiul “cure,” there
will be cases where psychiatrists will not
be able 1o chimge o homosexuals oren-
tation. I would like 1o siress that an indi-
vidual should have the right to conduct
his life as he desives and 10 make his own
dedisions. In a sane socicty, homosextl
and heterosexual  individuals should  be
able o live and work harmoniously,
without fear or hatred.

(Name withheld by request)
Indianapolis, Inciana

PROFESSIONAL

PLAYMATES

Complete your
stereo system with the
Sony
solid-state 350!

The brilliantly professional Sony
solid-state 350 stereo tape deck
recorder is the ideal way to add the
superior performance of tape to your
component system. With an instant
connection to your stereo system, the
versatile two-speed 350 places at your
pleasure a full array of professional fea-
tures. Three heads for tape-and-source
monitoring. Vertical or horizontal oper-
ation. World-famous Sony stereo
recording amplifiers and playback pre-
amps. Dual VU meters. Auto shut-off.
And a set of specs designed to put your
speakers to the test of excellence. Fre-
quency response: 30-20,000 Hz. S.N.

ratio: minus 52 db. Flutter and wow:

under 0.099% . The 350's black and gold
decor is complemented by a hand-
somely luxurious walnut-grain.base. It's
all yours to enjoy for under $199.50.
Should you want to add portability
to your 350, there's the 350C, mounted
in a dark gray and satin-chrome
carrying case, at less than $219.50.
For further information write, Super-
scope, Inc., 8150 Vineland Ave., Sun
Valley, Calif.

TSRl SUPERSCOPE ,
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SPARKLING SODA

lp!

ON TAP ALL THE TIME WITH

pasdeletk

EFILLABLE SYPHON

Turn tap water to sparkling club soda
... anytime, anywhere. A quart and a
half of the perfect mixer for 15¢.
Holds 50 per cent more than conven-
tional syphons. No bottle openers, no
empties to drag back to the store.
Fresher, too. And so easy . .. fill
Sparklet with tap water, replace cap,
insert one Sparklet cartridge...it's
ready. Mixed beverages, ice cream
sodas, phosphates. The perfect bar
accessory . . . the ideal gift. Suggested
list price $22.95 at better department,
liguor and drug stores everywhere.
(Standard one quart model, $18.50.)

If unavailable locally, send
check or money order to:

SPARKLET DEVICES, INC.
3501 Bent St. = St. Louis, Missouri 63116

Box of

ten Sparklet
bulbs

$1.50

BISEXUAL INSECURITY

A society that makes a crime of an act
without a victim is far sicker than the
perpetator of that act. As a 24-year-old
veteran, a productive member of society
and a Dbisexual. T resent the constant
threat of exposure that hangs over my
head Dbecause T occasionally indulge in
homosexual relations. I happen wo be en-
saged in so-called dassified work, but 1
am no danger to my country’s secuvity. [
am biterly aware that, were | required
to choose between personal exposure and
betrayal of my counry, 1 would choose
without hesitation o let my homosexual
behavior  be  revealed—and  that my
country would repay my fidelity with
persccution,

(Nume and address
withheld by request)

HOMOSEXUAL ARRESTS

After reading several letters in The
Playbeoy Forum regarding police entrap-
ment ol homosexuals, I feel that it's time
for a lew words lrom someone on the
other side. 1 have been a police ofhcer
for seven vears, and recently was given
a six-month assignment with the homo-
sexual detail. The police depariment had
received numerous complaints of homo-
sexual activity in the public rest voom of
a large shopping center. Heterosexual
men were being propositioned verbally
and physicallv—this is all we wanted to
climinate. Both my parmmer and I dressed
conservatively. in Levis. sport shirt and
loalers. We never employed verbal ad-
vances or other enticements o aid in
making our arrests—all ol which were
made because the subjects reached under
a partition 1o grope our legs or grabbed
our genitals at the urinal.

I have no complaint if homaosexuals en-
joy themselves in private: but when they
begin to extend their activities o public
rest rooms, they should be arvested.

James P. Wittenberg
San Jose, California

Unhappily for homosexuals, not all
police officers conduct themselves with
the commendable vestvaint practiced by
vou and your partner. See the following
letters.

*’SAVE A QUEER FOR ME!"’

I am a human being. a creature of
flesh and blood. 1 have a heart; 1 have
family and [riends and share whatever 1
have with them. I work hard and have
been successful. However, although 1 do
not vob or kill or defvawd, T am a
criminal, because T am a homosexual.

I vemember last New Year's Eve. The
Los Angeles police raided a  small,
friendly “gay”™ bar and beat and kicked
some of the customers into submission,
One cop kept velling, “Save a queer for
me!” Why should innocent people enjoy-
ing the company of their own kind be
subjected 1o such hrutality?

I have lived my 33 years honestly and

have dedicited myself to helping others.
i served in the U. S. Navy and received
an  honorable  discharge. 1 hold the
Purple Heart lor service in Korea.

IE 1T am a cominal @and the law says 1
am), I guess I cin look forward 1o a jail
sentence some day or other. IF this hap-
pens. will the country be better off? Who
or what wun I harming mercely by my
existence?

(Name withheld by request)
Los Angeles, Calilornia

HELL IN PARADISE

Here in Honolulu, as in every other
major city throughout the United States,
the local vice squad is actively engaged
in entrapments; and, since the cops al-
ways work in pairs and continually lie
{for each other, the courts ke their word
against that ol the accused.

I am a veteran ol the Korean conflict,
with an honorable discharge. and I con-
tribute in every way possible to my com-
munity. My problem? I happen o be
homosexual,

A few months ago. a voung man fol
lowed me o a public Tatrine on Wai-
kiki heach and stood very close to me at
the winal. He proceeded 10 reveal him-
self in my direction in such a manner
that I could not help bur look. Now. il a
lovely young girl stood very near 1o you
and revealed her naked breasts, would
you not become aroused? This happened
to me. Then the young man flipped out a
badge and said that T was under arrest.
A police van was clled. In court. [
pleaded not guilty, but when my trial
came up, the arresting officers lied and
saidd that 1 was masturbating ac the la-
wrine in Tull public view. After the judge
said “Guilty,” my whole lile changed. 1
lost my job and now find it difhcult 10
find another in my held.

Hawaii likes to call isell “the wopical
paradise,” but the vice squad has trned
it into a tropical hell for me.

(Name withheld by request)
Honolulu, Hawai

LAVENDER BLUECOAT

Add this 1o vour file on police han-
dling of homosexuals. Our present Liws
not only encourage blackmail and en-
trapment but also create episodes such as
the following. While waitting at a bus
stop. a police ofheer, in uniform bur in
an unmarked i, stopped and asked me
it T wanted a rvide. T am deadedly el
feminate, and 1t was obvious that he
recognized my sexual orientation. I de-
clined his oller, telling him T was want
g {or the bus. He drove away, but
merely circled the block and returned to
ask again il T wanted a life. Again I de-
clined. When he veturned for the second
time, 1 accepted the lift. He then drove
to a secluded spot and asked me 10 re
move my trousers. 1 was reluctann and
declined. However, when he told me
that il I didn’t submit, he would take
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The watch for ca.lendar cdllectors

who don't know what day it is.

It’s pretty tough to sell a military
man on a new kind of calendar. But
we're going to try anyway.

First of all, our Day ‘n’ Date watch
keeps itself up to date. There aren’t
any pages to tear off every day. (And
if you've got a date that night, it re-
minds you all day long that you've got
to get back to the barracks early to
shower and shave.)

Second of all, our Day ‘n’ Date
watch is a great watch with a 17-jewel

movement in a waterproof,* shock-re-
sistant case thatlll go through tough
maneuvers without a whimper.

Third of all, our Day ‘n’ Date watch
is made by the Caravelle® Division of
Bulova. (If you never heard of Bulova
you can stop reading now. )

Fourthofall, our Day n’Datewatch
is great-looking—not as great-looking
as the art collection on your wall, but
would you believe almost ?

CARAVELLE? pivision of BULOVA

*WATCRPROOF WHEN CASC, CRYSTAL AND CRUWN ARE INTACT.
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THE TRUE OLD-STYLE KENTUCKY BOURBON

BROWN-FORMAN DISTILLERS CORPORATION, AT LOUISVILLE IN KENTUCKY— EXPORT DIVISION: 555 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK 22, N.Y., U.S.A.—
) CABLE: EXFORESTER, NEW YORK—B.F.D. CORP., ©1967
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The most extraordinary
high fidelity stereo receiver evermade!

The new Fisher 700-T solid state receiver is totally unprecedented in performance.

With an FM stereo tuner of radar-like sensitivity (1.8 microvolts), an exceptionally pow-
erful stereo amplifier (120 watts!) and a complete stereo control center, the 700-T is equal to
any musical assignment.

In America, the Fisher 700-T is rather expensive. It had to be.

But for servicemen and U.S. Government employees stationed overseas, Fisher's new
overseas sales program offers tremendous savings.

And now, Fisher’s unique equipment protection plan, too. An exclusive tour-of-duty

warranty (up to 3 years) that assures you trouble-free service wherever you're stationed. Plus an
additional 90 day warranty after you return to the states!

Mail the coupon for complete details, today.

For information on a SPECIAL program for personnel serving in Vietnam, contact
Getz Bros. & Co., Inc., 181-185 Tran Hung Dao, 1st floor, Saigon « Tel. 21002.

_-“—-——----——--—————---—ﬂ‘ﬂ----——1

Free hi-fi book plus big overseas military discounts.

Free! $2 Value! Mail this coupon for The Fisher Handbook, an en-
tirely revised and enlarged edition of the famous Fisher high fidelity
reference guide, and for complete details about Fisher’s overseas sales
program that offers tremendous savings on Fisher stereo components.

Fisher Radio International, Inc.
11-41 45th Road, Long Island City, N.Y. 11101

Name
Address

APO/F PO
If air mail reply desired, please enclose $1.00. 8712 |

M



Ron Rico. Wasnt he

the top kick who introduced
The Panther Tango at the
Officers’ Club?

PLAYBOY

An understandable error. Ronrico is smooth,
seductive, Latin. So you might connect it with the tango.
Even the Panther Tango. ="

But Ronrico’s a rum. The lightest, driest-tasting rum made &
in Puerto Rico (where the light, dry rums come from). b —
One sip and you'll never again mistake it TS
for anything else. BONJFﬁ
Cha cha cha. : ~ )
PUERTO k
. RICAN €
RUM_/
.I 4 & F“ w;

Ronrico. A rum
: to remember.



of New Improved Rapid Shave?

No, but girls certainly go for the men who use it.

They notice how smooth and inviting it leaves

a man’s face. And no wonder. Rapid Shave has a
great new formula which combines a really

rich, creamy lather and 17 beard softeners — all
working double-time to give those tough

G. 1. beards the closest, smoothest shaves you’ve

ever seen. Ask for new improved Rapid Shave

at your PX, now in three formulas: Regular, cooling
Menthol, and exciting new Lime, the tangy :
fragrance that makes shaving a tropical breeze.

And try Palmolive After Shave Lotion too. ..

soothes in seconds, refreshes for hours.

£Colpate-Palmohve Co., 1966
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The Adventurer Il —
125-sq.-in. picture,
solid-state rectifier,
precision-etched circuit,
front controls and front
sound, VHF-UHF
reception. Weighs only
197 Ibs. High-impact
polystyrene cabinet, in
wory.

Superb stereo portable
components—With 8-in.
and 3-in. speakers in
each wing, automatic
4-speed changer, 4
audio controls, auxiliary
input-output jack,
transparent dust cover.
In walnut-grained vinyl,
on steel.

The World Monitor —
Popular-priced
multi-band radio, with
4-in. speaker,
17-transistor chassis,
long-range pull-in power,
electronic fine tuning,
optional AC power
converter.

Leather-look vinyl case.

Complete tape recorder
— With VU meter for
accurate recording,
footpedal jack, and
complete gift pack
including AC converter,
batteries, earphone,
extra tape. Solid-state
design, capstan drive.
Sturdy polystyrene case,
with metal grille.

X=ellent gifis!
Portables by

You'll like giving them for Christmas. You'll like buying them for yourself. And you’ll
like the low PX price tags on these very affordable portables from General Electric. They're great
performers, all. And they make great presents for the folks back home! GENERAL @ ELECTRIC



She’s hoping for a big one some day!

Send her

the diamond
that can
grow!

It's HOUSE Of Adler's ”Great Expectations” - |8 ! , _,.JF’.L’ LIST (_Jf PX CARRYING YOUR DIAMONDS
diamond. And it has a big future! Like
love and income—it can grow. How?
Every House of Adler diamond can be
traded in anytime at its full purchase
price toward a bigger, more impressive
diamond. That's a lifetime guarantee!
No wonder House of Adler serves
military exchanges and ships’
stores. Visit one soon. See

this exquisite diamond

solitaire in its elegant 14 Kt. gold
Tiffany setting.

No House of Adler in your PX?

Ask the officer in charge for our
catalog. Or, order by coupon (or
letter) the setting pictured here. It's
the style most dream girls prefer.
Will your girl be “the excep-
tion"? Relax. Exchanges
are permissible.

What's more, House of
Adler, third generation
diamond merchants, guar-
antees every diamond for cut,
clarity, color and weight according to Uncle Sam'’s
standards. There's “great expectations”’ for you in the diamond
that can grow. Order! Just choose the carat weight with the price you
can now afford; (A) ¥ Carat. .. $113*; (B) ¥ Carat . .. $160;

(C) % Carat...$225%; (D) ¥2 Carat. .. $318; (F) % Carat . . $444*;
(F) % Carat . .. $600; (G) 1 Carat . . . $950%; (H) 2 Carats . . . $3050*,

No tax—Duty Free!
THE HOUSE OF ADLER * COLORADO BUILDING * DENVER, COLORADO 80202 *Shown.

e p——

| MAIL COUPON TODAY!
] 1TEM (RING OR WATCH)_
IF RING: CARAT SIZE_

TYPE OF COLD: YELLOW. — WHITE__
FINGER SIZE___

SEND RING OR WATCH TO:

s CET ADDRESS e —

CITY . = .+ STATE —_
NCLOSED 1SS~ FOR MY SELECTIONS ABOVE.

ORDER BY: NAME_ —_— e

RANK______ SERIAL NUMBER

ADDRESS.

il

Or is she hoping for diamonds on her wrist?

Send a glittering HAMILTON WATCH! 22 Jewel High Precision Movement,
2 Carats Total Weight, 44 Diamonds in 14 Kt. White Gold Case . . . $1125. ) ‘ AAMILTON WATCHES



FILTER CIGARETTES

Come to where the is.

Marlhoro

Come to Marlboro Country.

RETTES

S5 A CiT

CL

You get a lot to like with a Marlboro—filter, flavor, pack or box. \_




LET HIM INTO THE MAN'S WORLD
OF THE PLAYBOY CLUB"

give him the

fabulous Triple Gift—
Playboy Club Key,
bottle of champagne,
LeRoy Neiman painting—
all three gifts for the
price of the Key,

just £8-8-0

Last Christmas 39,000 men in the U.S. received the Playboy Triple
Gift. Here’s your chance to give the same thrilling gift to the most
important men on your list, a gift that continues to give enjoyment
year after year, that assures fun-packed days and nights all year
long. Playboy's Triple Gift package will be the most exciting gift
your friends, relatives and business associates receive this season.

THIS CHRISTMAS, UNLOCK A GALA WORLD OF ENTERTAINMENT
FOR THE FAVORED MEN ON YOUR LIST—PLAY SANTA WITH THE
TRIPLE GIFT—-NOW FOR THE FIRST TIME OFFERED IN EUROPE!

New member otffers his playmate a champagne toast b

th LeRoy Neiman oil.

Here’s what the lucky man will get:

1. His Personal Key to The Playboy Club. This famous
symbol of the good life will admit him to every
Playboy Club in the world. As new Playboy Clubs
are opened (17 Clubs are now in operation and more
are in the planning stage), his key will provide en-
tree to each. The key constantly becomes more valu-
able and brings to mind your thoughtfulness.

2. A Bottle of Fine Champagne. Upon his first visit
to The Playboy Club the new keyholder will be pre-
sented a bottle of champagne by a beautiful Bunny,
with your compliments. He'll begin his life as a
playboy in our famous festive atmosphere with a
sparkling reminder of your good taste.

3. LeRoy Neiman Print. Neiman's 24" x 30" oil paint-
ing Hunt of the Unicorn actually served as the study
for the 52-foot mural he painted for the new Playboy
Club-Hotel in the United States. This work, inspired
by the great Unicorn Tapestries of France, bril-
liantly combines the traditional motif of landscape,
beast and sportsman with contemporary colour,
technique and excitemnent.

The £8.8.0 Triple Gift Fee includes the Charter Initiation Fee of 3.3.0 and the first year's
Annual Membership Subscription of £5.5.0. Applicants from the Continent may enclose Triple
Gift Fee in equivalent funds of their own country in cheque, money order or currency.

APPLY FOR TRIPLE GIFT NOW

This offer definitely will not be
made after Christmas. Orders
received up to December 19 will

I Here is my erder for:

OR

be filled in time for the new
member to begin using his key
during the holiday season. To
order Triple Gift Keys, use the

[ Triple Gift order only [ personal Triple Gift only
Enclosed is my cheque for £

I charge 1o my Playboy Club Key number _____

If you are a member yourself, or have ever been to
The Playboy Club as a guest, you already know the
numerous advantages unlocked by the coveted key:

* The gentlemanly pleasures of relaxing in your
very own Club

* Man-sized potables, brewed with double por-
tions of the finest liquors and served to you by
the Playboy Club Bunnies

* Outstanding entertainment by such stars as
Tony Bennett, Della Reese, Dave Allen, Woody
Herman, Mort Sahl, Dizzy Gillespie

The man's world of Playboy is yours to
bestow with the Triple Gift offer—BUT
YOU MUST ORDER NOW. And if you don't
have a Playboy Key yourself, now is the
time to get in on the nightly festivities at
the world's most distinguished key club.

Each gift key, accorﬂpanled by certificate entitling
the recipient to champag and reproduction of a
LeRoy Meiman painting, is iled to the recipient
in a personalized package . . . including a pop-up
Christmas card signed with your name, as you di-
rect. Imagine his delight at being abie to celebrate
New Year's Eve in Playboy's exciting clubrooms!

The lucky new member may use his key in all Playbey
Clubs. Certificates may be redeemed any time during 1968,

= == == ==CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION TODAY== == == == =

TO: Membership Secretary
l THE PLAYBOY CLUE, 45 Park Lane, London W.1, England I

| personal and Triple Gift order

MY NAME (PLEASE PRINT)

application at right.

ADDRESS

ONE KEY ADMITS
YOU TO ALL CLUBS

END TRIPLE GIFT MEMBERSHIP TO (PLEASE PRINT)

London * Atlanta * Baltimore
Boston = Chicago * Cincinnati

>
v
=}
o
m
]
w

Detroit * Jamaica « Kansas City
Los Angeles * Miami = Montreal
New Orleans = New York * San
Francisco * St. Louis » Phoenix

CHECK ONE:
L

Bunny croupiers call the turn at
the Playboy gaming tables as mem-
bers and guests try their luck.

r-___—-_____
]|

1 Send Triple Gift to recipient with gift card signed

If ordering personal Triple Gift membership only, you need not complete portion below l
7 I'wish to present Triple Gift personally. Send package and unsigned card to me. :

Use separate sheet of paper to erder additional gift keys.
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me in for making an indecent proposal,
I cooperated and he had his way.

He did not ask for money nor did he
try to entrap me; he mercly wanted 10
satisfy his own homesexual desires. Con-
u-:u-f to the popular stercotype of the
“promiscuous faggot.” we do have some
selectivity and like o pick our own sex
partners. It is degrading o be forced.

(Name withheld by request)
Honolulu, Hawain

PSYCHOPATHIC HOMOSEXUALS?

The July Playboy Forum included a
letter from a homosexual who was afraid
he might be deported from the U.S. il
his sexual preferences were discovered.

I cntered the U.S. as an imnugrant
in 1959 and obtained an executive job in
a large hotel in the East. As a homosexu-
al. T subscribed to two homosexual magi-
zines published in the U.S. In Europe,
such publications are sold openly, and I
had been accustomed 1o reading them.

It was quite some time belore 1 no-
ticed that my mail had been tampered
with. Then I noticed that T was being
shadowed. both by car and on loot. My
apartment was broken into and. though
there were quite a few valuables in it
only a camera and a number of private
papers and letters were taken. Soon 1 re-
ceived o telephone call from the Iinmi-
gration Service, telling me to come in lor
a “heanmg.”

At the hearing, 1 was confronted
with evidence that could have been ob-
tained only as a result of this burglary.
There were also photostatic copies of my
letters to an American [riend. who was
then in the Army. His belongings had
been confiscated and the letters found.
These leuers deavly revealed that T am
homosexual.

I was questioned by psychiatrists in a
military hospital, who concluded unani-
mously that T was a psychopath because
I was homosexual. My own psvchiatrist
testificd  that. althoueh 1T might have
other ln'uhh'llh, I wis ot @ l:\yt'hoputh_
He was overruled by Tmmigration auw-
thorities and T was deported within the
month.

The entive sitvation was handled in
the same way that the Gestapo handled
things in my counry during the War,

{Name withheld by request)
Oslo. Norway

HOMOSEXUAL EROTICA

Becanse of reavsoy’s consisient oppo
sition 1o ccusorship, readers will  be
pleased 1o learn ol a significant decision
in Lvor of a [ree press.

Early this year. the operators of Direc-
tory Services. Inc. a Minneapolis hrm
that sells photographs, movies and a maga-
zine appealing o homosexuals. were -
rested for using the mails to distribute
“obscene, lewd. lascivious, indecent. hilthy
and vile” material. They were indicied
on 29 counts—I15 for mailing materials

depicting male nudes and 11 for mailing
improper advertsing circulars,

The pl'u-.'t:clltiun'eu position was simple,
though primitive  and  unenlightened.
Using the criteria laid down by the
Supreme Court, the prosecuting attorney
argued that the DSI materials (1) ap-
peaded to the prurient interests ol ho-
mosexuals, (2) exceeded the himits of
candor set by contemporary national
stanclards, (3) were utterly without re-
deeming social value and (4) were adver-
tsedd in such manner as to pander to
salacious interests. More imaginatively,
the Government argued that since society
(meaning the average man) considers ho-
mosexwtlity morbid, does not tolerate
it and looks upon the activities of homo-
sexuals  as  shameful, it follows (1)
that anvthing appealing to the sexual
interests ol homosesuals is regarded as
obscene by the average person and (2)
that the wst for obscenity is not whether
the material appeals to the prurient in-
terest of the homosexual group for which
it is intended but whether society thinks
such marernials appeal w the prurient
interest of homosexuals.

The delense argued (1) that the four
ariteria prescribed by the Supreme Court
bad not been violated, (2) thar nudity
and  homosexuality—two things not in
themselves obscence—could hardly consti-
tute obscemty when combined and (3)
that the heterosexual majority should not
be permitted 1o tyranmize over the homo-
sexual minority by dictating what homo-
sexuals may or may not read or look
ar in the privacy ol their own homes.

Altogether, 26 witnesses testified  be-
fore the court over a wwo-week period.
Prosceution witnesses ranged from a 31-
year-old Dallas man who, though claim-
ing 1o be heterosexual, tesified thae the
materials he had  ordered  from  DSI
caused him to have a homosexual experi-
ence he would not otherwise have hadl 1o
a 42-vear-old mechanical engineer [rom
Ohio who gave the il an unexpected
wurn when he declured, under examina-
ton by the delense. that he was an un-
willing witness and that postal inspectors
had threatened to expose him as a
homosexual 1o his employer unless he
“cooperaed.”

For the defense. Dr. Wardell Pomeroy,
a psychologist formerly of the Kinscy In-
stitute, testibcd that the DSI material
would not be sullicient o induce a het-
crosexuil male to make homosexual con-
tacts and 1t would not stimulue an
individual o conumnit illegal aas; that
there is no “critical period™ at which boys
are particularly likely to be influenced
mito homosexualisim: that there is less sex-
ual aciivity between adult homosexuals
and children than between adult hetero
sexuals and children; and that atitdes
towiard homosexuals are changing and
homosexuals are more and more being
accepred.

Dr. Walter C. Alvarez, famous medical

columnist, doubed that the DSI ma-
terial would Iarm a child (including the
doctor’s grandchildren), could “hardly
imagine” a person with latent homo-
sexual tendencies being stimulated o
overt homosexuality by the manerial and
believes the suppression of printed mat.-
ter depiciing male nudes “will do more
harm than good.”™ The Reverend Ted
Mcllvenna, Director ol the National
Young Adult Project of the Methodist
Churcly, saidd he considers it “helpful™ for
children (including his own) to see photo-
graphs ol nude males, though he does not
want them to see pictures of violence and
brutality. A private investigator, who had
checked out the names ol people on the
DSI mailing list. westified that they repre-
sent a Ueross section” of the community—
including high school principals, police-
men and public ofhials.

Judge Earl R. Larson called in Dr.
Donald Hastings. head ol the department
of psychiatry at the University of Minne-
sot Medical School, o testify as an im-
partial expert. Dr. Hastings said the DSI
material was not pravient and Turther ex
plained thae the appeal 10 homosexuals
ol nude male pictures is “not funda-
mentally different” from the appeal 10
heterorexual males of the nude tomale
pictures  in reavsoy. (At this  trial,
rravsoy was generlly cited as represent-
g acceptable  contemporary  national
standards regarding the publication ol
sexually oriented materiall)

The defendants were found not guilty
on cach ol the 29 counts and Judge Lar-
son concluded that none ol the tests for
obscenity set down by the Supreme
Court had  been violmed.  In short.
homosexuals (like heterosexuals) have a
right 1o purchase material that appeals 1o
their erotic interests, and crotic 15 not
synonyimous with prurient or obscene,
The court added the following meaning-
ful stitement: “The rights of minoritics
expressed individually in sexual groups
or otherwise must be respected, With
mncreasing research and stody, we will,
in the [uture, come to a better under
standing ol ourselves, sexual  deviants
and others.”

Harold L. Call, Presidemt
Mattachine Soaery, Inc
San Francisco, Calilornia

ZIPPY MAIL
I cim’t understand the PPost Ofhee's
comradicrory  atitude  roward  Uracy”

photographs. They beg us 10 put a liule
“Zip” in our mail, don’t they?
Herman Galler
Balumore, .\I:u'}'l.‘llld

TEXAS TURMOIL

I was under the impression that what I
read and what stirred my libido was my
own damn business: however, recently a
copy ol Freedom Talk. a Lile Line radio
broadeast, was sent 10 me. The [reedom
that  Melvin Munn, commentator on



If you could put

Tareyton's charcoalfilter

onh your cigarette,
youd have

a better cigarette.

Of course we can't guarantee it'll smoke as smooth as aTareyton.

88 CHARCOAL
g eR

New Tareyton 100’s with the charcoalfilter. .:«.sc., o
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The sneak
photographer’s
favorite weapon

What makes the Olympus Pen-EES
such an effective candid camera is 1)
its easily concealed dimensions, 2) its

automatic  shutter speed aperture
combination system, and 3) easyto
focus lens.

All you do is find a likely target and
point in that direction. Then click! A
moment preserved that only you know
about.

Another advantage of the Pen-EES, of
course, is that it's a half-frame. This
means you get twice as many pictures
on a roll of standard 35mm film. So
the danger of finding yourself out of
fitm just when the right subject comes
along is reduced considerably.

You'lifind the Pen-EES at fine camera
stores everywhere. See it today, and
good hunting!

Olympus
OLYMPUS OPTICAL CO., LTD., Tokyo, Japan

OLYMPUS OPTICAL CO. (Europa), GmbH.
2 Hamburg 1, Steindamm 105.

Freedom Talk. velers o is my lreedom to
read: and he wants 1o take 1 awav lrom
me. under the guise ol “delending™ me
against pornography. Fhis reminds me
ol & woman i Fort Wordh. Texas, who
wis raising hell over a road sign tha
read Two pass. (O course, there were
two dams nearbv)) This enlightened
Christian became so vehement over the
possthility that children would see this
sign that she wrote 1o the editors ol her
local newspaper, demanding that it be
taken down.

Richard E. Garnett
Fort Worth, Texas
Myr. Munn's “Freedom Tall™ has ay ils
chicf sponsor H. L. H. Producis, oicned
by multibillionaive H. L. Hunt. (Mr.
Huni had personally financed the radio
program, until its tax exemplion was
canceled e 1963.) You ave not the first
one to note that Munn and Hunt seem
more inilevested inoabolishing than in
profecting freedom.

FREEDOM TO READ

Some time ago, the Citizens for Decent
Literature sprang up here in Cedar
Falls, lowa. The members showed an in-
credible film, Pages of Death, at one ol
their meetings, and I was one ol about
a dozen rational people who atended
the showing. together with about 60 of
“them.”

The hlm purports 10 show low a
bookish boyv (instrument of the Devil,
books!) rapes a Sweet Young  Future
Mother of America and leaves her body
i the ciny dump, alier he has read
“divty nuigazines.”

Alter the showing, a few skepticl
persons tried to point out that there s
no causal connection between sexually
oriented material and sex aimes. .

The meening instantly turned into a
riot. People screamed. T had read abowt
occurrences like this, but I had never
been involved in one. It was a Iright-
cmng experience. Those ol us who did
stand up and ask pointed questions got
answers from so Lar afield that it was like
hearing the question answered in Chi-
nese. There was no communication with
those people. ne, The CDL quickly
became aware, naturally, that there was
apposition present: and the meeting got
so noisy and out of hand that the leaders
abruptly adjourned it, rather than let
any ol us ask any more questions or make
ANV MO statements.

I telephoned 36 people that weckend,
and on Sunday the “original 19 met at
my house. We had college faculty mem-
bers, university department heads. Librari-
ans, public school teachers, housewives,
i minister. a booksiore manager. etc. The
upshot of the discussion was that we
clected a provisional planning commitee
ol five 1o prepare for a public mecting
and a permanent organization.

We are now ofhcial: the Freedom to
Read  Organization  of  Black  Hawk

Countyv. a vouproht association lor the
purposes of informing and educating a
Iree public vegarding a [ree press and
the riglht o read.

Our board of dircaors includes two
state  legishors.  a psvchiatric social
worker. a cimcal psvchologist. a theater
owner. a denust. a school hibrarian. a
Garl Scour executive, a Stare College of
lowa department head and the college
librarian ol the State College of Towa.

Patricia Samson
Cedar Falls. lowa

EROTICA AND NEUROTICA

A Iriend showed me a publication
titled  Opevation Yorkiille Newsletien,
which is devored to proving that obscene
literature is a grave and present danger
to the swrvival of America. On page lour
ol this sheet. there is a diagram showing
a seesaw with three men on one side
and one on the other. The caption reads,
“Three our ol four psvchiatrisis say,
"Etfect of
bad. . . " There is no evidence given
1o support this rather surtling statistic,
Can vou well me: Have there been any
statstical survevs ol psvchiatric opimon
on this subject. and would the resulis
support QO peration Yovkodle's claimz

Hemry Foote
New York, New Yok

Therve has been such a swrvey, under-
taken in 1966 by the New Jersey Com-
miltee for the Right to Read. and 1t
contradicty  Operation  Yorkville's  state-
ment. The vesponses of 203 New [Jersey
psychiatvists and  psychologists revealed
the folloeing  statistical  breakdown  of
opinion:

On the question of whether, in then

obscermity  on personality s

experience, sexually orviented litevature
provoked antisocial behavior. the ex perts
volted 16 to I that o did not: on the
question of whether such matervial might
be benefictal to some veaders by provid-
ing a wvicarious outlel, they voled yes
fwro o one.

Furtheymove, on  the
whether consorshify itself was beneficial
lo young people, they woted six to one
that 1t was not.

Finally, asked whethey (('H.mnhip i"-
self s havmful, they voled lwo to one
that it 1s. Some of the comments of the
Neiwe  Jevsey  psychiatvists and  psycholo-
aists polled ave illuminating. A chinical
psychologist specializing in childven and

question of

adolescents wrole:

1 have for the
worked  extensiviely
cents—emotionally

past 12
with
distrrbed, e

years
adoles-

linquents, brain injuved—ithe whole
range. | have yel to encounler a sin-
cle case where harm was done 1o a
child becawse he was veading  por-
nogra phic [Some]
started to get betler when they be-

gan lo read pornography.

mialerial.



About all there is to do is swim,
scuba, snorkel, skindive, fish the
deep sea, paddle a boat or just float.
Of course, there are shops to visit,
movies to watch, trips to take, ska
parties to enjoy and an 800-foot white
sand beach to wander. As they say,
it's no place like home. Unless, of
course, you happen to have an Olym-
pic-size pool, sunken Grecian baths,
meeting rooms, bi-level suites with
private patios and breathtaking views.
Plus a night club, gourmet cuisine and
a bounty of beautiful Bunnies to wait
on you hand and foot. If this isn't
the simple life as you know it—try it!

s e
simple life

at
Jamaica Playboy...
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Simpl
wondertul!

Ocho Rios, Jamaica, West Indies

THE JAMAICA PLAYBOY CLUB-HOTEL

Contact Utell International in New York,
Miami, Chicago. Boston, Dallas, Los
Angeles, Montreal, Toronto and London,
or your travel agent. Or, chip this coupon
and send for our free color brochure.
r..-........II.....I...------------I
Hotel Division, Dept. J-28

The Plaxdbo?‘(‘ Building,

919 N. Michigan Ave. m

Chicago, llinois 60611
Give me the simple life and rush me

the Jamaica Playboy Club-Hotel's
free color brochure.
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A clinical psychiatrist commented:

I do nol recall a single case ex-
amined by me or presented at staff
conferences by any other member
of the staff in which sexually ori-
ented  publications.  photographs,
films or other materials played a
discernible part in the development
of the youngster's disorder.

Another clinical psychiatrist stated:

The sexual offenders 1 have seen
in 20 years of practice have been,
without exception, shy, ignorant,
bumbling  middie-aged men, active
i church, scouts ar some such or-
sanizalion stressing a sovt of ideal
condnet.

A clinical psychologist had this to say:

In clinical practice, the litevature
read has nothing to do with the
emotional  difficulty.  Basically, the
conscions as well as the unconscious
difficulties avise from the inter-
familial divectly, and indivectly from
those influcnces such as cleh and
school, ete., and lastly the books or
flms he or she may see.

The last two statements. in particular,
support the theory, genevally accepted
among psychologists, that those who at-
tempt 1o deny and suppress thew sexual
needs, for religious or for moval reasons,
are more apl to break down and give
expession 1o these needs trough uncon-
trollable, antisocial  belavior than  are
those who guiltlessly accept the sex dvive
as a healthy, normal part of life.

PROTECTING CHILDREN
Recently. The Detroil Free Press car-
ried the story of a police chicf in West
Hardord. Connecticut, who ordered an
art-gallery owner to remove a picture of
a nude woman from her display window.
He justificd this demand by claiming
that children passed the arr gallery on
their wav 1o school. As a Free Press col-
umnist said: “Why should children be
shiclded from the anatomical facts of
lifez T is far beuer that their curiosity be
satishied ac an early age than suppressed
to explode Tater.” This sort ol censorship
not only inlringes on our rights, it suc
ceeds in protecting no once—in fact, it
warps the same young minds for which
it claims concern.
Dave Shane
Flinn, Michigan

PORNOGRAPHIC BABY DOLL

While histening to the radio the other

day. I heard a lady who was telephoning
a popular “talk™ program in this area
complain about a new baby doll about 1o
be introduced in the V.S, by the Crea-
tive Playthings oy stores. Her complaint
was that this boy doll is anatomically
accurate; it is equipped with penis and

testicles, just like a real baby boy. She
described  this doll as “pornographic”
and said that people were already band-
ing together 1o prevent its sale in the
U. 5. The purpose of her call was to alert
the public to the menace of this doll.

Apparently it never occurred to this
woman or to the people she claims are in
agreement with her that a representation
of a human being without sex organs
could well be considered an obscenity.
In my opinion, hiding the sex organs or
pretending they do not exist does perma-
nent damage 1o the mind of a child.
What could be a more graphic demon-
stration o an impressionable child that
there is something wrong with the sex
organs than to give it a doll that is ana-
tomically acanrate in all respects exeept
that there is a blank where the genitals
should be?

No one is forcing these prudes to buy
the doll: why must they ury 10 prevem
enlightened parents from obuaining this
toy for their childrenz IT such activity
15 not unconstitutional. it should be.

Arthur Seldon
Chicago. Ilinois

MENACE OF NUDITY

PLAYBOY stresses that children should
be taught that sex is natural and beauti-
ful. not something o be hidden or de-
nicd. This is fine, but you neglect to add
i most vital rule: "Do not expose a child
to that which he cinnot handle.” Some
“liberal™ pavents will interpret vour dicta
to mean that i is good 1o allow children
to see the nude body. That is like put
ung a c¢hild in the driver’s seat ol a car.
Young children, up 1o the age of puber-
ty. are not emotionally equipped to view
the nude body nor to handle the over-
whelming sensory Hood that resulis [rom
such a sight. They cannot cope with it
To handle i, they repress and block.
And. as many psychoanalysts point out,
they may grow up more ncurotic than
those children who come from  puri-
tanical homes.

David F. Feingold
Columbia University
New York, New York
We disagree. The  psychoanalytical
theory to which we assume you refer is
based on the vather improbable (and cer-
tainly wnproved) assumption that a little
boy, viewing the nude female body, will
think that the givl once had a penis that
has been ampulated and will begin to
worry that this will happen to him, too
(castration anxiety). while a litle girl,
viewing the nude male. will feel inferior
because she does not possess a phallus
(penis envy). As “The Encyclopedia of
Sexual Behavior” points oul, even psycho-
analysis who accepl this theory caution
“that attempting to keep from children
the knowledge of sex differences by con-
cealment 15 a naive and futile gesture
and that the emotional ewmphasis with

which this is usnally done, viz.. going to
extraordinary lengths to maintain sexual
modesty when vevelation would be the
stmple natural concomitant of a domestic
activity, sevves only to intensify the cas-
Dration anxicty and penis envy.” Most
non-Freudian  psychologists  veject  the
theovies of castration anxiety and penis
envy entively and insist that the child
who has not been adversely conditioned
by excessively prudish parents will react
to the naked human body without any
special anxiely.

For example, A. 5. Neill. headmaster
of the successful Summerhill sehool, has
wrillen:

Nakedness should never be dis-
conraged. The baby should see its
pavents naked from the beginning.
However, the child should be told
when he s veady to understand that
some people don't like to see chil-
dren naked and that, in the pres-
ence of such people, he should wear
clothes. . . .

The very fact that the law does
not permit exposure of the sex or-
gans is bound 1o give children a
warped attitude toward the human
body. . . .

The “overwhelming sensory flood”
that results from wiewing the naked body
is without question a culturally conddi-
tioned response; many Viclorians ex peri-
enced 1t al the sight of an exposed ankle.
But times have changed, and the same
process that has made ankles acceprable
is gradually being applicd to the vest of
the lnanan body. Dy, Benjamin Spock,

the eminent  psychiatvic  pediatrician,
poinis out:
In half a century, Americans

hasve made a full swing from the
excesstve modesty of the Victorian
period to the partial nudity of sports
clothes and to complete nudity in
quite a few homes today. Most
people agree (and I certainly do)
that today’s casual attitude is a lot
healthier. Nursery school teachers,
children’s psycliatvisis and  psychol-

ogists  genervally  agree  that s
wholesome  for young childien of
both sexes to see each othey un-

dressed at tomes in the home and at
the beach.

The findings of anthropologists con-
firm that there is nothing intvinsically
shocking about nudity. Marcaret Mead,
after studying a group of adolescent givis
in a Polynesian communily, wrote:

Samoan  children  have complete
knowledge of the human body and
s functions, owing to the custom
of little childven going unclothed,
the scant clothing of adults, the
halit of bathing in the sea, the use
of the beach as a latvine and the
lack of privacy in sexual life. They



alvo have a vivd understanding of
the natwre of sex.

Theve is no evidence that Samoan
childven grow up, as your theory would
lead one to expect. inordinalely neurolic,
To the contvary, Miss Mead found that
sex and the Tanan body are integrated
parts of their lives and vaise [ewer prob-
lemns than in a prudish sociely.

It seems ta us that the attempt o un-
naturally and  wnnecessarily  hide  the
fruman body from  children must haoe
precoely the same effects as the aitempl
to conceal sexual information from them
—that is, to create a sense of shame, mvs-
tevy and fear, in which false ideas and
neuwrolic feclings can floweer  inlo a
texrible maturity.

HEALTHY SEX EDUCATION

I have a healthy snntnde oward sex,
due o my background: 1 was raised and
educated in Farope and Auostralia, and
my  parents were very understnding,
permissive and mature. All ol my ques-
tions pertaining to sex were truthlully
answered:  morcover, the whole  Lunily
frequently bathed nude at the heach.

I support rravsov's stand Fivoring
better sex education for American chil-
dren A liberal and vational approach 1o
sex would vastly dearease the number of
sex ames committed in the ULS. But
children e not the only ones who need
to be educated.  Newspaper  articles,
court decisions and various state laws all
lead me to recommend a crash program
of sex education for the entive American
public—especially for legislators. judges,
doctors, writers and dergymen,

Inge Huber
Los Angeles, California

V.D. PREVENTION

Congratulations! The Julv  Playboy
Fenum sul'p;lﬁ!ﬂ.’tl the Party Jokes in hu-
morous content. You and Dr. Margaret
Mead want to nuike the pill available 1o
the teenage set i order o cut down the
illegitimacy rate. What do vou propose
to do abour the rise in the VoD, rate?
Pass out penicillin tablets? The problem
has already reached  epidemic propor-
tions: or hasn't anvone wold vou?

Knowing your line ol reasoning, your
rebuttal will be, “Passing out the pills is
a wood dea”

D. W. Englade
New Orlems. Louisiana
If penicillin tablets were an effective
waceine against syphilis or gonorrhea,
frassing out these  pills would  be a
good idea. Bui they are not and, at

present, there is no prevendive vaccine
against  venereal  discases. Theve  ave
quick-and-casy  cures,  however,  that

might have wiped out the diseases years
aso, had it not been for the persistent
notion—cansed by puritan antisexuality
—that the victimt of V. D.as sinful. “The
people of the United States have never

felt venereal disease is anything {thal
concerns them very much,” says William
F. Schwartz, educational consullant o
the venercal-disease branch of the U.S.
Public Health Sevvice. “They have, un-
foviunately, the attitude that syphilis is
something that nice people don't get
and shouldn’t do anything about aud
showldn't even talk about. A lot of people
believe that if you have venereal disease,
vou somehow desevoe 1l and this 15 1
spite of the fact that literally thousaneds
of cases are contracted in sweayy that are
morally, legally and socially acceptable.”

The allies of venercal disease are not
bivth-control pills but ignorance, prud-
ery and shame, It s these that prevent
better sex education in the schools, keep
private physictans from reporting cases
in ordey to avoird soctal repeveussions for
the patient. make it diffrendt to o raise
[unds Jor vesearvch and censor informa-
tion in the mass media.

ABORTION REJECTED

My husband and T have a 17-month-
old daughter whom advocates of liberal
abortion would not have in this world,
becmse she is retarded. As T write this, [
am in the ninth month of my second
pregnancy. A committee of three doclors
would cerzunly testily that my mental
health has heen upser during this preg-
mancy with the fear thae this child may
also be retded. Under liberalized abor-
tion laws, I could have been relieved of
the baby that T am now carrying, il |
had wanted ro.

How litte the would-be liberalizers of
aboronon  understand! We  adore our
daughter. even il she is vetrded, and we
look forward o the new baby with op-
timism. Barring conclusive evidenee that
we shouldn™t have more children, we
will have them.

I believe that my willingness 1o have
children s the soundest attitude toward
sex in marriage, since sex has two pur-
cation and gratihcaton. Un
less an effort is made to achieve both,
sex will be unnawral and perverted and
the love ol husband and wile will [ail.

As lor those who conceive children
out ol wedlock, T do not Teel the lives of
mnocent babies should be sacriiced 10
mimimize their difhcultics. How can a
liberal-minded person logically proposc
killing babies as a means ol alleviating
suflering? 1 see a further lack of logic in
the inability ol liberals 10 see where
their advocacy ol birth control and abor-
tion is taking us. First we try to prevent
conception, then if that Lails. we [all
back on abortion. But abortion is not
sale alter 1the third month ol pregnancy:
therelore, we need another saleguard to
protect the mother from the problems of
the unwanted child H our hirst two hines
ol defense [ail, there seems Linde else 1o
do but to kill the child afwer 1 is horn,
This can be  justificd on the  same
arounds as abortion—that we are spar-

mg the mother the suffering of having to
a deformed or retarded  child.
(]nI(l with some social stigma attached tn
it or a child who is a financial burden.
This line ol reasoning may scem absurd,
but legalization of abortion was general-
Iy considercd unthinkable not long ago.
Mrs. John R. Parisian
Bowling Green. Ohio

Your letter is a moving document and
we admive the courage shown by both
you and youy Isband. We preswme that
your doctor has alveady explained o
you  that many  factois nol related  to
hevedity can cause yetavdaiion and that
the chances of your second cluld’s being
perfectly normal ave not necessayily di-
minished by your previous experience.

However, we must also add that you
misunderstand the advocates of liberal-
ized abotion laws and do them an
injustice by saying that they “would not
have™ your daughter in the world. They
are in Jaoor of yowr vight to decide shen
and how often you will bear children
andd, on the same grounds, they favor the
right of any other woman o ferminale a
pregnancy—without the state interfering
in any way with ecithey of you. Your fear
that abovtion will lead to infanticide Is
aroundless. The very fact that aborfion
is not classified as homicide in nalions
wheve it is illegal indicates thal every-
body Eknows, and always has known, the
diffevence between a fetus and an infani.

Finally, we wonld like to suggesi that
the couvage you possess so  markedly
wonld be even move admivable if it were
accompanicd by the virtue of tolerance.
To descvibe willfully childless couples as
“unnatuval and pervevied” is to make the
very provincial mistake of identifying
“diffevent  from me” with “inferior”
lo me.”

ABORTION NIGHTMARE

[ am a 24ven-old divorced woman
with three diildren. Three months ago,
man broke imto my home and raped me,
while my  five-month-old  son  watched
helplesslv. As soon as the vapist lely, |
cilled the police, and they picked up a
man a lew blocks from my house. How-
ever, because | owas in a state ol shock. 1
could not make a positive identification.
The suspect was released and the case
was closed. As a result, the man who
vaped me is stll walking avound free.

Meanwhile, what  has happened w0
me. the viciim?® T have gone through
hell—thanks to the antiquated abortion
laws that some writers o The Playboy
Forum are sull delending. Driven 10 2
ncar breakdown by worry abourn the ellect
of this experience on my son, who saw
cverything, T also had to [ace the [act
that the rapist had made me pregnant.
I went to a psychiatrist, expeaing to
receive  Kindness,  understanding,  some
form of therapy for my nervous condi-
tion and, especially, aid in obtaining
therapeatie abortion. Instead, he gruflly

91



PLAYBOY

92

informed me that abortion was against
his religious ethics and told me to find
another psychiatrist.  Fearing  that T
would face the same callous “moralism™
elsewhere, 1 began making inquiries
about sources of illegal abortion. This
came 1o the attention of the police detec-
tive who had handled my rape case. and
he warned me that, under stite Luow, T
could be convicted of murder [or having
the operation illegally. (I subsequently
learned that, although such a prosecu-
tion is legally possible, lawyers believe
that a conviction is most unlikely.)

I was half insane at this point—driven
Dy anger against the law that seemed
more concerned with hounding the vic
tim than with punishing the criminal:
fearful that T was losing my mind; and
bitter at the thought of bringing into the
world a child I could never love, a child
who would always remind me of his
lunatic-<criminal father and  the outrage
committed against me. T arttempred self-
abortion—without success, but without
harming mysell seriously, either. thank
God. 1 then deaded on suiade. bhut re-
solved to make one more attempt to ob-
tain therapeutic aboruon first. To muke a
long story short, this time I was lucky. 1
met two  very  understanding  psychia-
trists, who arranged the operation at a
local hospital on the grounds that the
pregnancy was “hazardous to my lile.”
They believed 1 was teetering on  the
edge  between  suidide  and  insanity,
ready to fall cither way. T am now in
therapy with onc of these psvchiatrists,
who is a kind and wonderful mun and
who has convinced me that this tragedy
need not doud my lile forever.

(Name withheld by request)
Tacoma, Washington

A PREGNANT GIRL'S VIEWPOINT

Since 1 am eight weeks pregnant and
i college seni rrAavsoy readers might
be interested in my opinion of abortion.
I have no opportunity 1o obtain a legal
abortion. The one doctor I was referred
to told me that he no longer performs
the operation.

My next step was to try o induce a
miscurriage. I've taken dosens ol quinine-
sulphate capsules, castor oil with baking
soda. birth-control pills and anvthing clse
I could think ol. Nothing has worked.

Though the child’'s [ather and I re-
spect and  love each other and  have
much in common, marriage is not the
solution. We both have college 10 com-
plete, and the dvalt is but a couple of
weeks away for him. We have no money.
Most imporiant, we both believe that
we should not minry until we are older
and maore sure of owselves and what we
want [rom life.

I ask mysell. “What next?” Must T un-
dergo the agony ol a sellinduced abor-
tion, with the risk ol death? Or must I be
a social outcast, break my  parems'

hearts, bear an illegitimate child? We
knew the risks when we made love, but I
still Teel that there is something terribly
wrong with a society that ofters us no
real alternatives.
(Name and address
withheld by request)

FUNERALS FOR MISCARRIAGES
In a recent interview for my Cleve-

land radio show. Bl Gordon on the
Scene, 1 discussed  abortion  with  the
Reverend Lester Kinsolving, an Episco-
pal priest who writes a column on reli-
gion for the San Francisco Chronicle. He
is an advocate of liberalized abortion
laws, When asked how he reconciles legal-
ized abortion with the theory that de-
struction of the fetus is the taking of
human life. Father Kinsolving replied:
“I will go along with that theory as soon
as they begin holding funerals for mis-
curiages.” Touché!

Bill Gordon

Sausalito, California

RELIGION AND THE WORD

With hosaunas I greet a church publi-
cation’s wsing what 1s generallv conced-
ed to be the strongest four-letter word in
English. Entitled Sex as Gifi. this bhook
has gone on sale in the British Isles. It
was published under the auspices of
Scottish Churches” House, which carries
out projects for nine Scottish religious
denominations.  Scottish  clergy have a
reputation lor austerity, but in this book,
by Dr. Tan M. Fraser, Warden ol Scot-
tish Churches” House, there is a chapter,
entitled “Having Ie.” that discusses in
plain English the emotional meaning
of the sex act and 1ts effece on human
relationships. In attempting to discover
what intercourse means to people. Dr.
Fraser writes: “We made some progress
by considering the word ‘Tuck.” . .. What-
cever content the word ‘fuck’ is capable
or not capable of bearing, anything that
is more than animal copulation or mere
physical linking must get across the idea
of a relationship being established, of
which the sex act is at least some expres-
sion and confirmation.” As Dr. Fraser
points out, you n learn a great deal
about people [rom the meaning they
attach 10 certain words and from the
degree of lreedom or restriction  with
which those words are used. The appear-
ance of this formerly forbidden word in
a religious publication is symptomatic of
a growing wrend in clevical aircles 1o make
religious thinking move relevant o real
life.

Charles Twrell
London, England

JUDAISM AND THE DEATH OF GOD

Like the June Playboy Panel on Reli-
gion and the New Morality, Rabbi Ru-
benstein's Judaism and tlhe Death of God
(rLaveoy, July) was quite interesting.

The article’s ambiguitics, in particular,
impressed me. This is not a criticism:
Such ambiguities are evidence that clergy-
men are still seuching lor a language
that will express in contemporary terms
the grear lacts of religion, morality and
the good lile.

The radical theologiars of the death-
of-God school began a legitimane under
taking: o describe the nature of God in
our time. They departed from the ortho-
dox winitwian  formula to allmm  a
“Christian atheism.” They declared the
death ol God and the death of the Holy
Spirit. but they held onwo Jesus.

Rabbi Rubenstein is doing something
similar. For him, the God of the Old

‘estament is alive in the institutions of
ration, but he proclaims the ab-
sence of God in the form of the Holy
Spirit and the death ol God in the form
of Christ.

Oddly  cnough, these  death-of-God
theologians refer back to Tillich for their
religious knowledge. T may have misread
Tillich: but to me, his idea that God is
the “ground of being” does not kill God
but, rather. broadens the range ol His
influence bevond orthodox definitions,

And so the dialog continues, Thanks
to rLAYBOY for its part in it

Charles McDermott
Diamond Hill Methodist Church
Fort Worth, Texas

I do not belong to the death-of-God
camp described by Rabbi Rubenstem in
the July issue of pravsov. IT we feel that
we are living in a time ol the death ol
God, it is because prior to this, we he
lieved in a God who denied man free-
dom of action. Auschwitz was horrible,
but it happened not becaase an omnipo-
tent God made it happen but because
God created man with [ree will and man
in turn misused his freedom 10 make
Auschwitz. God could have prevented
Auschwitz only by taking away man’s
freedom of will, making him a nmario-
newe. This is the Tramework in which
God is all-powerlul—He limits His on-
nipotence for the sake of man’s frecdom.

H. Richard Rasmusson, Dircctor
University Presbyterian Church
Purdue University

West Lafavette, Indiana

DEATH OF RELIGION

I think Rabbi Rubenswein’s  Judarsm
and the Death of God (rravsoy, July) is
great. He tuwrns me on more than does
cither Hamilton or Aluzer.

However, of the death-of-God
theologians  has been able o face the
one remaining, unthinkable thought con-
lronting all of us: We are living in the
tme ol the death of our religions. Both
Christianity and  Judaism are finished.
The God of the Bible has gone the way of

(continued on page 240)

none
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Is this the secret
of the Orient ?

From Japan, a through-the-lens meter-
ing 35mm SLR camera so unique, so
accurate, yet so totally professional that
even professionals are using it. The un-
canny Minolta SR-T 101.

And what makes the SR-T 101 so un-
canny? A new method of determining
exposure called Contrast Light Compen-
sator (or CLC, for short) that provides re-
markably accurate exposure measuring
even in high-contrast lighting situations.

Mincita Camera Co., Lid. 18, 4chome. Shiemachidorl, Minami-ku, Osaks. Japan Mincita Corporation 200 Park Avenus South, New York, ALY, 10003, US.A. Mincita Camaers

So no more under-exposure of shad-
ows or other dark areas. No more bad
pictures that should have been good
pictures. Just good, perfectly exposed
pictures that you'll probably want to
hang on your wall. You won't believe
your eyes.

Plus all this: a control-integrated view-
finder, so you always set shutter speed,
aperture, then focus, without moving
the camera from your eye. Exposure
measuring at full aperture, so that the
viewfinder is bright and clear at all
times. And the extraordinary benefits

of the total Minolta system of 35mm
photography — more than 30 Rokkor
Lenses and about a 100 other fine
Minolta accessories fit the SR-T 101,

Your Minolta dealer has plenty more
to reveal about this camera. One of the
secrets he’'ll share with you is the price.
You won't believe your ears.




All* watch brands
are good

So why not
concentrate on

¥inding a dial you
really like?

The Swiss manufacturers of dials

Wit geld howr-markers .




If
negotiating
tOMOITOW

When a Summit Conference is held at
" Geneva's Palais des Nations, the best watch
in the world is there.

You can recognise its classic shape, carved
out of a solid block of gold, from the other
end of the conference table.

Inside the solid, pressure-proof walls of its
Oyster case is a self-winding, officially
certified chronometer movement.

In our own building in Geneva, thereis a

room lined with portraits of most of the world’s leaders. w
The Rolex they wear is the Datejust. In 18 ct. gold, with
matching Jubilee bracelet. RQGEWEAX

Wirite to Rolex, Geneva, Switzerland, for free colour catalogue.

Aden Aucklsnd Bandung Bangkok Bombay Brussels Buenos Aires Caracas Cologne Dublin Havana Hong Kong Johannesburg London Madiid Manda Malbourne Mexica City Mitan Mew York Paris Sio Paulo Singapore Sydney Tokyo Toronlo



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!

ﬁgﬁm Pay at home and surprise your friends abroad with an exceptional gift.
O+

8
Qﬁ Ei troublefree, in almost any country in the world. No packaging and shipping

» GloBOLService delivers Apricot Bols and Bols Z.0. Genever, quick and \\g%
charges and no duty formalities as BOLS delivers abroad from local stocks. N;;
O Writeto GloBOLService, Rozengracht 103, Amsterdam for further particulars. i
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HERE'S

- beenany reading
to measure. (How
often have you found
you had too much
or too little to read
on a trip?)

So Swissair is
looking for stories
as long or as short as its flights.

We're really particularabout
this. Let us give youan example.

The flight from Zurich to
Munich takes around 50 min-
utes. In that time vou could
read Stanley Ellin’s trightening
story. “Specialty of the House™.

Youcould. wesay. Wedon't
insist you read that particular
story. Maybe vou know of
another 50-minute story that's
equally breath-taking and time-
consuming. Would you tell us
the title?

Or maybe you can’t think of
one at the moment. But you
might know the right story for
one of our other flights:
Zurich—Hamburg 80 minutes

never

[ Times change. So do flight times.
And with them
the time vou have for rm:ﬁn,s:.}

AR LI bl

Sty O Lrmaadne
L R R ——

Raat] MOobte m . awy

SWISSAIR IS LOOKING FOR SHORT STORIES.

MiNi-SHorT STORIES,

AND BErmMuDA- SHORT STORIES.

Geneva--Lisbon 140 minutes
Bern—Paris 100 minutes
Basel - Zurich 30 minutes
Geneva —Casablanca
200 minutes
Zurich—Vienna 75 minutes

Geneva—Milan 55 minutes

We've had a few ideas about
what the stories might be:

a)  We thought one might take place n the
country you're just flying over. Or the
author might be from there. (It both.
so much the more exciting.) Example:
Paolo Paoli. The Fox of Venice. when
vou're flving from Zurich 1o Athens.

by We thought it might give you an odd
sort of fecling to be flying to the city
where the story is Lid. And the author
would be from the same town. There
aren’t many stories that offer both, but
we do know of one: Eduard Fiker's
Fish m the Net when you're heading
for Prague.

¢)  We thought it would be
exciting i the scene of the
story was vour point ol or-
gin or destnation, Or both.
And then to cap the chimax.
if a Swissair plane was invol-
ved. Example: lan Fleming's
007 arrives m Geneva from
London. On Her Majesty’s
Service. (Though this one is
only for awlully. awlully fast
readers.)

Perhaps vou actually know ol some
stories that fall into one ol these three
categories. Do tell us about them. so that
we can decide whether we have the nght
reading matter for passengers on all our
flights. Stories tmed to measure. To make
the time simply fly.

P. S. Naturally we've thought abour our
guests from overseas, from Africa, the Near
and Far East. But this is rather complicated.
We don't believe anvone would want 1o read
an cight-hour-and-fiftecn-ninute story or a
sixteen-hour-and-foriv-minute story at one |
sitting. '

After all. vou spend a good deal of 1ime
caring. So we think it will be gquite enough to
look for stories that reach from one Swissair
stop to the next, Say from Tokyo o Manila,

from Bangkok to Caloutta, from Santivgo

10 Buenoy Aires. from Chicago to Montreal.

Ina couple of vears we'll be flving super-
sonic. And then the Evropean short stories,
or at least the Bermida-shovt stories. will do
tor even the longest flight.

Please Il out. cot owt. ard maid o
Adverirsing manager. Swissan VA
Post Office Box 928

80271 Zuiich. Switzedland

Name

Adddress

Cuty

Country

I know of a story

menutes long. sutable for a thght
from
o

Name of story

Author
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Don’t be late for these dates!

KIM FARBER
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KELLY BURKE

Begin the new year beautifully with a delightful

« .. dozen of the most popular Playmates ever to grace
PLAYBOY’s pages. In 12 eye-pleasing new full-color

«. Pposes, glamorous gatefold girls unfold month after
month to brighten a new day or mark a memorable evening.

Perfect for the man who likes to make more of his
time. Right for friends who feel the same. Playmate
Desk Calendar adds a decorative touch to den or office.
Wall Calendar goes great where things happen.
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namov nreevie. JOHNNY CARSON

a candid conversation with television’s foremost host, clown brince and raconteur
2

There are f[ew television personalities
as engaging—and none as paradoxical—
as Johuny Carson, the suave, boyish, 2-
year-old star of NBC’s “Tonight Show.”
Froe mghts a week, for 90 minutes—
under the serutiny of nearly 10,000,000
mewers and a studio audience of 234—
Carson witttly and  assuvedly  converses
with guests yanging from Boblie Gentry
to Bobby Kennedy, in a style so ingra-
tiating that the average viewer, accord-
ing to one psychologist, feels he belongs
to the “Tomeht Sho’s” “family” and s
taking an active part i the proceedings.
Out of the camera’s range. however,
Carson mainlains a  passionately  private
life thai has earned him an unenviable
reputation as an up-tight, lonely s
anthvope. The puckish star. who often
affects a whimsical naiveté while on the
air, also proved himself to be an exceed-
ingly tough hombre i his celebrated
walkout last April; convinced that NBC
had wviolated his contract by showing re-
vans duving an AFTRA strike, Carson ye-
fused to go back to work when the strike
ended and won a contract  that
reportedly guaranteed him an income in
excess of S1000,000 for the [ollowing
three years.

Despite  occasional  charges that  the

Heu

“Tonight Show™ 15 “verbal Muwak” or
that Carson deliberately shivts contveoer-
sial subjects, the  program atlyacls a
hefty A0 pereent of the late-cvening au-
dience. Recent challengers, such as Joey
Bishop on ABC and Bill Dana on the
short-lived United Network, have yvun far
behind Cavsom not only in the Nielsen
ratings but in the judgment of the critics,
Time has called s show “the most con-
sistently entertaining 90 minutes to be
seen anywhere on lelevision.” The main
drawing card of the program is Carson
himself; a gvacious, tolerant host and a
quick-dvaze, shay pdhoating ad-libber, he
is able to eke laughs even oul of mishap
—as when a mechanical device vefuses
to work oy when a guest fails to maintaim
the liwely, cocktatl-parly vepariee that s
the “Tomght Show's” stock i trade.
Carson’s mastery of lus cvaft is the
polished product of almost three decades
as an entertarner. At the age of M, as
“The Great Carsoni” Jolmny was earn-
ing three dollars an engagement for en-
tevtaining  the Flks and Rotavians  of
Naorfoll, Nebraska—his home town—etth
card tricks and other feals of magic: in
high school, he was class hustorian—and
an imaginative practical joker. After a

two-year stint in the Navy (he once

“You could gut Harlem today and re-

build it tomorvrow—Dbut unless we do
something to uproot the injustices that
crealed the ghetto, all we'll Taoe budlt, at
a cost of billions, is a nicer cage”

“Lverybody I meet in public seems to
wanl to audition for me. If I ask a guy
what timme it as, he'll sing it to me. Foery-
where 1 turn, theres somebody's niece
who does ballet with skindiving fl:p pers.”

enfertained Secvetavy of the Navy James
Forrestal for several hours with his card
trvicks), Jolmny entered the University
of Nebvaska. where he carned money
offcampus as a comedian and radio an-
nouncer, mel his first wife, Jody Wolcott,
and wrote a thesis on comedy. Folloaving
a year in Omaha, wheve he acquired
local renown as an offbeat vadio per-
sonality, he moved to Hollywood and
hosted a Sunday-aflernoon lelevision
show called “Carson’s Cellar.” In 1954,
while writing gags for Red Skelion, he
got s first major break: Called upon to
substitute for his boss after Skelton was
mjured in a rehearsal, he won plaudils
for his performance—and Ihis own might-
time- TV show on CBS; but “The Johnny
Carson Show”™ lasted only 39 jeverish
weeks. The producer attvibuted ils fail-
wre o Cavson’s luck of “power”; Johnny
felt that too many people  had  been
irying to gie Inm adoice.

After this setback, Carson acquived a
manager, Al Bruno, and was pmmprh'
hustled off to New York. In the courvse of
the next fowe vears, as host of a daytime
quiz show, “Who Do You Tirust?” he
learned to (mprovise visqué bl soctally
accepiable double entendres and to coax
humor out  of lady  wiestlers, snake

s ludievons to declaye that sex is wrong
if you're not mayrvied. IU's happening mil-
lions of times cvery day. 1 the laws against
it were enforced, we'd have to build
prisons jor four [ifths of the population.”

95
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charmers and  the matrons who com-
prised  the bull of s viewers and
auests. The vest of his lime was filled
with a heavy schedule of personal ap-
pearances on the Ed  Sullivan. Perry
Como and Dinah Shove shoies, stints as a
guest panclist on “What's My Line?” and
“To Tell the Truth™ and even feature
acting roles on “Playhouse 90" and “The
U.S. Steel Howr”” When Jack Paar de-
cided to step down as ringmaster of
the grueling “ Tonight Show” in 1962, he
named  Cavson—uwho  had  successfully
subbed for lum on several occasions—as
the only man who could [l his shoes.
NBC agreed, but many observers won-
dered if the new man was really up to
Paar. He was—and then some; since he
took over “Tonight.” Carson has eclipsed
his predecessor’s popularity; the show is
the biggest money-maker on television,
with both adveritsers ane studio tickets
SR.O.; and its host has the
biggest star in television.

In the opinion of many, however, Car-
son's success has made him cocky; and
lis veputed highhandedness has led col-
leagues Lo vefer 1o their boss only half-
hwmorously as “The Prince.” True to the
mage, when he secured his prodigious
salary hike last Apnl, he also demanded
—and sol—a free SLOODOOO insurance
policy and more awtonomy in the pro-
duction of the show. One of his fist acls
after veturning to work was to foe pro-
ducer Art Stark, a friend for I1 years,
whase ideas were veportedly too conserva-
tive for the star's taste.

Whatever ehse has done o
Johimny Carson, it has not made him so-
ciable. In the past, he occasionally went
the and—according o
some reports—showed up for work hung
over from what an assocuate called “in-
seeurity binges.” Today, however, he and
his petite second wife, Joanne, rarely
leave their S173,000 duplex in the United
Nations Plaza Tower—a  posh  co-op
that also houses such public personali-
ties as Robert Kennedy, David Susskind
and Truman Capote. They dine out
about twice a month, see an occasional
play and attend Giants games duving the
pro-football season. Carson’s remaining
offcamera hours are spent in puosuil of a
multitude of extvacurricular  interests—
astrononty, archery, motion-picture pho-
tography, scuba diving and flying; he
also plays guitay and drums. Recently, (o
acquire a short fillm clip for the “Tonight
Show,” he even spun around the frack
al Indianapolis in Andy Granatelli’s
turbine-powered  racing  car, allegedly
banned from the “300° because it was too
fast for the competition. On vacations—
which add up to a quarter of the year—
he plays to vecord night-club audiences
at a vepuled S10.000 a week.

Reporters, eager to capitalize on the

become

SHECesy

oni  on Town

irony that such a willing performer should
be such a veluctant celebyity, have often
characterized Carson as a withdvawn,
unaffectionate, cven hostile man. One
“Tonight Show™ guest has bluntly called
hin a “cold [ish.” Fien Iny old [riend
announcer Ed McMalion has satd that
he “packs a tight switcase”” Though
others have rvisen o s defense—nota-
bly, Mrs. Carson, who t'x[)fmm'rl to a
wrtler at some length that Jolny cares
very much about people but doesn’t find
it easy lo wverbalize s feelimgsi—few
succeed in glimpsing his private life, let
alone in reaching him on a personal
level,

We deaded to interview Carson carly
this fall, when he was riding high on the
wave of public intevest that followed his
dispute with the network. Abways wary
of reporters, he vegavds the public’s curn-
ostly about him as a livesome pritation
that “pust goes with the tevedory,” But
during Iis conversations with rLaysoy
interviewer  Alex  Haley—which  were
conducted daily, over the course of a
week, both at Carson’s home and in his
NBC office—he overcame his yeticence
and provided ws with by far the most
candid intervicw he has ever granied.
“At first,” Haley rveporied. “he was eva-
ste, but by the end of our talks, I had
come o ke and vespect him as a man
with the guls to be stubborn about his
conviclions in a profession where the
most common concern is 1o swing with
the “in" crowd, whatever the  personal
compromise.” Haley opened the discus-
ston by asking Cavson aboul his offsereen
image as a loner.

PLAYBOY: Rccent newspaper and  maga-
zine articles about vou have locused on
the conurast between your affable televi-
sion image and what they caim is your
dour, ntisocial  personality in private
life. Writng in TV Guide, Edith Efron
even went so bar as 1o say that “Johnny
Carson is a dual personality; pure sweet-
ness and light on the screen—and olt
screen, plunged imo some Dostoievskyan
murk.” How do you [eel about this kind
of armchair psychoanalysis?

CARSON: I couldn’t cave less what anybody
says about me. I live my lile. especially my
personal lile, strictly for mysell. T fecl
that is my right, and anybody who dis-
agrees with that, that’s his  business.
Whatever vou do. vou're going to be criti-
cized. 1 feel the one sensible thing you
awn do is try to live in a way that pleases
you. Il you don't hurt anvbody else,
what you do is your own business.
PLAYBOY: Of course. But off the air—
even to many of those who know you well
—you scem withdrawn and even hostile.
According to reports, longtime associates
on the show say that you scarcely speak
except as business demands, that you

have almost no friends in or out of show
business, that vou hardly ever go out
socially, thin you shrink rom your own
public. Why?

CARSON: | 1hink I owe onc thing o my
public—the best performance 1 can give.
What else do they want from mez As lor
being sociable, 1 hate the phoniness in
the showbiz world. 1 know this will be
taken wrong, but I don’t like clubs and
orgatmzattons. | was never a joiner. |
think most groups are hypocritical, re-
striictive and undemocratic. 1 don’t run
with anybody’s herd. 1 don't like crowds.
I don’t like going to fancy places. 1 don't
like the whole night-club scene. Cock-
tail parves drive me mad. So 1 do my
job and I stay away from the rest ol
it. Isn’t that my rightz Am I not entitled
to prefer the enjoyment of my home?
Am 1 not entitled to a private life? I can’t
go anywhere without being bugged by
somebody. I'd love to just hike out down
the street, or drop in a restaarang, or
wander in the park, or ke my Kids
somewhere without collecting a wail ol
people. But I can’t. When you get suc
cesslul, you just have o quit going out
in public as ofien as you used w. Wher-
ever you go, some clown grabs you and
demands an autograph: it’s a pain in the
buee. I've had a guy in a wrnal ask me
for an auwtograph!

PLAYBOY: Don't all entertiiners have to
put up with that kind ol thing?
CARSON: Of course. But it docsn’t stop
there. Everybody I mect in public seems
o want o audition for me. I 1 ask a guy
what tume i is, he'll sing it 1o me. Lvery-
where 1 turm, there’s somebody's nicce
who plavs the kazoo or docs ballet with
skindiving  flippers. I'll never  forget
coming out of a restaurant one mght
when this hand reaches [rom an alley
and  literally  tarns - me  completely
around. It was this woman. "1 want you
to hear my son sing.” she says. And out
she shoves this kid—"Sing, Albert!™ And
he did—right there in the street. ve had
cab drivers pull over to the curb 1o well
me about some relative who ought 10 be
on the show, That's why I've got cabo-
phobia—the fear of being talked 10
death in an enclosed space. But you
haven't heard the worst ol it. One night,
Ld McMahon and I drepped into a night
club; we wanted to carch an et there. We
had barely sat down when some drunken
bruiser comes over and hauls me up by
the arm. Right there, I was ready to rip
into him; 1 didn’t care how big he was—
but T kept saying to myscll: “Don’t!” 1
could see the headlines if 1 did. He all
but drags me to his table of maybe 15 or
20 friends and he yells 1o the band 10 stop
so I can enterzaiin them, T wold him I was
sorry, 1 was very busy. I had to ger up
carly. Now he's insulted. “Come on—1I
promised my [riends.” Well, 1T walked




THE ELECTRIC TIMEX
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away; Ed and T had 1o leave—and I'd
made some enemies. You can't win. So
you stay away lrom public situations.
PLAYBOY: Have you changed since vou be-
came a star, or have you always feluv this
stromgly about guarding your privacy?
CARSON: In other words, has  success
spoiled Johnny Carson? No, I don't think
so. I don’t think it's yeu that changes
with success—it’s the people around vou
who change. Because of your new status,
they change in relation 1o vou. Let me
give you an example. I loved the towns I
grew up in as a boy, and alter 1 became
a celebrity, 1 went back several times. 1
would lave had the tme of my life
seeing the old places and the old laces
again, but the awitude of those same
people was, 1 guess you're so big we
hore you now.” What was I supposed to
sav 1o that? Agree with them? Theyv'd
be furious. But if I said I was enjoying
mysell. thev'd say I was being conde-
scending. You see what 1 mean?

There was a " Johnny Carson Day” for
me at the last Nebraska Centennial in
Columbus, Nebvaska. 1 went. 1 enjoyed
most ol . It was a great honor, and 1
sincevelv mean that. Bue T have since de-
cided not 10 go back home agan. It's
just oo much of a strain. My lolks will
hinve 10 come 1o New York 1o see me. |
guess people will hnd all kinds of things
wrong with my saying that: they’ll say
I'm conceited and egocentric—but 1'm
just being honest.

PLAYBOY: 1o be honest, are you con-
ceited and egocenmric?

CARSON: Find me any performer any-
where who asn’t egocentric. You'd bewter
believe you're good, or youve got no
business  being out  there. People
brought up to think, “It's nice 10 be
maodest. IU's nice o hide vour light under
i bushel.” Well, bullshit! I've never
bought that. In my business, the only
thing you've really got is your talent; it's
the only thing vou have w sell. 1l you
want to call that conceit, go ahead. 1
don’t know where you'll hear that word
more than in show business—but it's
olten not conceit at all. Ohen it's a public
compensation for shyness. That's certain-
Iy the ease with me. From the time I was
a linde Kid, T was always shy. Performing
was when 1 was outgoing. So 1 guess 1
am a loner. 1 get claustrophobia if a lot
ol prople are around. But there's a big
dillerence between being a loner and be-

are

ing lonely. I'm far from lonely. My day is
full of things I cnjoy, starting with my
show. Any time my work is going well
and T have a relationship with a woman
that's preaty solid, that does it for me.
PLAYBOY: Last April, you won a healthy
pay raise by going on strike against NBC.
Is that one of the reasons you say your
work is going well?

CARSON: Since when has it been wrong
t ask for a pay raise? Have vou seen
carved in stone anywhere that it's unfair
to bargain for a bewer deal for yoursell?
It was made 10 look as il I'm Jack the
Ripper. Some of the columnists figured
I was oo greedy lor a nice. small-town
Nebraska boy. Like one letter asked,
“How can you do that with people in
the world starving?” What in the hell
is the logic of that? I explained, time
and again, carelully, why I stayed out
—but nobody wants to believe you when
you take a personal stand about some-
thing. The whole thing got written and
tilked Gr out of proportion. Look—
the reason was simple; at least to me it
wias. Tonight was and is the biggest
money-making show NBC has. It brings
in SZ5.000.000 2 year, cold cash: but
NBC wreated Tonight like some bastard
stepchild. We had a ridiculous budget. 1
hadn't liked that setup long belore the
strike. But that still wasn't the specilic
issuc with me. The specific issuc was
that NBC directly violated our contract
during the suike: They used reruns of
the Tomght show without any effort at
all 10 negotiate. My comract  stated
clearly that any reruns would be nego-
tiated in advance in good faith, to arrive
at cquitable lees. They knew why |
stayed out. They sent me a check for the
reruns and I sent the check richt back.
Bur finally, NBC and I came to terms.
I'm satishied. I think they wme. The
show’s doing fine. That's that.

PLAYBOY: Not quitc—il you don’t mind
our pursuing the subject a bit [uriher.
It's been reported that your new conmract
will carn you more than 514,000,000 in
the next three years. Is that tue?
CARSON: I won't tell vou—lor two rea-
sons. One is that a term in the new con-
tract specifies that neither NBC nor |
will make public the derails of the con-
tract; 1 intend to abide by that agree-
ment. Another reason is that in Nebraska,
I was raised to consider that it's not
good manners to ask anyone, “How
much money do you make?” All I will
say is that the new contract calls for an
increase in the monies that I receive for
doing the show,

Look—do you know that Dean Martin
makes o lor more, maybe hall again, at
least, than 1 do? But all that means
nothing whatever to me. I have no use
for 8 houses, 88 crs and 500 suits. 1
ain’t eat but one steak at a tme. 1 don't
wiant but one woman. It's silly 10 have as
one's sole object in life just making mon-
ey, accumulating wealth. I work because
I enjoy what I'm doing, and the fact that
I make money at it—big money—is a
hneand-dandy  side [act. Money gives
me  just one big thing that's really

important, and that’s the [reedom of not
having to worry about money. I'm con
cerned about values—moral, ethical. hu-
man  vialuess—my own, other people’s,
the counury’s, the world's villues. Having
money now gives me the [reedom
worry about the things that really matter.
But I wouldn't call mysell a great deal
happier now than when 1 was carning
S47.50 a week m Omahi, You could live
on that in 191% in Omaha. The guys
the station and I used to sit around and
yak about how great it woukd be il we
could earn S150 a week. We couldn’t have
believed what 1 make now. We couldn’t
have believed where T live now. the job
I have—none ol it. But I'm sull sleeping
in a bed: it cost a lot more, but 1 don’t
sleep any beuer than I did then. And 1
still like hamburgers—but in all ol New
York City, you cannot buy onc as great
as 1 used to buy ar the Hamburger Hut
in Norlolk, Nebraska. You see what 1
mean? Believe me, it's all relative.
PLAYBOY: During your year in Omaha,
vou olten worked six and seven diys a
week almost around the dock. Doesn't 1t
please you o be carning a great deal
more than you did then, for a great
deal less work?
CARSON: Maybe it looks easy to a lot of
people, but sitting in thae chair will take
more out ol you than if you were chop
ping down trees all day. I spend seven
and a hall hours on the air every week.
I think anyone who does this show ought
to get an Emmy just for showing up. I'm
serious. 1t's not the physical strain: i's de-
bilitating memally. In fact, ' aell you
something: My bigeest anxiety is about
the day I'll know I've reached a point
where 1 can’t bring the show anything
more that's new, Iy 12 this October,
seez Physically, T have no concerns: but
mentally, it's one ol those shows where
voure working [rom wiakeup in the
morning until you go to bed, and then
even in bed. The pressure is to keep it
[rom geuing dull. T believe we give more
honest humor and entertaimment in one
week than most primetime shows in a
scason. But think about trying o keep
that up, five nights a week, and mayhe
vou'll appreciate the strain. And that's
Just strain about the overall planning:
then you add the suain ol cach show
when you're on the aire When that ved
light goes oft at the end, I get up lrom
that chair already planning the show lor
the next night. 11 it looks easy, I'm doing
my job. It both bugs me and pleases me
when people rell me how relaxed T make
the show look. Great! Maybe the public
figures I'm gewing well paid for it, but
it's the oughest job in television. Listen
—understand that 'm not complaining,
I love the show; otherwise, I wouldn't be
there. T'm just sayving it's tough.
PLAYBOY: You said your workday begins
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when you wake up. Would you describe
awvpical day for us?

cARSON: Well, T get out of bed at nine
or ten in the morning. And 'm not one
of those who spring up yelling, “Yippee!
Another day!”™ I'll grumble and sulk
aroutd a couple of hours, reading news-
papers and wving to pick out an idea 1
might do something with on the show.
dut 1 don’t really start [unctioning until
noon or later: then about two [ go to the
studio and the pace begins to quicken.
Planning the time slots for this guest,
that guest. rehearsing the skits, wving to
anticipate what  could go wrong  with
some physical participation I want 1o do
—like the time I ducled with a fencing
nuster, Or the tume 1 did a snake dance
with Augic and Margo. Or when I try
out gadgets or tovs. Or the tumes I've
done exercises with Debbie Drake. She's
ercat fun. One of my good lines came
with that. Debbie and I had just lain
down on the exercise maus, side by side,
and it popped into my head to ask her,
“Would you like to leave a call?”
PLAYBOY: Are all ol vour ad libs spon-
tancous and unrehearsed?

cARSON: Very lew of them are. Ad-ib-
bing isn't very often the instant creation
ol a eood line. More often 1t's remember-
ing something you've used belore and
maybe making a quick switch to fit a
fresh situaton. Once I hied Red Buttons
on and he was getung into an involved

analvsis of politics, so T told him final
ly, “Youre kind of a redheaded Dr.
Schweitzer tonight, a nd Red
started being his [unny sell again. Now,
that's o situation [*ve many
times. Every comedian has a bag full of
them. 1 remember once a o1
Who Do You Trusi? telling me at great
length, too grear length, about a preg-
nant armadillo. She was about to bore
the audience, so | asked her. “How come
vou know these things il you're not an
armadillo” They're usually old bits, but
they work  like brand-new il people
laugh. Like the time we had this Laun
Quarter showgirl on  the show. She
wilked on in one of those poured-in
dresses, with her hair done up in some

't you?”

hit. uscd
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exotic style. 1 said, “I suppose you're on
your way to a 4-H Club meeting,” and
the audience cracked up. That's the hu-
mor of the ludicrous, of extreme con-
trast. I've used it many times before and
I know I will many times again.
PLAYBOY: Apart [rom the skits and your
participation bits and, in a sense, some
of the ad libs, how much preparation is
involved in each show?

CARSON: The minimum that's safely pos-
sible. That's part ol the formula. I have
little or no advance contact with gucsts,

for instance, unless theyre involved in
some skit. And the writers prepare my
opening bit—that first en minutes after
I walk on. But I edit whae they give me
until F'm entirely comfortable with it, us-
ing something topical I've found in the
papers, il I can. Then the necessary siafl
people and 1 plan a run-down ol the
show. By the tume all this is done, 1t's six
par, and we start taping the show at
6:30. Then P'moon my own. So the objec-
tive is spontancity within a planned
framework: but for the most part, we're
winging it. My job isn't to hog the show,
Ideally., I'm the audience-identification
figure, the catalyst. When I've got a
vucst who's going great on his own. 1 Jet
him go. Il he looks good, I look good.
Sometunes, of course, the chemistry isn't
right, or something will go wrong, and
I'll have o change the pace or pull a
switch during a commercial or a station
break. Like one tme Pewer O Toole came
on. [ think everyone was sure he was
drunk. 7 thought he was, too. I'd ask him
a question and he'd reply something in-
coherent or completely unrelated, as if
he was off in some other world. So 1 put
on a commercial, and while it was run-
ning [ asked Peter if he was OK, and 1
found out the trouble. He had just flown
in [rom London to do the show and, be-
cause of that long haul. he was just blind
with exhaustion. So while the commer-
cial was still on, I said, “Well, Peter,
why not just cutz” He agreed and left
without another word. When I came
back on, 1 explained it o the audience
and everything was OK. But that sort of
thing is a rarity, thank God.

All oo often. though, a guest will
cither clam up or be vapid and bland,
and I'll have 10 cut 1t short and come
on next with a bullwhip demonstration,
or some skit I can do on a moment’s
notice, to wake us up—or wake up the
audience. Sometimes 1 can get us going
again by coming up with a good gag
keved 1o what a guest is talking about.
Like once during the New York World's
Fair, 1 got off one that the Moroccan
navilion had a belly dancer, but the Fair's
business was so bad she had a cobweb in
her navel. Another time, Mr. Universe
was on, explaining the importance of
keeping voursell it and wrim. That sort
of thing can ger deadly dull. of course,
and I was feeling for a good gag when
he told me something like, “Remember,
Mr. Carson, your body is the only home
you will ever have.” And T said, “Yeah,
my home is pretty messy. But T have a
woman come in once a week.” Can you
imagine the mail I got on that one?
But nearly anything vou say, you can't
help oftending somebody out there. If
I say “naked.” if 1 use the word “preg-
nant,” I'll ger probably 500 letters com-

plaining that I'm  hastening  national
immmorality. A lot of them are [rom nuis
—you can tell that—but many are from
perfectly sineere people who happen to
think that practically anvthing is im-
moral. Let me do a skewch abour the
President or about a rabbi and there’ll
be a storm of criticism.

PLAYBOY: Do you let this kind of reaction
aflect vour choice ol material?

CARSON: You can't aflord 10. The onlv
time I pay attention to audience mail s
when it contains something 1 find possi
ble 1o use for the show's henefit. Yon
can’t let an audience run your show for
you. I you do, soon you won't have any
audience.

PLAYBOY: Do you lcel
about television critics?
CARSON: | ury never 1o let them hug me
but I'm not always successlul. Nobody
likes to be zinged: but whatever they
say, [ will continue o do what 1 think
our show should do. I see little that 1
leel is constructive in what most TV arit
ics write—about my show or anvbody
clse’s. One ol the main reasons is that
few television critics really know much
about television. Too many of them are
ex—sportswriters and  ex—gardening col
ummists, completely unfamiliar with the
medium. They haven't bothered to learn
whit makes it work. There are a few TV
critics I respect: Jack Gould here in New
York; and on the Coast, Hal Humphrey.
But most of them are on a level with
Sidney Skolsky, who once wrote that 1
wasn’t Jack Paar. 1 could have told him
that. I [ele like wiring him that neither
was he any H. 1. Mencken. 1 olten feel
that I'd like 1o give all the coritics just
three hours a day of TV time and say,
“All right. you're so bright. now vou
ill that three hours, every dav.” You'd
hear less rom them about what's wrong
with television.

PLAYBOY: What's your reaction 1o New-
ton Minow's celebrated indictment ol
television as a vast wasteland?

CARSON: Sure. there’s a lot ol chall on
television. No doubt of it. But let’s not
forget a Tundamental fact about this
medium. It starts in the morning, about
six AL, and goes off anvwhere from one
10 three A Where are you going to find

the same  way

the people to write consistently hine ma
terial 19 to 21 hours a day, 365 days a year?
A Broadway play that’s going to run for
90 minutes can take a year or more 1o get
written, by the biggest playwrights in
the business; then it can spend months
and months on the road. being tested
every night and changed daily: they can
bring in the best script doctors in the
country—and  yet that play can still
open on Broadway and bomb out the
first night. How can you expect televi-
sion to do any better—or even as well—
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when it’s showing more in a week than
appears on Broadway all year? I'm not
delending the medium just because I'm in
it: I'm just trying to explain that televi-
sion has an impossible task. Why should
it be the job ol television o educae or
edily or uplift people? This is an enter-
wmment medium. 1 have never seen it
chiscledd in stone wblets that TV is phil-
anthropic. Is it television's job to im-
prove people’s minds—when the libraries
are [ull of empy seats? Are we supposed
to provide instant education?

There arve lots of things I'll knock the
industry for—including  the fact that
there's oo much junk on the air. But
there are a lot of fine programs. wo. And
I think television is steadily working to
improve its programing: the competition
is so hot. it guwrantees that. Another
thing people so olien entirely overlook
when they're criticizing is that this sill
is a very yvoung industry. My first TV
broadcast was when 1 was at the Univer-
sity of Nebraska. I was playing a milk-
man in a documentary called, believe it
or not, The Story of Undulant Fever. You
know what the broadcast range ol that
show was? The cameras were in the uni-
versity theater’s basement and the sarcen
was up in the auditorium—and that was
the first television at the university. And
that was in 1949; that’s how young tele-
vision is. S0 1 don’t go for this general
rapping ol the television indusuy. How
long, how much longer, have the news-
papers and the magazines and the movies
been around? Does welevision offer any
more junk than they do? Does welevision
feed s viewers anvthing like as much
rape and lurid details? Yet welevision s
always  being  knocked in newspaper
and magazine cditorials. I'm not against
the press, but that sort of attack is not
only unfair but hypocritical.

PLAYBOY: Do vou share, at least, the
general view of the press that television’s
commercials could stand both improve-
ment and dininution in number?

cARSON: Well, T wouldn’t say there are
many After all, the
time has got 1o be paid for. The stations
must make some money in order to con-
tinue programing. and the only way to
do this is by selling products for spon-
sors. | think we have o recognize that
and live with it. Every half hour we
have just three one-minute network com-
mercials: the others are within local sta-
tion breaks. My gripe with commercials
is that so many irritate me with their ha-
ranguing and shouting and overselling:
and T think some commercials violate good
taste. 1 go up the wall every time I catch
that commercial with the kids bragging
about “twenty-two-percent  fewer cavi-
ties”™! I happen to like and use the 1ooth-

Lo commercials.

102 paste, but I hate their commercial. And

I'm sick, sick, sick ol stomach acids go-
ing drip, drip, drip. Nor do [ feel TV
is the place to advertise reliel for hemor-
rhoid sufferers. If I ran an agency that
made commercials, my credo would be,
“Be enthusiastic, but be quict—and hon-
est.” I would love to see believable soap
ads, like: “Tlas soup won't get you i
girllriend, boylriend, wife or husband—
but it'll get you pretty clean!™ 1 really
think that would sell wrainloads of soap.
The advertising agencies should be called
o task when they make phony clanns
and violue good taste and when they
overemphasize sex and socal-acceprance
pitches, and status and snob  pitches.
Television advertising can’t be avoided,
but 1t could be a hell of a lot more honest
—and more palatable.

PLAYBOY: lor most ‘1'V sponsors, the Lae
ol a show is decided by its popularity
rather than its quality, by means ol rat
ing systems that have been widely at
ticked not only lor their life-or-death
importance 1o network programmers but
lor the imadequacy and  inaccuracy of

their awdience samplings. How  much
stock do you place in them?
CARSON: I'm reminded ol the  story

about this gambler in a small-town sa-
loon who is taken aside and told that the
wheel he's plaving is aooked. He says,
“I know, but it's the only wheel in
town.” The industry seems to want a
vardstick, and 1 guess the ratings are the
only one they G find. 1 don't know how
accurate they are, but I'd hate 10 think
that a random sampling ol 1200 viewers
gives a true national piciure. 'm certain
thar people aren’t watching what they
tell the pollsiers they watch. People ol-
ten want to project themselves as some
kind of mellectuals. so they'll say they
watched the news, or some forum, or the
National Educational Network show,
when, in fac, they watched Bonanza or
The Flying Nun. You know? One thing
I'm sure of: Ratings certaunly don’t indi-
cate il people are buying the sponsor’s
product. But I'm glad 1 have the ratings
I get—accurate or not. Anybody would
be. I don't concern mysell oo much
about them, though, because one show
will be up, another one down. If you
start worrying abour a particular show,
chances are you'll do worse the next
What really counts is how your ratings
average out over, say, six months. |
never worry about an individual program
alter it's That yesterday;
what's tomorrow?

PLAYBOY: The Joey Bishop Show went on
opposite you several months ago. Do you
feel that Bishop represents a threat to
the Tonight Show popularity?

CARSON: To tell you the truth, 1 don't
think anvthing about it. I don’t worry

OVLT. was

abour what Joev Bishop is doing. When
his show was ready 1o open, people
asked me about it. and I told them |
knew it would be the noble thing for me
o say that I wished him much success:
but honesty compelled me 1o admit that
I hoped he would fall on his face. That's
how any perlormer fecls about his com-
peution: and if vou hear anybody say
different, he's lying in his tecth. I think
people will have much more respea for
you if you're honest. But no competition
is going 10 bother me in the sense that
I'll lose any sleep over it I look at it as
prolessional golfers do. When he's out
there in some ournament. Palmer isn't
worrving about Nicklaus. or any of the
rest. Any pro goller will wll vou that's
the surest way to lose. T give all my
concentration to what I'm doing. Some
viewers will go  lor Mike Douglas,
some for Merv Grithn, some for Bishop.
some lor me. Nobody is ever going to
walk away with the whole television
audience; there’s pleny for ever
PLAYBOY: In many citics, the Tonight
show competes with one or more of the
conuoversitl new  talk shows that are
emceed by combative, opinionated mod-
crators  such as Tom Dugean, Alan
Burke and Joe Pyne. Do you ever watch
them?

CARSON: | am not a [an of those shows. T
think their format, their whole approach,
is a substitute for talent. They insult
people. Theyre rude. It embarrasses me 10
witch that Kind ol prodding and goad-
ing. I don’t think they'll last, because the
public will get fed up with them. People
will sce the deliberie conmroversy for
what it is.

PLAYBOY: The Tonight show, under your
conwol, has been criticized for deliber-
ately avording conuoversy. Is there any
truth to thar?

CARSON: Well, bullshit! That's my an-
swer, | just don't leel thar Johnny Carson
should become o social commentator,
Jack Paar got into that, being an ex-
pert on everything happening. So  did
Dave Gurroway and Sieve Allen and
Godtrey. Who cares what entertainers on
the air think about mternational allairs?
Who would want 1o hear me about Viet-
nam? They can hear all they want from
people with reason to be respecied as
knowledgeable.  Controversy  just  isn't
what this show is for. My number-one
concern, and the concern ol NBC, 1s a
successful  Tonight show. I'm not the
host ol Meet the Press. 1 think it would
be a [atal mistake o use my show as a
platform for controversial issucs. I'm an
entertainer, not a commentator. If you're
a comedian, your job is to make people
laugh. You cannot be both serious and
funny. Onc negates the other, Personal-
Iv. I wamt o be a successful comedian,
Audiences have proved time and again
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that they don’t want a steady diet of any
entertainer aiving his social views—espe-
cially if he’s a comedian. When a comic
becomes enamored with his own views and
foists them ofl on the public in a polemic
wiy, he loses not only his sense ol humor
but Ius value as a humorist. When the
public starts classifying you as thought-
ful. someone given 1o serious issues, you
find voursell declassihed as a humorist.
That's what happened to Mort Sahl. He
wits one ol the brightest when he began;
then he began commenting  humorlessly
on the social scene in his shows. How
many shows has Mort lost now? 1 think
he realizes this now—and he's starung to
get lunny again, Like most people, of
course. 1 have strong personal opinions. 1
mizht even be better informed than the
average  person.  just because  it's  my
business 1o keep up on what's happen-
ing. Bur that doesn’'t mean ! should use
the show o impose my personal views
on millions of people. We lave dealt
with conroversial subjects on the show—
sex, religion, Vietam, narcotics. They've
all been discussed, by qualifiecd  guests,
and Ive waken stnds mysell. Buu ir's
only when the subject rvises naturally.
I won't purposcly inject controversy just
for the sake of conroversy. It would be
casy. il that's what | wanted. T could get
in the headlines any day by auacking a
major public figure like Bobby Kennedy
or by coming out in lavor ol birth con-
trol or abortion. But I just don't see it
and 1 don’t play it that way. T won't
make lorum for my
political views,

PLAYBOY: Isi't it possible lor vou wo air
vour social and political views without
abandoning vour role as a comedian?
Can't you comment humorously  and
sativically vather than seriously on cur-
rent issues?

CARSON: It should be—Dbecanse that’s
the essence ol comedy ar s besi—bu
that’s not the way it works in practice, at
least
many of them, ke themselves oo ser-

this show a own

not on television. Americans.  wo
ously. You're going to get rapped—Dby
the viewers, by the sponsors and by the
network brass—il you joke about doc-
tors. scientists,  bus
drivers, T don’t care who. You can’t make
a joke abour Catholics. Negroes, Jews,
Lalians, politicians, dogs or cus. In lact
politicians, dogs and cats are the most
sacred institutions in America. 1 remem-
the cr of
Mickey Cohen, the rackeieer, with Co-
hen's dog inside, and T said on Steve Al-
len's show that the police had recovered
the dog while it was holding up a liquor
store. Well the next day this joker tele-
phoned and  saic. 1 don't want you
should joke about Mickey Cohen,” and I

lawvers,  dentists.

ber onee somebody  stole

104 told him the joke was about his dog.

“That compounds the felony.” this
character said. “You just better watch vour
step.” Look—a comic s got 1o tread on
some toes o be funny. but he's gou 1o be
carelul how many 1oes he steps on, and
who they belong to. 1 think the biggest
rap mail I ever got was once when a girl
said on the show that we should send
Elvis Presley to Russia 1o improve our
Soviet Umnion relations, and I smd, 1
don’t know about Russia. but it might
improve relations here.” Presley Lans wore
me up. You can't say anything about
practically anything that can be consid-
cred someone’s vested  interest. Once 1
planned 1o air a joke about how the Gov-
crnment ought 10 be run like Madison
Avenue would run i Write ads like, "You
can be swre il it's the White House.”™ But
I was told, "No, can’t kid the Govern-
ment.” Well, why not? Another ume 1
was intending 1o kid the phone company
a bit, and | couldni—Dbecuuse the Bell
Telephone Hour was on the same net-
work. I you plan 10 sy in television,
you just have to adjust 1o these taboos,
however ridiculous they are. But I must
say that the timidity of the censors really
floors me sometimes. For instance. it's
touchy, touchy il you say “damn™ on TV,
Oncee, in 1964, somebody brought a dog
on my show that actually said “Hello.”
It stunned me so that I blurted, “The
damn thing wlks!™ Well, that word got
blooped From the sound wack belore the
show was aired. 1 say that any adult who
gets offended e hearing “damn” or
“hell” ought not 1o be watching welevision
—or reading books. These same people,
mierestingly enough. scem w0 have no
similar objection o the amount ol vie-
lence on TV; otherwise, you wouldn't
see so much ol it I've come o the con-
clusion that i's OK o kill somebody on
welevision  as long as vou don't  say
“damn!™ as vou sirke vour vicim down,
PLAYBOY: In its recent cover story about
vou, Time magazine cucked editorially
about what it felt was your
bathreom humor. Do vou [feel that's a

tste  for
justified criticism?

CARSON: T'hat’s one of the two thiugs in
that whole articdle that I resenwed. The
other line I didn't like was that T had i-
vorced my first wife. T didn'e; she di-
vorced me. I didn't initiate it. The way
they put it made it sound like I was the
kind of guy who made it big and then
got rid of the one who had stuck with
him all the way. Anyway. about
bathroom-humor bit. 1 think the writer
didn’t use the word he imended; I think
he meant double-entendie  jokes—Dbe-
cause toilet humor I don't like at all, not
from me or lrom my gucsts

PLAYBOY: Then vou do indulge in dowuble
entendres?

CARSON: Occasionally, yes—but without

striving for it and without violating what
I consider good taste.

PLAYBOY: The rap letters vou've said vou
receive from viewers imply otherwise.
CARSON: There's a lot ol hypocrisy in auw
diences. I'd never dream of elling even
on i night-dlub stage, ler alone my show,
some ol the jokes that jue wld in a lot of
the living rooms [rom which we get
those leuters! If you can’t alk about any-
thing grown-up or sophisticated ar mid-
night without being clled immoral and
dirty, then 1 think we're in vouble. Alwer
all, by the tume we go on the air, the
children arve supposed 10 be in bed
asleep. I can’t just pranle about whar 1
had for lunch and expea people 1o tune
in every might. We'd be dead soon il we
got dull enough not 10 ser leters: we
have 1o get in something now and then
that’s  provocative. Take comics. You
can't have Sam Levinson on all the nme,
talking about kids and school. You have
to liven things up occasionally  with
somehaody like Mel Brooks. Mel cmn get
close to the line, on the line, or he'll edge
beyond it: he may ollend, but when he's

going great, really winging, he's near a
genius, There are some guests, ol course,
who make a letish of blue material. Bu
if I once feel that, you won't sce them on
my show again. Nor will I let a guest say
something blue that T can sense in ad-
vance—especially il it's just o be blue.
But I''n not going 1o worry about i il
somcthing happens 1o slip—and it can
just as well be me as a guest. Even when
no double meaning s intended, that
pious bunch out there in the audience
will make up its own and write in about
it. That's more ol a commentary about
them. in my opinion. than it is about us.
PLAYBOY: Muny ol those saume prople,
and their journalistic spokesien, seem o
leel that the sexual suggestiveness—and
overt crotica—they  perceive on televi-
sion. in movies. magazines and books is
evidence ol a moval dedline in society at
Large. What's your reaction?

CARSON: \Well,
sexual morality. I wouldin’t agree that ics
declining: but s certainly  changing.
Young and old. we are very much in
the process of taking a [resh look at the
whole issue of morality. The only dedline
that's taking plice—and it's about time
—is in the old puritanical concepr that
sex is equated with sin. You hear the

il you're talking about

word  “permissiveness”  being  thrown
around; right away, in so many people’s
minds, that translates to “promiscuity.”
But it just ain't so. You read about col-
lege administrators deploring the dangers
of o much permissiveness on campus.
The fact is that the biggest problems
in this area are being experienced at
colleges that are persisting in the old
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PLAYBOY

tight disciplines and utving 1o over-
see every student activity that  might
hold any potential Tor sexual contact. Tt
doesn’t work. of comrse. At one school 1
know about. in the men's dorms. they're
permitted 1o have female visitors only
for onc to two hours in the early eve-
ning. All that means is that il a couple
wanis to go 1o bed. they can’t do it in
the aliernoon. On campuses with very
little  administative  supervision,  there
ar¢ no problems at all. Giving  stu-
dems  atiude  for - personal  Treedom
doesn’t result in evervbody jumping into
the hav with evervbody else. Theyre
still just as seleaive about whom they
have sex with. It's net promiscuity: it's
just that private behavior is left up 1o the
mdividual. I'm lor thai. Whether you
agree or disagree with Madalyn Murray
on the subject of atheism, vou've got to
admit she has a point when she said in
her pravioy interview. “Nobodv's going
10 tell me I've got o ger a license o
screw.” I ludicrous 1o declare that its
wrong to have sex with anyone you're
not married 1o, It's happening millions
of times every dav. 1 the laws against it
were enforced. we'd have to build prisons
to hold four filths of the population.
PLAYBOY: When you talk about the ludi-
crousness of laws and mores lorbidding
sex outside marriage, do vou mean pre-
or extramarital sex?

CARSON: Premarital. Some may consider
it old-fashioned. b T feel that very few
people can have sex elsewhere and still
maintain a good marriage. It's  tough
enough 1o keep up a good. solid marital
relationship even when both partners are
completely Laithiul.

PLAYBOY: How do vou [eel about such
groups ias the Sexual Freedom League?
CARSON: For some, they scem to work:
but for me. 1 pass. 1 simply couldn’t im-
agine engaging in anything like that. At
the same time, I recognize there are all
kinds of sexual deviauons in this world;
they are real needs lor a lot of people, or
they wouldn’t be doing whatever they
do. As long as it’s this way, 1 think we
ought to come to grips with the fact th
there never can be any successtul legisla
tion against private, nonexploitive sex. 1
don’t want 1o sttt sounding like some
boy philosoplier, but our sex laws seem
to be predicited on the puritanical as-
that all sex—especially  any
from the marital norm—is
dirty and should be suppressed. At the
same time. our national obsession with
sex seems to be predicated on the belief
that sex constitutes the entire substance
ol the relationship between man and
woman—and that’s just as sick as feeling
that it should have no part in human re-
Lationships. It's a damn healthy part ol a

sumption
varitons

106 good relationship. that’s for sure. But it’s

just a part. and we seem bound and
determined 10 make it unhealthy.
PLAYBOY: How would vou suggest we zo
about ridding society ol these hang-ups?
CARSON: We need 1o start with the kids.
We need o completely  overlaul  not
only our own neurotic values but the
abvsmal sex education in our schools.

When anthropologist - Ashlev Montagu
wis on my show not long ago. he

said—and | couldn’t have agreed with
him more—that in any sexual relation-
ship, adult or otherwise. maried or un-
married. the key word is responsibaliiy.
We have to wadh our young people 1o
ask themselves, “Am I ready 1o assume
the responsibility ol a sexual relation-
shipz” Even the clergy are openly saying
this to vouth now. They've quit. most of
them, trving to sweep sex under the rug,
as il it doesn’t happen. Look at the high
school girls who are geting  pregnant.
It's a litde Late to give them a good sex
cducation. That's why I feel dha ic
should  start carly, say in the [owth
grade. 1 don’'t mean the whole dinical
picture then, but a siress on the responsi-
bility involved. When 1 was a kid. they
called it “hygicene.” They talked about
sperm and  valva, and  everybody  gig-
gled. No teacher ever said a word o us
about the complex role of sex in our lile
with other pmp]c, Nobody told us 1t
wasn't dirty, that it could be and should
be pleasurable and that sex is a vital
necessity to most people. It's the lack of
this kind of open and honest education
about sex thar causes so many Kids
grow up with sexual hang-ups. As it is,
thevre having o find things out by
themselves—largely in rebellion against
parental example. Kids are experiment.
ing sexually and  discovering that they
don’t wake up rotted or dammned in the
morning, like they've been wld by their
their  clerpvman.  Young
people see adults wileswapping and phi
Lindering, and vet piou:.l}’ n taining
that sex 15 sacred and counseling them

parens andd

hypocritcally about the “sinfulness”™ or
“mmmaturity’” ol intercounrse outside mar-
riage. Like their parents, kids Hock o see
James Bond and Derck Flint movies—
outrageously antihcroic heroes who br
all the waboos. making attractive the v
things the kids are told they shouldn't
do  themselves.  Well,  thevre
ing “Why can’t 12" and theyre not
buying the adult advice anymore. Why
they? They're witr
that nobody wants, and the Irightening
prospect ol a World War Three that
would incinerite us all. I anybody is ca-
pable of doing that, it's the adults. not
the voung people. The vast majority of
us don’t want to lace the Tact that we're
in the middle ol a sweeping sodial revo-

hounr-

should seeing o

lution. In sex. In spiritual values. In
oppasition 1o wirs no one wants. In op-
position o Government big-brotherhood.
In civil rights. In basic human goals.
Theyre all [acets of a general upheaval,
PLAYBOY: Ouc ol the most conspicuous
facets ol that upheaval has bheen the exo-
dus ol thousands ol young people out ol
society and into  hippic  communities.
Do vou leel thev've chosen a viable al-
ternative o the square sociery they iind
unlivable:

CARSON: No, I don't. They scem to be
imvolved in some kind ol search for wen-
titv. but I don’t think thevie going 1o
find it—not m Faight-Ashbury, anyway.
Most of them. o me. scem lost and
floundering.  Theyve  removed  them-
schves [rom socicty, ver we see that they
continue o expect society 10 provide
them with necessities like medical help
and food.

PLAYBOY: Manv ol them are provided fm
by the Digeers. Don’t vou hnd that a
reassuring evidence ol self-reliance?
CARSON: How sustained do vou think
that will be? Aren’t they doing it as a
kind ol kick? Let me see them continue
looking afier the hippies lor a [ew years:
then maybe 'l look an it differently.
PLAYBOY: The hippic movement is linked
in the public mind with usage ol psy
chedelic drugs. How do you leel about
this wend>

CARSON: [ think it's one ol the
frigltening  things  youth, o
clse, could possibly ger involved in. We

most
anybody

just don’t have cnough authoritative i
formation ver about how dangerous it is
to tmper with the mind—but  even
what  little we do know should  be
enough to give them pause. Don't they
know about the high ratio ol genetic de-
lects—known already. this earlv? These

drugs are so new that rescarch has juse

barely scrawched the surlace of the dam
ages they can canse. Abready, we know
chromosome  debilitation. We see
filling  with

about
hospital  emergency  wards
voung people, some not vet 20 vears old,
complerely  wigged  out!  Nohody  ever
tells them the Tacts. All they hear abow
is how they can take these chemicals and
expand find
Bullshit! Who have we yet seen emerge
from the drug culture with any grea
new wruths? Timothy Leary? A brillant
man, obviously. But what's the philoso-

themselves, themselves.

phy he expoundsz “Tune i, turn on,
drop out.” I wouldu’t let him on my
show. 1 wouldn’t lee him spour that
NOUSCNSE,

PLAYBOY: In condemning the
chemical wrn-ons. do you classily mant-
a along with LSD and the other
psvehedelics:

CARSON: No, I don’t put marijuana

we ol




the same bag with LSD or any of the
hind narcotics. People are wrong when
they  sayv marijuana isn't addicting,
though. I've known people who use i,
known them all my adule life. and 1
know they are at least psvchologically
addicted. But ics just a mild stimulant,
actually. And T think  that the Laws
against its use are repressive omr ol all
proporiion. But that doesn’t mean I'd
want to try it mysell—or anv ol the
other hallucinogens: it's tough enough o
mavigate in this world without drugs. Tr
nay not seem like minch of 1 world 1o

the kids. bhut it's the only one we've

col,
and dropping out ol it isu't going 1o
solve anvihing.

PLAYBOY: Muny voung people. ol course.
Lo Trom dropping our. have become ac-
tivists in the studeni-protest movement.
imem on changing  society rather  than
abandoning 1. How do vou [feel about
this kind ol rebellion?

CARSON: [ feel that any ol us has the
right 1o dissemt from what we don’t like,
Bt to whin exvenmie do we wish o cory
it 1 think studems ought to hive the
vight 10 protest. but not w the point of
anardhv—like that Berkelev situaton. |

sot the impression that they often didn’y
know just what it was they were protest-
ing agninst. Essentially, there was just
a small, hard-core  leadership  throwing
around  words  like  “Freedom!”  and
“Rights! What rights ave they ralking
abourz What about other people’s rights:
When they bhrandish lourleter placards
and shout “Fuack!™ at lreespeech rallies,
what the hell are they proving except
how sophomoric they arez As for the
hurning ol drale Gods, T nok w's stupid
and  poiniless—though no more stupid
and pointless than the war insell T-'s un.
like any war we were ever in. An unde-
clared ware An unpopulie war. And it
keeps going on and on. I'm oo Lather with
a boy coming out ol high school nexi
vear, amd T odon't look lorward w his
marching oll over there. 1 don’t think

this war has

anybody dissenung ag
any  busmess  being  called “un-Amert
cane,” bue T oseill don‘e see bhurning dvale
crds, 'moall lor the vight 1o dissent: lots
of things need 10 be dumged. Bur |
think we lave 1o respect some  bhound
anies, some limats, il we don’t want o
wreck the country. Lt can happen o lot
quicker than people think it o many
dissents and yebellions get out ol po
spective—and out ol hand.

PLAYBOY: Do you think the Negro riots
pose that kind ol danger?

CARSON: They certainly do—il we don’t
do something 1o end them once and [or
all; and 1 don’t mean with more tanks.
I'he big thing on television now s show

alwer show. speaal alter speaal,  about
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PLAYBOY

the reasons for the riots. Presidential
commissions arce formed. commitices of
mavors and police chiels convene, to in-
vestigate  the causes and  the  culprits.
That's ridiculous. The why of the black
revolution is no great mysterv. What's
sparked it all, ol course, is desperation;
and it's wragic that most whites can't
seem to grasp that simple [act. Negroes
saw the Civil Rights Act passed en vears
ago—yet they haven't really seen much
since then in the way ol enlorcement.
Why? Beciuse two many whites are in
favor of imtegration and equality only so
tong as it never ouches them. only until
some¢ Negro makes a move to buy into
their block, unul they find  themselves
competing with Negroes for the same
jobs. This 1sn't to say that there hasn't
been some progress in the past decade:
but it's been too little and 100 slow—just
cnough to give Negroes a taste ol frec-
dom and equaliny, but not enough 1o
make either a realitv. So the discontent
and [rustration erupt into violence. It's
understandable. but we all know it's not
soing to solve anvthing. The exhorta-
tions ol exwremists like Rap Brown and
Stokely  Carvmichael—urging Negroes to
wrm themselves and get Whitey—may
not be designed to win friends and
influence people. but they're not going
to win freedom for the Negro, cither.
Theyre just going o result in massive
retaliation by whites and ghastly carnage
on both sides. So-called moderate lead-
ers like Martin Luther King  deplore
these tactics, wo—bur what does he pro-
pose as an alternative? A guaranteed an-
mul income ol 53200 for all Negrocs.
He says it's & compensation, an overcom-
pensation. to make up for what's been
done to the Negro, for what the Negro
has been deprived of, in this country.
That's all well and good, but where's
that money going 1o come {rom? I any-
body is given any sum, somchody clse
has got 1o provide it. Black or white, if
vou're not working and I am, then il you
receive $3200, Pm providing i, That's
just replacing one injustice with another.
Negro leaders call on the Government 1o
appropriate 50 billion dollars to “erase
the ghettos”—but that’s not going 10
solve anything, cither, not by itsell. You
could gut Harlem today and rebuild it
tomorrow—Dbut unless we do something
to uproot the injustices that created the
ghetto, all we'll have built, at a cost of
billions, is a nicer cage. This obsessive
l.'l'llphilSiS on I'l'lOIll’)', Illﬂll(:}', “lﬂll(')’—

just moncy—simply isn't  the answer.
And neither is this pressure that’s being
applicd by civil rights  organizations,

when a job is open for which a Negro
and a white are cqually qualified. 1o give

108 that job automatically to the Negro, just

Decause he's a Negro. Fundamentally,
that's both condescending and subtly de-
meaning o that Negro. The problem
isn’t going 1o be solved by reverse Bavor-
iism any more than it is by giveaways.
It comes down to just one basic word:
justice—the same justice for everyone—
in housing. in cducation. in emplovment
and, most difhicult ol all. in human re-
lations. And we're not going to accom
plish thar untl all of us, black and white,
begin o temper our passion with com
passion, until we stop thinking in terms
ol more puns and more money and start
listening to more realistic and responsible
leaders—Ileaders who will begin, how-
ever belatedly. 1o practice what they
preach: equality for all.

PLAYBOY: Speaking of political leaders
practicing what they preach, what was
your reaction to the widely publicized

transgressions ol Congressman - Adam
Clayton  Powell and  Senator  Thomas

Dodd?

CARSON: Well, whatever clse they did,
they became victims of an ethical double
standard: the public’s pious condemna-
tion of its clected officials Tor conduct it
condones in private life. However un-
Justly and hypocritically.  people expect
those in positions of public trust 1o be as
spotless as a minister. I certainly think
we have the right 10 expect our polit
cians o uphold their vow of oflice with
honesty and  integrity—but onlv il we
apply those same cthical standards to
oursclves. As long as we shrug at the
kind ol corporate espionage and hinancial
hanky-panky tlitt goes on in business. as
long as we take for granted the kind of
tax-loophole sleight of hand and expense-
account padding that goes on in everyday
lile, we'll ger exactly the kind ol public
officials we deserve.

PLAYBOY: In the three vens since Presi-
dent Johnson's re-election, a great deal
has been said and written about the
credibility gap—partcularly in regard
to the disparity between his professions
ol peacelul intentions in Vietnam and
his continued escalation of the war. How
do you leel about it?

CARSON: Well, I have to admit that at
times I find myscll with the very uncom-
fortable fecling that the public isn't get-
ting all the information it ought 10, that
we're not being told what's really hap-
pening—Dbut not just in Vietnam. I'd say
it started, at least for me, with the U-2
mcident. The Government denied and
denied and denied—and then the truth
came out. The most recent instance. of
course, was the revelation of CIA spying
on college campuses by hiring students
as undercover agents to report on so-
cilled subversive activines. T get the
feeling that George Orwell may  have

been vight when he predicted thar Big
Brother mught be watching all ol us
someday. IU's not very reassuring about
the ideals ol those we entrust with the
power to promote and protect the in
terests of this country.

PLAYBOY: Let's talk about the gqualifica-
tions ol those who run for public office.
How o you feel about the wend towird
exshow-business personalities in politics
—men who, like George Murphy and
Ronald Reagan, win clections almost ¢n-
tirely on the strength of their allable
SCreen images?

CARSON: | couldn’t care less about a can
didane’s previous occupition, as long as it
was something respectable. T dont cue
il a hot-dog vendor gets to be President.
He had to be voted in there by the
people. who had other choices. We've had
doctors. lawyers, automobile executives,
even ex-haberdashers in public Lile and [
haven't heard any complaints about their
backgrounds. What makes them any
more or less qualified than an acror?
Why should & movie star be treated as if
he's diseased or. something just because
he decides 1o run for oflice> He could
have the clap and it wouldn’t necessarily
affect his abilities as a political leader. A
politician should be judged by his per-
formance in othce, not by his lormer
livelihood. It he docs an incompetent job,
the public can always throw him out. The
night afier Shirley Temple announced
her candidacy for Congress, we did a skit
on the show about “The Goad Ship Lolli
pop” and had a little fun at her expense;
but T certainly don’t think the Lict tha
she once played Little Miss Marker should
disqualify  her for office. Who knows?
She might make a pretty good Congress-
wonun—certainly no worse than some
we've seen.

PLAYBOY: On your show a few months
ago. New York's Governor Rockeleller
sugeested that you consider running for
Congress yoursell—as a Republican can-
didate for the Senate against Bobby
Rennedy. What do you think ol the
idea?

CARSON: No, thanks! Lven if Governor
Rockeleller hadn’t been saying that with
tonrue in cheek, I wouldn't have the
slightest interest in running tor public
office. I'd rather make jokes about politi-
cians than become one of them. Once on
the show, somebody asked me where to-
morrow’s comedians were coming lrom,
and I told him, based upon my recemt
from the Democratic

observations, anud
Republican parties.
PLAYBOY: Your owin origins as a come-
dian could hardly he more unlike the fa-
miliar showbiz story that begins on the
Lower East Side and ends on the Great
White Way, with stop-olfs en route on the
(continued on page 256)
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mannichonisoluGion

it was a devastating secret worth two million dollars
—and millions of lives—1f the right buyer could be found

oxe penT shone late in the dark bulk
ol the Vogel-Paulson Rescarch Laborato-
ries. Mice of all colors and genctic back-
grounds slept in their cages. Monkeys
dozed, dogs dreamed, dassilied albino
rats waited predictably for the morn-
ing’s scalpels and injections. Computers
hummed quietly, preparing gigantic re-
sponses on shadowed floors for the mor-
row. Culuures spread  like  geomerric
flowers in shrouded test tubes; city-states
of bacteria vanished in asepuic dishes
washed by scientific night;  surprising
serums precipitated obscurely to dash or
reward the hopes of daylight. Chemicals
secretdy traded molecules behind pulled
blinds, atoms whirled unobserved, cures
and poisons lormed in locked rooms.
Electromagnetic tumblers guarded a mil-
Lhon formulas in sales thar rellected a
gleam of steel in stray rays of moonlight.

In the one brightly lit, scrubbed room,
a figure in white moved [rom table to
table, pouring a liquid imto a shallow
glass receptacle, adding a puce-colored
powder to the contents of a beaker, mak-
ing notes on a baby-blue work pad. This
was Collier Mannichon. He was medium-
sized, plump, his face was melon-round,
melon-smooth (he had to shave only twice
a week). his high lorchead, melon-bulged.
Looking at him, it was impossible not 1o
be veminded of a smooth-skinned canta-
loupe, ripe, but not particularly tasty,
and cquipped with thick glasses. He had
teapot-blue eyes, with the expectant ex-
pression of an infant whose diapers have
been wet for some time. There was a
blondish fuzz on top of the melony fore-
head and a small watermelon of a paunch.
Collier Mannichon did not look like a
Nobel Prize winner. He was not a Nobcl
Prize winner. He was 29 years and 3
months old. He knew that statistics showed
that the majority of great scientific dis-
coveries had been made by men before
they reached their 52nd birthday. Fe had
two years and nine months o go.

His chances of making a great scien-
tilic discovery in the Vogel-Paulson Lab-
oritorics were remote. He was in the
Detergents and Solvents department. He
was assigned to the task of searching for
a detergent that would eventually break
down in water, as there had been several
unpleasant articles in national magazines
recently about [rothing sewers and run-

110 ning brooks covered with layers of suds

in which trout died. Mannichon knew
that nobody had ever won the Nobel
Prize for inventing a new derergent,
even one that did not kill wour. In one
week. he would be 29 years and 4
months old.

Other men in the laboratory, younger
men. were working on leukemia and
cancer of the cervix and compounds that
showed  promise in the wteamment of
schizophrenia. There was even a 20
year-old prodigy who was assigned to do
something  absolutely secret with  [ree
hydrogen. Al possible roads 10 Stock-
holm. They were called in to high-level
stall meetings, and My, Paulson vited
them to the countury club and to his
home and they drove around in sports
cars with preuy, lascivious girls, almost
like movic actors. Mr. Paulson never
came into the detergent department, and
when he passed Mannichon in the corri-
dors, he called him Jones. Somchow, six
years ago, Mr. Paulson had got the idea
that Mannichon’s name was Jones.

Mannichon was murried to a woman
who looked hike a casaba melon and he
had two children, a boy and a girl, who
looked like what you might expect them
to look like, and he drove a 1959 Plym-
outh. His wile made no objections to his
working at night. Quite the opposite.

Sull, 1t was Dbeuer  than  weaching
chemistry in a high school.

He was working at night because he
had been confronted by a puzzing reac-
von that alternoon. He had taken the
company’s  standard  detergent,  Floxo,
and added, more or less at random, some
ol the puce-colored powder, a compari-
tvely simple mixture known Lwmiliarly
as  dioxotetramercphenotarrogene 14,
which was known to combine frecly with
certain stearates. It was an expensive
chemical and he had had some
pleasant moments with the auditing de-
partment about his budget, so he had
used only one gram to a pound of Floxo,
which cost $1.80 a ton to produce and
was sold at all your beuer supermarkets
lor 17 cemts the convemient houschold
cconomy-size giant package, with Green
Stamps.

He had put in a picce of white cotton
waste, stuined  with  cusup  from  his
luncheon  leuuceand-tomato  sandwich
and had been disappointed to see that
while his control solution ol pure Floxo

un-
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had completely removed the stain from a
similarly prepared piece of cotton wasle,
the solution with dioxotetramercpheno-
ferrogene 14 had lelt a dearly defined
ring on the doth, which looked just like
what it was. catsup.

He had tried a solution with one milli-
gram ol dioxotcuamercphenolerrogenc
14, but the result had been exacaly the
same. He had been working on the proj
cct for 16 months and he was under-
stanclably a linde discouraged and  was
about to dhrow both samples our when
he saw that while the pure Floxo was
sudsing away in ity usual national-
magazine-disapproved manner, the treat-
o mixtne now looked like the most
limpid mounmain spring water.

When he realized the enormity of his
discovery. he had o sit down, his knees
o weak o carry him. Before his cyes
danced a vision ol sewers that looked
just like sewers in 1890 and trout leaping
at the very mouths of conduits leading
from thickly scttled housing develop
ments. Mr, Paulson would no longer call
him Jones. He would buy a Triumph. He
would get a divorce and ger fitted for
contact lenses. He would be promoted to
Cancer.

All that remained 1o be done was 1o
find the right proportion ol dioxotetra-
mercphenolerrogene 14 to Floxo, the
exact ratio that would not produce post-
operational suds and at the same time
not leave rings and his future would be
assured.

Trained researcher as he was, he sct
about methodically, though with quick-
beating heart, making one mixiure after
another. He was lavish with the dioxo-
tetramercphenolerrogene 14, "Fhis was no
moment for penny-pinching. He ran out
ol catsup and used tobacco tar from his
pipe instead. But all through the afier-
noon. all through the lonely vigils of the
night (he had called his wile and told
her not o wait lor dinner), the results
were always the same. The telltale ring
remained. It remained on cotton. It re
mained on  linoleum. It vemained on
plastic. It remained on leatherette, Ie*re
mained on the back of his hand.

He did not despair. Erlich had tried
605 combinations Dbelore  the  magic
6GOGth, Science was long, time nothing.

He ran out of imanimate testing ma-
terials. He took out two white mice from









a batch that had been given 1o him be-
cause  they obstinaiely relused 10 grow
wmors.  VogelPaulson  was running a
cimpiign o induce dog owners 1o wash
their animals” coats with Floxo, because
Floxo was lagging in the houschold held
behind s greatest competitor, Wondro,
amd new avenues ol exploitation were
being called Tor. The resulis on the mice
were  the same as on evervihing  clse.
One mouse Gune out as white as the day
it wits born amd the solution it had heen
washed in [rothed normally. The other
mouse  Jooked as though 1t had  been
branded, but the solution Mannichon had
used on e clarified within hive minutes.

He killed the two mice. He was a con-
sacntious man. He didn’t vse secondrun
mice. In Killing the second mouse. he had
the impression ol betng bitten. He pre-
pared a new solution, dus tme wih a
millionth of a gram ol dioxotctramerc-
phenoferrogene 14, and  went to the
cages and reached in Tor two more mice.
He lud o mixed lot in the cages. Since
he got the mice that were  considered
scientifically useless everywhere else in
the  luboratories, he  had  mice  that
sulfered  Irom  gigantism,  blind  mice,
blick mice. pichald mice, mice that ate
their voung. Ireakish yellow mice. gray
mice with magenta spots and mice that
dashed  themselves 1o deh against the
bars of their cages upon hearing the note
A-tlat on a tuning fork.

Gingerly avoiding their fangs. he ex-
racied two mice from their cages. The
room in which the cages were kept was
in darkness, in deference to the auditing
department’s views on the  exutavagant
use ol clecric carrent in Detergents and
Solvents, so Mannichon  didn’t the
color of the mice until he bhrought them
imto his laboratory. They were vellowish
in tone, almost like an oll-breed solden
Labrador or an unwell Chinese Lunedry-
man. He stiined the mice cirelully with
wbacco . He had been smoking lu-
riously to produce enough 1obacco  tar
andd his tongue was raw, but this was no
time o balk at sacvihce.

He put one mouse in an inch of Floxo
and distuilled wianer and washed it care-
fully, alter runming  alcohol  over s
hands.  The mouse  splashed  brightly,
sceming o enjoy s bath, as the stain
vanished and the suds hzzed. He put the
other mouse o @ similar nuxure and
added a millionth ol a gram ol dioxo-

SO

tetramercphenolerrogene T1 He washed
lis hands a mn alcohol. When he
wirned back to the second mouse, he saw
thart it had fallen over on its side into the
solution. He bent over and peered at the
mouse. It was not breathing. It was
dead. He had seen enough dead mice o
know a dead mouse when he saw one.
He lelt a wave of nritation with the or-
wanization ol the laboratory. How  did
they expect him o get any serious work
done when they gave him mice thar col-
lapsed a the first touch ol the human
Tand?

He disposed of the dead mouse and
went imto the next room lor a fresh one.
This time. he wrned on the Light. The
hell with those bastards 1 Audit

Moved by one of those flashes ol in-
spiration that yeason cinnot explain but
which have made for such leaps forward
in the sciences. he picked out another
vellowish mouse. a sister of the one that
had dicd. Dehantly. he left the light on
in the monse room. which began o
tweak at abour eight deabels.

Back in the laboratory, he carefully
anointed  the new mouse with  obacco
tar, noticing meanwhile  thar the hrse
mouse was still happily Irisking o its
invigorating suds. He put the mouse he
wis canving  down inoan empry glass
dish, its sides just a little o high for
jumping. Then he poured some ol the
mixture with  dioxotctramercphenoferro-
gene 14 in it over the new  mouse.
For a momcut, nothing happened. He
wiarched doselv. his lace six inches [rom
the glass pan. The mouse sighed and lay
down quietly and died.

Mannichon sat up. He stood up. He lit
a new pipe. He wenn 1o the window. He
looked out the window. The moon was
sinking behind a chimney. He pulted on
his pipe. Somewhere here. he sensed
with  his  scientist’s  trained  intuition,
there was a cause and  there was an
elfect. The ellea was Lanldy evident. Two
dead mice. But the first mouse, the white
mouse, that he had put into pracically
the same solution. had not died, even
though the stain had remained in s ur,
White mouse.  vellow  mouse,  yellow
mouse, white mouse. Mannichon's head
began o ache. The moon disappeared
behind the chimney.

Aannichon went back to the table.
The dead vellow mouse in one pan was
alveady  stilfening,  looking  peacelul  in
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the dear. deanlooking liguid. In the
other pan. the other yellow mouse was
surfling on the pure Floxo suds. Manni-
chon removed the dead mouse and put it
mto the relrigerator for Tuture relerence.

He went back into the mouse room,
now tweakineg a1l decibels.  He
brought back with him a gray mouse, a
black mouse and a pichald mouse. With-
out bothering 1o stain them. he put them
one by one into the solution in which the
two  yellow mice had  died. They all
scemed 1o relish the mmmersion and the
pichald mouse was so Irisky alter it thay
it atempted 10 mate with the black
mouse, even  though they were both
males. Mannichon put all three conrol
mice back into portuble cages and then

stred  hard  and  long w the  yellow
mouse, still basking  in 1s manianne
Medierrancan ol loamy,  never-lailing
Floxo.

Mannichon  gently  lilied  the  vellow
mouse out of the suds. He dried it tho

oughly, which seemed 10 irviie  the
beast.  Somchow, Mannichon  got  the
impression  that he  had  been biten

again. Then he carelully ler the yellow
mouse down into the pan in which his
two vellow brethren had  died and in
which the three varicolored control mice
had sported.

For a moment. nothing  happened.
Then, in his wn, the vellow mouse
the middle ol the pan sighed and lay
down and died,

Mamnnichouw's  headache  made  him
close lus eves lor 60 scconds. When he
opened them. the yellow mouse was stll
dead. Iving as it had Tallen in the arysial-
clear liquid.

Mannichon great
weariness. Nothing like this had ever oc
currcdd 1o him m all the years he had
been serving the cause of sdence. He
was oo ured w oy w hgure on whit
had been happening, whether i was lor
the better or lor the worse. whether it
advanced detergents or put them bhack
100 years, whether it moved him. Man-
nichon, doser o Cincer or badk 10 Floor
Wax and CVE 10 SCVERTIE
pav. His brain relused 10 cope with the
problem any longer that mght and he
mechanically pur the dead mouse nexi o
its mate in the velrvigerator. wbbed the
gray mouse, the black mouse and the pie
bald mouse, deaned up. wrote his nows,

was assadled bvoa

Glues, or
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put out the lights and started for home.

He didn’t have the Plymouth tonight,
because his wife had needed it 1o go to
play bridge and all the buses had long
since stopped running and he couldn't
afford a taxi, even il he could have
found onc at that hour. so he walked
home. On his way, he passed the Plym-
outh, parked in front of a darkened
housc on Sennewt Street, more than a
mile away from his home. Mannichon’s
wile had not told him whose home she
was playing bridge in and he didn't rec-
ognize the house and he was surprised
that people would still be playing bridge
at 1two o'dock in the morning and with
the curtains so tightly drawn that no
beam of light shonc through. But he
didn’t go in. His presence when she was
plaving bridge, his wile said, upset her
bidding.

- - L]

“Collect your mnotes.” Samuel Crockett
was sayving, “and put them in vour briel-
case and lock it. And lock the relriger-
ator.” There were now 18 dead yellow
mice in the relvigerator. "I think we'd
better talk about this someplace where
we won't be disturbed.”

It was the next alternoon. Mannichon
had called in Crockew. who worked in
the laboratory next door, at 11 aan Man-
nichon had arrived at the lab at 6:30
A, unable 1o sleep. and had spent the
morning dipping everything yellow  he
could find inmo the solution.  which
Crockett had begun calling the Manni-
chon solution at 2:17 par. It was the first

time anything had been  called  after
Mannichon  {(his  two  children  were
named  after his father-indaw and  his

mother-in-law) and Mannichon was be
ginning, dimly, to see himsell as a Fig-
ure in the World of Science. He had
already decided o ger himselll fivted for
contict lenses belore they came to pho-
tograph him for the national magazines.

Crockett, or “Crock.” as he was called,
was onc ol the young men who drove
around i an open sports car with lasciv-
ious girls. It was onlv a Lanaa, but it
was open. He had been top man in his
class at MIT and was only 25 years and
3 months okl and he was working on
voluntary crystals and complex protein
molecules, which was, in the Vogel-
Paulson hicrarchy, like being a marshal
on Napolcon's stafl. He was a lean, wiry
Yankee who knew whidh side his experi-
mental breawd was buttered on. Aler the
long morning of dipping bits ol yellow
ceverything  (vellow silk.  yellow  cotton,
yellow blowing paper) into the solution,
with no reaction whatsoever, and execut-
i more than a dozen yellow mice,
Manuichon had felt the need for another
mind and had gone next door. where
Crocketr had been sitting with his feet
up on a stainless-sieel laboratory table,
chewing on a cube of sugar soaked n
LSD and listeming to Thelonious Monk

114 on a portable phonograph.

There had been an initial burst of irri-
tation. “What the hell do vou want,
Flox?” Crockett had said. Some of the
younger men called Mannichon “Flox™
as a form ol professional banter. But then
Crockett had consented to come along,
alter Mannichon had skeiched out the
nature ol his visit. Enlisting Crockett’s
help had already paid off handsomely.
He had had the dazeling idea atv 1:57
p.M. of introducing drops of the solution
orally to various colored mice, ending up
with a yellow mouse, nearly the last of
the batch in Mannichon’s cages. The
white mice, the gray mice, the black
mice, the picbald mice, had reacted with
vigor after a lew drops of the solution,
becoming gay and belligerent. The vel-
low mouse had quietly died 28 nnnutes
alter its drink. So now they knew the so-
lution worked mternally as well as exter-
nally. However, Crockett had not  yet
come up with any idcas on how 10 erase
the telltale ring that remained after the
solution was used to take out stains. He
didn’t seem to be too interested in that
aspect of the problem. But he had been
impressed by the way even the smallest
proportion of dioxotetramercphenoferro-
gene 14 had reduced the stubborn Floxo
suds and had complimented Mannichon
in his terse Yankee way. "You've got
something theie,” he had said, sucking on
an LSD sugar cube.

“Why can't we talk here?” Mannichon
saic, as  Crockent made  preliminary
moves 1o get out of the laboratory. Man-
nichon punched in and punched out and
he didn’t want the personnel deparument
coming asking him why he had tiken
hall a Thursday alternoon oll.

“Don’t be naive, Flox,” was all Crock-
ett said by way of explanation. So Man-
nichon put all his notes in his briefcase,
arranged on shelves all the apparatus
and supplies they had been using. locked
the refvigerator and  followed Crockett
out into the corndor.

They met Mr. Paulson near the fromt
gate. “Crock, old Crock,” Mr. Paulson
said, puttng  his 1 londly  around
Crockett’s  shoulder. "My  boy.  Hello,
Jones. Where the hell are you going?”

“I——" Mannichon began, knowing
he was going to stutter.

“Appointment  at an - optician’s,”
Crockett said arisply. “I'm driving him."”

“Aha,” swd M. Paulson. “Saence has
a million eyes. Good old Crock.”

They went out the [ront gate.

“Aren’t you taking your car, Mr.
Jonesz” the parking-lot atendant asked
Mannichon. Four years before, he had
heard  Mr. Paulson  call  Mannichon
“Jones.”

“Here" Crockewt cut in. He gave the
parkinglot attendant a cube ol LSD
sugar as a tip. “Suck it.”

“Thanks. Mr. Crockett.” The parking-
lot attendant popped the cube into his
mouth and began to suck it The Lancia

swooped out of the lot onto the highway.

Italian, the Via Vencto. national maga-

zines, the Affluent Society. open to the

sun, wind and rain. Ah, God, Mannichon

thought, this is the way to live.
- - -

“Now,” said Crockett, “let’s
the pluses and the minuses.”

They were sitting in a dark bar, dec-
orated  like an  English coaching  inn.
curled Dbrass  horns, whips, hunting
prints. At carelully spaced intervals along
the mahogany bar, three married ladies
sat in miniskirts, waiting for gentlemen
who were not their husbands. Crocketr
was drinking Jack Daniel's and water.
Mannichon sipped at an alexander, the
only alcoholic drink he could get down,
because it reminded him of a milk shake.

“Plus one,” Crockett said. “No suds.
Enormous advantage. The polluted riv-
ers of the world. You will be hailed as a
Culuwe Hero.”

Mannichon began to sweat. pleasura-
bly.

“Minus one,” Crockett went on, wav-
ing for another Jack Daniel’s. He drank
fast. “Minus one—residual rings. Not an
insuperable obstacle, perhaps.”

“Question ol time,” Mannichon mur-
mured.  “With  different  catalysts, we
might——"

“Perhaps.” Crockett said. “Plus  two.
Distinct afhnity, as vet unclear, o yellow
living organisms, so far  essentially
confined to mice. Further experiment
clearly indicated along this line. Stll. a
breakthrough. All specific chemical aflin-
ities with diverse particularized  organ-
isms cagerly sought after. Definitely a
breakthroush. You will be praised.”

“Well.  Mr. Crockett,”  Mannichon
said, sweating with even more pleasure,
hearing language like that [rom a man
who had been first in his year at MIT, “it
certainly is——""

“Call me Crock,”
“We're in this together,”

“Crock.” Mannichon said gratefully,
thinking of the Lanci.

“Minus two,” Crocketr said, accepting
the fresh Jack Daniel’s from the waiter.
“Solution seems 1o be faal 1o organisms
for which it shows afbinity. Question is—
is it really a minus:”

s well . . o unsetthing.” Man-
nichon saidd, thinking ol the 18 rigid
mice in the locked refrigerator.

“Negative  reactions  sometimes  posi-
tive reactions in disguise. Depends upon
point of view.” Crockett suid. “Natural
cycle one of repuir and destruction. Each
at its own ume in its own place. Mustn'y
lose sight.”

“No.” said Mannichon humbly, deter-
mined not o lose sight.

“Commercially,” Crockett said. “Look
at DDT. Myxomatosis. Invaluable in
Australin. Overrun by rabbits. 1 didn't
like that goldhsh, though.™

They had borrowed a goldhish off the

add up

Crockert  said.
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desk of a receptionist and at 12:56 por.
had pu it first in pure Floxo and then in
the MLinnichon solution. It couldnt be
said that the goldfish had scemed 0 en-
joy the Floxo—it had stood on its head
at the bottom ol the pan and shuddered
every 36 scconds—bu it had lived. Afer
20 seconds in the Mannichon solution, it
had expired. It was in the relrigerator
now. with the IS mice.
“No." Crockent repeated,
the goldiish. Not at all.”

“I didn’t like

They sat in silence, regretting  the
goldhsh.
“Reaapitulation.” Crocketr said. “We

are in possession of lormula with unusual
qualitics. Breaks down wensile balance ol
otherwise cohesive ligquid molecules
normal temperatures.  Laughably - cheap
to manulacture. Mineral traces in minute
quantities almost impossible to identily.
Highly toxic 1o cerain, specihe organ-
isms. benevolent o others. T don’t know
how—yet—but  somewhere  here,  there’s
a dollar to be made. T have a hunch © ..
a hunch. There may be a place we
Gan. . He stopped. almost as il he
couldnt  wust  Mannichon  with  lis
thoughts. “Yellow. vellow. yellow. What
the hiell is yellow that we are overrun
with. like rabbits in Ausiralia? We an-
swer that question. we can clean up.”

“Well,” said Mannichon, 1 suppose
we would be in for a ruse at the end of
the vear lrom Mr. Paulson. At least a
bonus at Christmas.”

“A bonus®” Crockeu’s voice rose for
the first time. “A raise? Are you mad,

s

“Well. mv comract says that cvery-
thing 1 develop is the property of Vogel
Paulson. In exchange for Doesn't
vour contract read the same?”

“What are vou, man?” Crockett asked
disgustedly. A Presbyterian:”

“Baptist.” Mannichon said.

“Now you sce why we had o get out
ol the laboratory 1o talk?” Crockeun
demanded.

“Well.”  said  Mannichon,  looking

around ar the bar and at the three wives
in miniskirts, 1 suppose this atmosphere

15 cozier than i
“Corier!” Crockent said. Then he used
a rude word. “Don’t you have a

t:ump:uw. manz"

“A company?” Mannichon said, puz
sed. “What would T do with a company?
I make seventy-cight hundred dollars
vear and whit with withholding taxes
and child psychimrists and insurance. . ..
Do you have a company?”

“Four, five. Maybe seven,” Crockett
saic. “"Who keeps wack? One in Licch-
tenstein, two in the Bahamas, one in
the name of a divorced nymphomaniac
aunt with a legal vesidence in Ischia. Do
I have a company!™

“At your age,”
inglv. A the

Mannichon siid admir-

age of twentv-hive and

116 three months. But what are they for:”

“Oh, I throw Paulson it bone Irom
time o ume” Crockent sad. “A low-
temperature treatment lor polyesiers, a
crystallization process for storing unstable
amino acids. bagatelles like that. Paulson
slobbers in gratitude. But for anvihing
big. man, vou don’t think I go votting
up to the front olhce, wagging my il
like a bird dog with a quail in s jaws.
Christ. man. where've vou been? Man, 1
have four pawnts in a company’s e

for the hardening ol gliss hbers in
Germany alone. And as lor low-grade

bhauxite. . . .

“You don’t have 1o go into detail.”
Manuichon siaid. not wishing to seem in-
He was beginning o under-
stand where the Lancias and Corvetwes
and Mercedes in the laboratory parking
lot came from.

“We'll ser up a company in Guern-
sey,” Crockeu said. “You and [ and
whoever else we need. I'm well placed in
Guernsey and the bastards speak Eng-
lish. And for any subcompanies  that

come along, we can use my aunt in
Ischia.™

“Do vou think we'll need anvbody
else?” Mannichon asked anxiously. In

the space ol ten minutes. he had ac
quired the first healthy instinct ol a capi-
ttlist, not w share wealth unnccessarily.
“I'm alraid so.” said Crocket, brood-
ing. “We'll need a firstrate pathologisc
to tell us just how the Manmnichon solu-
tton links up with the nuclear nuterial ol
whatever cells it has an afinity for and
how it pencrates the ccll wall. We'll
need a cackerjuck biochemist. And an
expent fieldworker o examine how the
product behaves in a free environment.
This is big. man. No use wasting e on
bums. And then, of course, the angel.™
“The angel:”

Mannichon was at sca.
Up to then. religion hadn’t seemed to be
an integral part of the operation.

“The monevbags dockert saidd 1m-
patiently. “All this is gomng to cost a
packet. We can use the laboratory for a
lor of things. but finally, we have 1o set
up on our own.”

“Of course.” Mannichon said, his vo-
cabulary as well as his vision enlarged.
“First, the pathologist.” Crockett said.
The best man in the country is right in
the shop. Good old Tageka Kyvh.”

Mannichon nodded. Tageka Kyh had
been top man in his year at Kyoto and
then top man at Berkeley. He drove a
Jaguar XK-E. Tageka Kyh had spoken
to him. Once. In a movie. Tageka Kvh
had saidd, “1s this seat taken?” Nanni-
chon had said. "No.” He remembered the
exchange.

“OK.” Crockett said. “Let’s go catch
Kvh belore he goes home. No sense in
wasting time.”” He left a ten-dollar bill on
the table and Mannichon followed him
toward the door, feeling the auractive-
ness of wealth. He passed  the  three
wives at the bar. One dav soon. he

T

thar will be
He shiverad

like

at a Dbar,

thought. & woman
i lor me
deliciously.

On the way 1o the laboratory. they
bought a goldhsh for the receptionist
They had promised w bring her fish
back. She was attached to it she said.

“hiteresting, ineres " Tageka Kyvh
was  saving. He  had n[llul quickly

through Mannichon's notes and taken a
Hat, Oriental glance e the 18 mice in the
relrigerator. They were in Mannichon's
lab. Crockent was sure that his room and
Tageka Kyli's were bugged and  tha
Paulson ran the wpes every night. They
all agreed that nebody would  bother
bugging Detergents and  Solvents,  so
they could speak  Ireely, although in
lowered voices.

“Interesting.” Tageka Kyh  repeated.
He spoke perfect English, with a Texas
accent. He had put on “no” plays in San
Francisco and was an authority on 1o-
bacco mosaic. “The cut is as follows. Il
there ever v a cut. All partners shaoe
equallv and 1 have exclusive rights 10
Guatemala and Costa Rica”

Ky Crockeu protested.
"I have certain connections  in the
Caribbean T have to consider.” Tageka

Kyh said. “Take it or leave it pardner.”

“OK.” Crockeu saidd. Tageka was a lot
closer 1o the Nobel Prize than Crockett
and had companies in Pasima, Nigeria
and  Zurich.

Tageka Kyh oflhandedly slipped  the
way of dead mice out ol the relvigerator
and the single goldhsh on a Il .llllllu-
num shovel.

“Excuse me” Manmichon  said. A
thought had just occurred to him. I
don’t like to interfere. but they're vellow
—the mace. T mean He was sweat-
ing now, and not pleasurably. “What I'm
uying to say is that up o now, at Least,
the . . . uh . .. the solution. . .. Later.
he would be able 1o say the Mannichon
solution without blushing, but he wasn't
up to that yer. ™ That is,” he went on.
stuttering, lllt’ solution so lar has been
toxic onlv to . . . uh . . . oreanisms whaose
dominant, as it were, pigment, in a man-
ner ol speaking. might be described as - ..

well ... vellowish.”
“What are you uying 1o say. pard-
ner?” Tageka Kyh said. winury-Texas

and pre-Perry samurai at one and  the
siume  tme.

“ICs just that, well.” Mannichon stim-
mered, sorry he had started this, “well.
there might be certun dangers. Rubber
gloves. at the very least. Complete asep-
sis, il I might presume o advise. P the
last man in the world o dwell on radal
~. - ub . .. characeristics, bur I'd feel
guilty il anvthing . . . well, you know, il
anything lrappened, as it were, ...

“Don’t you worry about vour litile yel-
low brother. pardner.” Tageka Kyh said
evenly. He went out carrying the tray

(continued on page 122




Napoleon made love with @ zest

That gave his amours lite rest
But be said 1o his queen,
“Not tomigh, Josephine;

e got my hand stuck in my vest”

BODIES POLITIC
pictorial By EUGENIO HIRSCH ¢ flock of female
forms fashioned into famous and infamous heads of state

A ttolar head is De Gaulle
He's Gallic and also bas gall
from Vietnam 1o Quehec,
He sticks oot his neck.
fod delights in the subsequent squall!
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Thoagh Adolf had Earsge i chaims,
The Allies were sosa making gaiss
The Wehmacht they nddled
While Hitler just diddled,
Chensiag Brana every time over braing.




Farock. 2 king of great wealth,

Through lechery ruined his health.
With women he frequently
(Uentines pguen

Made quite an ass of himseil

The Halians, despite all calamly

Fre  people of brlliance and amity.

So this countedeit Caesar
They put in the freezer,
Restomg their country to saniy.

119



Stalin means steel i the Russian,
And Joe's foes recemved quite a crushin’
But not much s sad
About Stalin 1 bed,
Though it's nmored his shyle was percussion.

In the People’s Republic nght now,
The guls find life boring, and ow!
For i’ no fun w bed
With a lover whose head
Is filled with the maxims of Man.
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Thosght ICBMs wee just swell
Ho Bked Stokey, toe
At Peking be't con.
Bat Basbers made Fiel ebel
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mannichonsoluGion

and the aluminum  shovel debonairly,
like an old judo trophy.

“Grasping bastard,” Crockewt said bit
terly, as the door closed behind the pa-
thologist. “Exclusive rights 1o Guatemala
and Costa Rica. The Rising Sun. March
into Manchuria. Just like the last time.”

As he drove home, Mannichon had
the impression that Crockett and Tageka
Kyh, though confrontied with the same
data as himself, somehow were leaping
to conclusions sull very much hidden
from him. That's why they drive Lancas
and Jaguars, he thought.

The telephone rang at three in the
morning. Mrs. Mannichon groaned as
Mannichon reached blearily over her to
pick it up. She didn’t like him to touch
her without warning.

“Crockett here,” saud the voice on the
phone. “I'm at Tageka's. Get over here.”
He barked out the address. “Pronto.”

Mannichon hung up and staggered
out of bed and started to dress. He had
heartburn from the alexander.

“Where going?” Mrs. Mannichon said,
i a nonmclony voice.

“Conlecrence.”

“At three in the morning.” She didn’t
open her eyes, but her mouth certainly
moved.

“1 haven't looked at the time,” Manni-
chon said, thinking, Not for long, oh,
Lord, not for long.

“Good night, Romeo,” Mrs. Manni-
chon said, her eyes still closed.

“That was Samuel Crockew,” Manni-
chon said, fumbling with his pants.

“Fag,” Mrs. Mannichon said. *1
always knew ie.”

“Now, Lulu. .
was his partner.

“Bring home some LSD,” Mrs. Manni-
chon said, [alling asleep.

Now, that was a [unny thing for her to
say, Mannichon thought, as he soltly
closed the door of the split-level behind
him, so as not to awaken the children.
Both of the children had a deeply rooted
fear of sudden noises, the child psy-
chiatrist had told him.

.7 Aliter all, Crockett

Tageka Kyh lived downwown in the
penthouse apartment of a 13-story build-
ing. His Jaguar was parked in front, and
Crockeut’s  Lancia. Mannichon parked
the Plymouth behind his parmers’ cars,
thinking, Maybe a Ferrari.

Mannichon had 10 admit 1©0 himself
that he was surprised when he was let
into the apartment by a Negro butler in
a yellow striped vest and immaculate
white shirt sleeves with large gold cuft
links. Mannichon had expected a severe
modern decor, perbaps with a Japanese
touch—bamboo mats, ¢hony headrests,
washy prims of  raimy bridges on  the
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Cod—chintz, cobbler's benches, captain’s
chairs, scrubbed pine tables, lamps made
out of ships’ binnacles. Poor man, Man-
nichon thought, he is trying to assimi-
late.

Crockert was waiting in the living
room, drinking beer and standing look-
ing at a full-rigged cdipper ship in a
bottle on the mantel.

"Hi," Crockett  said.
trip?”

“Well,” Mannichon said, rubbing at
his red eyes behind his glasses, I must
confess 'm not completely on the qu
mve. I'm used to cight hours” sleep
and——"

"“Got to learn to cut it down,” Crockett
said. T do on two.” He drank some beer.
“Good old Tageka’ll be ready for us any
minute. He's in his lab.”

A door opened and a lascivious girl in
tight silk offtmauve pants came in with
some more beer and a plate of chocolate
marshmallow cookies. She smiled lasciv-
iously at Mannichon as she offered him
the tray. He took a beer and two cookies
for her sake.

“His,” Crockett said.

“You bet,” said the girl.

Oh, to be a Japancse pathologist,
Mannichon thought.

A buzzer rang dimly. “Captain Ahab,”
said the girl. “He's ready for you. You
know the way, Sainmy.”

“This way, Flox,” Crockett said, start-
img out of the room.

“Got some, Sammy?” the girl asked.

Crockett tossed her a sugar cube. She
was lying down, with her off-mauve legs
high over the back of a ten-footlong
chintz couch and nibbling on the sugar
with small white teeth belore they were
out of the room.

Tageka Kyh's laboratory was bigger
and more elaborately equipped than any
at Vogel-Paulson. There was a large oper-
ating table that could be rotated 10 any
position, powerful lamps on pulleys and
swivels, banks of instrument cases, sterr-
lizers, relrigerators with glass doors, a
gigantic  X-ray machine. stainlesssteel
sinks and tables and strobo-
microscopes, the lot.

“Wow!” Mannichon said,
the door, taking it in.

“Ford,” Tageka said. He was dressed
in a swgeon's apron and he was pulling
olf a surgeon’s mask and cap, Under his
apron, Mannichon could see the rolled-
up cnds of blue jeans and high-heeled,
silver-worked cowboy boots. “Well.™ T
geka saud, “T've been weasing away at our
problem.” He poured himself a tumbler
of California sherry from a gallon jug in
a corner and drank thirsuly. “T've dis

“Have a nice

basins,

anding a

sected the eighieen mice. Yellow.” [He
smiled ar Mannichon with a gleam of
samurai tecth, “I've looked a the shdes.
It's too carly to say anything dehnite yet,

Mannichon; all 1 can offer 15 an educated
guess, but  you've hit on  something
brand-new.

“Have I
“What 1s e

Tageka Kyh and Crockent exchanged
significant glances, the born big-leaguers
noting with pity and understanding the
entrance ol the born bush leaguer o
the locker room. “I'm not quite sure yet.
pardner,” Tageka Kyh said gently. “All
I'm sure of is that whatever it is, ivs
new. And we live in an age in which
being new is enough. Remember Man
Tan, remember the hula hoop. remem-
ber No-Cal, remember the stercoscope
glasses for three-dimensional hims. For-
tunes  were made. In the  space ol
months.” Mannichon began o pant. Ta-
geka shed his apron. Under it he was
wearing a Hawaitan shirt. “My prelimi-
nary conclusions,” he said briskly. A
nontoxic subsuinee, 1o be designated, for
the sake of convenience, as Floxo, com-
bined with another known nontoxic
substance, dioxotetramercphenolerrogene
14, shows a demonstrable swift aflinity
lor the pigment marerial of eighteen
yellowish mice and one goldhsh——"

“Nincteen,” Mannichon smd., remem-
bering the first yellow mouse he had
thrown into the incinerator.

“Eighteen,” Tageka said. 1 do nor
work on hearsay.”

“I'm sorry,” said Mannichon.

“Examination of cells,” Tageka went
on, “and other organs leads to the ob
servation that in a manner as yet un-
discovered, the solution unites with the
pigmental matter in the cells, whose
chemical formula 1 shall not at this mo-
ment trouble you with, to produce a new
compound, formula to be ascertained,
that attacks, with great speed and vio-
lence, the sympathetic nervous system,
leading o almost immediate nonlunc-
tioning of that system and subsequent
stoppage of breathing. movement and
heartbeat.” He poured himsell another
tumbler of sherry. "Why are vour eyes
so red, pardner?

“Well, I'm used 1o cight hours of slecp
a might and " Mannichon said.

“Learn o cut down.” Tageka said. "1
do on one.”

“Yes, sir.,” Mannichon said,

“What practical use can be made of
this interesting relationship between our
solution and certain organic pigments is
not within my province,” Tageka said.
“I'm merely a pathologist. But 1 am sure
a bright young man can come up with a
suggestion.  Nothing s uscless in o the
halls of science. After all, the Curies dis
covered the  properties of radium  be
cause a key lelt overnight in a darkened
room with a lump of rehined pitchblende
allowed its photograph to be taken. Afwer
all, nobody s much interesied in aking
photographs of keys. are they, pardners”
He gigeled unexpectedly.

(continued on page 282)

Mannichon  said  cagerly.




Sfiction By P. G. WWODEHOUSE

WHEN LANCELOT BINGLEY, the rising young
artist, became engaged o Gladys Wether-
by, the poetess, he naturally felt that
this was a good thing and onc that
should be pushed along. The sooner the
wedding took place, in his opinion, the
better it would be. He broached the sub-
ject 10 her as they sat dining at the
Crushed Pansy, the restaurant with a
soul.

“What I would suggest,” he said, “if

MOk

’f. ¥

‘__

you haven’t anything particular on next
week, is that we should 1oddle around to
the registrar's and have him do his stuff.
They tell me these registrar fellows make
a very quick job of it. The whole thing
wouldn’t take more than ten minutes or
s0 and it would be ofl our minds and
there we would be, if you sce what 1
mean.”

A look of pain came into Gladys® face.

“I'm afraid it's not so simple as that.”

“What's your problem?"”

“I was thinking of Uncle Francs.”

ClG “ R the knowledge that his betrothed’s blustery old uncle would

E never tolerate tobacco might have crushed a weaker
man, but not brave lancelot—he was merely cowed
. :

“Whose Uncle Francis?”

“My Uncle Francis.”

“I didn't know you had an Uncle
Franas.”

“I've had him for years. He was my

mother's  brother.  Colonel  Pashley-
Drake. Have you ever heard of him?
He's retred now, but he used to be a
famous big-game hunter.”

“And how does he get into the ace?”

“My mother always looked up to him
very much, and when she died, she lelt
him a chunk of moncy that he was wo

123



PLAYBOY

hand over to me when I married.”

“1 scc no objection to that.”

“But only if he approved of the man |
was marrying. And he won't approve of
my nErrying an artist.”

“Why not?” said Lancelot a liule
stiflly. “Artists are also God's creatures.™

“He thinks they spend all their tume
having orgies in studios.”

“Ricticulous.”

“Or  painting  princesses  sitting  on
leopardskins in the nude.”

“So you think he won’t give you your
money?”

“The bewting's against it.”

“Then let's do without it, I've plenty,”
said Lancelot, who was more fortunate
than most artists in having a nice private
11come.

Gladys shook her head.

;" oshe said. 1 need that money
and | won't marry without it. I'm not
going to be one of those pauper wives
who have to come and plead brokenly
with their husbands every time they
want the price of a new hat. My pride
forbids it.”

And though Lancelot argued clo-
quently with her all through the poulet
yoli au crvesson course and later during
the after-dinner coffee, she was not to be
moved from her decision. It was a
gloomy young brush-and-casel man who
saw her home 1o her residence in Gar-
bidge Mews, Fulham, and then went off
and got plastered in a series of pubs.
What, he was asking himself, would the
harvest be and where did he go from
here?

His hangover on the fellowing day
precluded all thought of anything except
bicarbonate of soda; but after that, an-
guish and despair took over and he sat
brooding in his studio, listless and in-
capable of work. Il a nude princess had
looked in, wanting her portrait painted,
he would have had her out ol it in under
ten seconds. All he could do in the way
of alleviating the agony that scared his
soul was to play the accordion, always
his solace in times of stress; and he had
worked his way through Ouwer the Rain-
bow and was preparing to tackle OF
Man River when the door flew open and
Gladys bounded in, her manner ani-
mated and her cyes shining, it scemed to
him from a quick glance, like twin stars,

“Put away that stomach Steinway, my
Prince Charming,” she cried, “and listen
to me, for 1 bring news that will make
you go dancing about London like a
nautch girl. I've just had a letter from
Uncle Francis.”

Lancelot was unable to see why this
should be considered a cause for rejoic-
ing.

“So what?” he said.

“He's asked me 1o find him an artist to

124 paint his porirait, 1o be presented to the

Explorers Club. You get the job. Don't
vou sce what this means? You'll be clos-
eted with him day after day; and if you
an’t fascinate him under those condi-
tions, you're not the king among men
I've always thought you. By the end of
a couple of weeks, 1 confidently expect
you so to have wrought upon him that
he can deny you nothing. You then tell
him we're going to be married and he
gives you his blessing and reaches for
the fountain pen and checkbook. Any
questions?”

“"None. | like the setup.”

“I thought you would.”

“It's the most wonderful- Oh, my
God!™

“Now what?”

A thought had occurred to Lancelot.

As an arust, he belonged 1o the ulwa-
modern school, expressing himsell most
readily in pictures showing a sardine
can, two empty beer bottles, a bunch of
carrots and a dead cat. with a large eye
gleaming somewhere in the background,
the whole intended 10 represent Paris in
springtime. He doubted his capacity 1o
work in another vein.

“Would I be any good at a portrait?”

“Good enough for a gaggle ol ex-
plorers.  All explorers have weak eyes
through staring at the sunrise on the
lower Zambezi. They won't notice a
thing."”

“Well, if you say so. Then what's the
drillz”

“Uncle Francis has a house at Bittle-
ton down in Sussex. You go there tomor-
row, complete with brush and paints. T'll
phone him to be expecting you.”

Another thought occurred to Lancelot.

“I suppose I'm in for a thin time as
regards meals. Don’t big-game hunters
live on pemmican and native maize and
that sort of thing?”

“Uncle Francis doesn’t. He has the
most  sensational  cook. Every dish a
poem.”

“That sounds all right,” said Lancelot,
brightening. Being an artist, he usually
made do of an evening with the knuckle
end of a ham or something out ol a can;
but he was by no means incapable of ap-
preciating good cooking and had often
wished that the poulet roti an cresson a
the Crushed Pansy had been a bit beuter
roti. 1 go womorrow, you say:”

“Better, perhaps, the day after tomor-
row. That'll give you time to mug up
Uncle Francis’ book, My Life with Rod
and Gun, so that you can draw him om
about wapitis, moose, zcbus and moun-
tain goats and the other things he used
1o shoot. He gave me a copy at Christ-
mas, when I owas expecting at least a
wrist watch,”

“That's how it goes,”
sympathetically.

“Yes, that's life,” Gladys agreed. “And

saud Lancelot

the best ofler 1 got from a secondhand
bookshop was threepence, so the volume
is stll in my possession. You can come
and ferch v this alternoon.”

“And I leave the day afier tomorrow?”

“That's right. I'll come and see you ol
at the station.”

As Lancelot sat in his compariment at
the appointed time waiting for the wain
for Biuleton to start and gazng at
Gladys, who was standing on the plat
form, he was thinking how much he
loved her and what a dreadlul thought it
was that they were to be separated like
this. He was 1o learn that there were other
dreadful  thoughts going around. She
now gave utterance o one of them,

“Oh, by the way, ciptain of my soul.”
she said, “there’s one other thing. 1 al
most forgot 1o tell you. Uncle Francis is
rabidly opposed to smoking, so vyou'll
have to knock it off for the duration.”

A sirong shudder shook Lancelot. He
was a heavy smoker, in spite of having
two aunts who belonged 0 the Anu-
tobacco League and kept sending him
pamphlets showing what the practice
does to those who indulge in it. His jaw
fell a couple of noiches,

“Knock off smoking? For weeks and
weeks? I ocouldn’t”

“You'd better, or i

“Or whar”

“Else,” said Gladys, and the train
moved off.

It was one of those wains that have
not become attuned to the modern spirit
ol speed and hustle, and as it sauntered
through the sunlit countryside. Lancelot
had ample opportunity 1o weigh Gladys’
parting words in his mind and examine
them. And the more he weighed and ox-
amined. the less he liked the sound of
them. Nor is this surprising. There are
probably no words in the language that
a lover more dislikes to hear on the lips
of his loved one than those words “or
clse.” They have a simister ring calcu
lated to chill the hardiest.

He mused. One cannot say that he
was standing at a man’s crossroads, for
he was sitting. but it was plain to him
that he was conlronted with the most
serious decision ol his liletime. 11, on
the one hand, he obeyed her behest and
relrained from smoking. every nerve in
his body would soon be sucking out and
starting to curl at the ends and the soft-
est chirrup ol the carly bird tucking into
its worm outside his window would send
him shooting to the ceiling, as if some
lun-loving practical joker had exploded a
bomb beneath his bed. He had once
knocked off smoking for two or three
days amd he knew what it was like.

If, however, on the other hand, he
wok a strong line and refused 10 keep

(continucd on page 135)
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Portuguese anchovies, know thar ar this
time of the vear the world is, indeed,
their oyster.

A menu of many Linds doesn’t have 1o
be swretched, like the  Japanese New
Year, into a full month. But it's remen-
dous Tun. especially at the holidays. 1o
sketch out a party thar allows Turkish
raki o be sipped before the Chinese
winter melon soup and Thai shrimp
dumplings 1o appear on the same table
with Brazilian mousse of avocados. And
it certainly makes for unusual end-ofl-
the-vear lestivinies o have both  vour
decor and your food and drink rellect the
Havor of foreign lands.

A host with an eye for exotic cuisines
will naturally call the play on dishes best
suited 1o his own revels. There's a Bed-
ouin feast in which a whole camel is
slowly roasted alter having been stuffed
with a  sheep. which in  turn  was
stuffed with chickens, stuffed with fish,
stuffed with eggs. A moral goes along
with the roast camel:  Bigness isn't
necessarily sumptuousness. An 80-pound
steamship roast is g enough. Bur the
much smaller roast shell of prime beel,
cut into slices for Danish open beel
sandwiches, garnished with cold Béar-
naise sauce, dilled cucumbers and onions
in red wine is sheer holiday bliss. Every-
thing pood about the Danes—their
strughtforwardness, their impressive sim-
plicity of taste, their imagination, their
rich hospitality—seems to go into their
modest-looking but magnificent smgne-
brad.

Gourmers-at-large soon learn that the
best of forcign  cuisines  continuously
overlap and borrow from one another
and meld into new delightful forms. The
Grecks claim not only to have invented
the chef's wall white hat but to have dis-
covered white sauce and brown sauce
and to have taught the Romans how to
ook peacocks, crabs and cranes. It may
all be true, but the thing that they didn’t
invent but of which they are now formi-
dable masters is the lemon. The Greek
stvle ol cooking soups and stews called
avgolemono, a aeamy sauce made with
lemon juice and egg yolks, is a rich holi-
day diversion for American hosts. Thai-
land offers small shrimp dumplings made
ol ground raw shrimp. which seem like
lirst cousins of the Chinese shrimp balls.
But the Thais have a flambovant way
with spices, and the sauce accompanying
the Thai version is flavored with a spe-
des of hot peppers that they affection-
ately call “tiny torpedoes.”™ Along with
pickled ginger. the peppers produce an
incendiary cffect on the palae. In Ameri-
cn hands, the same  delicate shrimp
dumplings are covered with a ginger
sauce that procliims all is calm, all is
bright.

One ol the coziest of all soups confect
cd by the Chinese is their winter melon
soup. Winter melon is a Ivuit eaten like a
vegetable, avialable both summer and

winter. At ostentatious tables in this
country, the soup is sometimes served
from the whole melon stecamed until
tender—a  long. vither clumsy cooking
process. Actually, the best version is the
natnve one, i which the raw melon is
cut into smitll picces and cooked quickly,
so that the melon emerges both crisp and
tender. Obviously, one needn’t acquire a
special visa 1o Ching 1o make winter
melon soup. If you're near a Chinese food
store, you'll have no dificulty in scooping
up a wedge ol the Lirge winter melon. 1f
there are no Chinatowns nearby, the
hrm Spanish melon, when in season. is a
good pinch hiter,

While the French claim  proprictary
rights to the word aepe. thin pancakes
are found all over Europe. One of the
most succulent versions s the lalian
cheeseswulled  enspelling, a speaalty ol
the town of Ravello off the Amally Drive.
France, of course, has culinary outposts
toul le monde. 1Us not startling. there
fore, 1o hnd feathery, butter-rich French
brioches in Quebee, Hain and Marti-
nique. Brioches, in the Caribbean, are
happily crossbred with orange and rum
Havors into a cherubic holiday dessert.

There are some fresh foreign dainties
that can’t be duplicued-—like the Bra-
zilian frogs that grow 10 the size of holi-
day geese and whose outsize legs would
hardly meet the tasies of frogs-legs fan-
ciers hercabouts. But there are compen-
sations. The canned Braanlian heart of
palm is just about the most perfect salad
igredient we can imagine for indulging
one’s holiday fancy. The Brazilian
avocado mousse in which the heart of
palm appears is another dish that can be
as fiery with pepper or as affably mild as
you like to suit your own commensil
taste.

All feasts, whether domestic or for
eign, should be feasthke. And the hrst
to catch the eve as well as the
palate on a holiday buffer 1s to Rl a
generous-size hors d'oeuvre dish with the
immense booty from overseas. Hot hors
d'ocuvres should be kept hot over a
chafing-dish flame or on a hot tray:
cheeses  reach  their acme  of  Havor
at room temperature;  everything  else
should be nipping cold. A holiday hors
d'ocuvre linc-up should include caviar—
the fresh Lranian, it possible. Among the
multitudinous forms in which pdate de
fore gras s offered. we like the mousse of
foie gras tha is casily sliced with a sharp
knife dipped in hot water, and the center
of which is bejeweled with a row ol
black wruflles. The midger Talian mush-
rooms in oil. Scandin; herring in
succulent wine sauces. paper-thin West
phatian ham. quail cggs from  Japan.
English and Conunemtal  cheeses, in-
cluding the Swiss ready-to-cat fondue—
all of these require only astute for:

Wity

n

tal
through so many jars, bottles. cans am

packages.

Unreconsuructed bibbers in the habn
of setthng down cach night with the
same old bottles of whiskey and brandy
they've leaned upon all vear long should
be reminded at the yuletide of the Greek
god who started it wll—Dionysus. Young
Dionvsus” mentor was the cheerful and
wise  Silenus.  who,  although  scldom
sober, taught Dionysus how 1o cultivate
grapes and to convert their nch juice
into wine. Even more important, he
tanght  Dionysus  the  enchantmem of
travel—the glovy of spreading the gih
ol the vine. in its manv forms. through-
out the known world. In a sense. he was
the world’s first and certainly its mow
distinguished  traveling  liquor  agent.
Fhere were those who challenged Dio
nysus, like the Tyrrhenian pirates who
scemed o have been naively unmind
Tul of the power of the grape. They nied
him to their mast. only to find the knois
suddenly untied. & huge vine wrapped
aronnd  the mast, custers ol grapes
hanging [rom the sails and the whole sca
around them  suddenly changed  into
claret. The piratical aew jumped imo
the sea and were immediately turned
into lusty dolphi Restless  Dionvsus
spread his philosophy in Phrygia. where
Dionysian rites becune a vearly dninking
festival. He ook the good word 1o Svria.
Later he fought the Amazons. That he
didn’t subdue them through the device
of a simple cockuail party seems 1o have
been a tactical error. With a tiger in his
tank—we're old he acwally rode on top
of the uger given o him by Zeus -he
naveled 1o India. returned via Egvpt
and Libva and fnally sealed  down
among the immortals at Olvmpus. To
honor Dionysus and the pleasures ol
what the Greeks charmingly call then
“vearly rencwal.,” we offer an intern
tional menu as well as drinks made up of
the potables of other peoples. All food
recipes serve ecight.

1-

WINTER MELON SOUP
Large black dried mushrooms
large fresh mushrooms
single breast chicken, raw
water chestnuts, fresh il possible
quarts chicken stock

G-oz. can lotus roots, drained

3 cups Chinese winter melon, 14-in.

cubes

Salt. pepper. monosodium gluotamane

Soak black mushrooms in warm water
for 1 hour. Drain amd cut into thin sliv-
ers, Can Tresh mushrooms into thin shivers.
Remove skin and bones [rom  chicken
and cut o Vo-incthick cubes, Peel
water chestnuts, if fresh. and cur into
thin slices. Bring stock 1o a boil. (IT stock
seems watery. add instant bouillon pow-
der 1o 1aste)) Add mushrooms. chicken.
water chesinuts and lotus roots. Stminei
10 munutes. Add winter melon and sim
mer b minutes. Scason 1o taste with salt,

(continued on page 264)
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Norman Lindsay’s “The Mirror” (on the opening page of this portfolio), “Julia’s Monkey” (bottom,
opposite page) and “‘She Arrives” (above) proceed from stylized realism through fantasy to full-blown
grotesquerie. Lindsay—-who was born in 1879 began to draw for a Melbowrne newspaper at 16. For
many years, he was chief cartoonist for the “Sydney Bulletin,” his country’s leading literary magazine.
Among the many Lindsay-illustrated works are lavish editions of Theocritus, Boccaccio and Casanova,
as well as his oun novel, *“The Cautious Amorist.” The small Beardsley drawing at the top of the
opposite page is “Bathyllus’ Swan Dance,” an illustration for Juvenal’s “Lucian’s True History.”
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Languorous femininity suffuses Beardsley’s frontispiece ‘Lysistrata" (above),
and “Fishblood” (below), by Gustav Klimt, master of Viennese art nouvedau.
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Lindsay etchings such as ‘“The Ring” (above ) and *“The Apex of Life’’ (below ) are more elaborate and
realistic than the Beardsley and Klimt works opposite, but equally infused with art nowveau grace.
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The last Victorians—awhether in Europe at the turn of the
century or in Australia two decades later—parodied their
fathers’ hypocritical idealization of women by surround-
ing them with perfervid exotica, as in Lindsay's “The
Sortie” (above). It was to such drawings that Julian Ashton
referred in a 1919 review of Australian art: “That re-
markable genius, Norman Lindsay, now burst upon us
with a series of pen-and-ink drawings, which . . . would
have stirred fresh life and interest in the most bored of
exhibitiongoers. These drawings whipped the smooth con-
ventions of society until Lindsay was fairly encompassed by
furious and acrid criticism.” Franz Christophe’s illustra-
tion (left) for the 1907 “The Blooming Gardens of the

Orient”’ also revels in convention-flouting subject matter.
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The rare combination of antiwar sentiment and ribald comedy developed in Aristophanes’
“Lysistrata”——she forces peace between the men of Athens and Sparta by cajoling their women
into a sex strike—has held audiences for 2400 vyears. On these two pages, Beardsley and
Lindsay portray the scene in which Lysistrata proposes her scheme. In the Beardsley drawing
(above ), the ladies show distress at the thought that to deny the men they must deny themselves,
too, whilst Lindsay captures Lysistrata’s delight at the “‘armaments” of one of her warriors.
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PLAYBOY

A GOOD CIGAR IS A SMOKE

away from the box of 50 excellent cigars
that he had brought with him, there
would, he knew, be for him no wedding
bells or whatever registrars substitute for
them. Gladys was, as near as made no
matter, an angel in human shape, but she
was indined to be imperious and of a
trend of mind to resent anything in the
nature of what might be called rannyga-
z00. And that she would class as ranny-
gazoo a deliberate flouting of her orders
was sickeningly clear to him. She would
return the ring, his lewers and what was
Jelt of the bottle of scent he had given
her on her birthday within minutes of
learning ol his disobedience.

Two lines of an old poem flitted into
his mind. “A woman is only 2 woman,”
the bard had said, “but a good cigar is a
smoke™; and for one awful moment, he
found himself agreeing with him. Then
he was strong again; and it was with the
resolve that ar all costs he must retain
her love that he alighted at Binleton Sta
tion and a short time later was meeting
the man whose rugged [eatures he was
about to record on canvas,

They were [leatures, particularly the
two chins. of an undisguised opulence
Colonel Pashley-Drake was a stout man.
Indeed, the thought Hashed through
Lancelot’s mind that if he did not sub-
ject himself to a rigorous system of diet,
he would shortly burst. He knew from
reading his book that the colonel. when
hunting big game, had frequently hid-
den behind a wee. To conceal him in
this, the evening of his life, only a
sequoia would have served. And when
later they sat together at the dinner
table. Lancelot got an inkling as to how
this obesity had come about.

The dinner was a long one and in
every respect superb. It was plain to
Lancelot from the first spoonful of soup
that here, as Gladys had stated, was a
cook 1n a thousand. He mentioned this
to his host, and the latter, a look of holy
costasy in his eye, agreed that Mrs. Por-
ter—for such was the gilied woman’s
name—was at  the very head of her
profession. Alier that, he did not speak
very much, being otherwise occupied.

Coffee alter the meal was served in a
study or library, a small room tastefully
decorated  with the heads of various
launa that had had the misfortune 1o
encounter the colonel when he was out
with his gun. As they scated themselves,
he gave Lancelot a searching look.

“I am afraid 1 cannot offer you a
cigar,” he said, and Lancelot waved a
deprecating hand.

“Had you done so, 1 should have been
obliged 10 refuse . with thanks, of
course, for the kind thought. 1 do not

138 smoke. Smoking,” said Lancelot, remem-

{continued [rom page 124)

bering a pamphlet sent to him by one of
his aunts, “causes nervous  dyspepsia,
sleeplessness, headache, weak eyes. asth-
ma, bronchitis, neurasthenia, rheuma-
tism, lumbago, sciatica, loss ol memory,
impaired will power, lack of ambition.
red spots on the skin and falling out of
hair. I wouldn’t smoke so much as a ciga-
retie to please a dying grandfather. My
friends often rally me on what they con-
sider my finicky objection 10 having red
spots on the skin, but I remain firm.”

"You are very sensible,” said Colonel
Pashley-Drake  with  such  enthusiasm
that Lancelot felt that the wsk of fasa-
nating him would prove even casier than
Gladys had prediced. He looked for-
ward with bright confidence 10 the mo-
ment—at no  distant  date—when  he
would have the old buster rolling on the
floor with his paws in the air like a
tickled dachshund.

The love least became intensified as
the time went on. The colonel expressed
himself delighted that Lancelot had read
and enjoyed his litle book and spoke
fluently and well on the subject of tigers
he had met and what to do when con-
fromed with a charging rhinoceros. Lo
gether with many an anecdote about the
selected  portions of gnus, giraffes and
the like that ornamented the walls. At
long last, he stifled a yawn and said he
thought he would be retiring for the
night, and they parted in an atmosphere
ol the wtmost cordiality.

The dinner, as has been said,
been a long and heavy one, and it and
the session in the study after it had left
Lancelot with a sense of repletion that
only [resh air could relieve; and before
going to bed, he felt the prudent thing to
do was to take a hall-hour stroll in the
garden. He proceeded 1o do so; but what
with the beauty of the night and the
thinking of long, loving thoughts of
Gladys Wetherby, he exceeded that time
by a considerable margin. 1t was some
two hours later when he felt thar he
ought to be turning in and he made his
way back 1o the house—only to discover
when he reached it that in his absence
some hidden hand had locked the front
door.

It was a blow that might have crushed
a weaker man, but all arusts are re-
sourcelul and the idea of rying the back
door occurred to him almost immediate-
ly. He found that, too. sccurcly fastencd,
and it became evident that unless he was
prepared 1o pass the remainder of the
night in the open, it would be necessary
for him to break a window. This, as
noisclessly as  possible, he  did  and.
climbing through. lound himsell in what
from the smell of it he ook 1o be the
kitchen. And he was about to grope his
way through the darkness in the hope of

had

finding the door when a voice spoke, a
harsh, guttural voice that jured unpleas.
antly on lis sensitive car, though the
most  musical voice speaking  at than
moment would equally have given him
the illusion that the 1op of his head had
parted from its moorings.

“Who are you?” it said.

Suavity, Lancelor saw, was what he
must strive for.

“It's quite all right,” he said obse-
quiously. I was locked out.”

“Who are you:”

“My name is Lancelot Bingley. 1 am
staying in the house. I am an arust. 1 am
here o paint Colonel Pashley-Drake’s
portrait. 1 would not advise waking him
now, but il you inquire of him 1n the
morning, he will endorse——"

“"Who are youz”

Annoyance began 10 compete with
Lancelot’'s embarrassment. Il voices asked
you questions, he felt, they might at
least 1ake the wrouble w0 listen to vou
when you answered them.

“I have alveady informed you in a per-
fectly frank manner,” he began rather
stifily, “that my name is Lancelot Bing:
ley and that 1 am staving i

“Have a nut,” said the voice, changing
the subject.

Lancelot’s teeth came together with a
sharp dlick. Few things are more morti-
fying to a proud man than that he has
been wasting his time being respectful 1o
a parrot, and he burned with reseniment
and pique. Ignoring the bird's suggestion
—in the arcomstances, ill-timed and
lacking in taste—that he should scrach
its head, he continued groping for the
door and eventually found ir.

Alter that. everything  was simple.
Bounding silently up the stairs. he fung
open the door ol his room and. not both-
ering o switch on the light. Hung him-
self on the bed. Or, rather, not preasely
on the bed but on some vielding sub-
stance inside it that proved, on investi-
gation, 1w be Colonel Pashley-Drake.
Pardonably a little overwrought by his
recent exchange ol ideas with the par
rot, Lancelot had mistaken his host's
room—~frst on the lelt along the corridor
—for his own, which, he now recalled.
was the sccond on the left along the
corridor.

The colonel was plainly emotionally
disturbed. He spoke for some moments
in what Lancelot thought might possibly
be Swahili

“What the devilz” he inguired at
length, returning 1o his pative ongue.

Inspiration descended on Lancelor.

“1 came to ask you about the portni.
I was wondering if you wanted it [ull
length or just head and shoulders,” he
said, and was interested to note that his
roommate was quivering like someone
doing one of the modern dances.

(continued on page 272



an authority on world affairs
expands and explains his recent
proposal _for honorable

disengagement in southeast asta

A singuLarR and well-observed feature
of war is for the view in retrospect to de-
part radically from that which attended
the beginning. Dangers that at the out-
set of hostilities seemed to justify the
most sanguinary steps, in the perspective
of years secem slight, sometimes frivo-
lous. And prospects that at the beginning
of conflict scemed easy and brilliant
come to measure only the depth of the
miscalculation. The case of men who in
the past 30 years have planned expedi-
tions against Moscow, Pearl Harbor and
Pusan—not to mention Haifa and
Tel Aviv—sufficiently establishes the
point. At the same time, war turns rea-
son into stereotype. Acceptance of what
in the beginning is an estimate of nation-
al interest becomes an article of faith, a
test of* constancy, a measure of patriot
ism. At least while it lasts, war has a
way of [reezing all participants in their
original error.

The war in Vietnam, by various calcu-
lations, has now gone on for more than
half a decade and with mounting inten-
sity for three years. It has shown these
classical tendencies. The march of his-
tory has massively undermined the as-
sumptions that attended and justified our
original involvement. No part of the
original justification—I do not exagger-
ate—remains intact. More remarkable,
perhaps, very few of the assumptions
that supported our involvement are any
longer asserted by those who defend the
conflict. Yet the congealing intellectual
processes of war have worked to the full.
Action that is not defended is still ad-
hered to as a dogged manifestation of
faith.

Let me be fair. Those who are com-
mitted not to support of this venture but
to opposition have also shown a tendency
to become frozen in fixed positions.
For the first time since 1815, we are en-
gaged in a conflict to which a very large
part of the population is opposed. The
unanimity rule that has previously char-
acterized our national conflicts does not
exist. Both those who defend and those
who attack have lost some of their ca-
pacity to accommodate their thoughis to
new evidence,

My purpose in this article is to sce if,
however slightly, I an rise above these
rigidities. I do not wish to pretend to
view our situation in Vietnam with any
special insight or wisdom. 1 would like
merely to inquire how this conflict will
look when minds, those of supporters and
adversaries alike, are no longer subject to
the congealing influences of war. And I
would like then to propose the course
of action— (continued on page 142)

RESOLVING
OUR VIETNAM
PREDICAMENT
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By JOHN KENNETH GALBRAITH

ILUSTRATION BY ROBERT BRUNTON



Variety announced this scoop:

THE BRITISH LAUNCH NEW VOCAL GROUP!
E. Scrooge and Co. are real crowd pleasers,
They call themselves the Ebenezers.
There's Jacob Marley's cool refrains
{He's featured on electric chains).

And Tiny Tim is just too much:

A teeny bopper blowing crutch.
Your Carol now is hiply done
And s0. Mod bless us. every one!

Merry Christmas to youy kids;
They're daily grum!:g'l:uli
Mather l::l keep track of them
ut on co
Some big clans form I::xhllnre:;:;:
But not your famous flock.
As every year you chalk one up
For Daddy’s voting bloc.

We h()p_(: that you won’t mind us
.I)ewa[ing from your rulel
The medium here is PLAYBOY
And the message—"Happy yule.”
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mussives and missiles for the jolly season

Though others on
our Christmas list

Are destined to receive
h  (Fear not, you shan't)
\ Some h&“"‘: d
You were our Playmate of ali months A m:gu e'er' resislw
We worshiped and adored you. 8 This gift that we believe
But then came Twiggy on the scene; Will hit the spot—
Her Cockney chic just floored you. Y planted pot.
You dieted and starved yourself;
Our barber cut your hair.
You painted funny lashes on

And leamed a big-eyed stare.

You found a special doctor

PRmo. for a mighty rfeu'z. i
educed your perfect 1gure

To an all-round 23

Qur big romance is over, kig.

Let none nave any doubts.

"Cause if we wanted boys around,

We would have joined the Scouts
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VIETNAM PREDICAMENT

I venture even to call it the moderate
solution—that emerges from such a view.

Many will think that in labeling this a
“moderate solution™ 1 have made an un-
happy choice of words. Maoderation in
these days is not in high repute. The
term itsell, in some degree, has come to
mmply pompous and comfortable and
well-padded  inaction. Thus, it rightly
arouses suspicion. And increasingly, men
are divided between those who want the
catharsis of 1otal violence and those who
want the comforts of 1o1al escape. Yeu il
our national mood opposes moderation,
history favors it. It does not vouchsafe us
sharp, well-chiseled solutions. It gives us
blurred edges and dull lines. Whatever
the ulumate bang or whimper, we can
be sure that in between there will be
only compromises.

Let me begin with the terrible wrear-
ment  that  history has  accorded  our
original justification for the Vietnamese
conflict.

We are in Vietnam partly as a result
of a long series of seemingly minor sieps.
Each of these steps, at the uime, scemed
more attractive—less pregnamt with do-
mestic political controversy and criticism
—than the alternative, which was to call
a hrm halt on our involvement. The
aggregate of these individual steps—more
weapons, more advisors, a combat role
lor our men, progressive increases in our
troop strength, bombing of North Viet-
mam, a widening choice of targets—is
Larger by far than the sum of the -
dividual parts. The resulting involve-
ment on the Asian mainland is not a
development that all who asked or ac
quicsced in the individual actions wished
to sec¢ or even foresaw.

But back of these individual steps,
and especially the earlier ones, was a po
litical and military justification that once
seemed compelling. This justification was
the assumed existence of a united, homo-
gencous and militantly evangelical com-
munism that has chosen South Vietnam
as the weak point for a probe. Speaking
to the National Press Club some six
months after he assumed ofhee, Secretary
ol State Rusk gave an explicit formula-
tion of the view of the world crisis in
which Vietnam played a part. He said:

The central issue of the crisis is
the announced determination to im-
pose a world of coercion upon those
not already subjea to it . . . it is
posed between the Sino-Soviet em-
pire and all the rest, whether allied
or neutral: and it is posed on every
connment. .

This was an accepred  view ar the
time. Few would have thought M.
Rusk’s formulation other than common-
place. He and others repeated the thesis
—ithe docirine of a cemirally controlled

(continued from page 139)

and disciplined power guided from Mos
cow—dozens of times. Implicit therein

wis a patiern of policy and of action.
This had immediate relevance 1o
Vietnam.

Thus, 10 assume a unitary and evan-
gelical force was inevitably o urge a
policy of resistance. And resistance would
have to be everywhere on the Communist
perimeter. To allow transgression in one
place  would, most plausibly, be 1o
cncourage it elsewhere. And here we
have the foundation for the analogy
to Munich that for a long time played
such a dominant role in the Victnam
discussion. The Sino-Soviet power being
imperial and coercive, it was neeessary
also to assume that it would never be
welcomed by those who mught be sub-
jea to it It could not reflear national
aspiration; this was a flat contradiction
in terms. Communist power might seek
o cxploit social grievance. But this, it
was assumed, would only be a ractic
designed o win subservience 1o the uli-
mate imperial and  conspiratorial  pur-
pose. And this being so, no mnation
should yicld to such tactics, even when
the grievance—as might oflten happen—
was real. Far betier that people stay in a
less enduring state of exploitation than to
pass lorever into this allembracing sys-
tem of coercion. This meant, further,
that we could not be particular as to
whom we might support: even the most
nauscous non-Communist  dictator was
preferable o the enduring Communist
imperialism. And cven if the Commu-
nists had seduced a majority of the popu-
lation, 1t was doubtful that we should
yield. Rather, we should 1ry 10 win them
back. For this, the liberal stratcgist in
this conflict set grear store by ameliora-
tive social action. Conservatives tended to
place rather more reliance on a gun,

Given this view of the world struggle
—and none, I think, will feel it an unfair
summary of ofhcial awtitudes in the early
Sixties—our intervention in Vietnam was
wholly understundable. It was unfortu-
nate but not decisive that the govern-
ments we supported, in their commitment
to democracy and humane and avilized
values. left much o be desired. It was
unfortunate but not decisive that our
intervention was by something less than
the popular demand of the people we
mded.

Morcover, we had a right, given this
view of the world, to expect two lurther
and vital lactors to be associated with
our involvement. We had a night 10
expeat that its necessity would be appre-
aated and supported by the American
people—as our economic and political
intervention  in Twrkey  and  Greece
and  wesiern Furope  following  World
War Two was supported or as our mili-
tary imtervention in Korea o 1950 was

supported. And it was reasonable o ex-
pect that the most  eflective  suppont
would come not from those who auo
matically rally o the flag when the guns
sound but from the more introspective,
informed and deliberative community—
those somewhat ambiguously styled the
intellectuals—who would best appreciate
the long-run consequences of short-run
weakness and appeasement. Such people
had given strong support 10 the Mar
shall Plan and to the Korean interven-
tion. A generation carlier, they had been
in the very forefront of the anticism ol
Munich, the agreed symbol of surrender.
So their support could be expecied now.

Finallv. given this view of the world.
there was every reason to expect thar the
American initianve in Viemam would
be welcomed by the rest of the non-
Communist nations. Previous initiatives
had auracied such applause. The closer a
nation to the danger, the greater the
prospective applause; for who could tell.
after all, who was the next on the list? So
the United States would both justily and
enhance her daim 10 moral as well as
economic and military leadership by as
suming a commanding role in combat-
ting the common menace in Indo-China.

Merely to state the assumptions tha
lic behind this confliat is 10 show how
completely they, and the resulting cx-
pectations, have been dissolved. History
may not vouchsafe us sharp edges. but,
obviously, it can be a very effective blunt
instrument. The assumptions that  lay
back of our Viemam policy, includ-
g the concept of a unitary and all-
embracing Communist imperialism, were
not, in fact, based on any very close
knowledge of the subject. They were a
formula. in some measure a theology,
adopied by lawvers, businessmen. Govern.
ment officials and military men in the
vears ol the Marshall Plan and NATO.
Few ol the authors had any firsthand
knowledge of communism. Few had much
experience of the political left. None
had much experience of Asia. All ware
reacting o the then-current vealuy of
Joseph Stalin. To some extent, it was a
way of justifying the alliances, mi
appropriations, cconomic and  militarn
aid the proponents thought necessary.
There is nothing remarkable in the dis-
covery that a doctrine so contrived Tanled
to stand the test of history. History is re-
spectiul of ruth, but not of oficial ruth.

Here is what has happened o the doc
trine tha justilied our intervention:

I. The Communist world has gone o
picces along naponal lines. The wo
great centers, Moscow and Peking, during
the past vears have, on occasion. been
close o diplomatic breach.

2. China. which the proponents of the
Vietnam conlhict for a while bravely pic-
wired as the deus ex machina, s rem
within itsell. Its assumed  pupper in

teontinued on page 278)
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america’s leading ufologist— just back from an international
astronomers’ conference behind the tron curtain—zwarns that a new soviet ineestigative
approach could cost us the race to solve the flying-saucer riddle

article By J. ALLEN HYNEK “russians soLve vro aysTery.” For years, 1 have opened The
New York Times with the fear skittering around the back of my mind that 1 might find that
quote. In my occasional dreams, the story under the headline explains that the Russians
have lound some previously unthought-of, unstartling explanation for unidentified flying ob-
jects; or, worse, that they have made first contact with an alien civilization conducting recon-
naissance missions to our planet. Either story would shake America so hard that the launching
of Sputnik in 1957 would appear in retrospect as important as a Russian announcement of a
particularly large wheat crop.

The possibility of a Russian breakthrough on the UFO problem is unlikely, if we believe
official Russian statements that the problem does not exist. At last August’s X1 General
Assembly of the International Astronomical Union in Prague, one of the Russian delegates
answered my query about Soviet UFO study with a derisive laugh and the rather absurd com-
ment, “If flying saucers really exist, why aren’t they buzzing over Prague right now?” The
same man, a senior Soviet astronomer, declined to attend a meeting I had organized 1o dis-
cuss the UFO problem, saving that since the UFOs did not exist, there was nothing to
discuss. One of his colleagues slipped and said that Russian scientists were not permitted to discuss
unidentified flying objects. Although we have reports of UFO sightings and phenomena [rom
some 70 countries, the Soviet Union and the other socialist countries have not contributed
UFO reports.

Judging by past Soviet behavior, this curious silence on a subject of increasing importance
to science and government means only one thing; and, indeed, there are some clues 10 actual
Soviet study of the problem. A Russian astronomer admitted in Prague to an American
scientist that he believed a problem existed. Another American scientist recently received a note
from the secrctary of an official Soviet organization for the study of unidentified flying objects.
And the Russians announced at Prague that they would participate in a future international
conlerence on interstellar communication.

Even more significant was the recent publication of the first article in a Russian maga-
zine by a Soviet scientist discussing the strong possibility of the existence of unidentified flving
objects. That article, in the youth magazine Cmena, stated that the Soviet Union is preparing a
book-length study called Inhabited Cosmos, the chiel editor of which will be the vice-president
ol the U. 8. 5. R. Academy of Sciences, and that a chapter to be written by Felix U. Zigel (author
of the Cmena article) will consider the UFO problem. Zigel's article concludes: ““There exists
almost universally a definite type of phenomenon known as the phenomenon of the UFOs. The
nature of this phenomenon is as vet not resolved and none of the existing hypotheses can claim
a final solution to the problem. In such a situation, the correct approach appears to be o

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MARVIN HAYES
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submit the puzzling phenomenon of the
UFOs 10 a manysided, careful scientific
investigation.”

We know enough now about the way
the U.S. 8. R. announces its scientific ad-
vances—the element of surprise the Rus-
sians have built into every step of their
space program is one example—to guess
that a Soviet writer would hardly call for
“a many-sided, careful scientific investi-
gation” of a phenomenon unless such an
investigation were already going on.

Late last. summer, the Chicago Sun-
Times ended its story about the discovery
—by a Massachusetts Institute of Tech-
nology physicist—ol very puzzling narrow-
band radio signals from space with
the sentence, “Reporiedly, Soviet scientists
have also been active in such searches.”
Highly directional, single-frequency radio
signals, of course, might be remarkable
evidence of extraterrestrial life.

Zigel's discussion of UFOs in Cmena
considers five theories about their na-
ture. The fifth theory—that UFOs are
“flying apparatus of other planets, investi-
gating the earth™—is the only one of the
five 1o which he offers no objections.

In sum, what little “hard” information
[ have-—and my intuition—tells me that
the U.S.5. R. may have been studying
UFOs with dispassionate thoroughness
for years. From my own official involve-
ment, 1 know that the United States is
only now beginning to consider treating
the problem seriously.

In 1948, I was asked by the U.S. Air
Force 1o serve as a scientific consultant
on the increasing number of reports of
strange lights in the sky. I was then di-
rector of the astronomical observatory of
Ohio State University and am now the
chairman of the astronomy department
at Northwestern. I had scarcely heard of
UFOs in 1948 and, like every other
scientist 1 knew, assumed that they were
nonsense. For the first few months of my
association with what is now Project Blue
Book—the name of the very small office at
Wright-Patterson Air Force Base in Day-
ton, Ohio, concerned with UFOs—1I had
no reason to change this opinion. The re-
ports of sightings that came to our atten-
tuon then were either identifiable flying
objects (IFOs), such as weather balloons,
meteors or planes, or they came to us from
patently unreliable witnesses. A few
others were hoaxes.

But over the years, cases began to ac-
cumulate for which 1 could find no satis-
factory physical explanation. In fairness
to Project Blue Book. I can say that
nearly all of the cases that 1 consider
unsolved have remained so labeled in
Air Force files, despite charges by critics
that the Project always found an explana-
tion for a report. On the other hand. the
Project did acquire the habit of subtly
modifying its disposition of particular
cases over a period of time. A sighting
that the evaluator had said was “possibly”
traceable to conventional aircralt at the

ume it occurred would appear in the
Project’s annual report as “probably”
traceable to conventional aircraft. More
important than such small distortions,
however, 1s the fact that the Wright-
Patterson group usually consisted only of
a captain, who headed the team, one
other officer, a sergeant and mysell, as
occasional consultant. The fact that the
commanding officer was a captain indi-
cates the extent of the Air Force's concern
for this investigation.

My complaint here is not primarily
against the Air Force—which, after all,
is not a scientific investigative agency.
But, under the acgis of the Air Force or
not, there should have been a large,
well-staffed UFO research group in this
country since the first waves of reports.

In the past 20 years, 1 have analyzed
more than 15,000 reports of UFO sight-
ings. About 90 percent of these turned
out, on quick inspection, not to have been
UFOs at all, but readily identifiable ob-
jects. Of the remaining 10 percent, I made
a further division in my mind between
those that came to me from reasonably re-
liable observers—abour 70 percent—and
those that came from oddballs of one
stripe or another. What this means is that
there are at least 1000 UFO reports that
remain completely unresolved in my own
mind. As a scientist, 1000 perplexing
cases strike me as significant enough to
warrant professional and thorough inves
tigation. | frankly do not know why the
Govermment has been so slow in coming
to the same conclusion.

The popular attitude among scientists
in the late Forties was that UFOs were a
product of what some called “post-War
nerves.” Ol course, when reports of the
sightings continued well into the Fiftics
—and began to arrive from many re-
gions of the globe—this theory was out
Unfortunately, the attitude that accom-
panied the theory was retained. How
many UFO reports there might have
been if the popular and academic atti-
wde toward UFQOs were one of neutral
inquiry instead of derision will never be
known. Even an Air Force major general
does not want to be laughed at by an
Ivy League professor.

One reason the professors were so
contemptuous of the reports was that
UTFOs, obviously, cannot be studied in the
laboratory. Results that can be veritied
through repeatable, quantitative labora-
tory experiments are still considered the
essence of saence. What must be re-
membered 1s that much of our accurate,
saientific knowledge about the universe
was not gathered or verified in laborato-
ries—and cannot be. We know much
less about tornadoes than we would if we
could whip one up whenever we wanted
it: but we certainly accept the fact that
they exist and. in fact, have some univer-
sally accepted theories about their for-
mation, composition and behavior. That
information is the result of unscheduled

observation.  Similarly, many accepted
findings in zoology—our ideas about so-
cial structure among wild lions, for ex
ample—could come only from patiem
observation in the held. With UFOs—as
with tornadoes, sunspots, animals in
their wild state and a host of other as-
pects of the world—the scientist must
mount an attack to suit the phenomena.
To select phenomena that meet the de-
mands of laboratory rescarch leads to
error in many ficlds and is impossible
with UFOs.

The existing evidence may indicate a
possible connection with extraterrestrial
life, the probable existence of which is
generally accepted. If such life does exist
and if there is any possibility of estab-
hishing communication with it, our scien-
tific knowledge of that life might even
be critical to our survival. Now let us he
clear: The existence ol extraterrestrial
intelligence and the UFO phéenomenon
may be two entirely different things. But
the later, in itself, poses an interest-
ing scientihc problem. How can it be
studied? Do we ignore it simply because
the evidence we have does not follow
the strict rules of scientific evidence?

The question now is not whether but
how to design a truly scientific approach
to the UFO problem. When the Air
Force last year appointed a special com
mission to study the UFO probleni—the
so-called Condon commitiee, meeting at
the University ol Colorado and named
for its chairman, Dr. Edward Condon—
it tacitly recognized the seriousness of the
problem. I trust 1 will not seem to be
trespassing on the committee’s 1erritory
if 1 outline here a scheme that 1 think
would be a thorough and ethcient way
to obtain saentihc knowledge of UFOs.

Let us suppose we have before us
5000 UFO reports. We appoint two
scientific panels, one composed ol physi-
cal scientists, the other of social scien-
tists. We ask the hrst panel to examine
the reports and assign to each a
“strangeness index,” X, on a scale of |
to 5. By “strangeness” we shall mean the
difficulty in ascribing a simple scientific
explanation for the report, taken at face
value. An attempt shall be made by the
scientific panel o evaluate the strange-
ness ol the report. Given the report as
is, how difficult is it 1o find a natural,
normal explanation for it?

Thus, 21 and 22 would refer 1o UFO
reports that, even though taken at face
value, nonctheless find a ready ck‘p]am;l—
tuon. They can then be excluded from
further consideration. They are IFOs
rather than UFOs. Here are a few exam-
ples of 1FOs: In May 1953, in a small
town in Wisconsin, a group of solid citi-
zens excitedly reported that for several
nights running, just before sunrise, a
bright object, “much too bright to be a
star,” appeared in the East and “remained
there, gening slowly higher and higher

(continued on page 267 )
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PLUMS AND PRUNES By TERRY SOUTHERN

EXTERIOR. APPROACHING THE BRAD JEFFERY HOME. DAY .

It is an ideal '‘'suburbia home'' in Westchester: white, with
well-kept lawn, shrubs, etc. It is the contemporary and
Eastern counterpart of the house in the Andy Hardy pictures.
Camera MOVES UP the drive, STOPS ABRUPTLY.

CUT TQ:

DAY.

EXTERIOR. A BUICK CAR (OR SIMILAR) IN THE DRIVEWAY.

BRAD JEFFERY is getting out, briefcase in hand. We realize
that the approach has been from his point of view. Brad is a
dapper and handsome man of 40-45, a Madison Avenue advertising
executive at the top of his profession. There is bouncy
anticipation and assurance in his manner as he walks toward
the house. We realize that BRAD is very much ''with it.''

CUT TO:

INTERIOR. LIVING ROOM. DAY .

Westchester contemporary; a long, pearl-gray room; fireplace;
bar; a couple of smart prints (Braque guitar and Modigliani
nude) and a semiabstract original or two; on the wall
nearest the door are a pair of African masks, spaced well
apart, with a decorative crossbow mounted slightly above
and between them. Music from the phonograph is soothingly,
harmlessly modern jazz. Door opens ON CUT and BRAD

enters. At the far end of the room, by the bar, is DONNA,
his wife, gingerly emptying ice cubes into the ice bucket.
She is about 38, trim, tanned and very attractive in her
hostess-length skirt. Behind her we can see the kitchen
area from which she has come. As BRAD approaches, she looks
up, giving him a smile filled with warmth and a hint of
sexual promise. (Note: Besides the kitchen door and the
entrance door, there is another, leading to the downstairs
bedrooms and bath. This door is opposite the bar and
through it can be seen the staircase as well.)

DONNA
Hello, darling.
There is a confident smile on BRAD's face as he reaches her,
places briefcase on floor, puts arms around her.

BRAD
(tenderly sexual, with rich, masculine
Princetonian modulation)

Hello, baby.

(continued on page 313)
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INTERIOR. TELEVISION STUDIO.

Chaos. Except for newscaster (a WALTER CRONKITE), who sits
behind his desk waiting to ''go on,'' a dazed grin on his face.
CRONKITE is gray and ten years older.

nemiaiudncoilicl, (Ad-libbed CONFUSION)

EUddenly someone snaps a finger and points at him.
Silence from the others, HE's "'on the air.''

CRONKITE
Good evening. September 13, 1977, and

chaos reigns supreme. Catastrophes have
occurred throughout our country. And the
enemy remains in control. About the

only thing left that could still occur
and yet make the situation worse than it
is is annihilation. For since the take—
over early this morning, no slaughter has
occurred. The enemy has been merciful.
And tonight the question on everyone's
lips is: Why?

oﬁ@- gnﬂnﬂvu{,. Pause. And then HE's handed a note. HE tears it open.

CRONKITE
Ladies and gentlemen. What we've
all been waiting for. A note of hope .
the President of the United
States. And the First Lady. Have just
been spotted entering Central Park.

BEAT. SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

EXTERIOR. CENTRAL PARK. DAY.

MEDIUM SHOT OF PRESIDENT WITH FIRST LADY IN BACKGROUND.

. PRESIDENT
FMA:t; (speaking to someone unseen)
I . . . am the President. This . . . is my wife.
We have come . . . as instructed. Will you

take us to your.
HE looks back at the FIRST LADY.

PRESIDENT
(sotto voce)
It's gonna sound ridiculous.

(continued on page 276)
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JUAN FELDMAN By JACK RICHARDSON

FADE IN:

EXTERIOR. AFRIAL VIEW OF NEW YORK. DAY .

The camera, to the music of a choral arrangement of
''01d New York,'' begins with an aerial shot and then
moves through a series of vignettes of New York slum
life—the worst possible. Finally, it focuses and
moves in on a single tenement window.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR. TENEMENT BEDROOM. DAY .

The camera roams and we See about a dozen sleeping forms—
young, different shapes, sizes and colors—scattered
through the room. Rats scamper over the dozing children
until an alarm goes off. The rats, on cue, dash back

to their holes. ''Old New York'' comes to an end and MRS.
FELDMAN, a large, attractive Negress, enters.

MRS. FELDMAN
(she speaks with a Yiddish
accent)
So what are we all deoing still in bed?
There's sunshine coming up outside, the
day is commencing.

FIRST FELDMAN CHILD
(a little blonde girl with
English accent)
Mummy, I didn't have a dream last night.

MRS. FELDMAN
(indicating a swarthy sibling)
So you have to have a dream every night?
Sammy will share his with you. He always
dreams, don't you, Sammy?

SAMMY FELDMAN
Gosh, Mom, the dream I had was pretty
raunchy. I don't know if I should tell
Sis.

MRS. FELDMAN looks up in despair as several babies in

the room start to cry. The camera then moves in on

JUAN FELDMAN, asleep in underwear, hat and dark glasses.
He is a typical New York, young, delinquent hippie. He's
a little of everything. He stirs, sits up and looks about.

(continued on page 310)
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LOVE AND HATE IN RENT-A-CAR LAND

an “in-depth”’ probe of what goes on in the ad battle between hertz
and avis suggests that freud’s the one who's in the drivers seat

humor By HAROLD GREENWALD it HAS FINALLY HAPPENED: Corporations are developing
conflicts, neuroses and psychoses. In plain language, they are beginning to freak out.

Really, it shouldn’t have come as a great surprise. Corporations are regarded by the law,
in its tattered majesty, as single individuals. Being individuals, they have personalities. Can there
be any doubt that soft, cuddly Maidenform has a different personality from tough, rugged
United States Steel or IBM, the corporation that Thinks?

Having personalities and being exposed to the problems of daily living, corporations are de-
veloping neurotic relationships. The time has come to look frankly and fearlessly at a rela-
tionship between two corporations that is so strange and twisted that it could have been invented
by Edward Albee or Tennessee Williams. It is amazing that so many family magazines have
opened their virginal white pages to chronicling this perverse relationship.

By now, 1 am sure the alert reader has guessed that I am referring to the fantastic love-hate

ol A ot m..
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relationship that Avis and Hertz have
unblushingly displayed 1o the world.
Fortunately, we have a scientific ool at
our disposal—psychoanalysis—that is de-
signed 1o find out what is hidden in the
depths of the unconscious. The question
then arises—do corporations have an
unconscious? For the sake of our wwo
protagonists, I hope they do—otherwise,
they and all the publications in which
they have so boldly displayed their per-
verse fixations may soon have to face
the postal authorities, who have been
armed by recent Supreme Court dedi-
sions designed to halt the publication of
obscene material.

However, let us withhold any moral
condemnation of this unfortunate pair
caught in the grip ol an illicit passion; let
us, rather, try to understand them by
carefully examining their own words in
the series of ads they have aimed at each
other over the past several years. It
could be argued, ol course, that the
words were written by anonymous copy-
writers in Madison Avenue think tanks
and, therefore, do not reflect the psvches
of our corporate patients; but this argu-
ment is childishly easy to unmask. The
corporations chose the advertising agen-
cies, they certainly conferred about the
ads and they paid for them. They have
both proclaimed loud and long that each
is telling the truth about itself.

Let us start by examining Avis, which
for so long bewailed the [act that it was
“No. 2. The choice of this epithet re-
veals two things: first, what Adler would
label “a severe inleriority complex” and,
sccond, a profound anal fixation. (To
many children, No. 2 mcans moving the
bowels.) As a typical sufferer from an
anal fixation, poor Avis is preoccupied
with a fanatic devotion to “clean ash-
trays” and “wipers that wiped.” Not only
does Avis complain about being second
but it even proves Adler’s theory that the
inferiority complex often spurs one on to
greater cfforts by shouting [rom ads and
employees’ buttons, WE TRY HARDER.

Why is Avis tortured by its inferiority
feclings? An inspection of another ad
makes one reason clear. “Little fish have
10 keep moving all of the time. The big
ones never stop picking on them. . . .
We'd be swallowed up if we didn't try
harder.” There is more than a hint of
paranoia in its convictions that it is being
picked on and may momentarily be
swallowed up. It is this fear of annihi-
lation that supplies the anxiety that
underlics Avis' inferiority feelings.

Plagued with anxiety and inferiority,
how does Avis respond? Does it take
arms against its enemies? Never. That is
not the way for a person obviously afflict-
ed with a passive leminine identification.
It resorts to masochism. It begs and
pleads to be attacked in the ad in which
it encourages its clients to tear up their
credit cards if it gools,

And what is the Avis response to this

anticipated attack? “We won't take it
lying down,” it asserts. Aha—hnally, a
note of defance. But, of course, the
defiance is short-lived. The next sentence
undoes the momentary assertion and
quickly returns to the masochist position:
“We'll bend over backward to get you
back.” With a feminine identification
and an anal fixation, we begin to under-
stand what Avis is up to. Bend over
backward, indeed. For what purpose,
Avis? In the last sentence, Avis under-
lines its masochistic offer: “Sure, we'll
cry a little” What kind of senument is
that for a corporation?

Avis is by now in such a masochistic
orgy that it cannot stop. In another ad, it
proclaims: “And when someone calls us
by the wrong name, we turn the other
cheek.” Now, instead of bending over
backward, the offering is the other cheek
—or did they mean to say cheeks?

Being a masochist is not easy for any-
body and it is probably even harder for a
corporation. As any good masochist can
tell you, it requires single-minded devo-
tion to suffering and any possibility of
pleasure must be strictly repressed. It
requires the ability to snatch disaster out
ol success and defeat out of victory.

In another ad, Avis demonstrated its
virtuosity in the art of suffering. Having
made an offer to give a quarter 1o any
customer who didn’t find his Avis Plym-
outh in better shape than his own car,
our corporate patient had to shell out
184 quarters. Considering that this rep-
resents only 1 out of 3700 rentals, it is
an impressive record. Does Avis cele-
brate this triumph? Emphatically not—
Avis' determination to suffer is not so
easily shaken. Here is the response:
“And when we think of all the customers
who didn’t bother to complain, we really
worry.” What really bothers Avis is that
its customers do not help it suffer.

In any ncurotic, we must expect the
symptom to appear again and again. Ina
weak moment. Avis grudgingly admits
its success: “Trying harder is starting to
pay off.” But immediately Avis is back
with its familiar whine: “We're wor-
ried about the future. It's almost a fact
of life that the bigger a company be-
comes, the more inefficient and imper-
sonal it gets.” Trust Avis to find the fly in
the ointment and to concentrate on it
Rarely has the fear of success—which is
the masochist’s and the depressive’s hall-
mark—been so openly expressed.

Showing its collection of buttons in
various languages, it starts to worry that
this will make it more difficult 1o evoke
sympathy. Now the problem is closer to
the surface; again, Avis rushes in to ex-
press its fear: “This ad might just ruin
our image as the vnderdog in rent a
cars” A linde lLuer, it repeats its dis
claimer of success: “No. 2 is still what
we are,” Still fearful that someone might
think that it is pleasurable to be repre-
sented in 38 countrics, our good old

sufferer stresses its difhculties: “We must
sty we had some trouble wanslating our
Avis button.” Never lor one moment are
you supposed to forget its problems.

Of course, one of the purposes ol con-
stantly expressing  your misery is to
extract sympathy. However, this is an
embarrassing adnussion o make and Avis
rushes in with a pseudo disclaimer: “Avis
is only No. 2. But we don’t want your
sympathy.” With the characieristic skill
of the chronic sufferer. Avis makes even
this a subject of suffering: “"Have we
been crying too much?” it asks us pite-
ously. “Have we overplayed the under-
dog?” it implores. Now we are asked 10
feel sorry for its compulsive need 10
arouse our sympathy.

But, lo, a problem arises. The sympa-
thy is beginning to pay off. (An 1l-year-
old boy sent 35 cents)) Maybe you are
renting Avis cars because you feel sorry.
This will never do, because this would
mean success and an end to suffering.

Avis has to search for a way to discard
the possibility of success; a new tack is
in order. “Maybe we ought to eliminate
the negative and accentuate the positive.”
it suggests timidly. Please note that the
new tack is taken only when the old one
scems doomed 1o succeed.

It should again be noted that by iden-
ufying itself as a second, Awis also as
sumed an essentially feminine position
and boasted about such essentially fe-
male preoccupations as supplving clean
ashtrays. Avis now makes an attempt 1o
undergo an apparent personality trans
formation. Without the assistance ol a
skilled therapist, this transformation is
more apparent than real.

To comprchend why this transforma-
tuon 1s only skin-deep, you have to
understand a common psychological phe
nomenon known in the couch trade as
“reaction formation.” A reaction forma-
tion occurs when the individual becomes
aware of a personality defect and over-
reacts against it. For example, a fright
ened lad. whose sister has to save him
Irom being beaten up by the tough
boys on the block, becomes a world
boxing champion. However, a recaction
formation rarely solves the underlying
problem and we may expect to find evi-
dence of the unconscious conflict break-
ing through the carefully erected psychic
defense.

Now back to our patient. In the De-
cember 10, 1966, issue of The New
Yorker (among other places), Avis as-
sumes a tough, belhigerent, masculine
pose by headlining its full-page ad, "1¥
SHE DOESN'T FILL OUT THAT RENTAL
FORM IN 2 MINUTES FLAT, STRIP HER OF
HER AVIS suTToN.” Notice that this
advertisement  is meant to  sumulate
rape [antasy. Psychoanalysts have long
known, even if Avis doesn’t, that rapists—

(continued on page 247)



“You can run along to bed now, Lisa—Mommy will take care of Santa.”

153



DEVELOPING PLAYMATE

as a realtor’s girf friday, miss december lynn winchell h(::"!m a lot in selling lots by the salton sea shore

o —— S

Diminutive Lynn Winchell—bright-eyed, sofi-
spoken and knowledgeable—projects undiluted
charm in her professional capacity as a sales-
girl-secretary; in these uncbstructed views of
Lynn alone, however, she allows her natural re-
sources to speak for themselves. During her off
hours, Miss Winchell finds time to savor most of
Souvthern Colifornia’s favored pastimes—such
as combing the beach (far right), with o double
escort, in a dune buggy she helped construcl.
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MonNG THE sTATES, California ranks
Alhird in area, second in popula-
tion, first in Playmate production

—~and it’s still developing its physical and
human resources. Looming large in the
latter category is our Christmas Playmate,
Lynn Winchell, a 20-year-old San Fernan-
do Valleyite who calls Northridge her
home. Lynn combines publicrelations
activity with salesmanship and secretarial
work for the Noram Development Com-
pany, which is profitably engaged in creat-
ing a residential oasis on the shores of the
Salton Sea. A three-hour drive through
the desert from Sherman Oaks, where the
company’s main ofhce is located, the Sal-
ton Sea is really a huge, saline lake—
“You can’t see across, let alone swim the
distance, but there s another side.” Miss
Winchell, a finely developed five-footer,
does paperwork during the week and on
weekends shows prospective buyers their
prospects, accompanying them on a (la}'
long charter-bus wour that indudes lunch
at a yacht club overlooking the sca. “Sales
are going smoothly,” says Lynn, “bw
there’s still land available.”

Home base for the sizable Winchell
family (Lynn has three sisters and a
brother) is in Sepulveda; Lynn’s father,
an auto mechanic, works only a few
blocks [rom the Noram office, and they
Irequently meet for lunch. Lynn natural-
ly has a better-than-average understand-
ing of how cars are put together, and her
savvy stood her in good stead when she
was bitten by California’s rampant dune-
buggy bug: “It’s very kicky to be able 1o
drive right over sand dunes, so it’s easy
to understand why so many people have
flipped out over dune buggies. They're
also casy to build, if you know what
you're doing—you just take an old auto
and replace the frame and wheels.”

Perhaps because she comes from a larg:
ish family (though she says there’s no
intersibling rivalry), Lynn goes in for
easygoing brands of entertainment, such
as circulating through Northridge's
sprawling shopping centers and bowla-
dromes (“We don’t have to mention my
bowling scores, do we?”), partying with
friends and occasionally driving into
Hollywood for a show. She's also at
home in the open air, whether speeding



Always alert to the possi-
bilities for pleasure in the
world around her, winsome
Miss Winchell finds that
after-work relaxation is nev-
er hard to come by; it
may consist of wading with
a pair of friends (Lynn is in
the middle) into the Salton
Sea—after a doy of ex-
tolling its advontages—or
scooping up and cuddling
o kitten discovered out-
side her company’s central
office in Sherman Ogks.
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After arriving at the Salton Sea Development
in her brother-in-low's Cessna (left), Lynn

changes, then expounds on the virtues of the
property (with the aid of maps) to an inter-
ested couple. “’It's mainly the recrectional as-
sets, like the opportunities for boating, that |
discuss with the people. We don't sell houses,
just the lond—so a client can build any kind

’

of home he chooses,” soys Miss December—

who learned to deal with the general public

as a salesgirl in o Grenodo Hills dress shop
and as a receptionist for a Bel Air consfruction
firm. Above: Lynn handles @ phone call on
behalf of her busy boss, Mourice Salomon—
chief strategist for the development company.




PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH
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FHOTOGRAPHY BY BiLL FIGGE AND ED DELDNG

On a weekend drive, Lynn pauses in Burbank and romps for a while in o public park (above). That evening, she is visited by
sister Bobbie: ““Of all the kids in the family, she's closest to me in both age and interests.” Bobbie brings her young son’s hamster
with her and turns it over to Lynn, who amuses herself with it while her sister washes her hair; then Lynn ploys hair stylist.

along on water skis or leisurely driving
out to explore California’s snowcapped
mountain ranges. At odd moments,
though, Miss December finds hersell
vearning for a return trip to Hawaii.
where she spent a soulsatisfying vaca-
tion two vears ago. ““The Hawaiians were
unbelievably friendly—thev weren’t in a
big hurry all the time, as Californians
usually are. Every place we went, people
waved 10 us—even though we were total
strangers.”

For the future, Lynn has several am
bitions, one of which is rather lofty—
1o fly a plane. “My brotherin-law is a
licensed pilot who works for an airport,
and he takes me up sometimes. Thanks to
him. T was able 10 photograph our land
development from the air—just for fun.
I'd like to have my own plane someday
—but that's strictly blue-sky planning on
my part.” Lynn also has a more practical
and  career-centered wish: 1o return 10
school and study business management:
and with expectations both acrial and
carthbound, she's wisely banking her
Playmate fee.

The manner in which Lynn became
our Holiday Playmate lends some cre
dence to the old saw about history re-
peating itself: like our reigning Plavmate
of the Year, Lisa Baker, Lynn was
picked as a potential Plavmate, at a wed-
ding. by photographer Bill Figge. “I
posed with the bride after the ceremo-
ny,” Lynn recalls, “and later. Mr. Figge
asked if T were a model—which, of
course, I wasn’t. Then he invited me to
try it, at his studio—and when he said
he was a praveoy contributor, I thought
he had to be kidding., In fact, being a
Playmate still seems like a Dbeautilul
dream—and it it is, I'm not anxious 1o
wake up.” We're sure our readers will
agree, however, that Lynn is a very real
Playmate of the Month, indeed.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Worried about their lackluster sex life, the
young wile finally persuaded her husband to
undergo hypnotic treatment. After a few ses-
sions, his sexual interest waxed anew; but dur-
ing their lovemaking, he would occasionally
dash out of the bedroom.

Overcome by curiosity, she followed him o
the bathroom. Tiptoeing to the doorway, she
saw him standing before the mirror, staring
fixedly at himsell and muttering, “She’s not my
wife . . . she's not my wife. , . ."”

Then there was the Polynesian nymphomaniac
who was always longing for Samoa.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines  office
Christmas party as the best opportunity for a
secretary to get a raise by lying down on the
job.

The groom awoke the morning after his wed-
ding to find his bride in tears. “Why are you
crying?” he asked.

“Look,” she sobbed, pointing to him. “We
almost used it all up the first night!”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines Chinese
voyeur as a Peking Tom.

A hip chick we know gets her kicks by taking
LSD with her birth-control pills. She wants to
take a trip—but not to Dr. Spock.

Never put off until tomorrow what you can do
today,” a wisec man once said, “becanse if you
enjoy it today, you can do it again tomorrow.”

QOur Unabashed Dictionary defines low-class
brothel as a humpty-dump.

The successful financier was so wrapped up in
his underwriting work that he had been neg-
lecting his youthful and passionate wife. One
day, he arrived home unexpectedly around
dinnertime and found her in bed with a
stranger.

“What the hell is going on herez” the finan-
cier demanded.

“I forgot to tell you, Arthur,” said his wife
calmly. “I've gone public.”

What would you like for Christmas?” the so-
phisticated  parents asked their young son.

“I wanna watch,” he answered, so they let
him.

Doctor,” explained the frustrated junior exec,
“every night I have the same strainge dream.
Beautiful girls sneak into my apartment and
ury to seduce me.”
“Well, what do you do?” asked the doctor.
“Nothing. I keep pushing them away.”
“And what do you want me to do?”
“Please, doc,” pleaded the man, “break my
arms,”

After meeting at a discothéque, the young
couple repaired to a local lovers’ lane, where
they proceeded to cement their new relation-
ship. Having freed her of blouse and bra, he
was helping remove the rest of her cothing
when a police car drove by.

“Fuzz,” he whispered excitedly.

“What did you expect,” she replied, “a
ponytail?”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines inhibitions
as being tied up in nots.

A bachelor friend tells us the only thing better
than the sleep of the just is the sleep of the
just-after.

It was a wild office party and—in the darkened
mail room—a pair of employees was making
the most of it. “Oh, Mr. Baxter,” the curvy
secretary sighed. “You never made love to me
like this before. Is it because of the holiday
spirite”

“No,” her partner replied, “it’s because I'm
not Baxter.”

|
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As the wwo little girls walked hand in hand to
kindergarten, one confided: 1 found a contra-
ceptive on the patio yesterday.”

Asked her friend: “What's a patio?”

Qur Unabashed Dictionary defines pessimist
as a man who thinks all women are bad, and
optimist as one who hopes they are.

A\\':lkcllillg the morning after the orgy, the
god of war was stretching sleepily when he
noticed o lovely valkyrie standing in the
doorway.
“Good morning,” he said. “I'm Thor.”
“You're thor?” she replied. “I'm tho thor 1
can hardly pith.”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card to Party Jokes Editor, rLayBOY, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
HL 60611, 850 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“He said the mistletoe was imported from France, so there
was a slight difference in the tradition.”
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THE CRIMINAL MENTALITY

our recent wave of spectacular and senseless mass murders underscores how little we know about the killer instinct in man

article By JOHN BARTLOW MARTIN SoMEWHERE IN THE UNITED STATES tonight, the chances are a voung man
is planning 10 kill several people. He would be in his early 20s, mild-mannered, polite and rather studious. He
would likely be married but not satisfactorily. He might be auending college, though on a basis both accelerated
and irregular. Once in recent years, he would have spent time in apparently aimless wandering; friends will recall
later that, yes, now they remembered he once disappeared for a while. They will also remember that he was “the
quiet type,” didn't say much; and one, a neighbor who knew him when he was a child, will remember that he did
odd things and that there was something vaguely “unhappy” or even “unhealthy” about his home life with his
parents. But his mother will tell reporters he was a “perfect” son; his pastor will recall that he sang in the choir;
and a grammar school teacher, that he was a “model student.” A psychiatrist he visited voluniarily a few years ago
will find in his records routine notes: “loveless childhood,” “severe anxiety and tension,” “low affect,” “scems flat,”

“relates poorly to authority figures,” “feels inadequate,” “paranoid trends.” The records  (continued on page 249) 165



THE
WICKED
DREAMS OF
EILKE
SOMMER

PHOTOGRAPHY BY FRANK BEZ

inspired by the title
of her new action comedy,

elke sommer takes a tongue-in-cheek tilt
at freud and the
misinterpretation of dreams

Tle best thing about The Wicked Dreams of Paula Schultz is the presence of Elke Sommer in the title role.
The weirdest thing about the flick—an upcoming comedy thriller about a zaftig East German track star who
hops, skips and jumps her way to freedom over the Berlin Wall, not once but twice—is that it includes no dream
sequences at all, despite its title. Never a magazine to avoid dispelling ambiguity where we find it, pLA¥YBoY de-
cided to take a not-too-serious look at the inner reality of Paula Schultz while performing the pleasurable task
of exploring the outer reality of Elke—dreamy territory, indeed, first brought to our readers’ attention in The
Nudest Elke Sommer, in September 1964. “During the two days of shooting that produced these photos,” West
Coast photographer Frank Bez told us, “Elke and I kept Paula's feisty character and hopes for freedom upper-
most in our minds. We did make a real attempt to illustrate the dreams Paula would most likely have had. Since
she is young, beautiful and trapped, the dominant themes in the shots are sex and ireedom. On the other hand,
neither Elke nor I had any pretensions about making profound Freudian analyses.”” In that spirit, we can only
suggest a vigorous nod to the pleasure principle and a leisurely perusal of the next seven pages. Pleasant dreams.




Elke’s complex
approach-avordance posture
toward the statues that surround her
JSails to hide the fact that she wants an Oscar
as much as any other actress.




In this parable
on the powerful sexuality of trains,
Elke’s expression seems to declare,
“Make sure the next
choochao you catch is Sanforized!”




The clicheed mythicosexual
content of snake imagery aside,
this dream simply proves the difficulty
of fitting a well-rounded Elke

info an unpadded corner.







Is Elke on a trampoline?
Taking part in a test of weightlessness?
Is she falling in love?
Thrice wrong: She’s simply expressing a triumph
of the libido over the superego’s repressions.




Water, darting fish
and Elke’s near-catatonic pose
all symbolize her quest
Jor libidinal release.
Either that or she’s drowning.




Guilt-edged bonds chain Elke to
hell-fire and brimstone in this regression
to the imagery of the evangelist;
but she still manages
a fung-at-heart smile.
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YEAR OR TWO AGO, a London Sunday newspaper read
REIN‘ ARNAI ION A mainly by English working people published a question-
naire in which the editor asked whether they believed

(a) in heaven and hell, (b) in reincarnation or (¢) did not
know. To his surprise, the yes answers for reincarnation led
handsomely over those for heaven and hell. Of these readers,
except in agricultural areas, hardly one in 20 autended reli-
gious services, even irregularly; and if large numbers sent their
children to Sunday school, this was mainly to get them clear
of the house on an afternoon traditionally

sacred to marital rites. The American
attendance rate, on the contrary,
has risen spectacularly in the
past two generations and

is now claimed to
have reached more
like 11 citizens
in every 20.
Reincarna-
tion, in

fact, has
not made
much head-
way in the
States, heaven
and hell still be-

ing an unalterable
dogma in church, chap-
el, synagogue and mosque
—with, of course, such gen-
erous modifications as purgatory
and limbo. American orthodoxy has

been encouraged by a gentleman’s agreement be-

tween business and religion; for most institutions and organi-

rations hold that such beliefs produce a more reliable type ol

worker in all grades. A small minority of America’s reincar-

nationists, mostly converted by theosophists trading as popu-

lar astrologers, were given a boost in 1956 by the publication

ol The Search for Bridey Murphy. This, you will perhaps

remember, was the story of how “Ruth Simmons,” a young

174 Colorado housewile, gave a hypnotist named Morey Bernstein



an eminent poet and scholar of mythology
probes the ancient sources and
subsequent manifestations of an age-old belief

article By ROBERT GRAVES
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many verifiable details of her previous incarnation as a an eminent i)oet and scholar O[ my.!hofogy
Belfast Irishwoman living about 150 years before. pTObGS the ancient sources and

A correspondent of The Chyistian Ceniury commented at : : i &
the time: “I met 4 man in a Des Moines beanery who had a S"b‘sequeﬂt ”lanl[es'm“ons Of an age old behef

copy of The Search for Bridey Murphy under his arm. 1 article Bv ROBERT GRAVES
looked up from my plate of beans and asked how he liked

the book. He answered, without much enthusiasm: “All right.’

When I asked him if he thought there was any truth in it

he said: “Well, 1 don't know.” but added: ‘I'd rather believe

in it than nothing. Hell, I don’t want just to

die. I'd like to have a second chance.”
In that, 1 am sure he spoke for a
lot of people and came close
to the Christian Gospel
and its teaching of
eternal life. The
interest in
Bridey Mur-
phy 1s an
outward

reach

for a

spirvitual

world of

some sort.”
And yer this

correspondent greatly

understated the case.

Admittedly. reincarnation

is not a familiar part of He-

brew beliel in the hereafier: but a

notable exception was made in the case

of the prophet Elijah, who. according to The Sec-

ond Book of Kings, had been carried off by a celestial chariot

and who, according to The Book of Malachi 1V: 5, would re-

appear on earth just before the coming ol the Messiah. Hence

Jesus, himself, quotes the Malachi wexty, in Matthew XI: 10-11,

while identifying John the Baptist with Elijah. The ¢rucial im-

portance of this point has seldom been stressed. When Jesus

was asked by the captain of the temple guard. shortly belore

the crucifixion (Mark XI: 28), “By  (continued on page 233) 177
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“T his year I've decided
to give something that
will ehiminate all
the tiresome shopping.”




humor By JEAN SHEPHERD

“RONGRATULATIONs upon buying such a fine products!
You have choosed wiselv upon procuring our very hne
patented  (Pend.) devices. The guarante which ac-
(()mp.'mir:.-i herein s unquestionably good for one year
or less. I fuse 1s not twisted? Note base of green color
is not casily found 1o be crackable. To operate cor-
rectiully merely plug into standard U.S. (A.C) two
pronged elecrics (110 V.). Immediately your Deluxe
Yuel A-Go-Go Tuneful Musical Revolving Puncture-
Proofl Table-Model Aluminum Xmas Tree should
begins function. (Deluxe Model 2-A is capable of
being folds. I excessive care 1s observed. This provide
storage.)”

I reread the directions, which must contain some-
where a clue to the wechnical trouble 1 was experienc-
ing with my sparkling little Japanese-made aluminum
beauty, a triumph of modern science over the tune
less, nonreusable, old-fashioned Christmas tree of

yesteryear. The un!y wrouble was, the damn thing
squatted there dark, mute and unrevolving in the mid
dle of my winter-streaked picture window overlooking
my beloved wasteland of Manhattan. even though 1 had
taken every precaution to make surve it was plugged
into the correct electrics. Maybe my Yule A-Go-Go is
polarized, 1 thought, with my usual technical know-
how, on which I pride mysell as an ex-GL.

Dropping to my knees, I aawled laboriously be
hind my Danish Folding Swing-A-Ding Coucherama,
inching forward oward the only electrical outlet that
my entre high-rent, threeand-a-hali-room apartment
supported. 1 plunged my hand into the giant rat’s nest
ol three-way, five-way, nine-way extensions and plugs,
by dint of which 1 managed w0 squeeze out enough
elecatricity from my one outlet to run my entire lile.
From somewhere in the distance, deep in some murky
air shalt, came the faint strains of recorded Christmas
music. 1 jiggled the plugs, reversed the green one
lrom my Yule A-Go-Go and crabbed backward from
behind the couch.

Nothing. Returning to the tree, I picked it up and
examined it from all sides in the gray light that
hltered in from what passes for a winter sun in the big
city. There were no knobs, no switches, no unseemly
mechanistic protuberances. Aha! Again my brilliant
technical mind leaped in excitement as 1 spotted on
the underside ol the Christmas-green polyethylene
base what appearcd to be the head of an embedded
fuse. Quickly I scanned again the thinner-than-tussue-
paper sheet ol instructions. A single phrase leaped out
at me: "I fuse is not twisted?” Do they mean to fwist
the fuse or not to twist the fuse? Since my Yule

the return of
the smiling
wimpy doll

wherein popeye’s pal gangs up with jack
armstrong, buck rogers, doctor christian,
tom mix, captain midnight, mickey mouse,
harold teen, melvin purvis and grumpy the
180 dwarf for a traumatic christmas visitation
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A-Go-Go wasn’t yer playing carols and
suffusing my aparunent with a festive
aura of soft Christmas lighting the way
the ad said it would, I deduced that they
must mean to fwist the fuse.

Squinting closcly at the base, 1 ob-
served that the fuse was recessed well
below the surface. It would require more
than my fingernails to do the job. In a
frenzy of creativity, I rushed out into my
kitchen, where 1 kept my meager supply
of tools, fished our my dime-store pliers
and returned to the fray. As I grasped
the base firmly in one hand, the pliers in
the other chomped solidly onto the head
of the fuse. I gave it a smooth and clean
twist.

For a single instant I felt the Christ-
mas tree stir under my grasp, its uny
red, yellow, blue and green lights flar-
ing brightly. The high, thin notes of
“I'm dreaming of a white Christmas”
bounced off the ceiling. Then a dull,
roaring scnsation boomed up my arm,
crashed into my shoulder, down my
spine, hovered for a moment in my pel-
vic region and then whinged out through
my other arm. For a moment, 1 stood
frozen: then 1 woppled through a cloud
of billowing smoke—striking my head
smartly against the arm of my burnt-
orange Naugahyde Barcalounger—and
lay for a full minute, during which I had
the clear impression of being on a skiing
wrip in the Alps, which is rather odd, since
I am resolutely anti skiing. Tentatively,
my mind gradually groped back into
focus and I knew the worst. 1 had just
voided another guarantee,

I crawled to my fect, my silken dress-
ing gown still sinoldering slightly, and
staggered over to the couch. I sat down
heavily, flicking my wrists, attempting to
restore some circulation. It was a liude
early in the morning for shock therapy,
I reflected. Christmas decorations lay
scattered about me. Absent-mindedly, 1
examined a plastic bag containing two
sprigs of neoprene mistletoe. In red,
Christmasy lettering. pLastokiss splashed
across the gay bagging. Well, at least
you don't have to plug this stuff in, 1
mused.

Liule did 1 realize that this fiasco was
but a prelude 1o an electrifying pre-
Christmas trauma that would set the
tone for the entire yuletide fortnight.
Wisps of bluegray electrical smoke ed-
died about my hookshelves. The shock
had given me a more than moderately
nasty headache, which, piled on top of
my usual Saturday-morning hangover,
should have been enough hint of im-
pending cvents. But we live from mo-
ment to moment, rarely perceiving the
vaster plans that contrive to undo us.

The doorbell rang. My mind, slowed
by its unexpected jolt of Con Ed juice, at
first did not respond. It rang again. Fi
nally. I heard a disembodied voice that 1
dimly recognized as mine call out:

“"What do you want?”

From beyond the door, 1 heard the
surly, guttural tones of the doorman: “A
package.”

A package? Instany the cobwebs
Aed. There 1s nothing that brings the
roses to the cheeks of a man quicker
than to announce he is receiving a pack-
age. Leaping to my feet, I lurched for-
ward, barking my shins against my
free-lorm coffee table, and limped to the
door, oblivious of the thin cimson trul
of blood I left behind me.

LIFE—THE COMPLETE CEREAL. Sweat
poured down my brow as I read the
green block letters printed on the huge,
lumpy, battered cardboard carton as 1
struggled 1o drag it over the sill of my
apartment door. Slowly I inched the
monster burden over my $700-a-yard,
mocha-shaded wall-to-wall carpeting and
into the living room, my Sulka dressing
gown sopping wet with honest perspira-
tion. Even the monogram drooped.

Painfully, I toppled the hulking mass
end upward, hearing from inside a
muflled clinking and dattering, a tin-
kling, rolling, sifting, grating mélange of
sound from within the battered carton.
Even as I eased myself down into my
magnihcent alligatorskin Pakistanm sling
chair to rub my shawered shin, which
was now beginning to throb, the box
continued to emit muted noises, like
sand filiering down through a mess of
broken Christmas-tree ornaments. From
deep inside came the low whir of a
spring suddenly uncoiling. It stopped,
ticked twice and was silent. Somchow,
that spring and the sound it made were
vaguely familiar. Then began a faint,
derisive quacking, as of some demented
duck calling to its lasavious mate. In-
stinctively, I struck out at the carton
with my clenched fist. The duck quacked
once again and the giant carton lapsed
into an ominous silence. Only the sound
of distant sirens, keeping the citizenry at
bay, drifted in from the outside world.

I knew that damn duck! Which is not
an easy fact o accept before lunch.
Awkwardly, I struggled out of my chair
and stood looking down at my prize. For
the first time, I noticed that there was an
envelope taped to the top. It was ad
dressed to me, hand-written in a familiar
script:

Merry Christmas. I was cleaning
out the basement the other day and
1 came across all kinds of junk you
had when you were litde. T fgured
rather than throw it out, I'd send it
on o you. A lot of it is still good
and you might want to play with
it, especially the Kangaroo Spring-
Shus that Aunt Min gave you for
Christmas.

Love,
Mom

With an involuntary groan, | plumped
down on my rickety camelsaddle seat

and read the letter again, finally letting
it fall to the Hoor between my leet.
Seven wons of kid effluvial! What a master
stroke of sadistic Christmas gilt giving!
Already my aparument was loaded to the
gunnels with grown-up mementos—imy
complete library of first-edition Peanuts
paperbacks, my matched set ol souvenir
pillows from 37 Army camps west of
the Mississippi, my matchless, nationally
known collection of rare swizzle sticks,
all personally earned. My life was already
overllowing. And now this! 1 thought
briefly of throwing the whole mess down
the air shaft.

Then, from decp inside the box came
another sound, a faint honking, as ol
some ancient flivver caught in a long-
forgotten trafhc jam. It stopped. Maybe
it was the duck, mavbe the horn, maybe
Christmas itself; but I found myself ris-
ing slowly from the camel seat, picking
up my pair of shears and standing over
the vast carton. Irom some remote
apartment came the unmistakable beat
of that new smash Christmas hit The
King Wenceslaus Rock by the Bullwhip
Four. Taking a deep breath, I plunged
the shears into the top of the box. There
was no turning back. As I sawed away, [
began to be consaous of a rising twinge
of apprehension. What was in this box?
After all, as a kid, 1 had had a lot of
things in my possession at one time or
another that 1 would not want my
mother to know about. Furthermore, it
came as a somewhat nasty shock that this
studl was still in existence.

Finally. the shears chewed through
the last strand of baling wire and the wop
of the battered receptacle stood ready
for the final assault. Unflinching, 1
grasped the flaps and ripped. Instantly,
an odd. indefinable odor rose from the
muddled moil: musty, basementy, a
slight touch of rust. I think 1 detecied
even a bit of residual ancient sweat
mixed with other scents so subtle and
ephemeral as o be unclassifiable.

Inside the cover, my mother had
crumpled large sections of the editorial
page and want-ad columns from an old
copy of the Chicago Tribune that she
had picked up, probably, from a pile of
old newspapers in the basement. One
faded headline read: "B-2s4 sQUADRON
HITS SICILY IN DAYLIGHT RAID; REPORT
SUCCESS; THREE PLANES LOST.” The crum-
pled panels of a comic strip caught my
eye. 1 smoothed it out and once again
was face 1o face with Harold Teen. He
was trying to get Lillums, his Livde let-
tuce leal, 1o go to Pop Jenks’ Sugar Bowl
with him. Then Beeze Jenks said some
thing that will be forever lost. since that
part of the strip was ripped away. I no-
ticed that Terry had not made second
liecutenant yet but was sull a struggling
air cadet. Ruthlessly, I crumpled the pa-
pers, tossed them aside and pecred down

(continued on page 222)



“Ahem, I have a nurse present to help you feel
more at ease, Miss Travis.”
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1 WAS ON MY WAY to Montreal to deliver a lecure.
It was midwinter and I had been warned that the
temperature there was ten degrees lower than it
was in New York. Newspapers reported that wrains
had been stalled in the snow and thac fishing vil-
lages were cut off from civilization, so that food
and medical supplies had o be dropped to them
by plane.

I prepared for the journey as though it were an
expedition to the North Pole. 1 put on a heavy
coat over two sweaters and packed some warm
underwear and a bottle of cognac in case the wrain
should halt somewhere in the fields. In my breast
pocket I had the manuscript that I intended to
read. It was an optimistic report on the future of
the Yiddish language.

In the beginning, everything went smoothly. As
usual, I arrived at the station an hour before
train departure and therefore could find no porter.
The station teemed with travelers and I watched
them, trying to guess who
they were, where they were
going and why.

None of the men was
dressed as heavily as 1. Some
even wore spring coats. The
ladies looked bright and ele-
gant in their minks and bea-
vers, their nylon stockings
and stylish hats. They carried
colorful bags and illustrated
magazines, smoked cigareties
and chattered and laughed
with a carefree air that has
never ceased to amaze me. It
was as though they knew
nothing of the existence of
world problems or eternal
questions, as though they had
never heard of death, sickness,

1 HE
FCTURE e

he had planned
so carefully
for the journey,
but nothing could
have prepared him
for what he

bundles, no high fur hats, no sheepskin coats, no
boxes and no gendarmes. Nobady was eating bread
and lard. Nobody drank vodka from a bottle. No-
body was berating Jews for state treason. In fact,
nobody discussed politics at all. As soon as the
train started, a huge Negro in a white apron
came in and announced lunch. The train was not
ratthing, it glided smoothly on its rails along the
frozen Hudson. Ouside, the landscape gleamed
with snow and light. Birds that remained here for
the winter flew busily over the icy river.

The farther we went, the wintrier the landscape.
The weather scemed 10 change every few miles.
Now we went through dense fog, and now the air
cleared and the sun was shining again over silvery
distances.

A heavy snowfall began. It suddenly turned
dark. The day was llickering out. The express no
longer flew but crept slowly and cautiously, as
though feeling its way. The heating system in the
train seemed to have broken
down. It became chilly and
I had to put on my coat.
The other passengers pre-
tended for a while that they
did not notice anything, as
though reluctant o admit oo
quickly that they were cold.
But soon they began to tap

sheepishly and rummage in
their valises for sweaters,
scarves, boots or whatever clse
they had brought along. Col-
lars were turned up, hands
stuffed into  sleeves. The
make-up on women's faces
dried up and began o peel
like plaster.

The American dream grad-

war, poverty, bewayal, or would find waiting ually dissolves and harsh
even of such roubles as miss- for him Polish reality returns. Some-
ing a train, losing a ticket il d one is drinking whiskey from
or being robbed. They flirted LBl a boule. Someone is eating
like young girls, exhibiting bread and sausage to warm
their blood-red nails. The fiction his stomach. There is also a

station was chilly that morn-
ing, but no one except my-
self secmed w feel it I
wondered: Did those people
know that there had been
a Hitler? Had they heard
of Stlin's murder machine? They probably had,
but what does one body care when another is
tortured?

I was itchy from the woolen underwear. Now I
began to feel hot. But from time o time, a shiver
ran through my body. The lecture, in which I
predicted a brilliant future for Yiddish, troubled
me. What had made me so optimistic all of a
sudden? Wasn't Yiddish going under before my
very cyes?

The prompt arrival of American trains and the
ease in boarding them have always seemed like
miracles to me. I remember journeys in Poland
when Jewish passengers were not allowed into
the cars and I had to hang onto the handrails.
I remember railway strikes when trains were halwed
midway for many hours and it was impossible in
the dense crowd to push through o the washroom.

But here 1 was, sitting on a soft seat, right by
the window. The car was heated. There were no

By ISAAC BASHEVIS SINGER

rush to the toilets. It is difh-
cult to understand how it
happened, but the floor of the
car becomes wet and muddy.
The windowpanes become
crusted with ice and bloom
with frost patterns.

Suddenly the train stops. 1 look out and see a
sparse wood. The trees are thin and bent, and
though they are covered with snow, they look bare
and charred, as after a fire. The sun has already
set, but purple stains still glow in the west. The
snow on the ground is no longer white, but violet.
Crows walk on it, flap their wings, and I can hear
their cawing. The snow falls in gray, heavy lumps.
as though the guardians of the Treasures of Snow
up above had been wo lazy 10 flake it more flinely.
Passengers walk from car to car, leaving the doors
open. Conductors and other train employees run
past; when they are asked questions, they do not
stop but mumble something rudely.

We are not far from the Canadian border, and
Uncle Sam’s domain is virtually at an end. Some
passengers begin 1o take down their luggage; they
may have to show it soon 1o the Customs ofhcials. A
naturalized American  (continued on page 294)
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cerie shadows

THE BOPPER BRIGABE

eight freshman commandos from the underbelly of the hippie horde who are destined to rise in the ranks

sattre By JACK NEWFIELD and HOWARD SMITH

THE COOL TYCOON: A 5250000 un-
derground epic film is about 1o be shot
in Greenwich Village. Hundreds of klieg
lights attached 1o the great arch casi
in the fountain. Micro
phones hang Irom the trees. Electrical
cables leading [rom huge generators criss-
cross the pavement. Over 200 paid extras,
dressed in authentic Visigothic armor, hil
the benches. One hundred union techni
cians respond to commands shouted by
Andy Anger, the lo-yearold director,
through his megaphone. He is standing
atop an enormous aitne that is dollying
into position. Attached to the top of the
aane is a uny, battered pre-War 8mm
movie camera.

“Quict on the sct—we're
shoot,” orders the dircaior.

The scene starts, The superstar of the
underground.  Baby  Jane  Sedgwick.
dressed in a Red Guard cap and jacker,
is being chased by a menacing, misshapen
pyvegmy wearing a rubber L. B. |, mask.
He catches her under the arch, tears olf
all her dothes and has her for a full five
minutes right before the camera, which
is pointed direaly at her lelt big we.

“Cut!”

The director slides down the 100-foot
aane to where Jerry Malingerer, his boy
Fraday, has his  silverlamé  director’s
chair. The word curu 13 embroiderad on
the back.

about 1o

The film’s middle-aged financial backer
difiidently approaches the director. I
don't want to interrupt the flow of your
creative juices, Andy, baby, but how
come you're using all this expensive Hol-
lywood equipment, but only that tiny
little camera?”

“lIt is only through the enigmaric fow
dollar narrow-gauge camera that one can
approach the Jerry Lewis tragicomic
symbolic glauncoma.”

“How come there is no lens
camera?"”’

“I don’t ever want the intrusive lensic
quality to stultily the natural existential
spontancity of the hlmic medium.”

The backer, with mounting trepida-
tion, asks, “But cin you sce anything
when you project it on the screen?”

“Screen? We don’t use such a symbol
of Hollywood’s vulgar commercialism as
a screen. We use a  psychedelic silk
shower curtain. What you see on the
curtain doesn’t count. What's important
is its benevolent, transcendental, strobo-
scopic light—the raw power of heavenly
zap!”

“Tell me this—what's happened with
some of the movies you've made?”

“Well, out of the ten I've made, the
last three have won the Lavender Fig
Newton—highest prize in the pop pan-
theon. One had an all-transvestite cast.
It was about Cinderella. She was played
by a drag queen who turned out to be a
dyke. Another prize winner was a very
poignant film of Madame Nhu scrawch-
ing her fingernails on a blackhoard for
cight hours. And my most recent spec-
tacular, which will have its gala premiere
next week, is a sixteen-houwr splitscreen
silent  musical comedy based on  the
Candy Mossler murder trial.”

“Are you sure you know what you're
doing?”

“Do you dare question me—a filinic
disciple ol Syngman Rhee, Laa Pound
and Charles (Sonny) Liston?”

“I dido't know those guys
hilms.”

“They don’t. It's the kind of movie
they'd make il they did make one tha
influenced me.”

“I'm sull not convinced you know
what you're doing. I'd like to reconsider
my investment. Send all this equipment
back, give me all the hlm you've shot so
[ar and

“Film?”

ILLUSTRATIONS BY WALLY NEIBART

in the

made

THE ULTIMATE SURFER: The blond-
on-bronze buoyant barefoot teenager with
chromed surfboard balanced on his head
is silhouetted against a forest of oil wells
outside Tulsa, Oklahoma. He is wearing
pollution-green-llowered bell-botom jams
and has a pold chain around his neck
holding a medallion that prodaims a
BEAUTIFUL PERSON FOR PRESIDENT IN 68,
He has gills and prehensile toes. His
surfboard cost $17,000 (wholesale). It con
tains: stereo phonograph with earphones;
spigots that dispense Coke, Pepsi, root
beer, wax and suntan lotion; sunstroke
pills: a rack with eight pairs of different
intensity sunglasses; and  plastic water
wings. His name is Neptune Zimmerman
and he is the world's only Jewish surfer.
A county sheriff's car pulls up and an
astonished officer gets out. He assumes
that anyone dressed so weirdly on High-
way 66 must be either a lost Cuban frog-
nan or a nudist civil rights  marcher,
Neptune puts down his board, being
careful not to block the sun's ravs, and
greets the sherift with a friendly “Aloha.”
“Hey, nudenik,”  the  sherifl  says.
“Where the hell do you think you're
going without any clothes on?”
Fondling his S17,000 board, Zimmer-
man explains, “I'm surfing my way
around the world. I started at Guam and



rode a udal wave to Malibu. 1 rode
Old Faithful in Yellowstone Park. Now
I'm here waiting to ride a big black one.”

The shenff answered. “Ride a  big
black what?”

“A gusher, man. A gusher.”

“I thought you guys skied in the
ocean.”

“Oceans are for gremmies. I'm over-
stoked on curl soup cutout skeg first take-
off Banzai Pipeline south swell cross chop
mushy. After I catch my gusher, I'm
headed East to do some steep body surf-
ing at the Big Niagara. Then it's all out-
ward bound for the great lava flow at
Mauna Loa. Gonna be the first mortal to
ride from the beach into the water.”

“What have you been smoking?”

“Us surf pcople never smoke. By the
way. do you know if there are any sharks
in a gusher?” Neptune turns and from a
scaret compartment  in the board, re-
moves a tube of zinc-oxide ointment and
spreads it on his nose. the top of his cars,
his gills, his lips, his knuckles, his
tongue, and then covers the rest of him-
seil and the board with Coppertone.

The sheriff, sure that Neptune has just
performed an indecent sex act, starts to
place him under arrest. Before he can
get the handceuffs on, the earth suddenly
begins to tremble and shake and a nearby
oil well begins to spout and gush. Nep-
tune grabs his board and, in a full run,
vells, “Surf's up!”

When last seen. Neptune Zimmerman
was hanging wn on the big black one
heading toward Phoenix. The next morn-
ing, Tulsa was swamped with 1800
surfers, all squatting by Highway 66,
waiting for the ninth gusher.

THE CAREER PICKETEER: Pudgy, 13-
vear-old Terra Tactic stops alongside
Highway 61 near Hibbing, Minnesota,
to put Clearasil on her acne and be inter-
viewed by the local press. She is in the
middle of a solitary protest march to com-
memorate Mario Savio’s 25th birthday.

She wears a Cuban army field jacket,
burlap miniskirt, a Spanish loyalist’s cap
and white go-go boots marked ms and
HERS.

Terra’s knapsack is ornamented with
fill-in-the-blanks pelitical buttons, whose
first words are ABOLISH, DEFEND, HANDS
oFf and k1L rFor. The knapsack con-
tains no make-up or dothes. Instead, it
is choked with a mediumssized mimeo-
graph machine, 12 reams of paper, a
postage meter and a valid American Ex-
press credit card stolen from her father’s
corporation. There is also the following
reading material: The Prophet, Human
Sexual Response. MacBird, Kropotkin's
pamphlet on Lenin’s position on women
and the last Tour issues of Spiderman.

In response to a reporter's question,
Terra chronicles her career, beginning
with her birth on a picket line in front of
Sing Sing in 1953, the day the Rosen-
bergs were executed. Ar age eight, she
was in the first freedom ride to Jackson,
Mississippi. In 1962, she led the two-
month fast in the Hollywood Bowl to
protest Nixon's campaign for governor ol
California. In 1963, she was expelled
from Miss Porter’s finishing school alter
an LSD trip-in. In 1964, she led a glut-in
in front of the World Health Organiza-
tion in Geneva to protest the Nile pollu-
tion that was killing off cocodiles at an
alarming rate. It was during this glut-in
that she gained 40 pounds and devel
oped a severe case of acne.

She spent most of 1965 receiving
intensive psychotherapy in the $85-a-day
Riggs Institute for the Living. Her par-
ents committed her after an arrest for
attempting self-immolation by drenching
herself with Coca-Cola and singing
“Things burn better with Coke” in front
ol the Billy Graham pavilion at the New
York World's Fair.

She was released after leading a schizo-
phrenics’ sing-in on  Hiroshima Day.
Shortly therealter. the Ford Foundation
awarded her a gramt to study prepubes
cent alienation.

“How have your political beliefs
evolved during your five years as a pick-
eweer?” asked one of the reporters.

“Politics is a bunch of crap. A girl like
me, far and with acne, has to do very
weird things to be noticed by boys.”

“You mean you go on marches for
sexy”

“Partly. I figure. with all this walking
in the sun, I'll lose weight and dear up
my pimples and maybe I'll meet a man
who wants me.”

She hoists up her gear on hunched
shoulders and starts plodding toward
Walla Walla. Suddenly, a large black
air-conditioned chauffeur-driven Lincoln
with a low-number New
York license plate comes to a discreet

Continental

halt alongside her. Her balding father,

fur-coated mother and bearded analyst

leap out.
“All  right,

already,” the mother

moans. “Enough is enough. Your father’s
not a well man.”

The weeping Terra is swept into the
car, which silently
Great Neck.

tools east oward

THE YOUNG LION: “Let me at “em!”
screams Zealot Gunn as  he crashes
through the door of the Marine Corps
recruiting station, waving his green beret.
He stops at the entrance and salues the
flag, the sergeant and a recruiting poster.
“I wanna join up with you leathernecks!”

The sergeant. thinking that at Jast
he's found a boy who is eager to die
for his country, leaps up, pumps the
young man’s hand and carefully looks
him over.

Zealot's Eisenhower jacket is covered
with Korean war medals and buttons urg-
ing the bombing of Hanoi, Havana,
Greenwich Village and Berkeley.

“Why do you want to join up, son:”
the sergeant asks.

Zealot rolls up his sleeves o reveal a
tattoo of the flag-raising at Iwo Jima on
one thickly muscled biceps and corporal
stripes tattooed on the other. “We have
to stop podless atheistic communism
from subverting the free world. fluomn
dating our water and peddling smut. |
dream of fighting in General Walker's
brigade, singing The Marine’s Hymn
with Audie Murphy and John Wayne,
digging those trenches with Alan Ladd
and Dana Andrews, bavoneting with
Ronald Reagan and John Hodiak and
dying with Robert Mitchum and John
Garhield, while planes zoom overhead
and hundreds of buglers play taps.

“How old are you. boy?” the sergeant
asks.

“Seveneen,

I just graduated

today 1g7
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from Moral Rearmament Vocational
High School.”
“Good,” the sergeant remarks. He

then has Zealot Gl out the forms and
sends him in to undress for his physical.

A few minutes later, Zealot reappears
wearing a white, hooded K. K. K. robe.

“Why the hell are you wearing that
sheet?” the bewildered sergeant asks.

“If them yellow gooks can fight in
their pajamas, why can’t 1 wear my bed
sheews?”

Suddenly, Zealot spies something out-
side. He leaps up and races into the
street, where he grabs a small Chinese
man. He pummels him, knocks him
down with a karate chop and shouts:
“V.C.—V.C. 1 got onc.” Zealot then
brutally tortures his terrified victim
to find out where the local Viet Cong
positions are located.

Saushed. Zealot returns 1o the recruit-
ing station humming The Marine's
Hymn and again salutes the startled ser-
geant. “Mission accomplished, General.”

“What'd you do that for?” the ser
geant asks. “That's only Sun Yat Starch,
the guy who owns the hand laundry next
door, where 1 send my shirts.”

“But, General &

“I'm sorry, boy, we're going to have
to classily you Section Eight™

Zealot exits, vowing to have Senator
Dodd investigate the “liberal pinko
homosexual dope-fiend Asiatic-dupe paci-
fist” take-over of the Marines.

Zealot then sprints to the nearest pub-
lic telephone and dials the War Resist-
ance League. “Staughton? It worked. 1
dodged the draf.”

THE LAST SOUL SINGER: A fruit
truck stops in front of the Brill Building,
the mecca of pop music. Six-foot-four
Blind Lemon Chidin shambles oif the
crates in the back of the truck.

“Good Juck, kid,” the driver says as he
hands him his battered, homemade 12-
string guitar. “This is the big tume.”

Chitlin saunters toward the building

humming a tune his mother taught him,
ailled You've Been a Good O Wagon,
but You've Done Broke Down. He asks a
passtr-by to lead him to the building di-
rectory, where he Teels around the raised
lewters on the board. His finger tips catch
the name of the Soul Grits Record Com-
pany Lid.

Filled with blind hope, Blind Lemon
confronts the chairman of the board of
Soul Gritts Ltd.—Irving Gritts.

Irving, an executive at 15, is vibrating
gently behind a golden LP-shaped desk
in his yeti-fur clectrolounger, feet out-
stretched to exhibit his hand-tooled Day-
Glo pink paisley vinyl elf boots. He
sports a brocade vest (worn open to
allow for the rufiles on the front of his
shirt) and opalescent chartreuse bermu-
das with a platinum key chain fastened
at the waist. His straight blond hair cas-
cades to his shoulder blades, framing a
sallow, microbiotic face.

He is doodling dollar signs as he talks
on three Scandinavian pedestal phones
at once to Erik Jacobsen, Tim Leary and
his high school geometry teacher. He
gestures Blind Lemon to a chair.

Unable o see the gesture, Blind Lem-
on impatiently shuffles his [eet in place
as he waits for some word from Irving
Gritts.

“Go plug in.” Irving demands.

“Plug in, man, 1 don’t even turn on. 1
just wanna sing my blues,” Blind Lemon
says, clutching his guitar. “My momma
was Bessie Smith, my poppa was Lead-
belly, and T can sing my blues.”

“Sorry, baby, I'm not [amiliar with
them. Did they ever have anything on
the chartse”

“I just hitched up from Greenwood,
Mistah Irving, so I can play some dcha
blues. Ya hear?”

“Well, Simon and Garfunkel are cut-
ting a record this aft'noon and they need
a guitarist. Therr regular was electro-
cuted at the last session.”

“Simon and who?”

“You don't know Simon and Garfun-
kel? Man, you got no culchah! No soul!”

“No soul, man? Why, I was pickin’
cotton at three, singin’ in a sanctified
church ac five, layin® rail on a chain gang
at seven, I went blind at thirteen and
started share-croppin’ at eighteen. 7

“Look, you don’t play electric guitar,
you don’t know Simon and Garlunkel,
you even dress funny-—and you got cot-
ton balls in your ears. And besides, you
gotta have a funkier name than Blind
Lemon Chitlin—something  like  Sop-
with Camel, Texas Book Depository
Building, Lothar and the Hand People,
Rabble Without a Cause or Little Bud-
dha and the Dropouts.™

Blind Lemon spends the next four
hours in the Brill Building trying to get
past the secretaries of the other record
companics—Red  Beans  LSD  Music;
Carnaby Chain Gang Records; Banana

Ltd.; Surl and Soul Songs; High, Homi-
ny and Harmony; Al]ll}!i, Ohms and
Revolr

Dejected, he sits on the curb in front
of the Brill Building. To his guitar, he
moans, “Baby, there ain’t no love in a
white man’s skyscraper.”

Dylan Darlin’, the 12-vear-old king ol
the Brill Building, pets off his chauffeur
driven Honda and stops in his tracks.
“"What'd you say, boy?” he exclaims.

“Baby, there ain’t no love in a white
man's skyscraper.”

“That’s an oldy but goldy if 1 ever
heard one,” shouts Darlin'. “Here’s a
hfty-thousand-dollar contract.”

The youthful genius  immediately
changes his discovery’s name to Realemon
and the Bad Seed—a group made up
of Blind Lemon and the three youngest
children of the notorious Gallo gang.

Within a month’s time, true to Dar-
lin’s vision, the group is number one on
the charts in 18 countries—including
South Alrica—and pop music is revolu-
tionized by the delta-dago sound.

THE LITTLE CAMPER: The following
letter was found in the debris of a large
Bel Air home that had been destroved
by a fre caused by an explosion in a
homemade chemistry lab. A reading of
the letter will reveal yet another aspect
of the rampant bopper culture.

Dear Mommas and . Poppas,

Here at Camp Add, things are siill
pretty groovy. There's plenty of grass at
Pillbrook and we take two trips every
day. My counselor, Ed Sanders, is a nice
enough guy—at night, he reads us bed-
ume stories from the Tibetan Book of
the Dead.

The best thing about this place is that
the counselors are out ol sight. Gerd
Stern teaches arts and aralts—you should
sece my licht-pulsation, mandala-shaped.
ceramic-tile “roach™ holder. Ralph Ginz
burg cdits the camp newspaper. Norman
Mailer is the  (continued on page 242
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a u.s. supreme court justice expresses his grave concern over
the escalating invasion of a basic constitutional guarantee

THE RIGHT OF PRIVACY, greatly cherished in the American tradition, is
fast disappearing. We pay lip service to it and yet dishonor it in prac-
tice. As we pile high in apartments, as electronic surveillance increases,
as the tentacles of government spread, Big Brother invades the pre-
cincts of our homes, audits our conversation and looks more and more
over our shoulder.

The right of privacy—the right that Justice Brandeis called “the
right to be let alone”—is nowhere expressly mentioned in the Consti-
tution or Bill of Rights. But it is that right that many express guaran-
tees or prohibitions protect.

Police can enter a house and seize certain articles, provided they
have a warrant issued by a magistrate who is satisfied that there is
probable cause that a crime has been committed. Police can also
make arrests on such a showing. But the Fourth Amendment makes
a man’s home his castle and his person secure against arrests on sus-
picion or for investigation or for preventive purposes, as is done in
some countries. These are important rights of privacy.

There are other constitutional areas of privacy. Every person has
the right to free exercise of religion; and no religious test or require-
ment may be made a requirement for holding a public office. These
guarantees in the First Amendment and in the body of the Constitu-
tion itself create enclaves that neither the states nor the Federal Gov-
ernment may enter. They may not legislate respecting them; and since
they are not legitimate objects of legislation, no legislative committee
may explore them nor probe them.

“To what church do you belong?” “Do you attend regularly:”
“Do you believe in God?” These and like questions are none of the
Government’s business; the citizen can refuse to answer with impunity.

Freedom of speech has an aura of privacy. The First Amendment
guarantees against Government abridgment of both freedom of speech
and freedom of assembly. Nothing is said about freedom of association.
It is implied, however. Freedom of assembly connotes a coming togeth-
er of people—one form of association. Freedom of speech connotes not
oral pronouncement alone but a whole congeries of various methods of
expression. Joining a social, economic or political group is one method.
Subscribing to a paper or a journal is another. Meeting and conversing
with people are others. Believing, espousing, endorsing are still others.

“Do you believe in the United Nations?” “What are your views
on Medicare?” “Do you endorse socialism?” “Did you vote for Henry
Wallace?” “Are you against the segregation of races?” “Did you march
in protest to our Vietnam policy?” “Do you read New Republic or
Pravda or the Daily Worker?” These are none of government’s busi-
ness and are beyond the pale. For beliefs and reading habits are in
the keeping of the individual and outside the reach of Big Brother.

Political parties, social groups, civil rights committees, trade unions,
larmers’ federations all have membership lists. Their disclosure usually
would be harmless to anyone. So, normally, the management and the
members would not hesitate to make them public. At times, however,
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emotions may run high, the group may be unpopular, the majority’s demand for disclosure may be designed
in purpose or eftect to cause harm o the members. A group may be organized to promote racial equality and
to litigate for the desegregation ol public schools, parks and beaches. Those from Columbia, Yale, City Col-
lege and Cornell who go to some areas in our country to contest racial discrimination may be eriticized, jostled
or run out of town. But since their appearance is transitory, usually no abiding harm is done. But those mem-
bers who live in the area, giving the movement silent, spiritual help or financial support, may be greatly
harassed and damaged if disclosure of their membership is made. They might lose their jobs; their bank loans
might be called or not renewed; their club memberships, lost; and the like. The freedom to associate in that
cause might then become so downright dangerous as to be worthless.

That is the basic reason disclosure of a membership list is not an absolute prerogative of government.
The nght to belong is kin to the right to believe. As I said, joining is one method of expressing one’s ideas, of
affirming one’s beliefs, of pledging allegiance to a cause. This ngln to associate, though nowhere expressed in
the Constitution or Bill of Rights, is a phase of the right to privacy, falling within the penumbra of the
Bill of Rights, and is as fully protected as free speech itself.

One may ask, what, then, about a criminal syndicate? Are its members also clothed in constitutional im-
munity? Of course not. And the question and answer mark an important constitutional line.

There was a time when imagining the death of a king, that is, wishing the old boy were dead, was a
crime. It was the most heinous of all crimes—treason—and punishable by death. Punishing thoughts, wishes,
hopes and beliefs marked one of the bloodiest chapters in -\ngln:\meric:m history.

Jefferson said that this crime of constructive treason “had drawn the blood of the best and honestest men
in the kingdom.” Indeed, men were executed merely for uttering treasonable words.

What the politicians did, the theologians did also. Heresy was expressing disbelief in the orthodox view:
heresy was dissent; heresy was espousing a nonconformist creed that made the establishment angry.

‘These chapters on treason and heresy were well known in America when the Constitution and Bill of
Rights were drafted and adopted. They were the main reason one's ideas, beliels, faith and ideology were put
beyond the reach of government. Government, Jefferson averred, had no rightful concern with those mat-
ters. It could step in only when ideas moved from the realm of thought into the realm of action. Overt acts
were all that could be punished.

Jefferson said: “The opinions of men are not the object of civil government, nor under its jurisdiction.
. . . It is time enough for the rightful purposes of civil government for its officers to interfere when prin-
ciples break out into overt acts against peace and good order.”

Thus, the definition of treason in our Constitution requires proof of overt acts—not one but two to the
same act of treason, save for a confession in open court.

This Jelfersonian concept, as applied to criminal syndicalism, for example, has two faces: One may, with
immunity, wish, hope and pray that the regime will fall, and campaign to that end. Yet when he moves into
action, collects hand grenades, prepares caches of rifles, organizes to assassinate the President, conspires to
overthrow the Government by force, and the like, he steps over the line; and the right of privacy vanishes.
Then the membership lists and the right to privacy lose their constitutional immunity; for the Constitution
sets up no haven for illicit activities.

Those who disagree point to the Self-Incrimination Clause of the Filth Amendment, which reads, “No
person . . . shall be compelled in any criminal case to be a witness against himselt.” This clause does create
a zone of privacy, even [or those suspected of crime; and it has been criticized on that ground. But it also
serves a high purpose. It has roots deep in experience. There was a day when the prosecution could make its
case out of the mouth of the accused. The man who stood mute when asked to plead was presumed to plead
guilty. But his silence often reflected not guilt but contempt for the judicial regime. Torture and other forms
of coercion were used to make men confess.

The Persians shaved the suspect’s head, locked it in a stock and then poured hot lead on it.

The Chinese, under Chiang Kai-shek, put the suspect on a rack and stretched his legs until he confessed.

Hitler used the dentist chair, drilling through live teeth; and New York City police did the same.

In Washington, D. C., men were stripped, tied to a table and burned with live cigars.

Trujillo in the Dominican Republic set fire to women’s hair and burned their arms with live cigarettes.

Texans took men into the woods at night, placed nooses around their necks and hoisted them into trees.

The French in Algeria attached electrodes to the testicles and gave a series of shocks until the desired
confession came.

No people have been exempt from these coercive practices.

Torture produces unreliable confessions, as each person has a “breaking point” and can suffer pain only
up to that point. We also know that everyone has a “consciousness of guilt.” No life is blameless. And at times
the sense of guilt—not over the crime being investigated but over some unrelated or remote transgressions—
bubbles up and one confesses to a crime he never committed. Moreover, a certain percentage of people
have a desire to die. and confessing to a capital offense is an easier course than suicide. (continued on page 244)



“Who said that blondes have more fun?!”
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a words-and-pictures appreciation of cinema city’s cottontailed hutch honeys




THE FIRST-FLOOR Playmate Bar of the Los Angeles. Playboy Club creates a lively sense of déja vu in any PLAYBOY
reader. Among the collection of bigger-than-centerfold transparencies set into the room’s walnut paneling are most
of the dozen-plus past and present Hollywood Playmate-Bunnies—including the nine gatefold girls who currently
don satin ears each night. The number, a record among all the Clubs in the key chain, is a testament to the remark-
able ability of both the Hollywood hutch and Southern California to attract beautiful girls.

And the unique aura—lent to the southwesternmost outpost of the Playboy Empire by the profusion of Playmate-
Bunnies—also atracts dozens of beautiful non-Playmates, such as Bunny Kathy Foster. Late in the morning on n.ost
days of the week—no matter what the season—Kathy can be found on one of the miles-long stretches of sand in Long
Beach, south of L. A. She’ll be body surfing, walking or perhaps just gazing out at the Pacific horizon. At three or
four in the afternoon, having acquired a yet deeper cast to a tan that makes her pageboy burst of blonde hair as bright
as the California sun, Kathy walks 300 yards inland to her surfside home. After donning street clothes, she jumps into
her Mustang and—"minutes belore the rush hour”—freeways the 35 miles to the Sunset Boulevard site of the West
Coast Playboy Building, a cream-and-gray, ten-story tower on a ridge overhanging (text continued on page 289)

Bikinied Linda Ridgway loves the ocean (her light mood was caught ot Torrey Pines Beach in San Diego), Tolstoy and eating watermelon
without @ napkin—a trio of affections as disormingly original as the mood of the whole West Coast today and the Bunnies of Hollywood in
particular. Mirror-imaged Kothy Foster is one of the Los Angeles Club’s numerous sporiscar buffs and body surfers. In their film-career
ambitions, international beauty Tanya Terén and silhouetted Bunny Marilyn Kendall typify another Hollywood Bunny characteristic. Tanya

played on several South American stages and native Angeleno Marilyn majored in drama ond dance af Los Angeles County College. 195



Brooklyn-born De Russell—smiling below and en route to o table of thirsty
keyholders—wos an Eost Coaster for four short yeors but con't imagine
going bock. “Where else but in Hollywood could | be o Bunny, get o crock

at TV and film acting ond still go surfing oll the yeor round?’ De asks.

w._r__r] T T

Bunny Judy Ryder spent her West Virginia and Indiono childhood following
the cue of her surname to become o trophy-winning horsewomon. I olso
studied dance for ten yeors,” Judy says, o bit of information thot explains
the eosy grace with which she carries her 37-25-37 figure on Club rounds.




Poolside Bunny Suzanne McDonald deplaned from a stewardess job for the chance
to don Bunny ears. ’As a Bunny, I've got the best of both worlds,” Suzanne says, “with

exciting evenings and all day free for swimming.” Enthroned Heidi Becker and { h
sun-struck Pat Wright both made centerfold appearances before joining the Club. L.,_-_..,. -
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desert

Blonde Chere Davis deserted Las Vegas when the
proved too dull. “I'm a Long Beach native,” Chere says, “and

won’t leave the ocean again.” Making a bright Club debut this
fall was Brifish Bunny Sandy Molen, above. Marianna Case,
bottom left, tidies her tie in bustling Bunny dressing room.




Ploymate-Bunny Astrid Schulz indulges in luxurious relaxation at home before head-
ing off to her VIP Room duties. Astrid—a champion gymnast in her native Holland
—is an enthusiastic scuba diver. Blonde Melba Ogle was working in a butcher shop
when she became Miss July 1964, now concentrates on modern dance. Amateur
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songstress Sophia Sipes has delighted keyholders in both Phoenix and Hollywood. ]
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Bunny Sam Moorman, pausing beside fountain ot the
L. A. County Museum of Art, is runner-up to Richard
Nixon as Whittier, California’s mast famous export,
moonlights in light opera. Seen af ease on a balcony,
af play ot the Club, Playmate—Bumper-Paol Bunny
Sharon Rogers come West from aur Chicago offices.




Variely is, indeed, the spice of life for Hollywood keyholders and the girls themselves. Pert Lynda McDaniel colls herself o “beach rat,”
loves the night life of the Club ond the Colifornia-Nevada resort of Loke Tohoe. The quiet pleasures of chess and softly sung folk bollods

fill the free hours of Ploymate-Bunny Vicky Valentino; while Donna Hoos, reloxing below, is o happily hord-working Bunny and TV model.
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. Bunny Ana Lizza's rich beauty complements the LeRoy Neiman originals and vel-
" vet banquettes of the Hollywood Club’s VIP Room. The three ofther cottontails
™ here—Christine Willioms (above), Nancy Scoit (below) and Gwen Wong—all belong
. | to the remarkably large collection of Hollywood Playmate-Bunnies who give a
| unique quality to the Club. Christine settled in Los Angeles after eight years abroad
l and a short stint as a Vegas showgirl. When not soaring in a glider, Nancy uses
free time to scout for and refinish antiques; while Gwen’s ouf-of-Club hours are
highlighted by extended trips to California‘s deserts and its Big Sur country.
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“We decided thal since our hushands are having their
Christmas parties al thew offices. . . ."



why napoleon erected the ob

A POTTER who is a true arust in his work
will never creae two jars that are exact-
Iv alike. According to his materials or his
mood. he must alwavs vary the shape,
the color. the texture or the glare. Allah,
in hus infinite artistry. can hikewise never
create two things that are exacaly alike,
and vou will thus find that even the
villages of  distant  Anatolia, however
similar their 1mmediate
ipperance. are all different in some way,
il vou only take the trouble 1o study
them cavelully. The village of Bok Kaoy.
lor instance, is thus named “Village of
Turds,” like many other such settlements
built on the banks of a sluggish, mal-
odlorous and evil-colored stream, But the
particular village ol Bok Koy of which
I am now thinking distinguishes itsell
from all other Turkish villages of the
same name in that all us male inhabit-
ants are endowed with quite remarkable
physical gifts.

Many voung men {rom our village of
Bok Kow have thus wandered far from
home and amassed grear wealth in dis
tant cities where the women arve vich and
wanton. One of them, for instance, went
as far as Hindustan, where he lived hap-

Ill(]l](l'l{]ll{]ll\l)'

pilv and i grear luxury for many years
as the prince consort of a sacred cow, a
curiously neurotic beast that, in a regres-

sive mood, had developed a taste for the
human partners 1o which e had been ac-
customed in a previous imcGirnation as
Roman empress. a certain Messalina. But
in ceasing o be human and in becoming
a cow. the unfortunate empress had also
changed her whole proportions. so that
ouly a voung man [rom Bok Koy could
now  satishy her
human partners.

Though that may be legend, the tale
that I aon about o relae s lounded on
historical [act and attested by a
ment as well as by reliable chronicles

I1¢)N|<l!l‘_§li I].'I‘i\l{'lll Lo

Ionu

and the letters and diaries ol contempo
1‘;([‘\_ ‘\'iinl‘h.‘l{'ﬁ. ;l CONCErns. morcover, a
young man from Bok Kov who. in rela-
tively from his
native village in eastern Anatolia as far
as El Kahira, the capital of Egypt, be-
fore anything truly remarkable  hap-
penced o him. He armived shortly belore
the occupation of the citv by the French
troops of the Emperor Napolecon. who
had gone lorth to conquer the lands in-
habited by the laithiul and who even
proposed to set a live pig on a throne. as
his vicerov, in the sacred city ol Mecea.
Fortunately, mad as the which
we are destined to live mav be. Napo-
lecon never achieved his sacrilegious am
bition. But, before being detcaed in

recent times. wandered

ATes m

!’iS'ﬁ' Ribald Classic

a Turkish tale

Egvpt. he added to his personal staff. in
al olhces, a certain number ol the
Laichiul. among them our voung nuan
from Bok Kav. Muzafler Ozaltin. born of
a family known for its great loyaliy and

mei

therelore named Ozaltin, meaning “pure
vold.”

Menial as his tasks were, Muzafter.
who had dailv 10 shine the emperor’s
riding boots. soon atracted his master’s
attention by lus modest demeanor and
his lovalty. It thus came 1o pass tha
the emperor, when he was forced 10
return to France. ook the boy with lnm
10 Paris, o be a kind ol decorative blacka
moor at lns court. In Paris, the boy soon
became aware ol the corruption of the
the  proverl
socs, When the cat’s awav, the mice will
play

L'l]ll]['l()l"s cntourage. As

and Napolecon was a cat who was
very often away on his campaigns 1o
conguer the world.

Muzafter was then able 10 observe that
his lord and master's wife, the Empres
Josephine, was a mouse of a particular-
Iv plaviul nature, the moment Napo
leon's back was turned. But he felr thn
the male mice with which she chose 10
plav were scarcely ol a kind thae nigh
be considered worthy of the only wife ol
so great a conqueror. Besides. Muzaffer
knew, from his own cexperience as a
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frequent clandestine visitor to certain bad-
ly disciplined harems of the wanton city
of El Kahira, that he could successtully
compete. even at his tender age ol 15
summers. with any paramour. whatever
the latter’s race or 1on; also that no
Egvptian wife whom he had  secretly
conmsoled in the absence of a debauched
and  wine-dvinking  hushand  had  ever
been led 1o regret her indiscretions by
having 1o present to her Arab hushand a
child born with the suspiciously round
head and blunt fearures ol the Turkish
race. Licking the clonged skull and the
sharp features of the Arabs. So Muzalfer
began to play with the idex of defending
his French lord and master’s honor by
becoming, in the emperor's many en-
forced absences. the discreet and harm-
mowm of the wanton empress.
But the empress, being idle and wanton,
lacilitated his proposal by her own initia-
tive, long before Muzalfer had decided
on any specific plan ol action,

I all came 10 pass as follows. In those
days. the officers of the armics of the
infdels wore unilorms ol a particularly
immodest  design,  with  tight  doeskin
breeches that left nothing 10 the imagi-

mation of the unveiled ladies of the
French court. Manv ol these voung
olhcers. not being  endowed with  the

physical charms that might ensure them
success with the wives ol their superiors
and  consequent advancement  in their
carcers, velied on their tailors to supply
them with artihcial padding cunningly
inserted in the proper places. One such
ollicer, in every other respect a real
broth of a boy, had atacted the aten-
tion of the empress. who then summoned
him. without Turther ado. 10 while away
i aliernoon with her in her apanments,
as her partner in a game of dominoes.
On such  ocasions, 1t Musatler's
duny. shocked as the bov mght be by all
thit he witnessed, 10 stand by and bring
refveshments, such  as Turkish  collee,
whenever these were required.

All went well that dav between the
empress and the voung captain, who al-
ready dreamed of rapid promotion o the
rank of general. until the empress. al-
witys very bold with her hands, made a
surprise attack on her partner's more in-
timate clhirms. To her homor. her expe-
ricnced hngers encountered, however, a
muss that she immediately recoenized as
horschay instead of llesh. Laughing, she
summoned  Muzller and. o put the
voung ciptain 1o shame, exclaimed: “T
bet this boy is a better man than vou!™
When she veached toward Muzaller 10
put her wager 1o the test. the bov
thought awt fost that he would die of
shame on the spot. But male flesh is in
some  respects weak and he soon re-
sponded 1o the immodest caresses of the
cmpress, who expressed  her  delighed
surprisc. by dismissing the captain with-
out further comment and retiring to her
bedehamber with Muzadler.

wis

Humiliated by his own discomfiture,
the aptain kept all that he had  wit-
nessed 1o himsell. The Freneh court only
noticed that the empress had  become
overnight more reticent, dignified and
modest, while at the same time sceming
less restless. more content with her fate
as an abandoned wife. Actually. night
after mghe. Muzafter lay with her in
her imperial bed. oftering unul  dawn
inmumerable satishactions.

One day, the emperor returned from
one of his many victorious campaigns,
too weary even 1o greet the empress.
But he soon noticed, in the davs that
ensued. what was aloot: His wife had
failed to greer him with her accustomed
list of proposed promotions in the im-
perial armics and. instead. his voung
blackamoor Muzafler. whose demeanor
remained in every other respect as mod-
estoand respectful as hefore. was now her
constant companion and the owner of
innumerable Tantastic costumes such as
the infidels fondlv believe that Moslems
wear on daily rounds.

Far from bheing at all jealous. the
cmperor was charmed by so much discre-
tion. The poor man had learned. in
LEgvpt. 1o apprecine the lollv of women
and the wisdom of EFastern customs. In
more progressive Linds, the wives of sreat
and powarlul lords are quite properly
housed like rare bivds in harems like
golden cages. to protect them  against
the consequences ol their own wanton
wdleness. while the wives ol the less fortu-
nate amonyg the faithful are kept healthi-
Iy busv roili in the fields or weaving
cupets, Unfortunatelv. the etiquette of
the French cowrt had prevented Napo-
lcon from supplving the empress with
two or three other wives and a whole
aowd ol concubines 1o keep her mind at
work with the usual intrigues of a great
Iarem, all properly supervised by a corps
of trusted and experienced cunuchs, Na-
poleon therelore grected Muzafler's for-
tunes as almost his own. since they were
obviously a lesser evil. The emperor said
nothing and. having returned 1o Paris lor
only a briel visit hetween 1wo victorious
cunpaigns. decided 1o devote his nights
to much-needed  and  health-restoring
sleep.

But it happened that the emperor. like
all wsurpers. had many enemics among
those Eimatical nablemen who were siill
devored 10 the ciuse ol the exiled heirs
ol the deposed and heheaded  French
monarchs who had preceded him on the
throne. Among these conspiring noble-
men there was a former pagebov of the
beheaded  queen. who knew  his  way
around the palace well enough o escape
notice il he managed 1o obtain admission
there, Searerlv. diseuised as @ member of
the emperor's personal guard, this man
set out one night w murder the emperor.
He entered the imperial apartments and
was  about 1o past the  slecping
quarters ol the empress in order o aeep

iz

-

steal

into Napolcon's own room, situated far-
ther down the passage, when he heard
sounds, emerging from the room where
the empress lav, that led him 1o believe
that the emperor was there, fulfilling his
duties as a hwsband. The conspirator
therelore penetrted, with catlike mread.
into the bedcdhamber of the empress. and
was just able 10 discern, in the dark. a
male  hgure  embracing Her  Tmperial
Highness. In a flash, he stabbed the man
in the back, with a thrust that would
have killed immediately any man less
hardy than one of the Turkish hovs ol
Bok Kiwv.

Infurtated by this interruption in his
dutiful pleasures as much as by the pain
of his mortal wound. Muzlfer merely
turned his head, snatched the dagger out
ol his own back and exclaiimed. in the
mimodest and somewhat rustic terms of
his native Anarolian dialect such s only
camel drivers use: “You scion of a long
line of prostituted hags and unknown
pork-gobbling  Luthers interspersed with
an occsional mangy donkey, can’t vou
sce what I'm doing? Since when is it per-
mitted. in this land of inhdels whose be-
getters are mostly unknown and whose
mothers wouldn't be fit to empiy pisspots
in a respectable harem. 1o attack a man
while he is performing this sacred tasks”

Horrified by this torrent ol incompre-
hensible and  guttural  abuse, the mur-
derer fled sorcaming Irom the room. woke
the negligent palace guards and  was
promptly  arrested  and  shot. As for
Muzaffer. he cilmly continued 10 give
the empress her customary  cight satis-
factions. then rose. strcaming with blood
and screely abile o breathe, from the
imperial bed: he picked up the bloody
dagger that lav beswde it on the lloor,
staggered out of the room and down the
passage.  then  entered  the  emperor's
room. stumbled over a chair, woke the
cmperor from his sleep. cast himsell at
his feer and  died there on the spot,
beguing lor forgiveness.

The emperor was so deeply moved by
the bov’s remarkable  endurance and
loyalty that he determined 10 commemo-
rate the incident by erecting, in his
capital, 2 suitable monument. He ranem-
bered that an ardcologist had persuaded
him to bring back from Fevpr at great
expense an enormous stone abelisk that
had never proven 1o be of much use. He
ordered. the verv next dav. thar it he
brought forth from the winchouse where
it hed been stored, and he arranacd 10
have it erected in e grean square i the
center of the city. without any nsaip-
tion that might bring 10 memory the
more amusing circumsianees ol this tragic
tale. Today, innumerable clderly Ameri-
cm Lady wourists squint throngh  their

spectaces ar this beautiful monument,
without ever being e all aware ol the
great physical prowess and the  tragic
loyalty that it commemorates.
—Edouward Roditi B
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MY BROTHER came last night 1o say
goodbye. I am 24. He is 20. 1 don’t
worry about the Armv. because T have a
wile and a son, 14 months old. He
doesn’t worry about the Army, because
he has a record: oue auto theft. one for-
gerv, onc insancly bungled safe heist.
Two out of three. felonics. One vear pa-
role, six years' probation. He's not sup-
posed to leave New  Jasey, but when
he's downtown, illegally. he drops by 1o
talk. He rings my bell and wakes me up.

Last night—this morning—he came at
three: tan. pink-tinted sunglasses, Mexi-
can beads, Dvlanish wresses, two weeks”
growth of downy hair along his cheeks.
He threw some pillows down in the big
room (he likes to sit on the lisor) and
filled an enormous Sherlock Holmes pipe.

“1 wanted 1o smoke with vou once
before I go. Leo,” he said. “I'm dis-
appearing.”

He lit the pipe and dragged. T asked
him where he was disappearing to and
what he planned to do disappeared. but
he smiled and raised his hand. telling me
I'd have 1o wait until he mished wking.
He passed me the pipe. Ordinayily, 1
never smoke.

“West,” he said on the exhale, and
then he breathed deeply in and out a
few times. nodding serencly. “Catch fish.
See flowers. Do my thing.”

I emptied out my lungs and asked
who was subsidizing him. We  whis-
pered. so as mot to wake Michacl, my
heir. Our place is a ol reallv. One big
room, my film workshop, with Michacl's
crib in the corner, and then a linde bed-
room. lor me and Jessica.

“Who's subsidizing me now?"  Allen
asked rhetorically. reaching for the pipe.
“People. Women. They give vou what
they have. You don’t nced much” He
reachied  ino the pocker ol his  coat
(he never takes his com off in the house)
and drew ot a thick roll of bills, T sold
evervthing. Even my bike,” he said, and

I graduwated from Chicago three vears
ago; my wile went to Amioch. Now she's
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in the Movement for 525 a week., I'm a
Movement  hanger-on, vou might  say.
Making a Movement movie: very low
status. We gee a lintle money from her
paremts,  which is why I'm  sensitive
about subsidies, and four nights a week |
drive a cb. Allen didn’t get through
high schools till he'd passed 19; four dif-
ferent ones, plus one yeshiva, He cut a
lot and became a delinquent. He's not
into delinquency anvmore, though.

“Peruse Thoreau?” he said. finishing
another toke. “Cat gave everything away
except this ashiray on his desk. Cleaned
out his pad. Hold it. I think it may have
been a paperweight. Anyway, he'd sit
there and contemplate it until it started
to freuk him. Then he chucked it out the
window.” Allen made a noise that can
only be described as a blissful groan. He
evidently admired Thoreau. Actually, he
admires me, too. I'm a borderline case:
cubed but with roundable edges: engagé
but uncertain, I have no special thing for
Haight-Ashbury, but I'm not mus about
cops. cither. Allen and I am relate,

Allen said, “I'm Thorcau. but with a
wad. Geoltrey wanted 10 count it. All he
had time for. T went up there Tor a fond
Farewell, but he was snowing a little mini-
skirt.” Geollrey is my other brother, As
a maner ol fact, he doesn’t wony about
the Army, cither. Too old. He came of
drinking-dralting  age  smack  between
Korea and Viernam; he still thinks Rus-
sta is the enemy. He's mot exactly a
middle-aged swinger, but since his di-
vorce, he's been dating a number of
youthful models and hanging out at Mal-
kan's and Elaine’s. Even though he's in
advertising. he has some immortal long-
ings (he likes 1o talk abowur “really making
it”") and he lends me money two or three
umes a vear. Probably he lends Allen
even more often. Once, alter the auto
theft. when Allen was afriid 1o call our
parents, Geoft put up a laivly immense
bail bond. “We only talked abour 1en
minutes. 1 told him he'd probably never
sce me agun, but he was intent on his
erotic games. He asked me how long |

it was easy
to drop out of the
ral-race;
the hard part

was explaining it

fiction By JACOB BRACKMAN
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thought my bread would hold our and T
told him twenty or eighty years, depend-
ing on how much I gave away. It might
not be so long, though. I gave away
about three hundred on my way down-
town. That roll is like a stone in my pock-
ct; like a bigass paperweight bringing
me down.”

He stood up and stared  weaving
about, smiling wildly. At first, 1 thought
he might be looking lor the tilet in the
middle of the room, but then he stum-
bled—it was quite gracelul for a stum-
ble, really—into our tiny kitchen and
emerged some 45 seconds hrer with a
Large flowered serving dish. He hegan by
tapping the pipe ashes out onto the dish,
but in the middle of the sk, he scemed
to forget its Tunctional purpose and was
simply rapping out a loud Hare Krishna
rhvthm.

Then  Michael  started  whimpering.
For an instant, Allen looked on 1he verge
of an apology. Insicad, he spread  his
- ight out—I wasn't sure whether
in tion ol aucified Jesus or an
overalfectionate . Yiddish - relative—and
beamed, “Well, he Jad 10 say bye-bye to
Unde Allen!”

\\ h(n you wike Michael after mid-
}'Ull can LIQS AW I) \’Ulll maor I]Ill"b
s!ctp. He's a arier, my son. A f-.ir*fr)‘n s
Fourteen months old; T must raise aim
wrong. Too lenient. 1 lifted him lrom the
crib, seesawing paternally from the hips,
and started tor the kitchen 1o hunt up a
boule. Allen waylaid us. He rose up
slowly from a crouch—pulling out his
cheeks, bugging out his cyes—grabbed
several fingersful of  Michael's timmy
flesh in a luxurtant pinch and drawled
“Kinnna-a-hlthorer-a-a-a”  in a  lervent
basso  prolundo. Zero  Mostel  escaping
genie-style from a Coke bottle. Michael
sputtered, as though a pillow had been
stufled into his open mouth. It was
weird. He's named alter my Tather, even
though Jews aren’t supposed o do that
Actually, my father is Mikhail, but every-
one calls him Mike.

“You're emiting orgone stases and
he's tuming them in,” Allen smd matter-
ol-lactly. He's no Reichian—he doesu’t
believe half the crap he says, T don't
think. He just believes things not alo-
gether unlike what he savs. In any cise,
he and Michael were reaching out for
cach other fike long-separated lovers in a
prade-B movie. I'm easily  embarrassed
by these hlial rejections. | relinquished
my son, who instantly wrapped his mini-
ature arms aroumnd  Allen's neck. Allen
carried him over to the corner. The 1wo
ol them [aced the wall and NMichael
quicted down some more.

“The first was just some cold witer in
the face,” Allen  stage-whispered, his
back to me. “A zefz Irom the Zen s

Now we comemplate the void. You
ought o set him in front of a blank wall
once in a while. Cleanse out that sensory

210 overload. He's just a litde kid™ Then

Allen started humming in his car. He
stirted  hunmmming  fzmines,  the endless
melodic c¢hant that hinishes & Hebrew
Sabbath meal, bending and straighiening

at the knees and rocking forward ac the

waist, like an orthodox Hasid. Michael
cooed  gently along, siroking  Allen’s

woolly hair on the downbeat. T moved
closer to hear the lyries, over and over.

“Remember the star that went over
the manger?

It means simply this: You can dance
with a stranger.,”

My brother likes to mix up his religions.
- L] -

Allen had somchow llicked the golden
switch that wrns my son off; Michael
didnt utter another cheerless sound lor
the rest of the night. “Babies love me,”
Allen said. “They have radar.”

“What's the secrere”

“I'm the seeret. I'm a baby.”
cuddled  against his  chest,
mouth in available beard.

“Maybe I should stop shaving.” T said.

Allen wrinkled his nose and shook his
head, as though I'd proposed betting a
bundle on a lame horse. I could see tnck
beads of Michael's spitde in his chin
My son the fkwetch. When he's
happy, he drools, “Don’t mean a thing if
you ain’t got the moves. You, you're sull
all strung out. Bad karma. We pick that
up. Let me lay it on you. It's not just like
this with kids. I know thirty houses [rom
here to the Coast, T can walk in this min-
ute, theyll feed me and bed me and
spread money on me and I'm doing them
a favor. I walk in the voom and girls who
never sct eyes on me throw their arms
around me. We conneat. I've got the an-
swer. They know who T oam.”

I was about to ask who runs these es-
tablishments, but before T ocould, Allen
answered.  CKids! Babies!  Some  very
rich; share. Communal head bending.” 1
must have looked starded ar his antici-
pating my question, becuse Allen burst
out laughing and Michael. who was
now fiddling with the bead necklace,
Linghed. oo, “That's been  happening
Liely,” he said reverently. “Since 1 llew
bick from Yelapa. For a month and
hall T dropped three caps a dav, or shot
speed. T gor some Kind of X ray. In this
sad country I'm a ariminal and a bum,
but in the l‘]llll.ll.l}.l\. I'd be a god.”

“You're crazy.” I saud.

“I know,” Allen said,
nest. Clsn't e costane:”

Squatting  Yogi  stvle.  he  dragued
deeply on the pipe. his inhale sounding
like last waters running quickest owr ol
the bathwub., and rolled his eves upward
in mischievous supplication. He bepgan to
erin while he held his breath, as though
by some incredible siroke of luck he'd
sucked in all the sweet Tumes and none
ol the foul. He gestured 1o me with a lin-
ger that he had something 10 say. as soon

Michael
burying

absolutely ear-

as his toke was complered, something mo-
mentous, in case, perhaps, Iwas thinking
ol running off to the hathroom. Then he
exhaled in a proud, smiling explosion. 1
saw him do the same exhalation a dozen
years ago at camp, alter a full minue
under water.

“Insanity isn't a condition, vou sce.
Leo.” he gasped. still out of breath. “It's
a word that deseribes a condition. Now.
I've got a condition, that's wue.” He
scemed 10 be wrestling with an cnor-
mously dificult concept, and that made
him happy. Michael was staring into his
cves, three  inches  away, mesmerized.
Allen's evebrows furrowed in concentri-
tion. For an instant, T thought he mught
be making fun of seriousness. “But il we
agree that I'm crazy, we're just choosing
o apply that word 1o my condition.” He
lilted his head and flashed me a smile of
gratelul comprehension. “So going  crazy
1s a mauer ol choice. An afleciation,
Leo. Incondusive.”™ 1 thought that he
started 1o hum at this point, but it may
have been only a silent pause. I would
be like growing a goatce or learmng ka
rate, sort ol—but it would sugeest an
opinion on more things. It might cven
suggest an opinion on cverything, Not a
solution. Leo. Just an immedine kind of
answer o questions—it - gets  embarriass
ing answering ‘1 don't know” all the time.
But being crary is a really adequate
response, if  vou're still reading  me:
‘How're they ]l.lm,mg ‘What is it with
kids today?” "Do you like MacBird? 1
just say. T'm aazy.” "

I nodded stupidly. An instant before, T
noticed that the pipe had gone out. I
must have been Larly snushed, becase
I was wrving to figure out how T might
gracelully velight it without dewracting
from Alen's philosophizing,

“But do you think people will see in-
sty as i - .. folore ol humor?™ Allen
asked, a bit apprchensively. Av Tast, 1
reached over to his side and grabbed the

pipe. Dragging deeply. T reliv it. He'd
Lrnched  into this new  thought  with
considerable excnement. 1 mean, like,

Harvey Creep asks you, "How does Allen
feel about the war in Viemam?” and you

say, ‘Haven't vou heard? Old  Allen’s
gone mad.” And Harvey says, 'Oh, poor
kid. He ok himsell so seriously.” ™

“1 wo all tingly inside to hcar you
grappling with the mnllw-n‘l—.‘\si:nll ques-
tion. In your own way.” Jessica said from
the bedroom doorway. “Without you in
my demonstration 1 could  do, New
Youth.” She olien pums on the dialea
when she's awakened. She hikes 1o [eel
the harricd mother. She walked  across
into the kitchen, her whitc-cotton night-
gown brushing the lloor, and put a pot
of water on the stove. “"How are you,
Allen®” she called in. “May I ask what
chemical pacifier you've slipped my sonz”
Michael was rocking, wideeyed  Dbut

(continued on paze 30J)




“Looks as though the Entertainment Committee has come up with
some [resh ideas for this year's Christmas party.”
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Lavish largess for people in high places. Top, left to right: Omega GT with hand-crofted ltalian body comes powered with a 289-cu.-in.
Ford V-8 engine, features a four-speed all-synchro Ford georbox ond four-wheel disk brokes, by Suspensions Internotional Corpo-
ration, $8750 F.O.8. Chorlotte, North Carolino. Mamiya/Sekor TL1000 35mm comera with /1.8 lens, case included (not shown),
from Ponder & Best, $215. Replico of Old West borroom stond-by can be used os campy pencil or stirrer holder, from Cost-Plus, $1.50.
Crowncorder 13-tronsistor attoché-cose tape recorder and AM/FM tuner comes with remote-control microphone, 900 ft. of tope,
telephone pickup, monitoring eorphone, from Industriol Suppliers, $169.95. Auto-Mote home auto onalyzer indicates whether sports
cor’s electricol system is working properly, by Dynomic Instrument, $25. Dorothy Jungles’ Americana sculpture is pop commentary
on the contemporory scene, from Scoroboeus, $250. Escort solid-state rodio hos built-in floshlight, clock and lighter, unit con be
recharged, by Westinghouse, $32.95. Italion-mode leother suitcase with tufted lining ond bross hardware, from Dunhill Tailors, $110.




ABC book of photos of provocotive females, by Frank Bez, from The Leslie Company, $12.50. Foodmotic Preparation Center includes
blender, juicer, ice maker, etc., by Ronson, $399.95. Braun T1000 Global Receiver has 13 wave ranges, from Major Radio, $495.
Trimline push-button phone, ovailable through Bell System. Bottom, left to right: Micro B5 stereo casette ployer/recorder comes
with moiched speckers ond omnidirectionol microphones, by Ampex, $199.95. Swedish brass ond glass condleholder, from Bethune
& Moore, $13.50. Letterwriter records up to nine minutes of communication, by General Electric, $49.95. Viscount AM/FM
clock radio, from Consolidated Merchondising, $44.95. Stereo-speokered lounge choir with ottoman, $995, plus end table, $115,
and AM/FM-stereo receiver ond BSR record chonger, $299.50, oll by Horman Kardon. Walnut desk/wall clock hos chrome-ploted
hands and figures, by McRae Clocks, $36.50. Op-patterned decorotive blocks, from Scorabaeus, $11. Bockgammon table and stools,
plus equipment, from Moore, Rockwell, White, $750. Hand-woven cummerbund and bow tie, made in Ghona, from L'Africona, $40. 313




A star-studded array of presents perfect. Clockwise from ten: Kodak Instamatic M8 movie camera with 9.5mm f/1.8 power zaom lens
features a fully automatic exposure control, by Eastman Kodak, under $225. Precision pocket calculator in burnished brass and
aluminum for quick computations at home or office, from Hoffritz, $3.95. Silver cuff links are fashioned from genuine 18th Century
rupees minted by the Mogul emperor Aurangzeb, certificate of authenticity included, from D’ Auvil Studios, $24 a pair. Hand-woven
belt, made in Ghana, from L'Africana, $17. Handmade 18-kt. gold key chain, from Ellis Barker, $125. Horn tobacco jar with teak-
wood top, from Rigoud, $10. Limited-edition metal sculpture, by Arturo Bassols, from America House, $36. Playboy Pocket
Secretary in glove leather comes with memo pad and pen, from Playboy Products, $12.50. Miniature AM/FM transistor radio

with battery and earphones, by RCA, $29.95. Antelope-suede slippers, made in Italy, fram Battaglia Shops, $22.50. Caslon digital
clock operates on precision Japanese-made motor, wear-resistant cards indicate the time, from Peter Pepper Products, $24.95.




Articulated two-foot knight's armor beoutifully hond-crafted in Spain, with sword (not shown), from Pieces of Eight, $400. Six hefty
Gaucho-type steok knives with serroted stoinless-steel blades ond hordwood-and-brass-fitted hondles, made in France for Neiman-
Marcus, $10 a set. Lettered drink coasters in vinyl spell C-H-E-E-R-S, from Scorabaeus, $6 a set. High-intensity floshlight with built-in
cigarette lighter costs 300-ft. beom, rechorger unit included (not shown), by Dox Lighter, $16.95. Butone lighter in gold and Chinese-
lacquer case has adjustoble flame control, by S. T. Dupont, $145. Sanyo seven-transistor electricolly rechargeable AM radio requires
no batteries, comes with travel case and earphone (not shown), from Bullock & Jones, $33. Cigarette box handmode in Italy of
hawkeye stone, inside of box is lined with white marble, from Ellis Borker, $130. Gold-plated fun watch by John Crocker colorfully
complements Mod clothes, comes with suede band, from Bonwit Teller, $50. Spinner dice game with three dice is right for home-bar
wagering, from Essway, $13. Ted Arnold 18-ki. gold-plated gag paperweight titled **That's Life,” from Bullock & Jones, $7.50.
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High-style booty sure to bring a cosmic Christmas. Clockwise from 11: Wilco motorized Swim Slim pulls aquanaut through
water at speeds up to 8%, knots, from Mobility Unlimited, $395. Nava-Gator boat-course calculotor, by Nautical Development,
$39.50. Waterproof leather loafers, handmade in ltaly, from 8attaglia, $55. Collapsible fabric bag, shown open and closed, from
Alexander Shields, $35. “'The Mostest’” 220-volt portable broiler of heavy-gauge steel has extra-fast heating element, comes with
shish-kabob attachment, from Hammaocher Schlemmer, $190. Kodak Instamatic Mé68 8mm movie projector takes 400-ft. reels, by
Eastman Kodak, under $100. Forty-eight pairs aof Burlington Gold Cup Orlon and stretch-nylon socks in wicker hamper, from
Bullock & Jomes, $79.50. John Kyrk hanging lamp adds "'molecular” element to modern decor, from D/R, $70. Airbuoy portable
diving unit pumps air to one or two divers at depths to 25 ft., by Johnson Motors, $279. Crown Telephone Valet plugs into any tape
recorder, takes information or supplies caller with recorded message, then shuts off automatically, from Industrial Suppliers, $99.95.




Battery-operated clock-photograph, custom-made by Bronstein for American Designer's Galleries, $250. Circle-of-Sound stereo unit
comes with 80-watt solid-state amplifier, changer and two circular speakers, by Zenith, $199.95. Remote-control box is operation
center for custom stereo system that enables sound selections to va ry from room to room with tapes, records and radio housed in a
single unit, by John Boulton Signature Music Systems, about $1500-$3000, depending on units desired. Telequote Il gives latest stock
quotations, by Bunker Ramo, $362 per month on one-year rental contract. Overnighter attaché case of Testa leather, by Karl Seeger,
$275. Vivitar TL-4 instant-load Super-8 movie camera with power zoom lens, from Ponder & Best, $179.50. The Playboy Book of Humor
and Satire, from Playboy Press, $5.95. Chrome-plated liquor dispenser, from Neiman-Marcus, $90. Model 7500-C color-video-tape
recorder for closed-circuit use, by Ampex, $5000, is hooked to an Ampex-modified TR-921 20-in. Motorola color TV, from
Ampex, $695. One-man "‘Gyrocopter” rotorcraft with McCulloch engine cruises at 65 mph, in kit form, from Bensen Aircraft, $3195.
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A glittering galoxy of fabulaus goadies. Top row, left to right: Chrome-plated adjustable flaar lamp with glass globe, from Scara-
baeus, $110. Sixteen-inch poella pan is also ideal for caaking Oriental faad, from Hommacher Schlemmer, $7.50. Transistorized
clack radio in marocca-leather case falds flat for travel, from Mark Cross, $50. Teleswitch and Telewand wireless remote-control
unit turns electrical appliances an ar off up ta 40 ft. oway, from Euphonics Marketing, $22.95, including batteries. Space Conqueror
180X reflectar telescape on tripad, fram Edmund Scientific, $29.95. Executive memo phone has gald-plated receiver ends and dial,
phane unit is covered in black or tan leather with gold tooling, fram Mark Cross, $80. Avanti callapsible motarbike by 8ianchi
Velo of Italy folds up ta 30" x 30" x 10”, fram N.EZW.S. Enterprises, $249. Middle raw, left to right: Stock computer analyzes whether
a potential market purchase or sale is high or low risk, by ISEC, $485; special data service pravided free the first year and casts
$150 annually thereafter. ltalian-made lamp with beanbag base is designed ta rest on uneven surfaces, from Bonniers, $35.




Austrian-made brass-and-glass tantalus, from Rigaud, $50. Hand-turned table lighter made of zebrawoad, by A. W. Wood Turning,
$18. Sophisticate Il solid-state sterec casette tape player/recorder comes in hardwood cabinet with two matching speaker enclosures
that house four-in. air-suspension speakers, by Philco, $239.95. Aztec ceramic fireplace with spun-steel base, by Condon-King, $235.
SW-4A short-wave receiver offers ultraprecision tuning, by R. L. Droke, $289. Bottam row, left to right: Cotton-velour double-
breasted robe, fram Battaglia, $55. Antique-leather attaché case, from Dunhill Tailors, $40. Sauna-Steamette plugs inta any 110-volt
A.C. outlet, features insulated walls that prevent leakage of maisture, by Dan Newman Co., $189.95. Hand-blown beer glasses of
imported lead crystal, by Carale Stupell, $54 far set of 8. Electrified tongue-in-cheek moosehead playraam or bar trophy of wire
and plastic-caated paper, from Scaroboeus, $100. Portable diving board with V-shaped leaf torsian spring has nonskid surface,
by Bostrom, $75. Stereo home music center holds up to 50 LPs; pickup, play and return are completely automatic, by Seeburg, $795.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY J. BARRY O'ROURKE
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CHARLES LLOYD way out, way in

rvex Berore the Charles Llovd Quarter played the opening
bars of its first number, success scemed preordained. Lloyd.
a sartorially impeccable 29-yearold tenor  saxophonist and
Mutist, whose gentle and ouwgoing nature is cchoed in his
music, had already established a solid record of achievement
as composer, arranger and soloist. He put i three explora
tive years with Chico Hamilton’s restrained  chambe
combo, then, in 1964-1965, as an essential clement ol one of
aloist Canmonball Adderley’s best groups. Since 1965, when
Lloyd's fowrsome wis born, the accolades have poured in and
Lloyd has become an idol of the hip and the hippie alike
among the young, withowt sacrificing the Tavor of older jazz
fans. In two years, the Quartet has made six rips 1ok
and  crisscrossed the UL S, lour umes. Lloyd secks
volve ])l_'Opll in my music. excite and bring them to me”
he says. " Jazz must come 10 l]ml-——-tllua communication be-
tween one person and another ang them cdoser together,”
war, when he hecame ¥ 7i un o plwy
seo's Tamed psychedelic reen-danee Fillmore Audi-
torium. the kids were so turned on by the Quartet’s pissioniue
and probing frec-form amprovisations that they stretched om
on the Hoor 1o 1 The group has scored other tiumphs,
too. in its brief existence: top honors at numcrous American
and Europenn jazz [estivals, hic jazz LPs, including Forest
Flowey and Love-In, and the first concert ever presented in the
Soviet Union by an American modern-jazz combo. "The Quar
et is also credited with heing a solid commercial  suceess,
unustal for an experimental group, though it veally is hand
to pin the avant-garde Label on Lloyd's music, which ey
imfluences as diverse as the blues and Barok as often a
does reflections of Ornete Coleman and the Late John Col-
tame, Says Lloyd: T want 10 extend music beyond its pre-
vious limits, while 1 ing the lyrical, earthy feeling.” The
oo0 Charles Lloyd Quarter is well on its way to doing just that.




JOHN USHER MONRO /carn, baby, learn

York's Hilton,
alerted the nation's

March at New
cshetto riots of 1967
leaders to the possibility of violent insurrection by the
Negro masses.  John Usher Monro announced that  he
was leaving his post as dean of Harvard 1o direct Treshimen
studies  at Miles College—an  impecunious,  unaccredited
Negro school near Birmingham. Alabama, with an enrollment
ol 1000, While The New York Times hailed his act as “a
poignant reminder that the essential battles Tor human and
civil rights call lor hard work every day in the year,” Dr.
Monro, 54, insisted that his new job was one ol “enormous
reward” and that he had done all he fele called o do at
Hiovard., Tough, dedicited and  sell-cffacing, Nonro has
always been where the action is. Alter winning a Bronze Star
at Okinawa in World War Two, Le joined the administrative
staflf ar Harvard, his alma mater, as an advisor to returning
veterans, During the nexte 21 years, in a mubtitude of ofhcial
roles. he  struggled 10 bring  underprivileged  students o
Cambridge and assisted them in making the grade—and the
erades—all of which endeared him o his charges. The switch
to Miles came after three summers of \\mt\mg with the
school's president, Dr. Lucius H. Pius, o prepare incom-
ing Miles students lor the rials ahead: Out of 400 in
each new dass, abour a third wsually have the skills and
motivittion necessary 1o graduae. Minimizing the consum-
ing demands ol his new position, Monro priises the [orti-
tude of the young Negroes who accept “the grueling task”
ol overcoming  educational  handicaps.  Though  he  ad-
mitted that he might even have to help write new textbooks

AT A PREsSs CONFERENXCE lll‘ii
months before the

for Miles. he hasn't regrewed his move: I like the
people, 1 like the South . and I wanr w live here”
He also wants 1o see the Negro community develop “insti-

tutional  strength™  without -s.unhun-r its identity—a  new
Mouro tiouum lor uniting the Americas, black and white,

WALTER MATTHAU fortune cookie to top banana

“'st A sorT oF A Ukrainian Cary Grant,” deadpans 1966
Oscar winner Walter Marthau (Best Supporting Actor.
The Fortune Cookie) while commenting on his nonmatinee-
idol mobile countenance. T could be anyone from a men's-
room auendant 1o a business executive.” Endowed with o
disturbingly  Fimiliar,  you-look-like-a-guy-1-knew-in-the-Army
lace, 47-vear-old Matthau had been almost typecast as a minor
cinemenace in Hollywood  gangster and  Western pictures
until writer Neil Simon asked him to costar as an anveterate
gambler and lovable slob in the 1965 Broadway smash The
Qdd Couple. Matthau proceeded o steal the show [rom
veteran show stealer Art Carney, carning unanimous plaudits
[rom theater critics. Unlike his poker-plaving stage counter-
part, former gambler Matthau has courted Lady Luck lor
the last time ("Once T lost SI83.000 in two weeks. 1 spent
six years in paving it off. . . . I'm solvent and plan to keep it
that way.”). now prelers to stay at home with his second
wile. Carol, and lour-year-old son, Charlie, ar Malibu Beach.
Matthau also may have swapped the sporting life for domestic
life becanse of a heant atack suffered while filming The
Fortune Cookie several seasons ago (7l start up the stairs in
one scene weighing 198, 1 was out lor six weeks, so by the time
I veach the top step, 've lost 26 pounds. Nobody noticed. he-
cause 1 acted heavy.”™). This year, as top banana in the Holly-
wood hlm farce The Guide for a Marrvied Man, Matthau got
his first soreen chance to play a leading man and he carried
it off with comedic brilliance. “Fifteen vears ago. 1 couldn’t
be a leading man,” Matthau comments candidly. “Now
they're going for the actor who maybe doesn’t look grand
but who can act.” Aher completing the screen version of
The Odd Couple, Matthau was signed 10 star in two forch-
coming 20th Century-Fox productions: a George Axelrod
sex satire,  The Connecticut Look, and  opposite. Barbra
Streisand in Hello, Dolly!. So who needs o be handsome?
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WIMPY DOLL (comtinued from page [52)

into the gloomy morass within the box.
It wias worse than I thought. A rich,
moldering compost heap lay like some
archacological treasure-tvove belore me.
For a fleeting instant, 1 fele like King
Tw would feel il he came back and
somebody insisted he ake a tour through
the Egyptian seaion ol the Museum of
Natural History to look at all his junk
in the glass cases.

Gingerly. T reached down imo this
sorry mess of portage—I must  admit,
with a certain amount of uneasiness, be-
cause there was no telling what was in
there, and I've always been  worried
about getting bitten by things. Warily 1
grasped a round, furry projection that
bavely topped the surlace of this sea of
rivia and slowly began 1o pull from the
rubble a battered, fuzzy. hrownish, trun-
cated form, which, as it began 10 emerge
lrom the wreckage. I recognized with
growing horror. Great Scott! There, star-
g insidiowsly up ar me. hanging from
myv hngers by one ear. was something
Irom so lar gone in my dim past that at
first T thouglt this was just some nasty
rick of my mother’s. But no, | knew it
wWias mine.

I don’t know how to say this, but
there, right in my apartment in midtown
ALnhatan, surrounded by my  paper-
backs of Kalka, Nictzsche and Rona
Jafle, was—please don’t think oo hash-
Iy of me—my Teddy bear. Yes, I confess
it. There was a period in my lile when |
would no soouer have gone o bed with-
out Brownic than I would have thought
of saving bad things about Santa Claus,
And there he was, looking up at me, one
Llack button eve hanging loose. the other
peering right through me with the stead-
Iast, balelul glare ol one who knew me
when and knew me all oo well. And
dlinging to him. so help me, was the
Lrine but unmistakable aroma ol what s
cuphenustically  called  baby  “urps™—
vigue remains ol ancient Pablum. peuwi-
lied oatmeal and insinuating touches of
Fletcher's Castoria.

I held Brownie our at arm's Iength be-
fore me. He dangled. revolving slowly in
the ambiem  wir—immutable, mnperish-
able, crernally cuddly, wanung only 10
comfort me in the dark hours of slumber.
Discreetlv, T trned his good eve away
hom me, since he seemed 1o be trving 1o
tell me something, Laid him down on the
sofa and wandered over to the window
to stare for a long, gloomy moment out
over the eeming city. If the word ever
got out in certain circles that my pad
housed o Teddy bear named Brownie, it
would do me no good e all. The mere
fact that T had ever owned a Teddy bear
would have been enough  in some
quarter:

Bracing mysell with a drink, 1 re-

222 turned w the box. Taking a linle more

cire this time to guard against undue
shock, T slowly witldlrew Trom the en-
tanglement a {lar. stuffed, cutout hgure
nmade of colored oildoth. It stood ap-
proximately 12 anches high, For a long
moment, this strange apparition and [
confronted cach other withou a spark of
recognition. Dusty, a bit faded. a linle
round oildloth man wearing a derby and
sporting a ragged mustache and a pot-
belly. he smiled enigmatically over my
shoulder 1oward the kitchen. Somchow
he looked Tamiliar, and vet. . . . Then,
from some La-ofl rubbish heap of memo-
rv. T heard a voice, a oracked, comical
voice on the radio, asking, besceching,
demanding. wheedling., whimpering for
more hamburgers. My God! Hurray! It's
my Wimpy doll!

It will surprisc many historians to
learn that at one point in American his-
rory there was actuallv a Popeve radio
program. Popeve. Olive and Castor Oyl
Ham  Gravy. Wimpy and the whole
aowd came imo the living room every
dav. Thev offered vou a choice of a4 Wim-
py doll, &t Popeve doll. an Olive Ovl doll
or an Alice the Goon doll if vou ate
enough soup and sent in the labels. We
were a canned-soup lamily, so there was
no problem collecting enough labels, but
I was probably the only kid in the
United States who didn’t order a Popeyve
doll: T wene for Wimpy. a down-at-the-
heels moocher who lived only to stuff his
pgut with hamburgers. 1 identificd with
him; and Ull never forget the day my
Wimpy doll arrived. He immediatcly
outranked Brownic; and for one hectic
era, 1 was one of the very lew Americans
who went to bed every night with a guy
wearing a derby and smoking a cigar, 1
must admit 1 was glad 1o see the old
freeloader again. His otldloth was a litle
seedy; the stuffing was edging out of his
frock coat. but somchow that was as 0
should he for Wimpy. Carefully. T laid
him alongside his old rival aud remrned
to the hustings.

A thin leatherette strap caught my eve
and carefully, so as not to break any of
these precious artifacrs. T dragged forth
a strange, dusty. dangling black object
covered  with snaps and  buckles and
exuding the heady aroma ol musty sheep-
skin. Faint silver leters could bhe seen
through the basement patina ol grime.
Dipping a hinger in my drink. I carefully
wiped off the grease and dirt, B-U—one
letter was missing—K—another missing
lener—O-G-L. . Bless my butions!
My genuine Buck Rogers Space Helmet!
For intergalactic flight. With sheepskin
lining and—uh-oh, don’t tell me! My old
lady’s lost them or thrown them ou! I
hwrriedly scrabbled through the tangled
mess and, with a great sigh ol rehel,
pulledd out my precious space goggles.
Oh, Their scrched,  yellowed

wow!

plastic lenses were curling ac the edges.
but T reverently pulled them down over
my head and snapped them into place—
alter fust cwrelully shaking out three
dead cockroaches and an elderly retived
moth. I tugged at the car flaps of my
space helmer, squeezing 1t down over
my cranium. marveling at how it had
shrunk. Finally. I snapped the chin strap
shut and rushed im0 my bedroom o
admive mysell in the mirror, as [ had
done so nuny tmes in the past. Ah. ves,
the same intepid waveler o the 25th
Cenuury. the fearless. flinty-eved protector
of the beautcous Wilma, old Dr. Huer's
rusted riend, stared back out at me. But
there was one thing missing.

Instanty, T was back wt the box—and.
sure cnough. there it was. a livde rusty. a
linde pock-marked. but still excitingly
dingerous-looking.  Made of  imitation
blue steel, it was my faithful  Flash
Gordon Zap Gun, the same gun that had
desiroyed Ming the Merciless with it
deadly Disintegrator Ravys. 1 leveled it i
my Bluk Forest Persian Water Clock
and  pulled the wigger: Twaaaannng!
The achingly Familiar sound of the dead-
lv ravs with which 1 had gunned down
my Kid brother, disimegrated Flick, Kis-
sl and Schwantz thousands ol  times
over cchoed weakly in the room. The
saatchy sheepskin tickled my cars the
way it had so olten in the past. This hel-
met and [ had been through hell together
—-NoL o mention  giant  snowstorms
through which T had burrowed, trusty
gogeles protecting my cyes, as 1 pre-
tended that 1 was on a space flight 1o
Venus, Buck  Rogers Space Rockets
strapped 1o my back. on my way to trap
the vile Black Barney. who was now in
league with Zog. cvil master ol the
Swamp Planet. 10 subjugate the emtire
known universe.

Faantly, through the leathercue, the
sounds ol the 1812 Ouverlure lrom my
sterco-IA tuner reminded me ol one ol
the bloodiest baules I had ever fought in
my Kidhood. It directdy involved the
honor and reputation of my idol Buck
Rogers. Without provocaton and entne-
ly without grounds. Schwartz had al-
leged that Flash  Gordon  could ke
Buck Rogers any day and that il it
wasnt for Flash, Ming the Merciless ol
the planet Mongo would have us all in
his clutches. This slander could not be
brooked by any Buck Rogers lan, so we
mixed it up under Schwartz” front porch
lfor the better part of an hour, volling in
the dirt, waring our shirts, banging cach
other’s heads on the rocks, sweating and
aving. But he didn’t convinee me and 1
didn’t convince him. In any case, 1t was
good 1o have this helmet back. You never
know when it might come in handy.

I knew that somewhere in that pile of
kid junk there must be the Buck Rogers
Spaceship that T had goten from the
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Buck Rogers radio program. It was made
of lead and attached to a long string,
which vou were supposed to tie o a
chandelier; given the proper shove. the
spaceship would then twirl around the
room, making a high, whistling sound.
Which it did, until one night when my
old man got it in the eve in the dark
and ripped it down, wearing half the
chandelier ofl the ceiling.

Reverently, 1 removed my helmet and
goggles, laid aside my zap gun and
reached once again into the grab bag.
After fumbling around lor a moment or
two, 1 lelt @ round metallic objeat, which
I at hrst thought was my beloved Mickey
Mouse  watch., a  beautilul  umepiece
whose dapper yellow gloves occasionally
pointed 1o more or less the correct time.
But it wasn't. Corroded, its gilt finish
pecling, it was the size ol a watch, but
beneath dts glass top 1 could see the
number 227.4. 1 saaped oft some ol the
grime and read the embossed inscription

COFFICIAL  JACK  ARMSTRONG WHEATIES
PEDOMETER.

From out of the wind wnnel of my
mind, a commanding voice dramatically
intoned:  “Fellas and  gals, with  the
Official Jack Armstrong Pedometer, you
can tell just how Lar vou walk cvery day,
how far it is 1o school, how many miles
it is 1o the stor¢ or the scout meeung.
Youll never be lost il you wear your
Jack Armstrong Pedometer ar all times.
For just onc Wheaties boxtop  and
tweniy-ive cents mailed o Jack Arm-
strong in care ol this station. . . " This
was an important find, I examined the
pedometer closely, ticking the counter
lever with my thumb. It still worked.
It still made that elltale click at cach
revolution. I remembered great herds ol
kids wearing cordurov knickers drifliing
schoolward through the boondocks, click-
ing as they went. The whole neighbor-
hood sounded hike an enormous flock ol
crickets, day and night, as kids measured
how far it was to everywhere. 1 could
still see the Tunny look on Miss Shiclds®
lace as, one day in fourth grade, 1 got
up, on divect orders, 10 go o the black-
board to demonstrate my grasp of the
multiplication table.

“What's that clicking?"
Shiclds.

“I'm measuring how far it is from my
seat 1o the board.” 1 said.

“Give me that,” is all she said as she
stuck the eighth pedometer of the day in
her bottom drawer.

Pulling up my pajamas, 1 strapped the
pedometer to my right knee, got up and
carclully paced the distance to my bar,
returned o my scat and took a reading.
Hasty  calculavons  revealed  that  six
martinis would result in wraveling one
twellth ol a mile. Happy as a clam, I
dug back into the box and unsuspecung-
ly uncarthed a shadowy horror out of my
past that caused me 10 rock back in my

asked Miss

994 ¢hair in a wave ol terror, My God! The

evidence still exists! The crime had lain
dormant in the back of my mind lor
vears. gnawing at my conscience  like
some dry rot in the loundations of a
haunted house.

Furtively, I examined my find, shield-
ing it in my hand so that il by any re-
mote chance there were onlookers, they
would not sce the incriminating cello-
phane envelope than 1 held. That old sick
nausea of fear of discovery, ol the un-
masking ol my calumny, the exposurc of
my rotenness. hit me again. 1 am not
proud of what I had done. but 1 was
voung and unformed. Youth is always
immoral, but if I had it to do over again,
1 know 1 would do the right thing. I held
it up to the light, and there they were
within the envelope—yellow and green,
light blue, triangularshaped, the collec-
tion of “Rare exotic hard-1o-hnd Forcig
stamps,” which, in a headstrong moment
of criminality, I had once sent away for
—on approval. On approval meant you
sent them your dime after you got the
stamps. I do not have 10 1ell you that [
not only never sent in the dime, I never
intended to. I remember the letter that
cume Trom Kansas City a month later,
threatening my father with jail and me
with a criminal record that would last
throughout my lile il T didn’t ante up. I
almost passed out when I read that; and
alter carelully burning it in the furnace,
I decided I'd better pay. But T never did.
I never heard from them again, although
for years I had fleeting impressions of
men in dark  coats and  Homburgs
shadowing me wherever 1 went.

I tucked the stamp collection well
back under the middle sofa cushion and
moodily sipped my drink. Maybe that
was the first misstep, 1 thought. Maybe
if T had paid for those stamps, I could
have marched through life clear-eyed,
clean, honest, straight 1o the White
House. I'll bet Lyndon  Johnson paid
for his stamps! On sccond  thought,
however. . ..

It was with an eflort that 1 returned to
my investigation, fishing up next a col-
lection ol thin shects ol paper bound to-
gether with a crusty old rubber band
that broke in my hand immediuely,
spilling 1he carinkly slips out over the
floor. Cockamamies! 1 had uncarthed
some unused gems from the precious col-
lection that T had bought over the years
at Old Man Pulaski's. He really hated
the times when we would come in 1o
buy these tissuc-paper tattoos that dis-
solved in water.

“All right, you kids, T ain’t got no
time for foolin” around. Either ya want
pictures or ya don't.”

Schwartz, Flick, Kissel and 1. peering
in through his glass case, would finally,
alter  great  soulsearching, decide on
which magnificent artistic views of Old
Faithful we wanted. I picked up from
the floor a cockamunmic showing a Ma-
rine in a green helmet sticking a bayonet

into the thorax of a bright-vellow Jap
soldier. A great fountain ol aimson
blood squirted out over the M-1. The
Jap's eyes were slanted evilly, his mouth
contorted as he hurled an Oriental ob-
scenity at the square-jawed Marine, The
caption read: “GUNG no!T T was a beauti
ful picture, and T remember the day 1
bought it, my mother wouldn’t let me
put it on.

Here was my chance. T licked the
ancient decal, tasting the old [amiliar
glue flavor that 1 knew would not leave
my mouth for a month, and meticulously
smoothed the soggy cockamamic onto
the back of my left hand, blowing on it
expertly, as 1 had done so olten in the
past, to dry it off. Now lor the dclicate
part. With the skill ol a surgeon, I slowly
pecled off the moist backing. There, in
four beautiful colors on my left hand,
wits a5 magnificent a representation as 1
have ever scen of a Jap corporal going
to his just rewards. 1 wondered what the
gang at the office would siy 10 me now?
1 knew that I would be the envy ol all
eyes and that it would especially impress
the typing pool. 1 held my hand out ad-
miringly, knowing that il I didn't wash
my hands, I could keep it intact for at
least a month,

By now, I must admit, I had been
sucked bodily into this sobering and edi-
fying dissection of my veasty formative
vewrs. Old  excitements  amd  cravings,
[ugitive passions and desires crowded in
upon me. With gusto, I drained ofl whin
remained of my bloody charlie and pre-
paredd to push on through the under-
growth of my childhood, little rcalizing
the pidfalls and traps, the traumas that
lay ahead.

My cockamamie had  hardly dried
whien 1 found myself holding in my hand
as sinister an object as | had ever owned,
an object with a history ol the sort that is
varcly whispered in mixed company and
that could and did make strong men
weep. It was a pcuknili.-, but a ]x'nknil'e
with a difference. Shaped like a lady's
lee, no less—a lady's leg wearing a
chromium-plated  high-heeled shoe. The
mother-of-pearl  call  bulged  enticingly
and tapered off just above the knee. It
crried two blades: one Tor ordinary cut-
ting, the other lor snipping off the butt
ends of long black cigars. As 1 inspecied
it, the vision of an culy but decisive
humiliation sprang out lrom the knile
directly into my consciousness.

My knees aacking warningly as I
arose, 1 cried the grizzled weapon 1o
the window. Holding it at the proper
angle as I had done in the past, 1 looked
for the silver shicld embedded in the
mother-of-pearl all. Ah, yes, it was stll
there. 1 raised the knile to ceye level,
peering deep into the tiny hole in the
shicld, upwiard at the watery sun. There
she was. My old paramour, who had
contributed o many a swealy cvening
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The Makers of the first
selfwinding wrist
watches

Re 6261/6262

Day and date automatic

With ball-bearing
precicions movements

This time piece is made
for people who want only
to possess a Swiss
watch of highest craft-
manship and accuracy
with tomorrow’s design.

See your jeweller
WORLD SERVICE

FORTIS WATCH LTD.
GRENCHEN SWITZERLAND

and feverish dream, her grass skirt pro-
vocuively parted at  mid-thigh, her
roguish gvpsy eyes glowing as brightly as
cver, her ;mlplc and bare barzooms still
in full, magnihcen, lesh-colored bloom.
She was the lady who had ciused my
disgrace and eventual court-martial {from
the Moose Patrol, Troop 41, Boy Scouts
of Americi.

For months I had whined ad cajoled.
irying 1o pry out of my parcnis the price
ol an olhaal Boy Scout kmife. No one in
our troop had a complete uniform. Some
wore only khaki knickers; others sported
only the broad-brimmed campaign hat;
one or two had just a cmiteen: 1 owned
only my purple ncckerchiel with the
gold leters B S, AL 1T wanted a knife 1o
hang Irom my belr, like Flick had. My
Uncle Carl, who spent the entive Depres-
sion playing his banjo and going in and
o ol poolrooms, hearing ol my burning
desire, one day [ulfilled my wish. 1 dis-
tinctly recall the conversation. He wasn’t
wearing lus false weeth dhat day, but he
did have on lis straw hat.

“I hear va want a knife,”

“Yeah.”

“How would ya like this knife?” He
fished our of his pocket the lady’s leg in
question.

“WwWow!'

“Wait'll they see that at the Scout
troop. That's benter than any old Boy
Scout knile,” said Uncle Carl.

1 held it in my hand for the firse time.
He bent over ad whispered into miv ear,
his  beery  breath  enveloping me  in
warmth and suds. “Look imo that hole
on the side. And don’t tell your mother.”
That was the beginning. The next week,
she was an instant smash hit at Troop
I1's meeting. And 1wo weeks Luer, T was
drummed out in disgrace when Mr. Gor-
don got wind ol what the Moose Patrol
was cackling abour.

I put my trusty knife mto the pocket
of mv dressing gown and returned to the
fray. An angry gust ol December wind
vattled my window as I wallowed among
Christmases past, days ol Ovaltine and
morning-glories, I found mysell holding
a singular objece thar at hrse 1 did no
recognize, In [act, it was so grotesque
that it was hard to believe thar the
human mind could conceive ol such a
surrealistic objet d'art—a gently curved,
warted, plastic, winged golden  pickle,
imprinted with  the  cbalistic symbol
<57. The number had a curiously [a-
miliar ring: 57 what? Operative 577 No,
that didn’t sound right. And why the
pickle? Then i hit me. Heing' 57 Vinie-
ties! .‘«ipoumrul by the pi[kitr company,
Colonel Roscoe Turner and his famous
Flying Corps, ol which 1 was a fully
licensed and qualthed member, had ap-
peared in a comic strip that ran under
Tillie the Toiler hack mn the days when
Jiges was hining the corned beel and
cabbage hard and Maggic was hitng

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 f/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 alli-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,
Tokya, Japan




Jiggs cven harder. Turner’s creased, in-
trepid face with the dashing Errol Flynn
mustache had  been the very embodi-
ment ol flving. His only passenger was a
lLion cub named Gilmore. T pinned the
wings over my lelt breast and decided to
have an extra shot ol casup with my
hamburger that night, for old time’s
sake. There wis a tume when I devoutly
believed that when I grew up, I would
not only be a pilot but would own several
pairs of beautifully tailored, whipcord
pilot-type riding breeches. With putiees.
Here | am, grown up as much as I'll ever
be, and all I've got are a couple ol pairs
ol bagey Bermuda shorts, and 1 don’t
cven know where 1 could lay my hands
on as much as a single putee il 1 had to.
They don't even nmame  guys Roscoe
anymore. He did more for the cimned-
soup and piccalilli industries than Billy
Graham has done for evangelism.

The next 15 minutes I spent happily
working the plunger on my Ciaprain
AMlidnight Ovaltine Shake-Up Mug, which
I immediately saw would be handy i
whipping up a baich ol gibsons. I next
blew several high, picrang blasis from
my Captain Midnight Three-Way Mystic
Dog Whistle, causing 17 muuts in apart-
ments as lar as two blocks away o howl
and bark franuiclly as T communicated 1o
them in Captamn Midnight's seeret code,
the same code that I had wsed 1o send
scaer messages across  the back  yards
andd alleys o Flick and Kissel.

Unexpectedly, T ehen van across a veri-
table fortune i unrcalized assets. Here,
for years, 1 had  been  moderaely
wealthy and did not know it 1 dis-
covered seven—that's right, seven—unre-
decmed Good Humor Lucky Sticks, cach
soud tor one lree Good Humor bar any
time | coed o cish them in. I could not
figure how I had let them go by the
Loards when | owas a kid; but then 1t
slowly caime back o me—the summer 1
had hoarded them lor my old age. 1 had
read a story tna comic book about an
old man who didn't save when he was a
kid and now was reduced 1o begging on
street corners, The moral was o Save
For A Rainy Day. It scared me so much
that 1 began 1o lay away uncashed pop
boutles. Lucky Sticks and slugs for fiee
games on the pinball machine. Vestiges
ol chocolate  syrup  remained  on  the
valuable premiums. I wondered  briclly
whether T could cash the whole lot in
with Emile, the bartender at the Existen-
tialiste du Morie, lor an Irish coflec.

With moist cyes, I riflled through my
prized collection ol Fleer's bubble-gum
cards, illustrating  great  moments  in
Americim history. There was good old
Wiashington still crossing the Delawire,
I"aul Revere galloping over the country-
side on a green horse, Abraham Lincoln
making a speech. Dog-eared, thumbed,
well worn and Ladhlul, my collection—
one of the worlds most valuable of
its kind—was completely intact. As I

glanced at them. my jaw hinges ached
dully from countless pounds of obscenely
pink bubble gum that I had pulverized
to get these cards. One card, in particu-
lar, told a story. It showed Robert Ful-
ton waving a Hag Irom the deck of his
steamship. That card had cost me four
fillings in one chomp of the gum; the
sickening crunch of a mouthiul of silver
as the bubble gum did its deadly work is
a [eeling not soon o be lorgoten.

The next item plunged me into such a
funk as to neeessitate an immediate trip
to the sideboard for two fhingers of the
straight stk Ac first glance, it was a
supremely innocent artifact. But o me,
who lived through 1t who suffered with
it and was irrevocibly scarred for life
because of it it was Lir more than a ten-
cent package  of  nasturtium  seeds. I
looked ar the brilliantdy colored pic-
ure ol giganuc prize-winning  blossoms
shown on the slender envelope of rat-
ting secds. It all came back—that grim
week long ago that began with such
high hopes and that ended in a black
despair that had forever made me quail
at the word “salesmanship.”

Miss Shields that spring had enlisted
us to scll sceds in the neighborhood in
order to buy a ser of World Books for
the Warren G, Harding School. Her stir-
ring. impassioned speech—exhorting us
to get out and sell the seeds 1o “all your
riends and ncighbors who are waiting

“‘Don we now our gay apparel. ...

for you to deliver them”™—had stirred me
to sign up for a whole box ol 12 enve-
lopes. T ran all the wav home, eager to
hit the wail. My first jaunty knock was
on the door of the grav house by the cor-
ner. A haggard. sleepy lady peered out
of the darkness at e,

“What d'ya want®”

"Uh—d'ya want 10 buy any seeds?”

“Any whaez”

“Seeds. 1 have
hollyhocks. . . ."

“Seeds” The lady's red eves glared
out at me.

“_ . . Nasturtiums. morning-glories.”

The door shimmed shut. Miss Shields
had not memtioned this possibility. A
the next house, a large brown dog,
closelv relimed 10 the jaguar, chased me
around the garage four times before T
made it over the fence. Next door, a
lady holding four babies and surrounded
by @ moiling thicket ol wailing urchins
peered dimly our at me, shaking her
head silently.

House after house it went like this,
until finally, ar the end of lour miles
ol humiliating deleat, 1 emerged a
bent, stooped, tiny, wizened, nine-year-old
Willy Loman—foowsore and weary, with-
out so much as a single seed sold.
Finally, weeks later, various aumts paid
for my stock. but I was left with this
last unsold package ol nasturtinms.

As that old sensation of  self-pity

marigolds,  pansics,
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© SONY CORP.

New hope for
the butterfingered.

Theridiculously simple Sony cartridge tape recorder

No spiteful reels. No temperamental tape.
Just a docile, little cartridge that you can snap
in with one hand tied behind your back.

The TC-100 works on the theory that the less
your technical contribution, the better. Soitad-
justs recording levels automatically. Has a uni-
directional cardioid microphone for quieting of
background noises. And a new protective de-
vice against accidental erasure. Even if you've
got the deftest fingers in town, would it hurt to

give them a little rest? SONY-TC-100



Don’t be a fireside washout

The scene

Fireside. Logs crackle over the sound of soft music and
scatter patterns of dancing light throughout the room. The
fire, food and wine have worked their magic: you feel warm
and satisfied. Everyone else does too. But you know it won't
last—great moments never do—and you'd like to do some-
thing about it.

You reach

You reach for a camera, flash attachment and a box of bulbs,
right?

Wrong.

Do that and your'e only a snap of the shutter away from
becoming a fireside washout. :

Reach instead for the Canon FT QL, the Single-Lens Reflex
camera designed especially for flashless, ultra-low illumination

photography. Mount the FTQL's optional Booster attach-
ment, and you've got a camera sensitive enough to make
an exposure by the light of a single match. There's no chance
of an exploding flashbulb washing out any of the subtle
highlights that make a great scene.

There's more

The EFQL's flashless nighttime shooting capability is only
ons?of many features that set it apart from ordinary
35Mm SLR cameras. Through-the-Lens viewing and exposure
easuring, center spot reading, a choice of more than 20
dierent interchangeable lenses and Canon's exclusive
t -Loading film system all help to make it the choice
olpeople who are up on what's happening in photography.
AtiBtter camera dealers worldwide.
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How you hear it is ours.

You may like your music long on strings,
brass or reeds. That’s alright.

You may prefer it served up in mod-
ern, traditional or classical forms. Good.

Or, perhaps the sound of finely-tuned
Formula I racers screaming through a turn
at Monaco is your kind of “Y'music.” That’s
OK too.

What you listen to is your business.

But how you hear any and all sound is
ours. As one of the world’s great audio-
only specialists, we've made it our busi-
ness to know all there is to know about

sound, and have built our audio equip-
ment line accordingly.

That’s why we can say without reserva-
tion that our 130 watt model 3000A AM/
FM Multiplex Stereo Tuner Amplifier—
with a bandwidth from 20 to 40,000Hz
and a distortion factor of less than 0.8%—
is the best solid state receiver you can
own. Match it with our 50 watt SP-300
stereo speaker system, SR-4040 2-speed
manual turntable and SS-2 stereo head-
phone set, and even the news sounds
better.

These are only a few of the many qual-
ity components we build. We'd like to
show you more: just fill out the coupon
below and we’ll send you complete in-
formation immediately.
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SANSUI ELECTRIC CO., LTD,
14-1, >chome, lzumi, Suginami-ku, Tokyo, Japan .

Please rush me detailed information on
your entire hine of audio cquipment

l Name
Address

() |y S e T

l Country

PBIF12-7

SANSUI ELECTRONICS CORPORATION (U.5.A.) / SANSUI ELECTRIC COMPANY LTD. Tokyo, Japan




The only Bourbon
enjoyed in 110 countries
around the world

| LW.HARPER

. If you haven't already discovered the smooth
light flavor of I. W. Harper Bourbon,
isn't it about time you did? If you have,
isn't it nice to know so many people
agree with your own good taste?

Commemoration Botiling:
Special 12 Year Old
I. W. Harper, Celebrating
its International Fame
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KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKY - 86 PROOF & 100 PROOF BOTTLED IN BOND - (C) 1. W. HARPER DISTILLING CO.. LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY
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overwhelmed me, my knuckles ached once
again from knocking on unyielding doors
as I stared through misty eves at those
brilliant nasturtiums. For some reason, 1
found mysell wondering whether the
seeds would actually grow and what
they would produce if they did. I have
heard that ancient grains of wheat taken
from the tombs ol Pharaohs have been
made 1o sprout and prosper. Tenderly, I
placed my remaining stock ol seeds next
1o Wimpy. For a moment, 1 thought per-
haps 1 might go out this alternoon,
knock on a few apartment doors on my
floor and maybe make a sale. But then
the old fear wok over and I knew I
couldn’t do ir.

Right on the heels of the nasturtiums,
as il by evil design, I came across a
mint-condition flat-white can of White
Cloverine Brand Salve, another relic of
my ill-fated career as a boy salesman. The
ad in the comic book had read: "Kids!
vou mayv be the one to win this beautilul
suETLAND roxy! He will be awarded,
along with thousands of other prizes, to
winners in our big Sales Sweepstakes.
Just help distribute to your [riends and
neighbors that old [amily stand-by White
Cloverine Brand Salve” It pictured a
smiling, [reckle-fuced, redheaded kid
holding the reins ol a brown-and-white
Shetland. I clipped the coupon. God only
knows what horrors would have de
scended on the houschold if 1 frad won
a pony.

Shortly therealter, an enormous case
full of White Cloverine Brand Salve
arrived, and another wial by fire began.
Omnce again, | was tested and found want-
ing. Aflter 17 giant suppertime fights, and
alter 1 had sold only three cans of salve
one to my mother, one to Mrs. Kissel
and one to me—my lather wrapped the
whole thing up and sent it back to
the Cloverine people, hollering: “LET
THE BASTARDS SUE! THEY CANT
GET BLOOD OUT OF A ROCK! IF
YOU EVER SEND ANOTHLER DAMN
COUPON IN, YOU WON'T SIT
DOWN FOR A MONTH! That ended
that, technically, but nothing had ever
scaled the wgly gash in my soul.

Next came my battered, rainbow-tinted
Otfhcial - Touwrnument  Model  Duncan
Yo-Yo, its paint worn smoothly away
along the groove from endiess howrs of
Walking the Dog, its string knotted and
blackened, wailing oft into the mass of
memorabilia, 1 pulled and tugeed ac it
Something was attached to it. Out of the
depths it came like a struggling  fresh-
water cathsh, glinting dully in the faint
gray light of my apartment. I held it up,
suspended from the yovo siring, 10 ex-
amine it. Slowly spinning before my eyes
was one of the tue treasures of my
youth, my Melvin Purvis G-Man Badge.
I searched quickly and discovered, still
intact and ready for action, its matching

set of Melvin Purvis G-Man  Escape-
Prool Handculls, just like the ones John
Dillinger had slipped out of so many
times. I knew that somewhere down in
the tangle must be my Melvin Purvis
G-Man Book ol Instructions on now to
stor cRIME. It was. I glanced at the firse
page. entitled “How To TELL A CRooK™:
“G-Men have found that crooks cannot
look an honest man in the eye. Always
look ar the eves of suspects for the telliale
evidence.” I remember the day I tried it
on Grover Dill. “What are you lookin’
atz” was all he said before he hit me in
the mouth. 1 guess Melvin Purvis never
had to deal with anybody like Grover
Dill.

As you have no doubt deduced, there
wits @ period in my life when I was an
implacable foe ol crime. Every week |
listened intently as Warden Lawes of
Sing Sing imoned on the radio: “Auen-
tion! All citizens be on the lookout for
Harry Rouensione, known as Hury the
Fink, wanted lor armed robbery in Okla-
homa. He is five feet, eight and one hall
inches tall, usually of mean disposition, a
diagonal scar running from left ear to
jaw, steel-blue eves. tattoo on right fore-
arm ol red heart: soruer. This man is
armed and presumed dangerous. Notify
the police. Do not attempt to take him
singlehandedly. Notily your local law-
cenlorcement ofhce. This is Warden Lawes
saying ‘Good night."”

Every day alter that, I coolly sur-
veyed all passing strangers for tellale
scars. Eventually it had to happen, and
it did. I spotted a thickset steelworker
getting on a bus and ten minutes later
reported him to the big cop who helped
kids across the street in front of Warren
G. Harding School. The fecling of stark
righteousness and bravery that 1 experi-
enced at that moment, coupled with my
natural fear of cops, is sull fresh in my
memory.

"Oflcer! T just saw Harry the Finkl
He got on the Inland Steel bus!™

“Harry who?”

“Harry the Fink! I heard about him
on the radio. He robbed Oklahoma!™

“Oh, for God sake! You're the ninth
kid today that's seen Harry the Fink!
Last week it was Iron-Lip Louie. They
oughta make listening o thar damn
Sing Sing program against the law. I'll

Harry-the-Fink  you! Get in  school.
You're late.”
Between  Warden lawes and  Mr.

Keene, Tracer ol Lost Persons, the cops
must have had their hands full night and
day. Mr. Keene was always announcing
about how somebody had  wandered
away from his wile and seven kids in
Minneapolis and was list seen wearing a
blue suit and driving a black Plymouth
with the name "Bubbles”™ written on the
trunk. A population with its eve peeled
for runaway busbands and escaped em-

bezzlers did not make things easy down
at the old precinct house.

I knew that somewhere under this pile
of juuk must be my FBI in Peace and
War Oflicial Fingerprint Kit, for which
I had sent in two Lava soap wrappers.
You mneeded Lava soap 1o get that
crummy, sticky black ink off your fingers
aflter you got the kit. I remember run-
ning the rubber roller, loaded with ink,
right up the back ol my kid brother's
neck, a dismal indident that could well
have been one of the contributing [ac-
tors that led direatly to World War Two.

A llash of red caught my eye and
another wrophy ol another long-lost alier-
noon conlromted me. a battered, bright-
red  plastic firemans hat bearing  the
motlo: ED WYNN TEXACO FIRE Cciner. For
one briel, feverish season. this Fire Chief
hat was an absolute must for every right-
thinking kid. Ed Wynn came on the
radio with that big old siren, with the fire
bells banging, wearing a hat exactly like
this beauty. They gave them away at the
Texaco station to anybody who could
afford gas, and also at the World's Fair.

Gingerly. I placed it atop my head 10
see il it sull gave me that old fecling of
pizzaze. 1 avose, walked 10 the window
and. for reasons that are obscure to me,
raised the glass and stuck my head out,
high over the roming canyon of the
Manhattan street. The sun bore down
weakly as 1 said 1o mysell:

“You are absolutely the only guy in all
of New York that is wearing an Ed
Wynn Fire Chief hat at this minute. You
are unique. Hurray!”

At that instant, a gust of [rigid wind
struck me smantly on the left side of my
cranium. I felt the Fire Chiel hat lift
shightly, and in an instant it was gone. I
stared as it turned over and over, drift-
ing down toward the wallic jam, a tiny,
red, upromrious Ed Wynn  horselaugh
volplaning down to the sidewalk.

In a panic, I rushed into the kitchen
and pressed the button on the phone
that connected me with the doorman lar
below. His voice hlicred up through the
hum,

“Yeah?"

“MY FIRE CHIEF HAT JUST FELL
OUT OF THE WINDOW!™

“Yer what?”

“My., uh——" I suddenly realized
what I was saying.

“My, ubh—my Fire Chiel hat.”

“Fire Chiel hat—out the window.”
“It's red! It says Ed Wynn on it.””

“Ed who?”

“WYNN! ED WYNN!" T was shouting,
“Don’t he live on the third lloor? In

3-C

“NO! ED WYNN,  THE FIRE
CHILEF!

“You got a fire? You want me to
call—"

“LOOK, GODDAMN IT! THERE'S 999
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A RED FIRE CHIEF HAT ON THE
SIDEWALK IN FRONT OF THIS
BUILDING, GET I'T AND BRING IT

UP TO \ME!™

There was a long pause. umil fnally:
“OK. If vou say so. . . ." He hung up. 1
rushed back to the window 1o peer
down, Sure enough. | could see the

midget figure of the doorman Lar below,
looking up and down the street. My
God! A tiny kid had my hat on his head!
Without thinking. I shouted down 16
lloors:

“GINMAME BACK MY HAT, KID!™

Tnstantly, dozens ol passers-by pecred
up. hoping to see another suicide. | saw
the doorman tangle with the siruggling
kid far helow,
peared at apartment windows across the
avenue. Stealthilv, T palled  down 1he
window and hid behind mv madras
drapes. What am 1 doing? Skulking back
1o the sofa-—-

A few shadowy faces ap

my Jack Armstrong Pedome:
ter clicking. the cockamamic on myv lelt

hand glowing brightlv—I sat down and
tried to get a grip on mysell. 1 know
whiat I'lIl do. I'll wrap all this junk up,
throw it in the back of the doset, get
dressed and go down 1o P, s, The hell
with this. I'm a grown-up man. What do
I want with an Ed Wynn Fire Chicel har?

It was no use. | eouldn’t kid mvsell. ]
wanted my hat back. For vears T had
never once thought ol my hat and didn’t
even know 1stll had i and now I wanted
it more than anything in the world.
Even my cwout cudboard  Grumpy
mask. which I wot from Pepper Young's
Family, didn’t secem o help. T siuck my
nos¢ through the cutowr hole in the mask
and smapped the two oacked rubber
hands over my ens. my eves staring
bleakly out through the slius in Grumpy's
np.

I sar for & moment, 10 go
back 10 the window to see how the door-
man was doing bur alvaid they'd sport
me across  the  wav. Suppressing  the
thought. 1 returned 1o the box and

wanting

“In the talent category, Miss Foster will recite a
list of books she has read.”

resumed my  excavations. Rummaging
abour. T next rediscovered my old blue-
steel bicvele clip Tor my pants. I snapped
it on the left leg of my pajamas to sce il
mv ankles had goten aver, Tt was then
that T noticed my old canvas delivery
bag from the time T had magazine
TOULC: COLLIFR'S, LIBERTY MAGAZINE Was
emblizoned in red letters on the side.
Tucked in the bag was an old Nubisco
Shredded Wheant Color Card. T could see
where 1 had badly colored Niagara Falls
with Cravolas, | puted the shoulder strap
down over my neck and was amazed to
find that the bag came up under my
armpit. It used 10 hang down around my
knces. It must have shrunk., T was at-
iempting to adjust it when my doorbell
rang.

He's gou it T leaped o the door, (ling-
ing 1t open. Al the Ukrainian doorman,

stood in the hallway, holding my Ed
Wynn Fire Chief hart.
“You got it! GREAT!™

“That kid sure put up a fight.” He
extended s paw, holding the battered
plastic helmer.

“He can get his own hat!™ 1 hissed. ]
noticed that Al had an odd look on his
lace.

“"How come vou're
mister:”

I had forgowen completely about my
[alse Tace, which T was stll wearing. [
figured I'd beuer play it cool:

“Oh. that's Grumpy. I'm doing a little
work here this morning.”

“Oh, 1 see.” he said, backing off a bit
as he noticed my bicvde clip and my
Collier's delivery bag,.

I reached out for the Fire Chiel hat
and knew immediarely that T had made
another mistake. The screaming vellow
Jap on my lund, his blood gushing forth.
liv up the enure hallway. Al started
slightly and siid:

“I never knew vou was in the Marines.
I was in the Navy., You oughta see the
tittoo I got on mv backside! Gung Ho!™

“Oh. that. I was just doing a liule
piinting around here.”

As I ook the precious Fire Chief hat
from his grubby caw. he noticed the

wearin® thae mask,

Jack  Armstrong Pedometer that hung

Irom my right knee.

Retremting hastilv—dlicking with each
step—I  mumbled  my  thanks  and
shimmed the door. There was no doubt
about it. T knew I would have to move.
When the  doorman 1old  1his  story
around. 1 would be cooked.

Pouring mysclf a neat brandy, 1 began
1o strighten up  the  joint,  rufiling
through the still-untapped drift of efliu-
via that remained in the box. What fur-
ther horvors lay here entombed® What
asyer-unrealized embarrassmenis? There
wias my Joe Palooka Big Liule Book. my
Junior Birdmen of America Senior Pilot's
License, even the four-color Alagic Slide



Rule Patented Piano Lesson that had
euaranteed to teach me to play in just
seven minutes. There was my Mystic
Ventril-O, with which T had unsuccess-
fully attempted to mystify my friends by
throwing my wvoice into trunks, holler-
ing in a comb-and-tissue-paper voice:
“HELP! Let me out! There was my
Charles Atlas Dyvnamic Tension Muscle-
Building and Chest Expanding Course,
my periscope. my maich-cover collec-
tion, the magnilying glass with which I
had set Helen Weathers on fire. It was
all there.

Gingerly 1 rilted the huge box over
onto its side. A tinkling, squeaking, mus-
ty avalanche spilled our over the floor—
and my benighted vouth lay shimmering
belore me like some surrealistic collage
of adolescent dreams: my Tom  Mix
Whistling Ring, which never whistled:
my Captain Midnight Photomatic Code-
O-Graph  badge and  Searet Squadron
Bomber Wings. which lost their pin the
very finst instant I wried to attach them to
my pullover and caused a hie of hysterics
that has become legendary in my family,
a fu that resulted in mv mother ban-
ning Captain Midnight listening in our
house fTor almost a month. Rolled in
sud little ball were the tattered remains
of my Jack Armstrong pennant from
Hudson High, a school that, by an odd
coincidence, flew the same colors as
the orunge-aind-white Wheaties box. |
thouglit for a moment how well it would
look over my desk at the ofice. and then
sadly dismissed the thought. Lovingly, 1
fingered myv Huskies Club pin. an athletic
organization sponsored by the people
who manufacured Grape-Nuts. a cereal
thiat T remembered chicfly for its ability
to crack [alse teeth. For a moment [
starcd off into the middle distance,
seeing with stark clarity that dramatic
instant when my grandmother’s dentures
shattered with « lowd report on a mighty
spoonful of that nutlike cereal. known
for its gentle laxative action. Grandma
was never quite the same after that. Lou
CGelirig, who was the president ol the
Huskies Club, maintained in many a
comic-strip advertisement that i was be-
cause ol Grape-Nuts thit he was able to
follow Babe Ruth in the Yankee batting
order.

Ay, shriveled  square  of  cloth
next crght my eye. Great balls ol fire!
My Sky o Blazers Arm Parch, which
proved conclusively that 1 ate two slices
ol Wonder Bread every day. Tom Mix
Straight Shooter premiums, long lorgot-
ten but never forgiven, emerged; and a
Tom Mix Special Sun Watch, 1o be used
when lost in the jungles ol Yucauin, a
place T have always halt suspected 1
would end up m, anyway. Il you're lost
in the head-hunter-nidden jungles, you'd
better know what time it is. My pulse
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quickened as T extracted from the grisly
array a device that could come in even
handier: my Tom Mix Periscope Ring. 1
dusted it off and slipped it on my pinkic.
Holding it up to my eve, I could see in
hazy oudine the bathroom door—behind
me! The uwses for such a device are
obvious, especially around an office filled
with  ambitions, bushy-tailed  young
exccutives on the make.

Did mine cves deceive me? No. Be-
neath a pair of Tom Mix spurs lurked my
most. occult treasure, a genuine Mystic
Voodoo Skull Ring., with genuine simu-
lated emerald eyes—a ring designed 1o
put curses on your encmics. ‘There is no
doubt that such a ring could sull have its
uses. I slipped it carclully into my pocket,
already Tormulating plans. Next aame
an objet of such poignant personal
meaning that instinctively I tarned my
Cves  away from it. Its very I)TCS(‘II(C
brought back an afternoon that even to-
day rankles in mv soul as onc of those
really terrible things thar happen io all
ol us. My Uncle Ned had given me a

dollar bill for my ninth birthday. Crisp,
clean. of a beautiful green color, 1 held it
for an all-too-briel 1ime. Minutes later, 1
stood in front of a diabolical machine at
the candy store, a machine filled with
such emendous bonanzas as Brownie
cumeras, wrist  watches and  cigareue
lighters embossed with mnaked ladies;
flashlights made in the form of tiny re-
volvers, all floating in a sea of multi-
colored candy BBs. All you had to do to
get one ol these treasures was to skilllul-
lv operate two chromium handles. which
in turn mancuvered the cdaw of a tiny
stecam shovel inside the case. Nickel after
nickel 1 pourf:(l into this monster, grow-
ing more nervous and sweaty as cach
time the claw didn't quite grab the
Brownie. Finally, after 85 cents had

gone down the drain, 1t threw me a2 con-
temptible lead watch [ob bearing the
likeness of Myrna Loy.

I sucked moodily on my long-lost Dr.
Christian Bubble Pipe. An angrv wind
laden with sooty ice avstals banged
brielly at the windows of my apariment.

“Disgusting! I bet they’re having an orgasm right now.”

It was getting colder. Sadly 1 returned it
to the dusty magic mountain of illusion
—lost and gone, grieved by only the
wind. T had had enough. Back into the
box I stuffed Brownie, Wimpy, Grumpy,
Fd Wynn, Roscoe Turner, Jack Arm-
strong, Melvin Purvis, Buck Rogers—the
whole teeming throng of them from out
of the past. Over this communal avypt 1
Jaid the Dead Sea  Scrolls—carelully
smoothed newspaper fragments bearing
the faded face of Harold Teen, and
Perry Winkle's round sailor hat, and the
vellowed headline "pavLiGut RrRAlb ON
NORMANDY PORTS. B-178 BOMB COAST.”

Replacing the cover, T wisted the
wires back together, binding the whole
thing in place. For a fleeting moment. 1
considered shoving the whole sorry mess
out onto the gwrbage landing. But 1
chickened out. Staggering under the load,
I drageed my childhood to the hall
closet. With an enormous clfort, I got it
up to the top shelf, Mysterious rattles and
tinkles and squeakings continued for a
few scconds. Then, silence—except for
the mufiled, jaunty quackings of my old
rubber duck. I read the leuering on the
box again: LIFE—THE COMPLETE CEREAL.
1 wondered whether my mother had
picked that box purposely. You never
know about mothers.

Ouside, the long December afternoon
was darkening into night. It wouldn’t be
long before the crowds of Christmas
shoppers and Rockeleller Center holiday
rubes would give way to the big-time,
out-on-the-town crowd. Across the ave-
nue.  Christmas  trees  glowed  through
Venetian  blinds. From the apartment
next door drifred the nasal wnes of a 12-
year-old protest  caroler singing  fesus
Don't Love Me Anymaore. but 1 Got
You, Babe, the current spiritual smash,
to the accompanmiment of his clectric
tambourine.

I sat for a long moment in the gather-
ing gloom and then suddenly noticed the
huddled form of my little green alumi-
num  Japanese Christmas tree. On im-
pulse, T fishcd around in the rubble on
my coffee table and came up with a thin,
dimesized copper disk with the faded
inscriptionn . POPEYE  SPINACH  EATERS'
Lucky prece. Cradling it in my sweaty
palm, I picked up the Christmas tree and
gingerly unscrewed the fuse that 1 had
twisted 1o death. Winh my lorehnger, I
carefully  inserted my old  badge of
spinach addiction and Popeye [andom.
Magically, the thin but unmistakable
notes of “I'm dreaming of a white
Christmas™ filled the room and the tiny
tree began 1o pirouetie, its hidden mecha-
nisms working flawlesslv. its muimature
red and green, blue and yellow candles
sending out a dazzling rminbow of soft
Christmas cheer. Lovingly, 1 placed it on
the window sill for the world o see.
Popeve had saved the day again.



REINCARNATION

(continued from page 177)
what authority doest thou these things?™
he replied with a coumer question: “The
baptism of John, was it from heaven or ol
men:” He meant: “Was my installation
by John as the Messiah, in a lusial cere-
mony at which the traditional coronation
psalm was recited (Mark 1X: 1-11), di-
vinely inspired or not?” Had the captain
denied John's inspiration, he would have
infuriated the pilgrim crowds who iden-
tilicdd this martvred hero with Elijah,
They knew that none but a prophet
was entitled 1o perform the coronation
ceremony: they also knew that the accept-
ance of any new prophet, apart lrom Eli-
jah’s reappearance in the last days, had
heen bunned by an edict of the Sanhe-
drin some 200 years previously.  Jesus
was now claiming a right to puge the
temple  courts  in - accovdance  with
Zecharvialt's Messianic  propheey  (Zecha-
viade 111 7 and XIV: 21): b the genu-
ineness of his Messiahship depended on
Elijalv’s remcarnation as John the Bap-
tist-—another  lonely  and  persecuted
prophet. No  honest  theologian  can
therelore deny that his acceptance ol
Jesus as Christ logically binds  every
Chrstian 1o a behiel i reincarnanon—
in Elijal’s case, at lcast.

The English masses have [allen away
spectacalarly  from their 19th Century
Protestantism and  prefer 1o believe in
some form of reincarnation. This is part-
Iv because the “upper classes”™ have long
used religion to keep the “lower classes”
i their proper places. as 1 the popular
hyvmn:

The vich man  in his
The poor man at s gate,

God made  them, high or hm.'fy,
And ovdered their estate.

castle,

Pantly, also. becauwse the Chrostian con-
cept of heaven had been lrozen 1oo early
bv the eostatic Revelation of the other
St. John. His paradise was not. as the
Essenes held. a tervestrial park well sup-
plied with rivers, Troie wrees and gemle
winds: it was a First Century a.p. Orien-
tal cowrt perpetually engaged in rvitual
homage 10 a potentate sitting in judg-
ment over  countless  wrembling  souls.
These were allowed no choice between
cternal fires of hell and erernal choral
singing—neither of  which tempis  the
average British catizen. By the wav. our
pagin ancestors. taught to believe in 2
chillv. barren, homeless hell Iving o the
Lir north. were delighted by the  first
Christian missionaries” desaription ol hell
as an enormous bonhire. “We will keep
warm.” they are said 1o have aied joy-
fullv. And (bv the way. again) Gehenna,
the original Hebrew hell, was not at first
preached about as if it were a real place.
The prophers used it as a metaphor taken
from  Jerusalem’s  perpetually  smoking

“Sir, could you help me get back to the North Pole?”

municipal rubbish dump in the valley of
Hinnom.

Reincarnation ravely came up in Eng-
Lanel as an alternative to heaven and hell
until Tudor tmes. when Shakespeare's
fellow playwright, Christopher Marlowe,
put it into the mouth ol Dr. Faustus.
Faustus. vou remember, had sold his -
mortal soul to the Devil in exchange lor
all that he most desired in this world.
The final scene in the play shows Faus-
tas” last nmight on earth. He heas the
clock strike 11 and. knowing that the
Devil is due 1o claim his [ee at midnight,
appails inovain for God's Last-minute
pardon——lor a shortening of his cternal
sentence even to HOWO00 vears, Then he
laments that the Christian Lidh allows
him no hope of reincarnation. As a schol-
ar. he has read about Pythagoras. the
Greek mystic who preached the gospel
of “metempsychosis,” or reincarnation, to
the Sicilians of Crotona.

Ah,  Pythagoras’  welempsychosis!
were thal tine,
This  soul should fly  from me

and 1 be chanoed
Into  some  Drutih

beasts are happy.
Forwhen they die

beast:  all

Their  souls  are  soon  dissolved
m elements.
But mine must live still (o be

PMacued in hell.

Pythagoras,  surnamed  Mnesarchides

("one who remembers his origins™). was
born about 582 p.c. on the Aegean
shind ol Samos and seems o hive be-
longed 10 the Pelasgian Orphic cult,
which  flourished  thercabouts. He an-
nounced himsell as a reincarnation of
the Trojan hero Euphorbus. This choice
has long puzzded scholas. Tt may have
been merely metaphorical. because Eu-
phorbus. meaning “he who cats the right
food” (Pythagoras is known to have been
a food [addist). was the son ol Panthus,
meaning “loving thought,” and won fame
as the Trojan who drew fhirst blood when
the Grecks landed ar Troy. Euphorbus
also dealt Achilles” comrade, Patroclus,
his mortal wound--Hector merely gave
him the coup de grice—which was
the wrning point in the Trojan War,
As a Pelosgian from Samos. Pyvihagoras’
sympathies would have been pro-Trojan;
the ¢ty of Trov cdaimed  Pelusgian
founding lathers. He. it seems, believed
that reincariations 1ok place at regular
intervals, such as 207 216, 110 and 462
varrs—nnathematical - attemprs to regu-
larize  the  unpredictable. But  lacer,
Pythagorean metempsychotics seuled  for
1000 years. or 3000, or some other
round number,

Most moderns aspire high in their
preincarnations. Queen Elizabeth. Napo

lcon. Joan of Arc. Julius Caesar. St
Theresa and  Shakespeare  are com-
mon choices—claims  which, il made
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persistently  enough,  condemn  many
harmless, overimaginative people with
practical relatives to the funny farm. A
Iriend of mine, an English psychiatrist, re-
cently had under his charge two patients,
cach of whom dlaimed to be the Virgin
Mary. One was quite voung and the other
middle-aged. He imtroduced them o each
other 10 see what would happen. The
clder reacted instantly: “Hail Mary, my
spotless daughter! I am your mother, St
Anne, who bore you immaculately.” The
younger embraced her new mother with
cuthusiasm.

Fervem beliel in reincnmauon, when
a svmptom of mental  unbalance, 1s
cused, as a rule, by the patient’s dis-
satislaction with the dull routine of hfe.
A visitor once asked an mmate inoan
English institution:

“"How goes g™

“Thank vou, sir; 1 suppose I'll get
through my present struggle in the end.
But this week has been almost as bad as
Wiatcrloo. That was a deuce ol a batde,
il you Like! We English couldn’t trust our
Belgian allies, and Old Nap had veieran
voops with him. If Field Marshal Bli-
cher hadn't arrived just in time with his
Prussians, 1 think we'd line  been
knocked out. I happen to vemember that
day very well, indeed. You see, 1 am
Lord Wellington.™

“"But it was 1ouch and go flor the
French, o, wasn't ite”

“Oh, ves, mon Dien! Our ludk was out
that day and T wasn't leeling any 100
good  mysell—ate  wo  many  ried
pommes de terve the might before. St
pid ol me. As vou may have guessed, |
happen 1o be Napoleon.™”

“But you just said that you were
Wellington!™

“Yes, ol course, but that was by
another mother.”

Memories ol incarnation  are  scldom
any more to be musted than these. The
saddest Gose T knew  personally was 4
wonun who believed that she had onee
won the Kemtucky Derby and was, in-
deed. stull a rvace horse. One morning,
she fell down some steps and got water
on the knee, but hastily went 10 bed,
concealed the injury by complaining of
toothache and even made a denuist’s ap-
pointment lor having all her teeth ex-
macted. The fact was that she had read
somewhere  that winers alwayvs  shoot
race horses with water on then knees. [
do not ofler these cases as an argument
against the theory ol reincarnation. but
ouly against a confusion of past with pres-
ent. One practical problem that reincar-
nationists have to Liace 1s that the recemt
cnormous increase of population means a
shortage of wellaraveled  ancient  souls
for new inlants to house. The problem of
fimding enough that date from 207, or
162, or even 100 years ago is already



insoluble—unless a human soul can be
reincarmted in the animal kingdom. Or
tnless souls like those of Napoleon, Joan
ol Arc. St Peter. Queen Elizabeth and
the rest are capable of several contempo-
rary  rebirths—a  concept  that  seemed
logical even 1o those two Virgin Marys,
The primitive beliel in animal  pre-
incarmions scems to have been caused
less by o man’s vague facial resemblance
to some bird or beast than by the institu-
ton of wiwem clans, These can be studied
even now in Alrica, Cemral Australia
and clsewhere; and we know that clan
members olten impersonate their totem
animal at changes of the moon. It is still
a schizophrenic habit in West Africa to
leave the kraal and prowl about as a
leopard or snake or crocodile. convinced
that after death the soul enters the body
ol oue’s totem amimal. Relics ol such 1o-
temism appear in carly Greek mytholo-
gv. We can wrace the goddess Athene's
sacred owl 10 the owl totem of a primi-
tive Pelasgian clan that survived near
Athens untl classical times. The Pelas-
gran goddess Hera—Juno in Latin—had
a peacock sacred to her and was said o
have been born either at Argus. mythi-
cally connecied with Hundred-Eved  Ar-
gos, apparenty  a Pelasgian peacock
totem, or on the isliind of Samos, where
Pythagoras was horn. This may explain
Pyvthagoras’ reputed claim o have once
been a peacock. The Latin poct Ennius
Luer declared that Homer. born on near-
by Chios, had made the same claim.
Both Homer and Pythagoras may have
been “mindlul of their origins™ as pea-
cock totemists. though using the peacock
in the metaphorical sense still current
among the Arabo-Persian Suhs. The pea-
cock, which has the ugliest feer and the
most  beautiful - head  feathers of  any
known bird, is for them an emblem of
perlectible man - battling  against  his
carthly natare, This is perhaps why the
peacock is also said to have been a lavor-
e preincarnation ol Pythagoras’ close
comtemporary. Buddha. It s likely thn
the Pelusgians took their name from a
wiem  dan ol storks—pelargos  in
Greck—Dbids  that  enjoyed  the  same
sanctity as now preseives them in Hol-
Lind. In northern Greece. stork killing
carvied the same penalty as homicide.
What happens 1o souls ahier death is a
question that has puzzled man ever since
he first bhecame  capable of  conscious
thonght. Conscious thought  implies a
desire to survive as long as possible and.
therelore, a [ear of death and. therelore,
because one can dream vividly  about
people long dead. the  conjecture of
spivitual survival. Much the same alter-
world is desaribed in all five continents.
and  contrastive  paradises  and  hells
derive, it seems, [rom visions  produced
cither by hallucinogenic drugs or by
nearly drowning, or by starvation, or by

severe illnesses. or by other causes that
temporarily deprive the brain of oxygen
and allow dream [antasy full play. Many
ancient peoples, however. have believed
that the answer to "Where do we go
from here?” is closely linked with the
complementary  question, “From where
do we come?” Thus, any genetic peculi-
arity in a child. such as a large nose, red
hair or a particular aptitude for some
craft or skill, will suggest that he is the
reincarnation of an ancestor remembered
as having the same traits. Moreover,
families that have Tor centuries special-
izedd in. say. flint knapping, or wood
cirving., or drumming. or medical diag-
nosis, tend o bequeath eraft memories
to their children in a way that rules ot
merely environmental explanation. This
evidence ol particular. as opposed to ra-
cial, inherited  memory  naturally  but-
tresses a beliel in reincarnaton, 1 read in
i scientific report recently that when
planarian worms have been given picces
ol other worms to cat, particular memo-
ries ol the delunct are wansferred o
them. I wonder il that is why. in certain

West African kingdoms, every new king
is made to cat a picce of his predeces
sor's heart: 10 digest the royal wadition,
as it were?

S50 we come to India, where Brahmin
priests use the doarine of metempsychosis
to control public morals as successfully
as their Western colleagues use heaven
and hell. and where the dark, primi-
tive Dravidians of the south have gradu-
ally converted their northern conquerors
to a belicl in animal reincarnation. Nev-
ertheless. these Brahmins carclully com-
bine it with their original Dav ol
Judgment view, preaching that whoever
breaks their moral code will be sen
tenced. afer death. 1o be reborn as an
ass, pig, dog, monkey or as some even
less  estecemed  creature. The  general
Brahmin theory is that one is whirled
continwously around on the wheel ol
necessity. passing through a huge varicty
of forms before retarning to the divine
sowrce. The Later Indian theologians esti-
mate their number as 8,400,000,

The theory of metempsychosis  in
trigued many British soldiers, engineers.

“I'm not an Arab, am 1?7
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planters and civil servants who  had
worked in Indix under the British raj,
though it had  already  reached  the
professional classes ar home through the
compulsory reading ol Greek classics at
the  universities—especially - ol - Plato.
wlio .'uu-pr('(l Pvthagoras” Futh in Dio-
nvsus, god ol the hallucinogenic mys
teries at Samothrace, Elensis, Connth and
clsewhere. Dionvsus was worshiped as a
redeemer who persuaded men 1o purily
their hves: so that their souls might vise,
cich time, a linde higher on the divine
sGale s eventually be freed Trom the
same wheel of necessity and veturn lor-
over 1o the m}'niil. ;_',(Kltli'rs\. l't-lra't‘])fl()ltt’.
Plato’s Republic contains the vision ol
I'r, son ol Armenius, who fell sick, was
mourncd for dead and, on recovery, de-
saribed his visit to the inlernal place ol
judgment, where souls reassemble alier
a stay in hell or pugatory and there
choose new human or animal lorms lor
rebivth. Er saw Orpheus changing mto a
swan and  Thamvris, a blind Thracian
b, tnto a nightingale. All these souls
then drank ol Lethe, the niver ol torget-
lulness, and shot away, like suns, into
their new bodies. Er had not, evidently,
Jeaoned of an alternanve 1o Lethe thae
has recently been found inscribed  on
certain gold Orphic wblets [rom Samo-
thrace, ued around the nedks of Sicilian
corpses. This altermative was 10 give a
searet password o the guardians of a
secluded well in the underworld—proba-
bly overhung by the hazel tree ol wis-
dom—at the sume tme, anesting their
purity of heart and demanaing 10 he
made heroes in Persephone’s paradisal
court.

A Brahnun Iviend of mine Irom south
Idia, who is now Westernized enough
10 take an objective view ol metempsy-
chosis, wrote o me rl..'u'lli!}:

For us Brahmins, Braliman is the
supreme principle, ltke the Western
“God.” Today the cenwal cove of
Hinduism is how a nun can liberate
lus soul from the bondage ol human
bhirth and death, and unite  with
Bralman. Buddha, alter his enlight-
cnment, reaalls his previous exist-
Cnees:

One, two, three—a hundred
thousand births, many an acon
ol the world's disintegration,
many an acon ol its reinegra
tion, . . . In my vaned lormer
existences, I remembered  such
and such was my  bname. my
sept. my class .o o oand oy
werm ol hife. When b opassed
thenee, 1 expenenced
CXISICIIS,

other
wherein such and
such was my name. Thenee |
passed 1o my present lile, in
which 1 recall my diverse past



Have one waiting for you
on your return stateside

Since 1916 the Nemet organization has been meeting the needs
of Americans throughout the world. For U.S. servicemen now
overseas, working with Nemet Auto International means Total
Security and Total Service —your car is where you want it, when
you want it.

If you order while overseas you save up to 30% over U.S. prices.
You select the car of your choice then let NAI handle all the details
—your new car is waiting for you when you return stateside.

But remember, you are only eligible if you order while outside the
U.S. Write or mail one of the coupons today for your FREE Master
Catalog. In it is every fact you need to know about buying a tax-
free European car.

Nemet Auto International

153-03 Hillside Avenue, Jamaica, New York 11432 (Near J.F.K. Intl. Airport)
worldwide Distributors of Tax Free European Cars.
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- Why don't they launch
ships with Imperial ?

Waste it? Taste it.

That taste is for launching parties, not ships.

Imperial by Hiram Walker is the smooth one. The light
one. The rare one. Whether you sip it on the rocks
or with a little water, one taste and you’'ll know

why knowledgeable people buy Imperial. Launch your
next party with Imperial. It’ll sail along —Y
very pleasantly indeed. v

IMPERIAL by HIRAM WALKER




Nobody Beats the Systemn. e

This is the system ... Scott’s new 388B 120-Watt AM/FM stereo receiver,
complete with Scott S-11 Controlled Impedance speakers. At the heart of this
unbeatable system, the 388B features new Integrated Circuit IF section for
clear, interference-free reception . .. plus :

a 3-Field Effect Tran-
sistor front end, so
you'll hear more
stations more
clearly. This is the
best receiver that
Scott makes, so you
know it's the best
receiver available.
The speakers are
specially engineered
to make solid-state
components sound
their very best.

An equally unbeat-
able system for the
more budget-minded
is the Scott 382B
65-Watt AM/FM
stereo receiver, with
Scott S-14 Controlled
Impedance book-
shelf speakers. Both
receivers are cov-
ered by Scott Ex-
tended Overseas
Warranty ...3 years
here plus 3 months
home. Check out
both at your ex-
change or audio
club, and write to
Scott for complete
details on specifica-
tions and special
overseas prices.

388B Specifications: Music
power rating, 120 Watts;
Frequency response,
15-30KHz *=1dB; Usable
sensitivity, 1.7uV; Cross
modulation rejection,
90dB; Capture ratio, 1.9dB.
3828 Specifications: Music
power rating, 65 Watts;
Frequency response,
18-25KHz = 1dB; Usable
sensitivity, 2.2uV; Cross
modulation rejection,
80dB; Capture ratio, 3dB.

Take advantage of special military
prices . . . Write now for Scott's new
stereo guide, plus full details on ex-
tended warranty . . . Air mailed free!

Name
Address

APOJEP.O.
Department 501-12

Scott .. .where innovation is a tradition

Scott International, P.O. Box 277
Maynard, Mass. 01754, U.S.A.
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“And I thought I was happy
with the taste

? Chesterfield

=

Chesterfield Filters ...

CIGARETTES




ELECTRO 35

in the forests of the night’ . .. Every second’s new at night. You never know what’s
coming. Or who or when. Most cameras are lazy cats: they pretend to know. They
stick every shot they catch into one of a limited number of shutter speeds. Only
one tiger in the camera forest treats each moment different, catches every instant
by itself: the Yashica Efectro 35: the camera with the computer inside: the camera
with limitless shutter speeds.

The Electronic Brain built solid inside automatically computes precise shutter
speeds (from 1/500 of a sec. up to a full 30 seconds) for every shot. You get perfect
color (and black and white) any light (even candlelight) without exposure worries.
All you do is focus, push a button, and you're in. Electro 35 makes you the perfect
prowler, the perfect peeping tomcat: snatch night shots, rain shots anywhere with-
out flash—you never disturb your catch, This year catch your pussycat with love
in her eyes. Cool Cats and Christmas Kittens computerize with

YASHICA CO,, LTD. 27-3, 6-chome, Jingumae, Shibuya-ku, Tokyo, Japan Telephone: 400-1411
YASHICA INC. N.Y,, U.S.A. YASHICA EUROPE G.m.b.H., Hamburg, West Germany

YASHICA
ELECTRO 35
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Tune in. Turn on.

Go go-go at the world-wide discotheque open all the time

7 Model KH-1325 (above) Hitachi’s finest. FM/AM/SW/LW 5-band, 13-transistor,

&

| super-sensitive deluxe portable. Around-the-world international short-wave, plus
ﬁ . regular medium wave, plus hi-fi FM, plus uncrowded long-wave, plus car-antenna
; - jack. All yours in one radio.
1l ~ Model WH-859D MW/SW 3-band. 8-transistor portable. Features sensitive
| " reception and electronic fine tuning device for easy short-wave tuning.

. Model TH-800 AM automatic tuning radio. Just press a button, the tuning dial
rotates, stops at every station. Picks up weak or powerful stations, without
interference or crosstalk.

Ask for a sample listen of these and other Hitachi favorites at your local
military exchange.

Overseas Offices: New Delhi, Calcutta, Madras, Singapore, Bangkok, Taipei, Scoul, Beirut, Jubannesburg, New York, H I I Ac H I

M San Francisco, Chicago, Panama, Sydney, Mexico, Buenos Aires, Sao Paulo, Rio de Janciro, London, Duesseldorf Hitachi,Ltd. Tokyo Japan
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This glass of Ballantin’s contains more
varieties of Scotch whisky than you’ll find in
all the bars on the Queen Elizabeth.

The Queen Elizabeth i1s a well-stocked ship. It has
27 individual 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 vears ago, he
specified 42 particular Scotch whiskies. 1t 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.

L%.g

We can think of at least 42 good reasons why lﬁ*.“_“"?
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vou should.

The more you know about Scotch,
more you like Ballantine’s.
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“New Groom & Clean

is water-active just like me!”’
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| &CLEAN

A CLEAR CLEANSING HAIR GROOMING—WITHOUT GREASE

o

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

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.

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 dees on your hair. But
Groom & Clean rinses clean. There's no grease
build-up with Groom & Clean.



existences i all their details

and leatures.

Once, when T was 12 years old, 1
lay exhausted on a coir cot alter
days of lever. It was a hot after-
noon and our large [amily sat in the
cool of the veranda after the meal,
the vounger men dozing, the wom-
en falling into lazy rhythms of me-
chanical household tasks and the
children playing draughts  nearby,
hall listening 1o the women's talk.
At this hour, very old people would
wander from house to house and
exchange gossip. As they talked
about legendary houres or told sto-
rics of their younger days, the per-
suasive lilt of voices drew us into a
world of magic. The sun helped the
enchanument by making us drowsy
and suggestible.

A beautiful young woman named
Kamala had shyly joined us. She
was a new amval in our village,
having recently married the school-
master. The sadness of  Kamala's
eves  attracted  me. She  always
talked softly and slowly, as il trying
to recall forgotten memories. That
afternoon. she told my grandmother
how happily married she now was.
She swessed the word “now” be-
cause of having had a cruel hus-
band in her last incarnation, He
had beaten her daily, and though
she adored their child, one day she
could stand his behavior no longer.
Huguing the infant to her breast,
she had walked to a deep well and
drowned them both. Kamala shud-
dered as her story ended. She was
worried that she might not have a
child in her new incarnation—a
child by an affectionate hushand,
for a change. After studying her
lace closcly. 1 believed her story. A
vear or two later, I decided 1o test it
by making sceret inquiries in the
distant village that she had named.
There 1 lound that the suicide story
was true and that the husband bad
recently died. Kamala had  never
tried to meet him again since her
death.

Many similar stories came my
way. alwavs  about unhappy  pre-
vious lives. Some were  [actually
veriliable. but in no case did any-
one claim to have reached old age
or died a natural death. Though [
could not mistake the sincerity of
the narrators. who always spoke of
the past with detachment, neither
could T persuade myself that they
had been personally active in the
scenes they deseribed.

My Brahmin friend has here, unwit-
tingly. perhaps. accounted for the wide-
spread Indian belief in metempsychosis.
As a child, Kamala may have been hall

aslecp one day at the village gossip hour
and overheard the suicide storv from a
visitor. Which brings up the famous case
—1 think it was reported by Jung—ol
the ignorant servant girl who talked He-
brew in a hypnotic tance. She was dis-
covered 1o have been formerly emploved
by a rabbi, who had recited the Talmud
aloud at night in his study downstairs.
Her drowsy mind had acted like a tape
recorder and she remembercd reams of
rabbinical comment, though not in the
least knowing what the words meant.
Kamala’s mind may have acied similarly.
except that the story was told in her own
language, so that the meaning had im-
pressed itsclf on her. And just as Ameri-
can  or English children  will  cast
themselves imaginatively as the heroes or
heroines ol fairy tales, o Kamala had
identiied herself  with  the  drowned
woman and used the reincarnation theory
to support her claim.

S50 we return to Bridey .\lurllll}',
whose story was obviously not fiction in-
vented by Ruth Simmons. My guess is
that she had overheard in childhood
some old woman, perhaps her grand-
mother, retelling what she had heard
from some other old woman. The tape
recording made by Morey Bernstein

points clearly in this direction, becausc
though, under hypnotism, she talked
with a brogue in desaribing her sup-
posed preincarnation, the language she
uscd was ol 100 late a date 1o have come
from Bridev herself. My cye balked at
the words “canusoles” and “candy™ in
the vear 1806, the date that Ruth gave,
which was far too carly for camisoles.
especially in Northern Ireland—the hrst
recorded mention of them appears in
The Gentleman’s Magazine. published in
London ten years later; and “candy™ as qt
general torm for sweetstulls 1s an Amers
can, not an early Irish, usage. Which
means that we are hearing her story at
second or third hand. So I am not sur-
prised to Iearn that St. Theresa’s Church
at Bellast, where Bridey claimed to have
bheen menried, was not built untl 1911
and that Queen’s University, where her
husband is said to have tught, was sull
Queen's College in his day, not having
been raised to university status until
1908. Morey DBernstein  wrote  The
Search for Bridey Murphy as an exposi-

tion of the paranormal powers of the
mind under hypnotism, but succeeded in
proving only what was already known;
namely, that hypnotism can uncover lost
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SOLID-STATE AM/FM STERED RECEIVER

Enjoy The Difference

With

AKENWOOD

The quality tones, without distortion, mean relaxing
hours of sheer enjoyment for anyone.

No matter whether it is FM, AM or Stereo listening,
a KENWOOD model is always the best.

An important reason for the difference is due to the
unique circuitry, the KENWOOD engineers have designed.

the sound approach to quality

KENWOOD

manufactured by TRIO corporation
No. 6-5, 1-chome, Shibuya, Shibuya-ku, TOKYO, JAPAN

memorics—among  them, casual conver-
siations overheard in sleep.

The receptive mind. ol cowrse. is oucr
sionally granted visions of the past. as
many  well-attesied  ghost  stories hune
proved. B these phenomena seem 1o
depend on (he so-called “wramophone
theory™ of ghosts, meaning that anv ox-
cesive emotion ol terror or gricl can be
impressed on g building and yeawakened
yeurs Jater in the mind of a sensitive
visitor, cspeciadly il the weather and
the hour correspond with the original
OCCUSIon.

In 1926, I wrote a poem cilled The
Castle.  which  recorded a0 childhoold
nighimare of being unable 1o escape
from a ruined castle court,

1 alls.
tions
Of darkness,
rass.
Walking this cowrtyard, slecpless, in
feiver;
Planning to use—but by definition
Theve's no seay oul, no weay onl—
Rope ladders, balks of timber, pul-
leys,
A vocket whizzing over the walls
amd moal—
Machines casy lo improvise.
Na escape.
to dream of new

mounds, enclosing corvruga-

moonlizht on dry

No such thing;
dimensions,

Cheating  checkmate by
the king’s robe

So that he slides like a queen;

Or 1o oy, “Nightmare,

Lil:e a corpse an the cholerapit

Under a load of corpses;

Or to yun the head against these

Irlind wvalls,

painting

niglitmare!”

Enter the dungeon, lorment  the
eyes

With apparitions chained Lwo and
firre),

And so frantic with fear—

To dic and wake up swealing by
moonlight

In the same courtyard, siceless as
before.

One alternoon. 16 years Loer, T visned
Berrv Pomeroy  Castle in - Devonshire,
This was during the Second World War,
amdd T found it closed 10 visitors, except
in the mornings: but a worn ek ran
under the main gate and T wriggled
Though overcome by o nameless horror.
1 resolutely visued the dungeons, until [
could stund the strain no longer and
harved back 1o saferv. Two davs Laer. my
wife and 1 were visited by Mr Beer.
hushand ol my local tvpist. We gave him
wa and he csually asked  whether 1
knew the Beny Pomeroy Castle. Yos, in
decd 1T did. “Well, what do vou make of
this=™ he asked. showing me
graph. and added: =T don’t know how
this woman cime into the picie. |
didn’t see amvone around at the time.

a photo



looks like she's leading a dog on a string.
I was there last Sunday morning with
the wife. Would you like to keep it as a
curiosity?"

The photograph showed a tall, thin
woman in 14th Century costume, walk-
ing past the gate that I had wriggled un-
der—and leading a small ape on a chain.
When Mr. Beer had gone, 1 burned the
photograph. It was too horrible. But, for-
tunately, my wile will testify to the
wonan and the ape. I recalled the Eliza-
bethan phrase: “To lead apes in hell.”
Shakespeare used it in Much Ado About
Nothing—meaning to be a  passionale
wonen cheated of her sex lile. And 1 con-
cluded that My, Beer, a simple soul, had
felt the presence of that unhappy weman
in the castle couwrt and somehow im-
pressed the picture on his sensitive cam-
era plae. But il so, who was she? She
had nothing 10 do with me.

Years later, I read that Isabella of
France, Edward II's widow, had spent
some yews at Berry Pomeroy. As a
voung woman, after  providing  the
throne with an heir apparent. she had
been neglected by her homosexual hus-
band in favor of his bovfriend, Picrs
Guaveston. Eventually, she deposed him
with French help, procured his murder
and put her son, Edward II1, on the
throne. He did not, however, prose
gratelul and sent her ofl, under guard. 1o
various castle keeps remote from Lon-
don; wmil, alter many years ol “leading
apes in hell,” she wok the veil of the Or-
der ol St Clara, Had 1 been an Indian, 1
might well have caimed a preincirna-
tion as lsabella. But being mysell, 1 ac-
counted otherwise for my feclings of lear
at Berry Pomeroy and for The Castle
poent. As a child, I had spent most of my
summer holidays in north Wales, nea
Harlech Castle, which had been built in
the 13th Cenuay by Edward 1Ts Euher:
an immense, scuay, moated pile, dosely
resembling Beny Pomerov. We children
were always alraid ol gening locked up
there at nightfall by the deal old castle-
keeper, Mr. Richard Jones, while we
were playing hide-and-seck in its towers
and dungeons. In fact, Mr. Beer's photo-
graph had been no more than a strange
coindidence.

A story: A devout widow once got in
touch with her dead husband av a spirit-
istic scance. A loose liver, hie had hoally
been shot by a jealous hushand. The
widlow al once recognized his voice and
siid anxiowsly: “Oh, dinling, how are
you? I've been so worried. That dreadlul
hell. . 07 “I'm iine!™ he answered., “1'm
i clover—literally. My! Youd love 1t
here. Beautiful blue river, glorious green
meadows, sun blazing down and me sur-
rounded by the most beautiful  cows
you've ever seen in your life—so sleck
and graceful and charming!™ She gasped
and ventured doubtfully: “Oh, 1 am so

relicved, Charles! But. honestly, T hadn't
realized that there were any cows 1n
heaven.”

“Who told vou that T was in heaven,
stupid? I'm stud bull at a firm of pedi-
gree Jerseys beside the old Mississippi.
Having a whale of a time. t00.”

The simplest and most obvious argu-
ment  against  metempsvchosis is  that
memories ol preincarnation depend on
the human mind. thar the mind depends
on its brain. that the brain depends on
its body and that the body depends on
ity racial history and genes. It s difheult
to accept that Pyvihagoras acually  re-
membered having been, as he caimed, a
merchant and a prostitute; or that Em-
pedodles, the Fifth Century s.c. Sicilian,
remembered having been a simple vil-
Lige givl ar one time. a mindless ish ac
another and a bodiless bush ar a third,
dut Pythagoras may casily at some time
or other have mmagined himsell a2 mer-
chant or a prostitute by feeling a sudden
flash of sympathy for members of those
unmystical — callings.  And  Empedocles
may have stood sill in a lorest one day,

rooted to the spot by meditation, and felt
like a bush; or have swum thoughtlessly
in the sea and flelt hke a hsh.

Human reactions 1o danger are often
archaic  instincs,  meaning  inherited
memorics, as when a bomb Ladls through
the rool of i building and explodes and
the shocked  survivors absurdly oy 1o
saratch a hole through the ules with
their nails—because their remote ances-
tors would have acted hike that in some
stage of the human evolution from three-
eyved lizard 10 hominoid. Nevertheless,
the common llying dream is no proofl
that the dreamer was ever a bird; or, iu-
deed. that any ol his ancestors were,
since paleontologists denv this link in our
evolutionary chain. It scems 1o be either
metaphorical of a wish 10 fly away hom
our present crcumstances or clse—sinee
time is only 4 convention and memory
works both ways: cither as reminiscence
or as prophetic anticipation—of a [uture
age when human beings will  develop
wings, as birds once did, and disp::llsc
with balloons, planes and rockets.

239



PLAYRBROY

240

PLAYBOY FORUM

the gods of Olympus; and, within 100

years, the religions of that God will be as

dead as is the religion of ancient Greece.
Hal Sawyer
Hiram College
Hiram, Ohio

THE GREAT VOID

As a Buddhist. T am amused by the
so-called enlightened discoveries of death-
of-God theologians such as the Reverend
William Hamilton and Rabbi Richard
Rubenstein (in their pLavsoy artides of
August 1966 and July 1967). Buddhism
has been a death-oi-God theology lor
2500 years and has accepred the Great
Void without the fear and wembling
that afflicts  Judaco-Christian  thinkers
when  similar wisdom is revealed 1o
them. It is not a hule ronic that Jews
and  Christians have long thought of
themselves as “chosen people”™ and have
regarded the religions of the Orient as
primitive, superstitious and crude. com-
pared with those of the West. They now
announce. as the most advanced ol their
spiritual “discoverics,” the mystical and

(continued from page 92)

existential atheism from which Bud-
dhism started two and a hall millenniums
ago. Il they learn humility because of
their dilatory revelation, they may finally
be able to look without flinching into the
Great Void and see that this experience
can be an achievement of enlightenment
and Ireedom, rather than a cause for
anxiety.

Thomuas Kee

Los Angeles, California

UTOPIAN COUNTERBALANCE

Rabbi  Rubenstein's  article  Judaism
and the Death of God (vravsoy, July)
greatly impressed me. His statement that
“we live in the time of the death of God”
and that ths death is a cultural event
reveals the author’s profound awareness
ol the culwural, historical limitations on
all thought about God, ecither dead or
alive. This statement is one of the clear-
est, most concise and penetrating state-
ments 1 have read on the subject.

His insight 1s exuaordinarv. He seems
to say: God is dead and the sacred is
lost: but in contrast to the God-is-dead

El

“... This bar has sure changed in the last couple of years. . . .”

trend, this realization is reason not for
optimism but for pessimism. Perhaps
Rubenstein's interpretation is a needed
counterbalance for weak-headed utopian-
ism. Because I see less need for norms
and codes than does Rabbi Rubenstein, 1
cannot completely share his pessimism.

The rabbi’s notions of the new pagan-
ism and the mystic vend in our socicty
are further clear, concise statements ol
cultural faas. These are expressions of a
human scarch, on the one hand for com-
munity, on the other lor genuine experi-
ence, to replace the raditional jargon.

Like the June Playboy Panel on Re-
ligion and the New Maeorality, Ruben-
stein’s arucle manifests the honest and
open approach you have wiken in re-
ligious and moral issues. You allow each
side to give its opinion, even il (hat
opinion is not your own. I hope vou will
continue to invite outstanding men 10
speak out on the issues of interest to your
readers.,

George E. Gerharz, O. P,
Dominican College Camp
Menominee, Michigan

THE DEVIL'S DISCIPLES

I am the spokesman for the First Or-
der of the Revealed Light, a religious
body devoted 10 chopping away at hypoc
risy, particularly religious hypocrisy. Our
church was incorporated in 1959 (which
makes us a real old-time church by Cali-
fornia standards). Our deity is the Devil,
since God is dead.

In addition to rLavBoy, other reliable
sources (Time, Look and  Redbool)
have confirmed that this well-known
Lord of Hosts passed away recently. He
wis a legendary figure in His tme. and
claimed 10 have invented light and dark
ness, water and land, and created a uni-
verse. Death came 10 the controversial
Supreme Being  approximately  during
the 2ih Century as millions of His [ol-
lowers were paying their respects and
their hank rolls 1o Him in thousands of
chinches. God had been sick recently
and had not taken an active role in
earthly affairs. News of the death ook
many ol His [ricnds and enemies by sur-
prise. Some  people completely  denied
the event, despite the irvehnable evi-
dence, and a few 100k 1o wearing but-
tons that said, Gob 15 NOT DEAD, HE IS
HIDING IN ARGENTINA.

Many of God's decisions were contro-
versial. Newly every war, plague and
disaster were God's will, although  His
proponcnis noted that peace, medicine
and  wellare  were somerimes  also ap-
proved.

We reject heaven for violating ALC.L.1.
standards. Despite considerable  protests
about discrimination, heaven continues
its policy of admining only those souls
that meet the rigid requirements estab-
lished by the clergy. Charles Whitman,
who won acclaim for the murder of 16



people. including his wile. mother and
an unborn baby. died a good Catholic
and has apparently made it o heaven.
Catholic authorities stated 10 the press
that Whitman had not acted rationally
and could be absolved ol his possible sin.
Unfortunately. the unborn baby and
several other ol lus victims did not die
in the grace ol the Church and will have
10 go 1o hell. With angels like Whitman
Hoatmg around heaven, may we ofler a
word of caution to those people wishing
10 go 1o heaven® Don't wurn vour back.

The Rev., Ted Kastenbaum

First Orvder of the Revealed Light

Los Angeles. Calilornia

THE MASHED-POTATO MENACE
One ol your readers has reswrrected
the old mashed-potato menace in a clev-
er parody ol aminarijuana propagaida
(The Playboy Forum, St'plcml)('r]. This
is a device frequently emploved by pro-
fessors of sociology 1o warn their sin-
dents against the misuse of  statistical
evidence. The usual rigamarole 1s more
complicated than the version presented
by vour reader and goes something like
this: 97 percent ol the murderers exe-
cuted i America in the past 50 vears
were habiual eaters of mashed potatoes;
89 percent of juveniles under 18 who com-
mit crimes ol violence consume mashed
potatocs shortly hefore committing thewr
crimes: 92 percemt of the rapists and 935
percent of the arsonists in Federal pris-
ons are mashed-potato users: and 83 per-
cent ol all burglars are potato addicts.
You can  substitute  “reads  erotic
books™ or “looks at violent TV shows”
tor “cats mashed potatoes”™ and  obtain
similar figures. Atheists are delighred 1o
present  cqually  shocking  figures  for
“those who habitually attend church.”
The fallacy in such arguments is that no
comparison higures are given for 1hose
who et mashed potatoes and do not
commit murder, Tape, wson or other
violent acts. Unless the allegedly crime-
inducing agent is as ridiculous as mashed
potatoes, most people will miss the point
and will take such arguments seriously.
Warren Robertson. Ph.D.
Cuernavaca, Mexico

POT PARAGON

My dual vole in life would be funny,
exeept that it occasionally  makes me
weep, Ioam what  the  establishmem
would call a successful wife. mother. pil-
lar ol society and  similar  nauscatng
ladies magazine terms. I plav the gracious
hostess to my husband’s business  asso-
ciates. entertain our nice, but not cool.
friends and chaperone teenage parties. T
luve a successful business carcer and dao
some writing on the side.

I'm a paragon ol virtue to the square
set. buit what they don't know is that T
also smoke marijuana—when I can buy
md when T can find a few hours' pri-
vacy. [ don’t endanger lives by driving

“IVe're saved! We're saved! T think.”

+

“under the influence.” nor do T slobber
all over other people, pass out or gener-
allv. make an ass of mysell as 've seen
many ol my respecible Tricnds do afier
a few martinis, I just quietly “turn on™
and listen 1o good music, read. write and
enjov and love everything. My aware
ness of, and appreciation for, the simpler
things in lile has increased: my writing
has improved: T no longer e much for
alcoholic drinks: I smoke Jess and my
appetite is keener but less gluttonous. In
other words. T've become a better per-
son. I hanve no desire 10 go on to addic-
tive drugs nor have 1 withdrawn from
the world around me.

It infuriates me that I can walk into a
liquor store, buy it quart of bourbon. go
home. ger smashed  and  sull venminn
lewally and (relatively) socally acceprable.
But to purchase marijuani, I have 10 be
come a criminal and buy it on the sneak
from teenage contacts who think its
really wild and groovy for an old lady to
be blowing pot.

[ don’t think evervone should “turn
on” nor do I wholly approve of young
people getting too wrapped up in it—but

then. T don’t approve ol voung prople
drinking excessively, either. A respon-
sible adult should be able 1o deade for
himsell whether 1o smoke  marijuana.
If marijuana becume degal, it would
probably be dess of a problem than it is
now. My personal theory is thac il the
adult generation started mrning on. the
kids would lose interest. They like 1o
hive their own bag,

(Name withheld by request)

San Dicgo. Cahifornia

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjecty and issues vased in Hugh
M. Hefnev's continuing editovial series,
“The Playboy Philosoply.” Four booklet
veprints of “The Playboy Philosephy.”
including installments 1-7, §-12. 15-18
and 19-22 are availabile at 50¢ per book-
let. Address all corvespondence on hoth
“Philosoplhy” and  “Forum” 1o: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building. 919 N
Michigan Awve., Chicago, Ilinois 60611,
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BOPPER BRIGADBE

sell-defense  instructor. Andv Warhol
teaches still pornography. And the music
counsclor is Ali Akbar Khan,

We have two religious services a week
—the Christian one is led by John Len-
non and the Hindu pricst 1s George Han-
rison. Williim Burroughs is the camp
doctor.

There are no square sports here at
Camp Add—our grand guru is totally
twrned off by the game-plaving  svn-
drome  of  the muddle-aged,  middle-
class. whiskey-drinkirg, stuaight-moking,
symbol-manipulating, napalm-bombing es-
tablishment link-outs—but we do do some
interesting exercises from a how-to book
called the Kama Sutra. My only com-
plaint is about the lood. We have two
chefs, named Yin and Yang, and they
don’t give us much to eat. F'm getting a
litle tived of morning-glory seeds, salt
and nutmeg on my peyote cereal.

The other night, the head counsclor,
Tim  Leary, gave a  consciousness
expansion lecture. He demonstrated three
new ways to blow your mind without
drugs—hip Irontal lobotomy, irveversible
visions through acupuncrure of the eye
and a tourniquet of the heart.

A lot of the counselors are very para-
noid because the man who drives the
garbage truck into camp every day looks
like Harry Anslinger and all the garbage
men look like narcos,

My team won this summer’s halluci-
nation contest. We had three freak-out

. 1 | TELEPHONE,

(continued from page 185)

days ol time-lapse gangster grass inner-
space voyage 390-microgrammed  wasted
karma leal zonked strung out mandala
boo stoned complete with total mind-
warp—and not a bummer in the cowd.
It was great fun. We velled the camp
cheer: Two, lour, six, cight—we wanna
hallucinate. And we sang  the camp
marching song: Fight Miles High,

Well, I'd better take a downie now
and get some sleep. We've got o get up
carly for our rip tomorrow and ihey
don’t use a bugle lor reveille here. In-
stead. they warn on these bright flashing
sirobe lights. Boy. does that get you out
ol bed Tast.

Try to make it Sunday—you'll really
flip! You'll be veal proud. They're gonna
give me the Lennv Bruce Memorial
Award for Sell-Destruction. 1 got it for
shooting up with Mr. Clean.

Your loving psychedelic son,
Heady Stone

THE FLOWER GIRL: Sixteen-vear-old
Flewr d’Amour, golden hair  llowing
down around her ankles. walks down
Ashbury Sureet ])c(ldlillg Mindfreak, San
Francisco's  superpsvehedelic  magazine.
Passers-by stop to gawk at her costume,
which consists ol knee-high  rawhide
boots with  polished-uluminum rim, a
miniskirt woven from dried grass and a
multicolored  shawl  that is  wrapped
around  her upper wrso and wails ten
feet behind her. The vaim of the shawl

“Hello, Mom—I got the job.”

is made from red and yellow fowers,
which she offers benignly 10 cach of the
people on the sreet. A sign has been
stenciled in Day-Glo green and blue let
ters on the frone ol her shawl; 1t reads:
SEND YOUR EGO ON A TRIP—YOU'LL FEEL
A WHOLE LOT BETTER WHEN IT'S GONE.

When she finishes peddling her maga-
zines, Fleur wanders over 1o a vegetable
store, where she boosts handluls of scal-
lions, carrors and black-eyed peas. She
hustles our of the plice and makes her
way down a side street, where scores ol
down-and-out vagrants and long-haived
tecuagers have lormed a line in front of
a small coal stove with o 50-gallon oil
drum on top. A young man in stovepipe
hat, granny glasses, Japanese gela and
frayed coveralls with maching  fluores-
cent patches s perched shakily on card-
board hoxes piled beside the drum so he
can stir its bubbling contents. He has
fbixen hair down o Ins wist, which
occasionally strays into the drum.

As he stirs, he sings:

The power of love geis bigper and

biguer,
Oh, give up your greed and join as a
Digger.

Each membey is pure in our jolly goud
aroup,

And no one has died from our greasy
warm soup.

It is Fleur's boviriend. Jon Quill

Fleur helps Jon distribute the broth to
the saragply group and then gives him a
present, a brownie made Irom dandelion
leaves and a pinch of marijuana thae she
baked hersell. They go off together. pass-
ing the brownie back and forth between
them. chewing very slowly.

They head for San Frandisco's newest
gathering plice. The Flower Por. Writ-
ten on its window in llowing. paisley
scrawl is the word ixnavatoriva. Inside
are rows ol small enclosures, cach con-
taining a barrel tilled with dvied. -
grant petals. The barrels are marked with
smiatll Signs—CAMELLIAS, ORGCHIDS, BACHE-
LOR'S-BUTTONS, MORNING-GLORIEsS and i-
verse others. The Pot is crowded with
prople sitting around the barrels snifing
their  Livorite  Iragrances.  Flear  and
Jon put on their vosecolored  glasses
and are about to enter when they are
stopped by a well-known San Francisco
narcotics detective. “Hark, the nard!” Jon
Quill says. “It's the Tuzz called Mork.”

“Funny running into vou, Jon Quill,”
Mork says. 1 have been thinking thar
you and I should chat. It has come to my
attention  that you are holding  Taree
amounts of illegal Tran”

“"Nay, ‘tis a base cwmard” Jon re
sponds. “All T have are Flewr's humble
voses.”

Mork eyes Flewr suspiciously. “Why
must  vou ageress?”  she  asks  Mork.
“Thou should be wise, not willful. 1 will
instruct you.,” She  reaches under her
shawl and brings out a copy ol the 1




Ching, the Chinese Book of Changes.
She opens it at random and reads. “The

people take diverse paths. The leader

does not own the throughway.”

“Don’t wise off.” Maork says. T should
run the two ol you in”

“We love you,” say Jon and Fleur
together.

Then Jon takes a rose from Flewr's
tain and pins it to Mork’s Lapel. Mork is
stunned. “That's it That's '™ he
screams, He pulls out his San Francisco
Policeman’s Drug Guide, 1600 cuelully
Neroxed pages. Under “Roses. wild.” it
savs, “Effect: mild exuoluation: method of
us inhalation. This drug is probably
dangerous.” “Let's go.”” Mork savs to Jon
Quill, He pushes the long-haired hov o
a nearby police cruiser. Jou is forced in,
but he casts a beatific arewell glance
toward Fleur d"Amour.

“Forget me not, Jon Quill.” she calls,
as the car swings out into the traflic.

THE PERFECT TEENY-BOPPER: Thir-
teen-year-old Chér Supreme emerges [rom
the Psychedelic Lights record store on
Haight Strect in San Francisco. She re-
moves three stolen albums hrom under
ncath her Fifth Fleer pea jacker and
starts off o meet her boviviend. [-vear-
old Frodo Farina, at the Vitican Diseo-
thegue, where they have an audition. On
the way. she panhandles @ well-diessed
man lor ten dollars and  immediately

buys some pot at a bus stop from a sweer
little old ladv. who keeps the stash in a
Safeway shopping bag. Chér begins to
smoke it from a hookah that has been
cleverly disguised 1o look like a hagpipe.
She alierimues dvags with rifls from Prff
(the Magie Dragon).

In front of the Vatican. her boviriend
Frodo is waiting for her. Thev e
dressed exactly alike: Beatle boots. black
bell-bottom hip-hugging Viet Cong paja-
ma bottoms and Fifth Fleet pea jackers.
They cach have their own  transistor
stereo carplugs umed 1o the local &b
station. Both have shoulder-length stringh
blond han. Thev look ke twins, except
that he's wearing two carrings and she's
weiaring  one.

At the Vatcan, they are asked some
questions by the cub’s booker.

“Where are you kids from?™”

“I'm [rom Shaker Heights and Chér is
from Grosse Poinwe.”

“How did you meet?”

Chér says, “Well, T flew out here on
Daddy's Lewnr jer and envolled in the
Free University, where Frodo was teach-
ing a course called Trotsky's Inlluence
on the Motown Sound. But we were
hoth expelled [or leading a student pro-
test against the CIA research going on in
the school’s chemisury Lab.”

Aler the interview. they are grecied
by the club’s owner. Joe Mahoso.

Frodo wad Chér get up on the stage

and start o sing their first number. Thev
accompany themselves on an cleciric
wishbowrd and an amplificd comb. It
sounds like a combination of Ornctie
Coleman and Bob Dylan screaming with
his foot caught in a barbed-wire fencee.

Alrer 30 seconds. Mr. Mahoso shouts.
“Mal-rone! What the hell do vou call
that noiser Joe Valachi sings beuer than
vou two girls!”

Frodo pleads. “Don’t make fun ol our

countyv-amd-money music. It ook us
hours 10 perlect.”
Mahoso  screams, I invested  fory

thovwsand dollars in this club and you
expea me 1o ler vou sing thar aap? h
sounds like a combination ol Ornette
Coleman and Bob Dvlan screaming with
his foot caught in a barbed-wire lence.
Get the hell out of here!™

Frodo breaks down and begins  to
weep. His body convulses in country-
and-money sobs.

Recalling o phrase from her own analy-
sis. Chér says, “Madioso, you're nothing
but an ungiving parasitic Either hgue,
tened by dive and money. We're
g vou out lor Lty thousand dol.
She veaches o her Armyv-surplus
ammunition-bag purse and throws Luue
bundles ol ST00 bills at his feet.

As Malioso yetreats, they sttt singing
their madrigal-vock version ol Homwe on

the Range.
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Knight Cap

After a hard day of derring-do, the Hardwick
Knight caps off the evening in relaxed
splendor with his favorite damsel and a

vintage draught.

Whatever the occasion, the Knight is
confidently cloaked in his natural shouldered

authentic Hardwick Blazer.

The Hardwick Blazer is available in all wool
flannel and the Year Rounder in 55% Dacron®/
45°0 wool hopsack. Blazers for both knights
and maids offered in many shades of chivalry.

About $35.
(slightly higher in the West)

City==2= _— Siate_—
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Houduvick o

Cleveland, Tennessee 37311
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H]ﬂnl "] I]r Wﬂﬂu (continued from page 192)

Aside Irom these factors is the dignity
of the individual. In a regime where the
pointing ol a finger creates a presump-
tion of guilt, the lailure to talk is fatal.
But we have the accusatorial system under
which a person accused is presumed
innocent, the burden being on the Gov-
ernment to prove the charge beyond a
reasonable doubt.

Our right of privacy includes the right
1o stand mute under police interrogation,
The guilty may be the beneficiaries of
this privilege. Yet so may the innocent.
There is hardly a person who, though
innocent, sometime in his life has not
been caught in a web of circumstantial
evidence that mighe implicate him in a
minor or a scrious crime. Prosecutions
are often based on circumstantial evi-
dence, and he who talks may be making
concessions that are grist for the prose-
cutor's mill. So the right of privacy—the

AN
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right 10 stay mute—expressed in  the
Fifth Amendment occupics a high place
in our scheme of values.

What 1 have said represenis  the
American ideal. But this right ol privacy
is being more and more invaded, more
and more violated,

In the early days of the New Deal, the
Fifth Amendment right of privacy was
honored. In the Pecora investigation [the
1933 investigation of American linanciers
by the Senate Committee on Banking
and Finance] and in the one T conducted
for the Securities and Exchange Com-
mission into reorganization practices, no
witness was even asked a question when
it was known he would invoke the privi-
lege. With the arrival ol Senator Joseph
McCarthy in 1947 on the national scene,
invocation of the privilege became a
badge of infamy. Witnesses were, indeed,
summonced 1o see how many times they

“. .. But I'm sure you'll all agree that what our new
general manager lacks in ability and experience, he
more than compensales for by being my son.”

could be made to invoke the Tilth
Amendment. The phrase “Filth Amend
ment Communist”™ becime an epithet
that even so-called scholars  bandied
about.

Police are supposed 1o get warrants to
scarch houses and to arrest people. Wi
rants are seldom issued these days in Los
Angeles. "Arrests for investigation” have
run as high as 7000 a year in the nation’s
capital. There is, of course, no such
“crime,” except in Madrid, Peking, Mos
cow, Bangkok, Rangoon.

A lady on wellare who secreily has “a
man in the house” forleits her wellare
payments. Midnight raids by mspeciors,
who get into homes without warrants,
have become common. The inspectors
are looking for "a man,” whose presence
means that the female reapient ol aid is
perpetrating a “lraud.”

Vagrancy laws are used as the excuse
lor arresting innocent people or unpopu-
lar prople or suspects.

A man in Los Angeles en route o a
delicatessen at ten par. may resemble
someone for whom the police are search-
ing. They bundle him into the car, lock
him up and book him for “vagrancy”
while they mvestigate. Tucson, Arizona,
where the Chamber of Commerce wel-
comes refugees [rom the cold and smog
ol East Coast winters, despises those refu-
gees who wrrive penniless. Tts vagrancy
laws are among the most vicious in the
land. A "Tent City Hilton” on the out-
skirts ol the town houses 1800 “vagrans™
in the winter, their only crime being
poverty and their urge being not to rape
or rob but to feel a warm sun on thefyr
backs.

In some Eastern citics, gollers who
live in the plush areas of town drop their
colored caddies oft at a newrby bus sta-
ton. A colored man scen loitering in a
restricted area alier dark is a “vagrant”
and quickly picked up by the police.

Some  magistrate  courts  convict 20
men a minute of vagrancy, the vicums
not being aware ol the chanrge until aler
they are found guilty.

Though the Constitution protects free
speech and the right ol assembly. minori-
tics who exerdise those rights olten feel
the rough backhand of the law. An un-
popular speaker, who makes an audience
angry, is hauled oft to jail, though the
roper police Tunction is to protect him
Irom the mob.

Breach of the peace is a common ex-
cuse lor an arvest when the only offense
is espousal ol an unpopular cause. If the
speiker or picketeer resists arvest, then
vesisting anest is a second  unconstiu-
tional charge made against him,

In Albuquerque, New Mexico, a pro-
lessor who cannot sleep and goes for a
midnight walk commits the crime of
“vagrangy.”

Traditionally, the police could search
with warrants only lor instruments of
crime, for contraband (such as heroin) or




lor other illicit arnicles. A ])crsrm's files.
his dioy. his correspondence, his conver
sation were inunune from all searches.
The police were not free o ramnnage
arowmd among one’s personal eflects and
scize correspondence, invoices. and the
like. One's personal effects were in a spe
cial zone ol privacy that was immune
from all police intrusions. That has now
been changed by judicial constraction:
practically nothing is now immune hrom
scarch nd seizure——cven one's  tele-
phione conversation or his exchange ol
confulences with his spouse.

Elecwonic surveilliince. as well as wire
Lapping. s now recognized as a search
and serane within the meaning ol the
Fourth  Amendment. as respects both
state andd  Federal intrusions. Thus,
showing of “probable capse™ as required:
and the surveillance must be zevoed in
on specific matters and not a general
thagner search.

But bevond police surveillance is s
veillance by private parties. Ivis estimared
thar private survcillance through wire
tapping and bugging exceeds ofhcial sur-
veillimee 2000 times. A competttor,
rival, another Eamly member. a Liugant
may make a game out ol “bugging” 1o
further their private interests. A dient
who talks w0 his Lawyer in conhdence,
like a parishioner m the confesstonal
with his priest, 15 now olien walking lor
the “record.” The “bug™ may be inoa st
plev on the lawyer's desk. in the dunnde
licr or in an inkwelll The receiving set
nay be down the sireet a block o1 two,

The Govermment may be implicated.
The conlerence room may cont
way minor; and everytling said by a
client o his lawyer o a Government
waiting room puy be audited.

The men dressed as welephone me
chanics who drive up in a “relephone”™
vuck may bhe Government men, placing
a Thug.”

The man or the woman applying for a
Government job must disclose his or her
rice and religion, when, by constitutional
standinds, those Gias are brrelevanr 1o
any qualibications lor Government work.

Tests given by Government agencies
often ask, Do vou helieve in the second
coming ol Christz"—a question that dis-
qualiics some veligions groups.

Government questionnaires probe the
employee's mariral relations, his premari-
tal sexual relations, his reading habits.

The lovaliy hearings,
launched by Traman and extended by
Eisculiower. have now reached 20000000
cmplovees of Governmment agencies and
ol companies having procurement con
s, How one vowed, whether one
Paul Robeson records. whether
Picasso is a Laovorite artist, whedher The
New Republic or Supreme Court dedi-
sions are read, whether one has a [riend
whom someone accused ol
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“Idon’t condone it certainly. but there's nothing
in our code of ethics that specifically [orbids it.”

“subversive.”  whether one  thinks  tha
Negro and white blood should be mused
in @ blood bhank—these are all used as
wleological wests. The Lt that any ideo-
logical 1est av all is wlerated is shocking
by First Amendment standards. The Tact
e ideas and beliefs. as distinguished
lrom actions and deeds, are probed runs
counter to the American constitutional
ideals, Yer we now scem committed to it

As one views the inaeasing intrusions
uno the various realms ol privacy since
World Wiar Two. he is. T ilunk. bound 1o
agree that we are approaching what Or
well deseribed e 7954 as follows: “You
had 10 Tive—did live, Trom habit that
hecame mstinga—in the assamption that
cvery sound you made wis overheard,”

As e living space per capita de-
areases and people are concenrated into
smaller smaller (5000 per
sjuare block in some cities). anv privacy
that 2 nay live had s
gonc. But beyvond dhat is a startling ero-

and arcas
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sion ol privacy duce to the pre-eminence
ol Big Brother.

We have not of course, evolved into
i totalitarian state. Bue the pattern ol
surveilllinee and - conlormiry  that  pos-
sesses us marks a gravitation woward the
collectivistic philosophy. That philosophy
in ultimate werms requires men 1o walk
i unison.  utering no Csubversive”
thoughts. reading what the powers tha
be  consider orthodox  and  associating
only with “sale”™ people.

Elccrronics have made i1 casy 1o pene
trate any sanctuary and 10 break down
the walls that hinve  guarded  people’s
confidences. Thus, the police have new
aned terrilying ols to seirch out even
the ideologieal stray.

The cimate ol privacy once allowed
the genius of our prople 1o flourish, We
nmay intime rebel against its loss. Only
rebellion, 1 think, can
ulthmate suftocation,

sme us lrom
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LOVE AND HATE

rather  than  being  truly  strong—are
usually frightened men who turn to rape,
becruse otherwise their fear of women is
so great as to make them impotent in
normal sexual relations.

The ad cven gives evidence of the
tvpe of impotence Avis fears. the usual
problem of men who “wry harder”—jpre-
mature ejaculation or the inability to last
“2 minutes flal.” Afraid that even two
minutes is oo long. Avis talks about girls
who can finish in 90, 48 and 47 seconds.
Frightened by this admission, Avis goes
back to its pscudomasculine rape theme
and assures its sadists-in-a-hurry, “And
don’t think it won't hurt.”

When  analytic  patients  make  sig-
nificant emotional statements, they usu-
ally call auention to it in some manner.
Avis is no exception to the rule. In the
next line it admits. “When you wear a
button that says, WE TRY HARDER. and
somebody tells you to take it off, they’re
lelling you something about yowrsell.”
Tlus 15 an obvious case ol projection.
What Avis is admitting is that it is telling
us something about giself. The real
meaning of the phrase in italics is “We're
telling vou something about ourself.”

Again, Avis tries to asume a strong
masculine role by restating the  first
headline; but now the underlying weak-
ness  is  breaking  through,  because
the nextto-thelast  statement  is,  “2
minutes. If she takes a sccond longer,
tell her o hand the Lunon over.” But
even this much more tentative command
is now too strong for Avis. It retreats
completely from its tough position in the
last  sentence, which pleads,  “Please
don’t uy to remove it yoursell”

The reaction formation has, as usual,
[ailed. Though attempting to assume a
hard, bruwal, masculine Tagade 1o over-
come its carlier, feminine identification,
Avis was not able 1o maintin the ag-
uressive  position amd exposed its fear
and valnerability by pleading for mercy.

It would be unluir 1o Avis il we did
not plumb deeper into its psyche and ex-
plore the fundamental reason for its feel-
ings of inferiority. Here, Adler does not
go lar enough and we have o wrn to
Freud. Why did Avis assume the {emi-
nine role in s earlier advertsing, when
it spoke of being No. 22 Usually, the
yvoung male adopts a feminine-passive
attitude to avoid the threat of castration.
Avis is no exception. What does it fear
but “the loss of its button™? Obviously,
the button here represents the male or-
gan. The question still remains: Who
does Avis fear? Who is the threatening
force hefore whom this mighty corpora-
tion must prostrate itsell if it is nor to be
deprived ol its phallic button? Here, 100,
we are supplied with a symbol so clear
that it cannot be denied. Avis is in mortal
fear of No. I. Remember the sentence,
“Don't think it won't hurt,” meaning, of

(continued from page 152)

course, that Avis is afraid of hurts or, if
we alter the spelling slightly, Hertz, the
dreaded No. 1, the avenging father who
is ready to castrate the upstart son.
No wonder poor Avis emphasizes that it
is ouly No. 2 as it tries pathetically to
assume the pose of pseudo masculiniry.

Since its attempt at masculinity didn’t
work, we can expect Avis to turn back 1o
its old feminine ways. Sure cnough. in
the next ad, Avis is beginuing to unmask
itsell. A characteristic ol the anal person-
ality, as Freud has poined out, Is 1Is
miserliness. Gone 1s its boast ol being a
big spender. Instead, Avis admits, “But
we're trving to save a buck.” It gives
itsell away completely by inadvertently
using an old word for [aggot—"we keep
our cars in cream pufl condition.” Ob-
viously a Freudian slip. “Mother” Avis
is keeping its cars in cream puf] con-
dition. Why? “Just 1o keep you happy.”

But Avis is not only trying w keep you
happy. it's even trying to make up to the
ageressor. No. 1. The bovs who walk
lightly know very well that one way to
avoird the avenger is to seduce him,
Hence, the promise, “1 Avis is out of cas,
we'll get you one [rom our competition.”
Of course, it cannot completely forget its
anal preoccupation with moucey, so we
et the admission: “We'll even lock up
our cashbox and walk you over w the
competition in person.” I you have any
doubt that Avis is wrying 1o seduce No. 1,
it carefully explains: “And don’t worry
about the car our competition will give
you. It's for an Avis customer and they
know it. This is their chance.”

Everything 1o please No. 1. Avis will
even deliver customers in person, just Lo
give Na. 1 a chance. Again we wonder, a
chance at what?

Having expressed s anal-masochistic
fantasies, having [ailed in it attempt at
pseudo masculinity, Avis then wies to
seduce its master by playing homosexual
slave. Shades of Kraltv-Ebing. Now we
must expect a personality  breakdown
and, sure cnough, Avis regresses [rom its
anal position to the earlier oral stage:
“Avis needs vou.” This constant expres
sion of need is usually characteristic ol
the oral personality. If you have any
doubt of it. the first sentence ol this ad
reads: “We're still a livde hungry.” Of
course, being oral and therelore hun-
ery, it is not too surprising that the
last sentence of the ad relers to lood:
“"And we know which side our bread is
buttered on.”

In the oral homosexual, we often find
paranoia or pathological suspicion, so
now Avis treats us to a whole series of
paranoid ads. One ad boasts about spics
and. like all paranoids, justifics its posi-
tion: “Company spics aren’t nice. But
neither is being No. 2.7 Of course, a para-
noid homosexual hates women and the
Avis  representative is no - exception:

“That’s how our Mr. X carves out a liv-
ing: bugeing Avis girls. Just 1o see if he
can wipe the smiles off their faces.”” After
all, Avis has plemy ol men working for
it, but no. My. X 15 p:li(l to torture Lhe
girls, or that's what they are telling us.

We all expect other people to feel the
way we do. Avis is no exception. Being
suspicious, it expects suspicion from the
world. “People who notice the low mile-
age on our cars someumes get a litde sis-
picious.” Also, paranoids often helieve
they are in imminent danger of annihila-
tion, and [riendless ("We know vou carry
that other charge card, too”). Poor Avis,
look where its mad passion has led it

However, you can’'t be a masochist
without having a sadist. Fortunatcely or
unfortumncuely  lor  Awvis, Hertz,  after
preeending  indillerence,  fmally - came
through. In a simple, stark—if somewh:t
ambiguous—ad. No. 1 showed s atti-
wde nomverbally. With a denched  fist
and a single upraised finger (the index.
but this was flor [amily magazines).
Hertz gave Avis the bird. And though
one picure is worth 10,000  words,
Hertz had 1o rub it in: It turned to the
sadist’s delight—sarcasm.

The finger is sull there, but now
there’s more—"No. 2 says he tries hard-
er. Than who?” Hertz blandly accepts
the mamle of superiority Avis has so
consistently offered it and proceeds 1o
boast of s supcriority. Where  Avis
offers a quarter, Hertz magnanimously
offers S30. 1t's really rubbing it in. Al
most every line in the ad is designed 10
say, “Mine is bigger than yowrs.” Even
the word “blood” gets into the ad. in
case Avis has any question about No. 1's
sadism. Finally, the unkindest cut of all,
it pretends to ignore No. 275 plea for at-
tention and sarcastically mquires, “Speak
up No. 3. Is it you tlat No. 2 wies harder
than:" Like every sadist. it knows that
indifference can cause the greatest pain.

In the next ad, Hertz conunues s
theme about being bigger and beter. It
even pretends mock  sympathy:  “Its
tough being No. 2.7 Aler the svmpathy,
it proceeds 10 ridicule poor No. 2: If
you were in the car rental business and
vou were No. 2 and vou had only hall as
many cars to olfer and about hall as many
locations at which to ofter them, and
fewer people to handle evervthing, what
would vou say in your advertising?”

Sarcasm remains Hertz' weapon—sin-
casm in which Hertz taunts poor Avis for
ns prissiness, finally saying in a nasty
tone, “Right, your ashirays are cleaner.”™
It even adds msule to injury by showing
a Hertz ashtray with a butt in it, as il o
say, “a real man doesn’t bother about
this superfussy cleanliness bit.” As Heruz
grows more sadistic, it tikes to parroting
Avis’ words and spends half the ad
boasting of its superiority. “Ha. ha, all
you can say is ‘we try harder, we wry hard-
er.” ™ Agan, “Mine is bigger than yowrs.”

Finally, Hertz  gives  the  supreme

247



PLAYRBROY

248

filters doit 5

MEDICO

FILTER PIPES

66-baffle absorbent replaceable Medico Fil- ¢
ters trap juices, tars, nicotine — keep your
mouth cleaner, cooler. Change filter and your
pipe is clean. Selected, imported briar; nylon
bits guaranteed bite-proof.

For beautiful color catalog, Write Medico, 18 E. 54th LY
N. Y. 10022, Dept. A-25. Please enclose 16¢ for handling.

T ——

Hlustrated
GOLD CREST dark claret 38
{light café finish $9)

]

Insist on MEDICD FILTERS
10 for 10¢
Also Menthol-Cocl 10 for 15¢

Jet Stream
$3.95 z

MEDICO -

“Ancient Bruyere
$7.50

Filter Pipes
$2.50 up
Frices hgher cutside U.5.4.

World’s Largest Slng Pipes

stir her to romance

PLAYBOY COCKTAILS FOR TWO SET

Perfect mixer for a perfect evening. Emblazoned

in 22k gold. 16-ounce glass mixer, stirrer and two cocklail glasses.
Deluxe set includes walnut snack tray with knife

and tile for cheese cutting.

Cocktails for Two Set, 35

Deluxe Set, $1§

Both prices ppd.

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

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS

919 N. Michigan Ave.

Chicago, Illincis 60611

Playboy Club keyholders may

charge by enclosing ey no.

sadistic reply. While the masochist, Avis,
begs to be tortured. Hertz answers, “No,
I won't™: “Aha! You were expecting
another ger tough with Avis ad.”

But at the bottom. Hertz comes to iis
senses. “And now that we've gotten the
irritation out of our systems, all future
advertising  will be devoted solely 1o
acquainting vou with how recliable, re-
sourcelul, helpful and pleasant we are so
you'll come in and rent a car from us in-
stecad of our dear friends down the
street.”

Catharsis has again effected a cure.
Hertz no longer has need of the love-
hate relationship. the sadomasochistic.
perverse love that the two corporate sin-
ners laid bare for all the world 1o see.
The open expression of its feelings has
helped, as it usually does.

Avis, too, secems 1o have overcome its
mad masachistic passion and begins to
siruggle for its freedom. Not onlv is it
willing to fight for itsell, it even offers 10
lead others in a comradely struggle for
their  emancipation: “No. 25 of the
world, arise!™ It proclaims its willingness
to give up its impotence and arise.

Regrettably, Avis suffered a relapse.
In a recent ad, we see a hand with a raised
index finger accompanied by a hall-raised
middle finger. The copy reads, “Would
vou behieve Avis is Number 11477 It is
a spurious boast, however: that detumes-
cent middle finger is obviously a rever-
sion to carlier castrauon [antasies. A
carclul look at the ad indicates that there
15 good reason for the recurrence of neu-
rotic behavior. In tiny print, we read,
“Avis Rent a Car Svstem, Inc. A world-
wide service of ITT.” Now Avis is in
real trouble. Here is a powerful [ather
from whom it will shrink in primeval
[ear. Yet, in time, Avis may prow
to identily with its strong-willed parent,
International Telephone and Telegraph.
and hnd a wuly masculine sell-image.

The latest sct of ads indicates that
there is hope. Gone is the emphasis on
violence and self-pity. One recent ad
shows a preuy Avis girl who is so sell-
assured that she can immediatelv rvelate
to her customers, althongh in a some-
what devious manner—Dby winking. One
meians vou're in business, while two
winks will get you a compact. OF course,
she is mot allowed to be promiscuous;
over three winks and you are 10 “dis
regard the message. IUs swrictly agaiinst
company policy.”

We are so sanguine about the whole
thing that we venture to predic Avis’
complete recovery in the near [uture, In
fact, it may be time to turn our auention
to a diflerent medium—television. Just
what, for instance, is going on with that
armored [ellow besiride his white horse
who finds it mecessary to roam  the
countryside trying to make everyone very
clean? That's quite a lance he's got there,



CRIMINAL MENTALITY

will show that what appeared 1o pre-
cipitate his visit to the psychiatrist was
trouble with s wile, and that the psy-
chiatrist wrged him to return next week
at the same time—Dbut he never did,

The people he is planning 1o kill 1o
morrow mean nothing o him, Chances
are he doesn’t even know then yet. But
he knows dimly they will be women. To
night he will stay up all night, making
preparations. Tomorrow, after 1t s all
aver and he is being led away manacled
Irom the bodies. surrounded by newspa-
permen and elevision: photographers, he
will smile and say. no. he isn't sorry he
did it and. no, he had no particular rea-
son 10 do it except that he wamed to
become Tamous.

It would perhaps not be good public
policy 10 pursue further this sketch ol a
mythical murderer. Several recent mass
murderers  have said  they  were  “in-
spived” 1o horror by the publicity given
a previous mass murderer. Psychiatrists
know that such publicity cin never be
more than a trigger mechanism. releas-
ing & homicidal drive already deep-set.

- - L]

In recemt months, a Minnesota farmer
shot and killed his wife and set a fwe in
which his four children burned o death;
a 2lyearold high school dropout shot
and killed a Family of nine in Canada: a
sniper high on the tower of the Universi-
ty of Texas in Austun killed 13 people
and wounded 31; a man entered  an
apartment in Chicago and strangled cighe
student nurses: another man shot hve
people 1o death in New Haven, Connect-
cut: and still another invaded a beauty
parlor in Mesa, forced  hve
women and two children 1o lic down on
the floor and shot them methodically.

Such shocking, spectacular and seem-
ingly senscless crimes make us wonder
whether “a criminal mentality,” or “killer

Arirona,

instiner,” exists and what can he done 10
protect ourselves from its work. Tlas arni-
cle explores those questions and relared
ones.
SR

It mav he well 1o dispose at once of
the notion that man s a peaceable ani-
mal, though this should hardly he neces-
sy i Auschwitz. As
Konrad Lorenzs has shown. ol all the car-
nivores, only two Jack built-in inhibitons

one  remembers

against kitling members ol their own
species—rats and men,

All human be-
tween  killing  members ol own
group and killing ouwtsiders. The Tauer is
called “warlare”™: the former, “murder.”
Since man does not feel mhibited against
killing his own kind, he has enacred laws
against it. We punish murder. Nonethe-

socicties  distinguish

one'’s

{continued from page 163)

less, we feel fairly comfortable with mur-
der for profit. or revenge, ov jealousy, or
some other “rational” motive that we ¢an
understnd. What shocks us is a murder
“without reason.” What shocks and be-
wilders and [righens us most ol all s
mass murder “without reason,™

Some mass murders are  completely
rational.  In the 1890s, Dv. H. H.
Holmes lured more than 20 ladies 1o his
murder castle in Chicago, mulaed most
of them, married some and dispatched
all. People were shocked but not bewil-
dered; greed they could understand. In
1948, two voung men were paroled from
the state “reformatory” in Ohio. e¢m-
barked on a series of stick-ups, killed a
tavern owner, remembered that o re-
formatory guard had treated  them ill,
went to seck him ow, enered the home
ol his superior insiead, ook this man and
his wife and daughter o a cornheld, shot
them  dead and, during the ensuing
manhunt,  killed wwo other  people
who happened 1o impede their flight
The stae killed both, but with under-

standling:  Robbery, revenge and  flight
are comprehensible,

But the emotions aroused by the Aus
tin sniper or the Arizona beauty-parlor
killer or the murses” simngler ave dil:
ferent. They differ ¢ven brom the emo-
tions aroused by Howard Unruh, who in
1949 shaughtered 13 people in Camden.
New Jersey: for Unrub was psychatic—
the  dingnosis  was  schizophrenia—and
people can accept the idea that lunatics
kill. (Actually, they seldom do: They
cannot olten organize and divect their
energies toward so sustained an under-
taking as murder. especially mass mur-
der.) What bothers people about the
noninsane unmotivated murderer is tha
he simply cannot be explained. His activi-
ties do not vield to rational analysis.
Spectacular inexplicable  crime  simply
calls public attention to a fact that ex-
perts must confront every day: We sim-
ply do not know much about the roots of
criminality.

Day in, day out, judges must assess
criminal  responsibility:  wardens  must
keep, and mav oy o “rchabilitae,”
those adjudged  dangerous 1o society;

“Perhaps you misundevstood. . . . I just said that |
wished you Mother truckers would be more careful. . . .

i1}
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parole boards must decide when it is
sife to loose a prisoner on society. These
are sometimes  life-and-death  decisions.
And they must involve the roots ol
crime. Yet knowledge and theory on this
subject are a treacherous swamp.

Through this swamp flow three main
streams of thought. One s the theory
that  criminality s biologically  condi-
tnoned, or even imherited. An  lalian
physician, Cesare  Lombroso, in 1876
postulated the born ariminal. Lombroso
said he had established by anthropologi-
cal measurements that the physical and
psychological characteristics of criminals
differed strikingly from those of non-
criminals. But soon a British study ex-
ploded them and. as psychoanalysis arose,
Lombroso became almost a  joke. In
1939, however, Farnest Hooton,  an
American anthropologist, alter studving
15,000 ariminals, published his view that
criminals are biologically inlerior 10 non-
criminals. Dr. William H. Sheldon, after
studying  several  hundred  delinquent
voung men, concluded that there is a
neeessary  relationship  between  hody
type—physique—and  emperament;  his
work is an attempt to ground psvchiatry
in biology. He found three kinds of de-
linquents—people who ger into trouble
bhecause of memal or medical insufh
acney (e.g., leeblemindedness), because
ol psychotic or ncurotic  dilliculties or
because ol none ol these and for no
other apparent reason. This last, Sheldon
termed  the component  of - “primary
aiminality.” In most cases, all three com.
ponents were intermungled. In a con-
siderable number of the bovs, Sheldon
discerned  the component ol “primary
aminality.” He thought that he had
seen in his series ol corimimals  the
same thing Lombroso and Hooton had
seen—true qualitative differences in per
sonalities  that. because of  inadequate
techniques, eluded  them.  Sheldon sug-
gested  that Turther  biological  studies
may show that “delinquency may veside
in the cellular morphogenowvpe.”  He
maintained that the parents of his delin-
quents were themselves delinquent and
in “very much the same way” and 10
about the same degree that their boys
were.

Earlier. a German psychiatrist had re-
ported that of the identical twins ol 13
convicts, 10 had also served prison terms
—but that of the nonidentical 1wins of

17 convicts, only 2 had. He concluded
thar  ariminality  was  biologically  de-
termined  and  hereditary. D, Franz

Kallmann has advanced the view that
schizophrenia is hereditary. He has re-
ported thar the mathematical probabilivy
ol sullering schizophrenia is only .85 per
cent in the general populunion, but is
16.4 percent among the children ol one

95p  sthizophrenic parene: it is 14 percent for

a nonidentical twin of a person who has
schizophrenia, but it is 85.8 percent for
the identical twin of a schizophrenic.

Psychiatry has always been split be-
tween those who attribute mental  dis-
order 10 physical causes and those who
msist it 1s ol purely emotional origin.

Most psvchiatrists do not consider the
aase for heredity proved (but it has
never been disproved, either). Until a few
years ago, the work of Hooton. Sheldon
and  Kallmann Lugely  ignored.
Then, when  doctors  discovered  the
clfecs of certain wranquilizing  drugs,
such as dilorpromazine (Thorazine) and
reserpine (Serpasil), on mental patients,
the whole biological school of thought
gained sudden ascendancy. Too sudden,
perhaps—I[Malse  hopes  were  sometimes
vaised. and the drugs have not proved o
be curc-alls for mental illness. Neverthe-
less. interest in the drugs stumulated
mterest in biological research, especially
biochemistry. To date. this work has pro-
duced no final answer on the “cause™ of
mental illness—indecd, ic s unlikely 1o
do so, since a single cause for so complex
and varied a phenomenon is unlikely,
But it has focused the interest ol labora-
tory men on human behavior.

The second broad school of thought
about the roots of criminality is sociologi-
cal. As everybody knows, children who
grow up in slums. badly treated ar home
and - poorly  educated at school,  sur-
rounded by teenage  delinquency.  are
likely to emd up in prison. Studics have
documented it. from such greatr sociologi-
cal works of the 1920s and 1930s at the
Umniversity ol Chicago as The Gold Coast
and the Stum, The Gang and Delinguen-
¢y Areas, down 10 the HARYOU work of
the 1960s. They show that certain areas
ol the cty favor criminal behavior—
slums in the older parts of the city where
housing is bad. schools crowded,
poverty is great, lamily and community
life disorganized, recreational  facilities
few, and a vadition of delinquent be-
havior is passed on from one generation
to another, as is the wadition ol eing
with a spoon. Other studies showed, oo,
that “white-collar cnime”—embezzlement,
tax evasion, and so on-——inaeased as wr-
banization increased, removing the brake
of neighborhood disapproval.

But the sociologists could not explain
cverything,  as  they  themselves  sand,
What of the slum boy who grows up
straighe? What ol the suburban boy cn-
joving ali the outward “advantages” who
zoes wiong? The sodologists called -
lention to many important problems of
our cities, problems that are today made
screamingly acute by the Negro revolu-

wis

e

tion. But in the end, they concluded that
of all the lactors involved in criminality,
the most important was the subtle emo-
tional relationship among members of

the family. And this is far doser 10
psvchiatry than o sociology.

The third theory of the roots of crime
1s the psychiamic view: that crime is the
product of psvchic deficiency or dis-
order. Like the psvchoses. the neuvoses
and the use of alcohol and drugs. aime
is merely one way ol solving problems,
of resolving conflicts. The “sick™ person-
ality is the factor that predisposes a man
to crime; the social environment (riggers
the explosion. (Sociologists would put it
the other wav around.) The dithculty
with the psyvchiaric theory is that men-
tal hospitals are full of psvchotics who
committed no crimes; while prisons are
full of people who could not be called
cither psychotic or neurotic—and the
free world is full of people who have
suffered severe psychic taumas and yet
have never committed [elonies nor been
declared insane.

Eleanor and Sheldon Glueck have -
tempted to synthesize the three views,
nuatching 500 delinquent bovs with 500
nondelinquent bovs and studving  them
with Dr. William Sheldon’s body-typing,
psychology's Rorschach testing ol person-
ality structure and the techniques of soci-
ology. They have found that although
both groups ol bovs came [rom under-
privileged  neighborhoods, the  delin-
quents” individual homes were markedly
mferior o the nondelinquents” and so
were their relations with their Tamilies;
and they differed significantly from the
nondelinquents in both body type and
personality structure. The Gluecks con-
cluded thar delinquency results from the
interplay ol biological. psvchological and
cultural factors.

Firdly anyone today questions that
the sociological and psychiatric views of
criminality have validity, and some be-
lieve the biological view mav be valid,
too. Nomne alone scems  sullicient, for
some criminals exhibit waits that support
one theory but not the others, some ex-
hibit 1two or all three and a few exhibit,
ar least as far as we can discern, none.

The members of this last group, the
group that shows no discernible patholo-
gy—the seemingly “normal” bhoy who
may have grown up in an “average”
home and shows no biological predispo-
sition to crime, the boy who kills for no
apparent  veason—are  wsually - labeled
“psychopathic personality.” The psvcho-
pathic personality has been called “the
wastehasker ol psychiaty.,” mto which are
dumped all men who are not psvchotic,
not  neuwrotic,. not - mentally  delicient
—vet there is something very wrong
with them. Sometimes they are called
sociopaths. They seem o be warviors,
wir with the world: and upon occasion,
some sort ol psychic storm  seems 1o
ovartake them and they kill “senseless-
ly.” The psychopath is not “insane.” He
knows who he is and where he is and
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what time i1 is. He dwells in o world,
not the lantasy world of psychosis. He
may be ol aboveaverage intclligence,
But his emotions are out of kilter: his
moral development. his ““character.” is
deficient. He “knows™ the consequences
of aiminal acis. but is unable 1o “feel”
them. He never learns by experienee. He
never leels wemorse or shame. He s
never sorry he killed., He is the siranger
among us. He rejects society amd anv ob-
ligation o it. He has never lewrned 1o
wait, He lacks brakes. He is unpredica:
ble. He is cold, remote: he cannot be
reached by the chaplain’s exhortions or
the jailer's blows or the psvchiatrist’s
ministrations. He s a wanderer: earlier
in American history. he went West (and
todav he often dwells in the Iringe jun-
gles ol our civilization). He is impulsive,
immate and unstable. He commis the
daring, dangerous crimes—bank vobhery,
assault. rape. cop Killing. He s the mob's
hired killer. He commits the “senseless”
crimes. One man called him a “rebel
without a cause.”

We do not know what produces him.
Perhaps he docs not exist: perhaps “psy-
chopathic personaliny™ is only a 1crm we
lve nmvented lor those who it no other
class, for those who hallle us nuery. He
may be the “born criminal™ that Lom-
broso saw, the “hiological infenior™ thar
Hooton saw, the “primary  criminal”
that Sheldon siw. the teenage gang leader
that  the sociologists the “defec
tive superego” that the psvehiatrists saw,
the classic Lilure at resolving the Ocdipal
wriangle thar the psvchoanalysts saw, the
rathike, anmalistic ageressor without inhi-
bition that the andwopologists saw, the
“plan ormery cow” that hontersmen
knew—or the “mad-dog Killer”™ ol tomor-
row’s headlines. Aud he may be only an
muginary beast we conjure up in the
dinkness of our ignorance.

Saw,

- - -

All this is of fa more than theoretical
importance. To put the matter somewhin
aremely. il Sheldon is vight. il crimi-
nality vesides in the cellulay morphogeno-
type, then the solution is sterilizuion;
il the sociologists are rizhe, then we must
totally rebuild our cities: il the psychia-
wrists e righn, we must pur a0 psvehia-
irist in every kindergarien. Stating  the
matter thus exiremely sugeests the 1m-
portance of theory 1o public policy. Pub-
lic policy for the protection ol socictv—
what should it bez Ideally, it would
await the answers of science. But 11 can
not: crime ocours: what should we do?
And inextricably emwined with the pro-
tection of socicty s, in a lvee sodiery. the
protection of individual freedom.

It is no exageeration to sav that the
administration ol criminal justice is the
best measure of any society. So meas

252 urcd, our sociely scems superior to, say,

China’s or Cuba’s, though it exhibits seri-
ous llaws. Despite high-court striciures,
100 many police still hold suspects ille-
gally and exiraat conlessions by lorce.
Too olien the adversary svstem makes
trials contests by u'i(kcl"}'. not searches
for truth. Overzcalous proscamors with-
hold  important  evidence:  overrealous
defense Liwvers coach witnesses and
cven subvert jurors. Only recently have
state courts heen obliged 10 provide
counsel in noncapital cases, Occasionally,
the muocenmt are convicred: move olen,
we hope. the guilty go hee. Evewitnesses
mitke mistaken identilicuions.  Innocent
men with previous criminal records are
in great danger. The press inlluences
jurics.  Political  pressures and  private
prejudices swav judges. Inequitable sen-
tences are common—:i man can he
tenced o a long term of vears lor stealing
cows in o orural area bhur given proba-
tion [or robbery in the ditv. A man can
spend his ite on skid row, inand ow of
Jail almost constantly. and never sce a
Lawyer: Criminal justice simply doesn’t
operate here. Almost no adulierers. Tor-
drunken  drivers and people
who bet on the numbers are prosecuted.
ad probably only about 30 percent of
those who commit major [elonies. More
poor men than vich men go o prison. 50
do. pn)]mrliml.'lltly_ more Negroes than
white men, Almost no ridh men are ex-
ceuted. One proscanor who obtained 13
death penaliies recalls that only four
acually were excauted and all four of
those were Negroes,

But progress occurs. Inaeasingly, the
courts protect the rights of the accused,
despire ignorant  outcrics ol “coddling
aiminals.” The Liw moves slowly. but it
moves. and one has the impression it is
improving the quality of justice in this
country.

One question the judge must decide is
the limit of cviminal responsibility. Afrer
1843, the M'Naghien Rule applicd—a
man was responsible for his aas if he
possessed the ability to know their nature
and quality and 1o distunguish vight from
wrong. In 1454, the Distia of Columbia
Circuit Court of Appeals in Washing-
ton, D.C, ser lorth anstead the Dur-
ham Rule—a man is not criminally liable
il his act was “the produa of mental

nicators,

discase or delect.” Last year, Congress re-
pealed the Durham Rule. but the Presi-
dent veroed the hill; the counts are still
deciding cases in this shadowlnd. while
cminent lawvers and jurists are seeking
new lormulas, Meanwhile, in mial counts,
the shameflul contest between opposing
Cexpert” witnesses continues. The man
accused of Killing cight nurses in Chic
go in July 1966 was adjudged it to st
trial—and convicted. On the other linud.
Howard Unruh, the Camden Killer of
1949, was adjudged  insane. Sometimes
the dedision on who goes 1o prison and

who goes 10 a memal hospital  secms
almost capricious,

In the past, if a man was found not
responsible because of mental illness. he
was consigned 1o a mentl hospital until
he recovered his sanity and could stand
trial. But a few months ago. a4 man who
had been found not guilty by reason of
insanity sued for velease rom St Eliza
beths Hospital in Washington, claiming
he had received no psvchiannc treatment
there: and the appellate court remanded
the case: “The purpose of inveluntary
hospitalization is reatment. not punish-
ST oo Absent treatment, the hospital
is ‘irmslonned o & penitenizo
where one could be held indehniely foy
no comwvicted offense. . . The patient’s
right 10 weumem s dear” By thus
asserting the “right to weatment.” the
court abo spotlighted the Lacts that even
such good public mental hospitals as
St Elizabeths e woelully unable 1o
aftord their patients veatment and, Tor
ther, that the present state of both o
understanding  of  mental  disease  and
methods o mreat it are wocelully Falwy.

Once a man is adjudged  responsible
and guilty and senr 1o prison. socieay. in
the person of the warden. guards and. in
more  enlightened  jurisdictions,  social
workers and psvchologists and even psy-
chiatrists. undertakes the task of “rel
bilitating™ him—veshaping him so he can
someday safelv be set free. This eltore s,
almost withoutr exception. a [arce. How
am they rehabilitate a man in prison un
less they know what drove him there in
the first placer Teaching a convict 1o
weld fenders mav keep him out of mis-
chicl while he is in prison, but it has lit-

-

tle to do with what made him a crimuinal
and s unlikely 1o cha
prevent repeni
ahier he is released. Teaching a boy 10

him and so

him [rom Iis ¢rime

read, encouraging his relatives (o visit
him and write 1o him. providing a chap-
Liin and a counsclor are all very well:
but il his cellmate is an experienced
bank robber. he is more likely 1o heed
that clder’s wisdom than the counselor’s
or the wacher’s or the chaplain’s. Keep-
ing a bank vabber busy ina prison indus-
oy may keep him out of wouble in
prison: 1t is not likely 10 persuade him 1o
mend his ways, Putting a0
honor Lirm or conservation camp may
convince him it is beuer o sty than to
run awav: it is not likely to make him 2

an out on an

Law-abiding citizen, Providing a counse-
lor 10 help him with his prison-made
problems. such as a faithless wilfe. may
help him sleep beter in his cell; i has
nothing 10 do with rehabilitation. For n
was not illiteracy, or “poor work habirs.”
or indiflerent relatives. or any of 1he res
that brought him 1o prison in the fira
place; it was something clse, we know



“All 1 know is every December 25th I wake up and this jolly
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little fat Jellow is in bed wilth me. . . .
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The new pleasuresof collecting art.

As if owning a Rembrandt or a Hals weren't
enough, we've added something new to the pleasures of
great art: great Bourbon.

Once again we're putting up Beam’s Choice Bour-
bon in Collector's Edition bottles for the Holidays. You
can choose a Rembrandt, a Hals, a De Keyser (the paint-
ing of the dandy on horseback), or a Holbein portrait.
And it'll cost you no more than our less artistic year-
round bottle.
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‘tor's Edition Vol II bottle shows you know he appreci-

The Beam family strongly recommends this new
way to collect art. For the following reasons:

1. It can save you a few million over the originals.
2. You don't have to worry about forgeries. (We admit

~ the paintings on our bottles are reproductions; but the

masterpiece inside is the real thing.)
And 3, giving a friend Beam’s Choice in a Collec-

ates the finer things in life. Within and without.
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not what. And until we do know, reha-
bilitation inside prison is a myth. Indeed,
prison, [ar lrom protecting society, is so-
ciety's enemy. It does not fic men for
Ireedom. It prisonizes men. makes them
wholly unfit for life in the complicated
free world. It teaches Tar more young
men to hate than 1o repent. teaches them
criminal  techniques, not  lawlul  voca-
tions. The Gict is that most “rehabilita-
tion” programs are designed to ease the
wardens lot—and no wonder. for big
prisons are so crowded. so heterogencous
and so hiled with the world’s mishts and
Failures and warriors that simply keeping
the place running without riot is all but
impossible. Busy, 1casonably  conented
convicts are less likely o mutiny than
idle malcoments. Bat this has nothing 1o
do with rehabilitation, The husiest. most
contented convict in the prison may be
the most dangerous 1o release: he has
learned 1o Live in prison, which means he
is unfit 1o live ouwside i, Only a hard-
core dangerous  caiminals  need
NLENTIUIM-SCCUrily  anprisonment to pro-
tect society—but thousands upon  thou-
sands of other misareants get it Nearly all
are worsened by it Some bovs could safe-
Iy be veleased alter the fost night in the
prison reception cell. On the other hand,
some armed robbers ought 10 he locked
up forever: they are warriors and they will
continue their war on the world when-
ever able. Some murderers—situational
murderers—could salely bhe ser hee the
day after their arrest. One such was
called the Spaghett Man. He and his
family had been on relicl a long time.
They had no job. ne money. and they
hadd nothing to cat but spaghetti. Finally
his luck trned. He got a job as a labor-
er. He brought home a ten-dollar ad-
vimce on his wages and wold his wile 10
go out the next day and buy the biggest
sirloin steak she could find. That mght,
he cime home and found her drunk.
wearing a new  hat and swaving  back
and forth in front ol the stove, Whar was
she cooking? Spaghetti. He knocked her
downstairs and her neck was broken. He
was uselessly sentented 1o 1 1o 1 years.

Increasingly enlightened thought holds
that punishment should fiv the criminal,
not the aime. Since purashment alone
scems not 1o have suceesstully proteced
society, 1t is now generally believed that
not punishment but treatment should be
the goal. But in the present stie of
knowledge, this seems almost an idle
dream.

Meanwhile, 98 percent ol the men
sent to prison someday return to free so-
ciety. Most return worse than they left,
And abowt hall of them commit
new  crimes. Iv s surprising that  the
record 18 not worse.

few

O

The wue interest ol society lies not in
apprehending, dealing justly with and

imprisoning criminals after they have
committed cimes but in identilving
them before they commit them. Some-
times this is possible. Warning signs may
appear eavly in a bov's lile—he may hide
things senselessly,  develop  odd  eating
habits. throw his mother’s perlume down
the sink, become afrand to walk on grass,
seem polite but remote and strange, Fall
behind in his studies, sev fire 10 his
parents” bedroom. break [urniture and,
growing older. molest a child and ran
sack a neighbor’s house without stealing
anvthing, A Tew vears ago, a bov in New
Jersey did just this. No criminal charges
were hled. but his worried parents ook
him voluntarily to New Jersey's Lamed
new diagnostic center. A doctor 1here,
alter studving him [or a month as a
voluntary paying patient, got the “diag-
nostic impression” ol schizophrenia but
did not consider him sick enough to rec
ommend commitment to a mental hospi
tal. He said Luer that il the boy had
been sent to him by juvenile court. he
would have recommended either putting
him in an institution or sending him
home under supervision. But he  had
come as i voluntary patient: so when his
30 davs ended. he went home—New
Jersey had no legal hold on him. Five
vears later. he strangled a high school
oirl.

Few parents of criminals go 1o so
much trouble 1o ty to help their boy be-
fore it happens. Few institutions are as
good as New Jersey's diagnostic center.
What can we expect from less conscien-
tious parcits and worse state institutions:

Thumbing through prison files, one
finds with dreiry monotony a terrible if
less bizarre story repeated—drunken [a-
ther and absent mother and wruant child,
rebellious boy and peny piltering and

juvenile court, runaway boy and discipli
nary school, car theft and probation,
carrying concealed weapons and broken
probation and reflormatory. parole and
broken parole and reformatory. release
and armed robbery and penitentiary—
and so on., sometimes 1o the eleatric
chair.

All o often, patients tell privane
psvchiatrists they imend to kill some-
body—and do. There were private warn-
ings in the lives of both the Austin sniper
and  the assassin of  President Kenne-
dy. People ask. Why wasn’t something
done? Why doesn’t a diagnostic center
or a juvenile court. discovering warning
signals early in a bov's life. isolate him
immediately rom society? The answer is
that the patient’s—and the boy's—rights
are involved. Courts and  psychiatrisis
have no legal right 10 lock up somchody
because they think that someday  he
might kill. Not every wayward boy turns
out to be a murderer. And anvway, we
simply cmnot put a psychiarist in every
kindergarten—there are fewer than 20.000
psychiatrists in the United States and
most arc in private practice. And even
that is no sure answer. as our New Jersey
case indicates.

Nevertheless,  those  two  cases—ihe
slum boy and the strange New  Jersey
hoy—do suggest three lines of acuon.

The shan bov might have a chance il
the slum  were  eliminated.  Although
slums do not “cause” crime. the high
crime rate there—and the high percent-
age of Negroes in prisons, not becuse
Negroes are “more criminal”™ but because
they more  disadvantaged—argues

dare

powerfully that we must spend the bil-
lions necessary to alter  fundamentally
the character ol our disintegrating cities.
wdenulving

the chance of

Second.

“You get off that ice pond this
minule, you flthy little boy!”
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troubled youngsters early argues power-
fully for spending more public money to
train psvchiatnists and school guidance
directors, establishing juvenile diagnostic
centers and putting our minds to work
on how to protect society against in-
cipient criminality without inlringing on
the rights of the youngsters.

Third, prison reform is essential. Tt is
not too much to say that the prison sys-
tem as it exists should be abolished. It
does not reform the criminal. It fails o
protect socicty. When we know how to
prevent aime or rehabilitate criminals,
we will not put them into prison to do it.
We can abolish prisons. Meanwhile, we
ought to stop making men worse in pris-
ons. Various steps can be taken, indud-
ing these: Build a wide variety of prison
Farms and camps, mediuvm-security insti-
tutions and facilities for the criminally
insane, to permit classification and segre-
gation of inmates; raze such gigantic
maximum-security  institutions  as  the
Michigan State Penitentiary at Jackson,
or at least break them up imo small
units; put under Civil Service and raise
the salaries of guards, parole and proba-
tion supervisors and prison cassification
experts; inarease the supply ol psychiatric

advice 1o parole and dassification boards;
ler about hall the inmates out of all
maximum-sccurity  prisons; and enforce
ironclad sccurity measures on dangerous
men.

But, in the long run, what is needed is
more research into the causes ol crimi-
nality, Research is going forward at sev-
eral private institutions, but not ¢nough
of it. At present, no Federal rescarch
program on crime exists. One would be
costly, but so is crime.

It seems likely that all such programs
—rebuilding the cities, reorganizing the
prison system, training personnel and
stathng schools and diagnostic centers, and
rescarch—may have to await resolution
of the Vietnam war. But perhaps cven
belore money becomes available, forward
planning could start and would probably
be more [ruitful than further Congres-
sional debate on the “gun law.” The ulti-
mate emphasis should be on a program
of rescarch bearing directly on the roots
of criminality. For until we know [ar
more than we know now, there 15 not
much we can do 1o protect ourselves.
What we don’t know can kill us.

“Gee, it must be pretty serious. They're
going to call in his accountant.”

PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

(continued from page 105)

vaudeville-burlesque-Borsche - Belt  cir-
cuit. You've never talked much about your
personal background on the air or off,
other than 1o sity that you'r¢ rom the
Midwest and that you were once an
iumateur magician. Would you like to fill
us in on the rest?

CARSON: Wcell—I was born in Corning.
Towa. No cracks, please. I'm the product
ol a typical middle-class upbringing. My
Lather was then a lineman for the power
district: that means a guy who climbed
up and down wlephone poles. Later on,
he became the power district’s manager,
and he has since retired. We moved
around to different small towns—places
like Clarinda, Shenandoah, Avoca. |
started school in Avoca, lowa. 1 think 1
was cight when we moved 10 Norlolk,
Nebraska, a town of about 10,000, 1 will
never lorget looking down on Main
Street lrom a fourth-floor hotel window
there, thinking how high up I was and
marveling at so much wrafhe down in the
strect.

I think it was that same year 1 first
realized 1 could make people laugh. 1
plaiyed Popeye in a school skit—you
know, imitating him, with that funny
voice. My sister Catherine and  my
brother Dick [now Carson’s director] and
I grew on up through high school there
in Norfolk. We had a big [rame house in
town. It was a typical small-town Mid-
western boyhood. Dick and 1 fished and
skinny-dipped in the Elkhorn river, and
summers the family would vacation at a
Jake m Minnesota. T was at a [riend’s
home one day when T picked up an old
book I saw: Hoffman's Book of Magic. It
described all the standard  wicks and
how to make some of the equipment
yoursell, and there was an ad for a kit of
stuff from a mail-order place in Chicago.
So 1 osemt away lor it and the stufl
came, and 1 couldn’t think about any-
thing else but making things and work-
ing with the magic. I ordered every
catalog advertised and read them from
cover o cover, and spent every quarter
I could get for more stull. Finally, one
Christmas I got this magician’s table with
a black-velver cover. 1 have never since
seen anything more beautilul than tha
was to me. The next thing was ventrilo-
quism. | bought a mail-order course, also
from Chicago, lor $15.

PLAYBOY: When did you first realize you
wanted o be an entertainer?

CARSON: [ just can’t say I ever wanted to
become an entertainer: 1 already was one,
sort of—around our house, at school, do-
g my magic ricks, throwing my voice
and doing the Popeve impersonations,
People thought T was Funny; so 1 kind of
took entertining for granted. I was full
of card tricks, wo. Around the house, 1
was always telling anybody T saw, “Take a
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card—any card.” Tt was inevitable that
I'd start giving little performances. My
Irst one was for my mother’s bridge
club. They thought I was great: and [
felt great. making my mother so proud,
you know? And alter that T went on
1o give shows at Sunday-school parties,
church  soaals.  anvwhere  they'd  have
me. I was 14 when | earned my hrse fee
tor my act—three dollars from the Nor-
lolk Rotary Club. Then I began 1o get a
lee like thar ar picnics, county Luvs, 4-H
Clubs, service clubs, chambers of com-
meree. I was billed as “The Grear Carso-
ni” wearing a cape my mother  had
sewed for me. In school. 1 was mto every
activity except sports. I went our for
foothall, but the hirst time T ran with the
ball and gor tackled, the nexte thing 1 re-
member s the coach looking down i my
face and asking il T was all right, He rec-
ommended that T give my Tull exwacur
ricular time o other actuvities, I was in
cevery school play, wrote o column for
the school paper. everything. T got pretty
good grades, but most of my cifort was
dircaed elsewhere.

By 1943, when I graduwated from Nor-
folk High. T was making preuy [ar pin
moncy  with  my aca.  Funny thing,
though. T sull didn’t have any intention
ol entertaining as a serious career, 1 owas
still very small town in my outlook, It
would be another three or lour years he
fore I'd find out that the Caskills
weren't a dance team. I was suill playing
with the idea of becoming a psychiatist,
an engineer or a journalise. And T had
decided on engineering when 1 entered
college. But the War was on, you know,
and T was accepted lor a V-12 program
that would get me a Naval Air commis.
sion: but they sent me 1o Columbia Uni
versity's - midshipman  school  instead;
there just weren't any llying training
openigs then. | got my ensign’s com-
mission and went to the Pacihe on the
battleship Pennsylvania. T had dragged
a lootlocker ol gear Tor my act with me
and I entertained the olhcers and men
every clunce |got In the comedy bits,
mosily, I'd knock officers: the enlisted
men loved that, Later. when T owas at
Guam, I did the same thing there.

Finally, when 1T got out, 1 entered the
University of Nebraska, this time trying
journalism, 1 thought it would help me
learn 1o write comedy. But that who
when-where-why-what biv couldn’s have
bored me more, so I switched o radio
and speech, Tt was while I was at the
university that 1 got my first radio job for
ten dollars a week at the local station,
WOW, Tor playing in a comedy Western
called Eddie Sosby and the Radio Rang-
ers, It cune on three mornings a week
and 1 had to ger permission to be IH
minutes  Lue  those mornings for  my
Spanish class. Then, in my senior year., |
didd a thesis on comedy. I analyzed the
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best comics then performing and taped
excerpts of their performances w illus-
trate  things like timing and scquence,
building punch lines. recogn n devices
and running gags. things like that. Co-
medians like Fibber McGee and Molly,
Jack and Mary Benny, Rochester, Ozzie
and  Harrier, Milion Berle and  Bob
Hope, When T got my A.B. degree in
1949, T went straight 1o my hirst job. 550
a week lor doing anything and evervthing
at WOW. I did commercals, news, sta-
tion breaks, weather reports, everything.

I guess the next thing was myv hrst
marriage—io Jody. We'd been going to-
vether several years. Soon my hrst son
wias born, Chris. Meanwhile, 1 got a
radio show, The Squirrel's Nest 1 called
it, and I picked up 525 on the side for
magic acts I'd do anywhere 1 could. In
Onmuaha, 1 remember. there was a group
cimpaigning 10 get rid ol pigeons, which
were accused of defacing city hall. T
cune on my radio show with “Equal
Tune for Pigeons,” imitating the birds
cooing their side of the story and plead-
ing for mercy: we won a reprieve: The
cunpaigning  was  dropped. Doing  just
abowt anvthing a Jack-ol-all-trades in ra-
dio could do, it was almost automatic that
I would eventually go on WOW-TV,

All the time, T kept thinking in the
back of my mind about where T was
headed, in a career wav. I was geuing
along well enough where 1 was, but at
the sime time. I knew that 1 could never
wo very far as long as T stayed in Nebras-
ka. The action and the opportunities were
all either in New York or California.
So 1 got a cameraman [riend to shoot a
hali-howr film ol me doing a liule bit of
everything I could do. When a vacation
came up. I packed the wile and Kids in
our bearup Olds, with a U-Haul wrailer.
1l we ok ofl for California. When we
awrrived in San Francisco, | knocked at
cvery radio and TV door; at most ol
them. 1 couldn’t even get mside. They'd
sav, “No openings. sorry.” S0 we went
on into Los Angeles—looking like some-
thing out ol Grapes of Wrath driving

down Sunset Boulevard. Same kind of
hearty welcome.

Bur hnally, a childhood Ffamily friend,
Bill Brenman, who had gone into radio
siles in Lo AL, successfully recommended
me for a salbannouncer job that had
opened at KNX'T. a local stadon. |1
went there and did everything except
sweep oun the plice. When I could find
the time. like on nights when [ was
disc  jockeying, while the record was
playing, T was sitting there in the booth
putting together an idea for a TV show.
See, T had made an agreement with my-
sell when 1 got o Lo Ac—thae il T didn’t
have my own show alter a year, 1 was

258 going to move on to New York. I was

never one who believed in “waiting for
the breaks.” I believe we make our own
breaks. Well, the CBS people hnally
looked at my idea and gave me a spot
they had open locally on Sunday after-
noons. You won't believe the budger—
for cach show, $25! I wrote mv own
scripts, mimeographed them and acled
in them—and got prewty fair newspaper
notices. On one show. T had a [riend
rush past the camera on the air and I an-
nounced, “That was my guest today,
Red Skelton.” Well, Skelton heard about
it and really did wrn up lor one of my
shows. Then some others did. including
Fred Allen. Skelton and T really got on
well, and finally he offered me a job
writing lor his show. I grabbed it

I guess vou'd call it the proverbial big
break when the telephone rang one day
o somebody wold me Skelon had been
hurt in a rehearsal. He was supposed 10
walk dwough one ol those breakaway
doors, but the door hadn't broken and
Red had been knocked cold about 90
minutes before showume. 1 had always
been  doing  bits  and  cracking  gags
around the ofice and they wanted o
know if I could make it o the station
and go on for Red. 1 don’t know how I
ot there in time, but I dild. And 1 made
criacks about Red getung hurt and sasd,
“The way I lell out here, 1 think Red's
doctor ought o be domg this show.”
well, it came off all right. I got good no-
tices. And that got me my nexe job—The
Jolhnny Carson Show. That was my hrst
big lesson. It ran out its conracied 39
weeks in 1955 and then lolded. That's
where T learned that if you get wo many
cooks involved, that i you don't keep
conuol, youre going w0 bomb out, and
there's nobody 10 blame bun yourself.
PLAYBOY: Will you explain what you
mean by thae?
CARSON: | mean that it was primarily
through my own naiver¢ that the show
latled. 1 had built the show inually
around o format of low-key skits and
commentary on topical subjects—some-
thing rather like the Tonight show, We
good reviews, but the network
people Tele the ratings should have been
higher, and 1 let them start telling me
what 10 do. "We've got o nuake  the
show important.” they 1old me. How
would they go about doing that> With
chorus girls! They were going 10 make
me o Jackie Gleason! 1I'd come rushing
on in a shower ol balloons, with chorus
airls yipping, “Here comes the star of the
show, Johnny Carson!” And the vest Tol-
lowed in that vein. T ler mysell be a poor
imitation. and that’s sure. swilt death lor
any entertainer. But 1 think il nobody
ever [ails, he never has successes. The
show flopped—Dhut 1o me only in the sense
that it went off the air wlter 39 weeks, 1
learned the hard way that you have to
go with your decisions.

got

PLAYBOY: Do you consider that show
your gretest Liilure?

CARSON: Prolessionally it was. Personal-
Iv. no. That was when 1 was divorced
from mv first wile. That's the lowest I've
ever felt. 1the worst personal experience
of my life. We'd been marvied ten vears
—since college, in fact. And  children
were involved—three sons. I think that’s
the worst guilt hangup you cn have,
when children are involved. But divorce
sometimes is the only answer. I think it's
almost  immoral 10 keep on with a
marriage that's really bad. It just gets
more and more rotten and  vindictive
and everybody gets more and  more
hurt. There's not enough honesty about
marriage, 1 think. T wish more people
would Tace the tuth about their marital
sinations. I get sick ol that old rattonali-
zation, “We're staving together because
of the children.” Kids couldn’t be more
miscrable living with parents who can’t
stand each other, They're lar beuer oft of
there's an honest. dean divorce. I'm hap-
py to notce that my bovs don’t seem 10
be negatively aftecied by mine. 1 think
theyre gewing along fine. I've got a very
good marriage now. For a long ume, |
went aroundd  Teeling guilty about  the
Lailure ol the first one—Dbut you can’t go
on lorever like that. just nursing vour
huris. Some friends here in New York
had been alking with me abour Joanne
belore I ever saw her. Finally, I 1ele
phoned her and we made a date over the
phone. I met her with her Father ar Ed-
die Condon’s and we hit it off great,
right away, and it went on from there.
PLAYBOY: Alter the low point you de-
scribed, when The Johnuny Carson Show
went off the air, did things begin o im-
prove prolessiomlly?

CARSON: Not by a long shot. I still had a
lot more o learn—this tme about the
people who e supposed 10 give a per
former so much help in this business.
There T was: My show was closed. 1 was
out ol work. That kind of news llies
throughout  the  show-business  world
with the speed ol light. You're our.
You're dead. But I've got a lamily 10 keep
cating and every day I'm expecting to
hear something  from  the ageney  1han
handied me. But I hear nothing. So 1 go
over there, “Look,” T wold them, "1 cin
et mysell some kind of an act wogether.
Get a couple ol writers to work with me.”
You know what they said?  “Sorry,
Johnny, we can't do that.” So T wem
home and wrote the act mysell, and 1
went out personally and peddled it and
finally gor myselt a date in Bakersheld
at a place called The Maison Jaussaud,
mitking 5100 a week. Bui I was still naive,
I was hoping that some ol the top agency
people would come 10 see me. They

didn’t. They sent two junior members
who sat at a wble, then left. Nothing.
Zevo.

This was about the time 1 dropped
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“silhouetted in black

BATH KILT AND SARI

After bath, pool or sauna, cotron terry wrap-
arounds are alwavs thirsty. Kilt adjusts to
fit all sizes, ma1326, 35. Side-button

sarl n s, M, 1 sizes, MM327, 36.

. ' o
CIGARETTE CASE AND LIGHTER
Soft, supple glove leather encases her _
cigarettes and Playboy lighter. _d @

Rabbit-patterned lining. ’
Jy208, $6.

PLAYMATE

gl KEY
% CHAIN

Gift her with this unusual
key collector in,

gold Florentine finish.
jy2g2, S1o.

MONEY FOLD
i Bills stay neatly in place,
e i hidden pockets hold
business and credit
J cards. Mellow-touch
leather T

[0 thoughtful =]

Santas:

Wrap up all vour Christmas wishes
with a merry gift from Plavboy.

Whether you choose from the

luxury selection on the right or

from the little remembrances

. on the left, vou’re sure to

B delight all on your gift list.

I And, don’t forget yourself!

One good gift deserves another.

CARD CASE

Keeps cards and cash
packed flat and easily
accessible. Black top-
grain cowhide with Rabbit-
patterned lining and deep
Continental pocket.

Jvio8, 28.50.

PLAYBOY
JEWELRY Trims the well-
cut cuft; adds new dash to
his Christmas tie.
Roguish Rabbit
WARM-UP SHIRTS
) Casual good looks for
cuvs and gals.
Machine-washable
cotton,
Rabbit emblem in
white on black or
black on \.\'hitt‘.,
chili, bright gold,
emerald. s, M, 1,
XL S1Zes. WAlo6h,
short sleeve, £4.50.
wa107, long sleeve, 35.
BEER AND COFFEE MUGS
Bottoms up with Playboy-
designed mugs 1n black
with kicky white Femlin.
22-0z. beer mug, Mm319, 35
1c-0z. coffee mug,
(not shown) ma320, $2.50.

enamel on rhodium,
Links and tack set,
Jv100, $7; links,
Jvio2, 3g; tie tack,
JyYio1, $2.50;

hinks and tie bar set
Jvio3, $8; tie bar,
Jy1o4, 83.50.

NIGHT SHIRT
AND CAP

She’ll stay toasty
warm in this
confection
of cuddle-soft ]
cotton flannel in
gay red and white
stripes. One size fits
all your playmates.
MM201, $§.




PLAYBOY-PLAYMATE
SKI SWEATERS

Be ski-mates in
handsome sweaters
of the finest pure
virgin worsted wool
fashioned for
comfort and warmth.
Sporty Rabbit inter- |
woven 1n white on &

cardinal red, white
on black or bl:lck on
white. For playboys
SOLID-GOLD : mns, M, L, XL
BLAZER BUTTONS sizes, WAIOI, 322,

Handsome 14 Kt. gold additions to update blazer and Zuk plagmarcsily

sports jacket. Sly Rabbit adds that dash of fashion flair. ?"_:l’oi' s;ieos,
JY170, 3100. TR

V-NECK SWEATER Knit flat for classic good looks.
Finest zephyr wool in navy, wine, gold or

forest green with matching

turtle-neck bib for Continental

flair. Rabbit subtly stitched

in harmonizing shade. Comes

in handsome storage bag.

s, M, L and XL sizes.

WAlOog, 330.

PLAYBOY |
PUTTER

Perfectly
balanced with
custom grip,
steel shaft and
solid-brass
head to

WALNUT :
CIGARETTE BO)&

Finest workmanship

POCKET
SECRETARY

Note-able accessory

improve his_ in natural-finish walnut. in luxurious black
game. Rabbit- A flick of the finger and glove leather. Complete
crested black cigarette flips up. Holds full with smart classic ball
leather cover. pack, regular or king. pen and pad. Rabbit-
MM321, 322, MM32§, S12.40. pattemed lining.
J¥1o0g, $12.50.
Playboy Products, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611

Please use our code numbers when ordering items.

Ttem
Quant. (code No.) Size Color Complete Order Here:
[ enclose gift card in my name.
[ payment enclosed.

] — — Pl Prod
PLAYMATE PERFUME - N i Eﬁ;‘ﬁﬁt&uﬁﬁﬁt e
In essence, the perfect gift.

A half-ounce of Playboy’s il ' —| | l | I —ID

own and she’ll be yours
My Name: (please print)

forever. 1200, $13.

Address

City State i Zip

For Gift Use. Send to:

Name (please print)

Address

= e = Zi
City State ip t. PBM
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back financially until T had to borrow
from my lather, 1 decided 1 had 1o go to
New York. I couldn't do any worse there
and 1 might do better. So 1T borrowed
more, from a bank that was good enough
to let me have it. And in New York, final-
Iy I got the chance 1o go on IWho Do You
Trust?. Now, do you want to guess what
happened? When I get solid on that show,
really doing all right. here come this
ageney's top guyvs. Big deal—old buddy-
buddy. let byvgones be bygones, no hard
[eelings, let's forget the past. “How
about our representing you again? We've
eot it all hgured ow how to shoot vou
straight 1o the top.” T listened until they
finished their spiel and then T said,
“Thank you, no, ventlemen. Where were
vou when I needed yous” Anvway, I finally
went with another agency. MCA, one ol
the giants, T was doing fine now, getting
the weamment they call “servicing  the
cliecnt.” T vemember one day I was get-
ting ready o leave their office o do the
show, and this agency nan makes moves
to go with me. 1 asked hmm, “What are
you doingz” He said, “"Don't vou want
me to go to the show with you?" I told
him I thought I could make it alone.
What 1 felt like telling him was, “You
want to do something for me? Iron
my shirts.” 1 don’t even like 1o think
about it. But now, I don’t even have an
agency. MCA dissolved, vou know. I've
got a lawyer who handles most of my
affairs. I've learned. Agencies play the per-
centages. You make it. theyll take ten
percent. When I needed “em. nobody was
there. I'll never forget it. I'm just telling
it the way it is. If somebody wants to call
that being a loner, il somebaody wants to
call that being vindictive. then so be !
PLAYBOY: How did the break come [rom
IWho Do You Trust? 1o the Tonight
Shouw?

CARSON: In my first four years on Who
Do You Trust?, I'd been oftered all kinds
ol situation-comedy  shows, but I had
twrned  them down another
reason. And 1 had been  doing  guest
spots. and I had hlled in lor Paar on To-
night. and 1 had done preuy well as his
replacement. It was NBC that came up
with the oller lor me o replace Paar
permanently. T wirned it down. cold: not

"

f[or one o

many people know that. T jast wasn't
sure | could cut 1. 1 just didn't [eel 1
could make that jump from a hall-hour
daily quiz show o doing an hour and 15
minutes every night. I was doing fine in
daytime TV: T was solid and secue. And
1 felt I'd be stupid 10 try to replice Jack
Yaar. But I kept siting in for him. And
then, some momhbs later. NBC made
their offer again: Jack was nerer 1o
leaving the show. Somcbody had 1o re-

262 p]:lcc him. My manager got on me,

insisting that T owed mysell the oppor-
tunity of reaching the big night audience.
And NBC said they would wait until 1
finished myv contract on Who Do You
Trust?. While all this was going on. 1
wis gradually building more confidence
in myself—the more I thought abowt it
Nobody could tell me; 1 had to tell my-
sclf 1 could do it. And finally I did; T ac-
cepred the offer. Everyone I knew had
some advice after that. One group 1old
me | was nuts (o try replacing Paar, but
that made me all the more determined.
Others  became  instant  producers  and

wold me. “Here's how 1o handle that
show. " That bugged me: I'd been

through that in California and lost a
rood show because ol it. T had cab drivers,
waiters, everybody giving me advice.
Two things were in the back of my
head: One was thar T wasn't going 10
be any imitation of Jack Paar; I was
eoing 1o be Johnny Carson. The other
thing was that I wanted the show to
make the most of being the last area in
television  that the medium  originally
was supposed to be—live, immediate
entertainment, 1 knew it wasn’t going
1o be any sauntering in and sitting at a
desk and that's all. The main thing in my
mind that 1 had going for me was that
I'd done nearly everything vou could in
the industry—but at the same tme [
knew that thinking that way was a dan
ger. Il T went out there with every critic
waiting, and if T did everything 1 knew
how to do. it would look like deliberate
showing off, like trying to say, “Hey,
look at me—I'm so versatile!™ T had 10
fight that nawral emptation 10 go out
there and make some big impression.
Finally. I decided that the best thing 1
could do was forget trying o do a lot of
preplamning. 1 didnt want 1o come out
with  something  that  smacked of a
month’s  preparation. because T wasn’t
going 1o be able o keep that up every
night. It all boiled down to just going
out there and being my natural sell and
sccing what would happen.
PLAYBOY: \What happened, of course, was
one ol the most remarkable
i television history. But you mentioned
going out there and being your natural
sell. Do vou, really?
CARSON: Are we back to that—my repu-
tation [or being cold and alool, Tor being
a loner and living i a shell and all thae
crap? Look. I'm an entertainer; 1 try to
give the public what it wants while T'm
on the screen, and I'm completely sin-
cere about it If T don't happen to be a
laughing boy off the screen, that doesn’t

SUCCOSSOS

make me a hypocrite or a phony. In any
case, what T am and whit T do on my
own, it scems to me, is nobody’s business
but mine. As long as I don’t commit any

crimes, you have no right to judge me
except by my performance as a proles-
sional. On that level, you're welcome to
think whatever you want about me. But
there’s only one critic whose opinion 1
really value, in the final analysis: Johnny
Carson. 1 have never needed any entou-
rage standing around bolstering my cgo.
I'm secure. I know exactly who and what
I am. I don’t need 10 be told. 1 make no
apologics for being the way I am. I'm not
going to run around crying that I'm mis
understood. T play my life straight—ithe
way I see it. I'm grateful 10 audiences for
watching me and for enjoving what |
do—Dbut I'm not one of those who belicve
that a successful enterrainer is made by the
public, as is so olten said. You become
successful. the way T see i, only il you're
good enough to deliver what the public
cnjoys. If you're not, you won't have any
audience: so the performer really has more
to do with his success than the public does.

As for myself, I've worked ever since [
was a kid with a two-bit kit of magic
tricks trving to improve my skills at enter-
taining whatever public 1 had—and to
make mysell ready, whenever the breaks
came, to entertain a wider and more de-
manding public. Entertainment is like any
other major industry; it's cold, big busi
ness. The business end wants to know
one thing: Can you do the job? I[ you
can, you're in, you're made; it you can't,
you're out.

I knock myself out for the public—five
shows a weck., 90 minutes a show; and
most ol every day goes to working on
that 90 minutes. It takes more out of me
than manual labor would, and 1 simply
won't give any more of myself than that.
I demand my right to a private lite. just
as T respect thar right for everybody else.
The Tonight staff knocks themselves out
with me: then they go their way., T go
mine, and we ger along fine. I make the
nmajor decisions. That's my responsibility.

I'm doing the best 1T know how. I've
put my whole life into whatever you see
on that soreen. But whenever the day
comes that T think it's my time to go, I'll
be the first 1o tell the network 1o get
somebody else in that chair. And when 1
do. they'll be saying. “Who could [ollow
Carson?"—just  hke they said, “Who
could lollow Paar?” Well, helieve me,
somebody can—and will. The public is
fickle. and vou can be veplaced, no mat-

ter how good you are. Unul that hap-
pens, I'm going 1o go on doing my best.
I like my work and 1 hope vou do. too—
but il yvou don’t, I really couldn't care
less. Take me or leave me—bhur don’t
bug me. That's the way I am. That's me.

That's it
(Y ]
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pepper and  monosodium - glutamate,
Pour into preheated wreen for serving.

FTHAL SHRIMP DUMPLINGS

2 120z packages frozn peeled
shrimps, ready to ook

teaspoons Chinese oyster sauce or
SOV sauce

2

2 tablespoons cornstarch

1 teaspoon monosodium glutamate

1 cgps

2 tablespoons finely minced [resh
chives

2 tablespoons all-purpose flour

Salad oil

Thaw shrimps. but do not boil. Exam-
ine shrimps carefully and remove any
pieces of shell. then put them through
meat chopper, using fine  blade.  Mix
shrimps  well with oyster  sauce.  corn-
starch, monosodium  glutamate. 2 egus.
slightly beaten, and chives. In wide shal-
low saucepan or Dutch oven. bring 3 in.
salted water 1o a rapid boil. Drop shrimp
mixture by teaspoons into boiling water.
Dumplings will rise to top. Cover pan
with lid and simmer 3 1o 4 minutes. Do
not overcrowd pan. Cook dumplings in 2
or 3 batches, if necessary. Drain dump-
lings and chill in relngerator. Beatr 2
remaiming eggs well. Add flour and mix
until smooth. Heat 1 in. oil in clectric
skillet preheated 1o 370 . Dip dumplings
in cgg-llour mixowre. Fry, turning once,
until brown on both sides. Remove from
fiving pan. Pour ginger sauce (below)
over dumplings and keep warm on hot
tray or in chafing dish.

THAI GINGER SAUCE

2 cups chicken stock
14 teaspoon garlic, minced extremely
hine
5 cup sugar
14 cup cider vinegar
14 10 15 easpoon finely minced hot
chili pepper, 1 ste
14 cup red or vellow ginger in svrup,
drained, thin slivers
14 cup fresh green pepper, small dice
14 teaspoon ground coriander
2 tablespoons sake
2 tablespoons thinly sliced scallion
2 teaspoons soy sauce
V4 teaspoon sesame oil
14 cup cornstarch
Put all ingrediems except cornstarch
in saucepan. Bring to a boil. Mix corn-
starch with 14 cup cold water to a smooth
paste. Slowly stir into saucepan. Simmer
2 minues.

LAMB WITH PEAS AVGOLEMONO

3 Ibs. lean boneless shoulder of lamb

2 tablespoons butter

I tablespoon olive oil

14 cup onion, minced very fine

V4 cup leeks, white part, minced very
fine

V4 teaspoon garlic, minced very fine

14 teaspoon dried marjoram

Salt, pepper

1 quart stock

4 egg volks

2 tablespoons flour

3 wblespoons lemon juice

I, Ibs.  fresh green peas,

dhained

Cut lamb into pieces somewhat small-
er than wsual stew size, less than 1 in.
thick. Melt butter with oil in stew pot,
Add Limb and saute unul lamb loses red
color. Add onion. lecks, garlic and
marjoram. Continue o sauté¢ abour 5
minutes, stivring occasionallv, Add 1 rea-
spoon salt. Add stock and  simmer,
covered, until tender—about 114 10 2
hours. Season to taste with salt and pep-
per and remove [rom  heat. Bear eus
volks until hight. Add flour and lemon
juice. beming well. Slowly add 14 cup
warm stock from pot. Pour egg mixune
imto pot. Simmer over low flame—don’t
boil—about 3 minutes. Remove at once
hom flame and stir in cooked peas. Peas
mav be cooked with Lunb. but cooking
them separately allows for better conurol.
Although avgolemono dishes are usually
served as soon as prepared. they may be
kept in a chafing dish, if top part of dish
is not in contact with hot water in bot-
tom section: otherwise sauce may curdle.
Fava beans or lima beans may be substi-
wted Tor peas, il desired. Serve with rice
pilal.

boiled.

CRISPELLINI
8 cgps
115 cups milk
24 cup cold water
114 teaspoons salt
15 cups all-purpose flour
ad oil

2 Ihs. ricoua cheese

8 ozs. mozzarclla cheese. shredded

G oors. bel paese cheese. shredded

1 ozs. prosciutto, shiced papcr-lhin. cut

into small dice

Ground white pepper

Grated parmesan checse

Put eggs. milk, water. 14 teaspoon salt
and flour into blender. Blend 10 sec
onds at high speed, scrape sides of blend
er. then blend 10 seconds more. This
may be done in two bawches. il neces
sary. Heat heavy skiller. 7 in. in dinme-
ter. over modervate flame. Pour enough
salad oil into skillet o cover bottom:
then pour ofl any excess. While holding
pan ofl flame, pour in about 3 table-
spoons batter, Tilt pan 1o cover botom
completely, then rewurn to Hame. Adjust
Mlame, il necessary. to prevent browning
too fast. When ecach pancake is lightly
browned, turn with spatula and lightly
brown other side. Remove pancakes
from pan and stack on large dish. Con
rinuing cooking until all batter is used.
In mixing bowl, combine ricotta, mozza-

rella and bel paese cheeses, prosciutto.
remaining  teaspoon  salt  and  several
dashes pepper. mixing well. On each
pancike. spread about 14 cup cheese mix-
ture. Roll up jelly-roll fashion. Cut into
Vy-in. slices. Place slices, cut side up. in
greased shallow heatproof casserole or
baking pan. Store in refrigerator until
serving  tme. Preheat oven ar 450°.
Place casserole in oven abow 10 10 12
minutes. Sprinkle crispellini generously
with parmesan cheese: sprinkle lightly
with salad oil. Pliwce under broiler flame
until cheese is medinm brown.

KOAST BEEF SM@RREBROD

Order 5 Ibs. welltrimmed  boneless
shell of beel (sivloin. not top sirloin). Re-
move meat from relrigerator at least an
hour before rousting. Roast for 114 hours
in oven preheated ar 100°. Cool to room
temperature. Avoid refrigerating, il pos
sible. Cut into thin shees. Cun slices in
hall croswise, 10 fit on bread. Place
beef on well-bunered rye, pumpernickel
or white bread as open sandwiches. Pro-
vide a bowl cach ol sliced tomatoes and
cucumber salad  with dill dressing, as
well as the cold Béarnaise sauce and
onions in red wine (below). Guests choose
or combine garnishes for smérrebrgd as
they please.

COLD BEARNAISE SAUCE

15 1b. melwed buter
hard csp volk
uncooked egp volks
teaspoons tarragon vinegar
tablespoon finely minced parsley
teaspoon meat exirict

Salt. pepper. cayenne

Force hard egg volk through fine wire
sieve into well of blender. Add raw egg
volks and spin blender a lew seconds.
Melted butter should be kepr hot while
blending. With blender ar low speed,
very slowly add melied bunter in a thin
trickle. Butter may be poured  through
opening in blender top. When all bunier
has been added. powr sauce into contain-
er. Stir in vinegar, parslev, meat exiract
and salt and pepper to taste. Add a dash
of cavenne. Chill in relrigerator several
hours before serving. (If kept in relriger-
ator o long. sauce will return to its
solid state; it should then be warmed to
room temperature until it can be easily
spooned onto meat.)

l/
1
3
2
|
i

ONIONS 1IN RED WIXE

1 large Spanish onion
| l;ll)l(:slmml butter
I tablespoon salad oil
34 cup dry red wine
I packer instant bouillon powder
teaspoon brown gravy color
4 teaspoon Worcestershive sauce
2 teaspoons instantized Hlour
Salt. freshly ground pepper
Peel and cut onion in halfl through
stem end, then cut crosswise into thinnest

e
[



General Electric's popular Automatic Clothes
Brush. Vacuums and brushes away lint, hair, dirt.
Cordless. Rechargeable.

Welcome gift! General Electric’s
stainless steel Coffee Makerreheats
without reperking. Nine 5-oz cups.
Has Mini-Brew* basket for 2 to 3
cups of great cofiee.

Gift for grooming! General Electric’s Manicure-Pedicure set has
small, light, contoured handle, extra-long cord for easy handling.
§ snap-on precision attachments. Gift case.

Family gift! General Electric’s new
6-brush Automatic Toothbrush has
2 motions: up-and-down, back-and-
forth. Professionally accepted.

, 5. It's catching! General Electric’s fan-
.~ forced Fire Starter starts fireplace
and barbecue fires quickly—without
odor, fuss, or kindling.

They'll have a whirl...with GE's ) *TM General Electric Company

r;ll?r:s:vmgzgdm %;a:fs' c:g:& General Electric Co., Housewares Div., Bridgeport, Conn. D6602 Cordless beauty! General Electric’s
! , 3 i p sauces, Prodvet wall clock i colorful 1able i

mixes drinks. Holds 32 oz. Only P’ogrmk&m‘%u Important ||:|y_ ?—fanl;saanywrl{ley:? sa::ael

accent for Mediterranean or mod-
erm decor. 28 in. high, 13 in. wide.

10¥%2 inches high for easy storage. G E N E n A '. @ E I-E CTH I c
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possible slices. Saut¢ in buter and oil
just until onion is yellow, not brown.
Add wine, bouillon powder, gravy color
and Worcestershire. Simmer 5 minutes.
Dissolve flour in 2 tablespoons cold wa-
ter and slowly add to pan, stirring well.
Simmer 5 minutes. Add salt and pepper
to taste. Chill in refrigerator until serv-
ing tme.

BRAZILIAN AVOCADO MOUSSE

I envelope plain gelatin

1 hard-boiled cgg

2 cups mashed ripe avocado (3 medium-
size avocados)

3 tablespoons lime juice

2 teaspoons grated onion

1% teaspoon salt

14 teaspoon Tabasco sauce

2 drops green lood color

145 cup heavy cream, whippctl

14-0z. can heart of palm. chilled

2 shiced medium-size bananas

1 cup diced pecled apple

L5 cup mayonnaise

15 teaspoon lemon juice

Soak gelatin in 14 cup cold water to

soften. Dissolve over hot water. Force
hard-boiled egg through large wire

strainer. In mixing bowl. combine avoca-
do. lime juice. onion, salt, Tabasco. food

color, egg and gelatin, stirring verv well.
Chill in relrigerator about 145 hour, but
do not allow 1o jell. Fold whipped cream
into avocado mixure. Turn into G-cup
ring mold. Chill in relrigerator until set.
Unmold onto serving platter. Drain heart
ol palm. Cut into l-in. picees. Combine
with bananas, apple, mayonnaise and
lemon juice. Toss well. Pile [ruit mixture
into center of avocado ring.

CARIBBEAN BRIGCHES GRAND MARNIER

8 small brioches, three days old

2 cups fresh orange juice

24 cup sugar

2 ors. Grand Marnier

30-0z. can pincapple chunks

3 tablespoons confectioners’ sugar

I tablespoon heavy dark rum

1%, cups heavy aeam. whipped

4 shices cocktail orange in syrup

Use fresh rather than the commercial-
ly frozen brioches. Cut the wide cap off
the wp ol cach brioche. With  small
sharp knife, cut away inside ol cach
brioche, leaving shell about 15 in. thick.
Bring orange juice and 24 cup sugar 1o a
boil; simmer 1 minute. Add Grand M-
nicr. When syrup cools slightly, place
brioche tops and shells in syrup. Marinate

“Like anything else,

it's an acquired taste.”

mn relrigerator at least 3 hours, wrning
occasionally, so that tops and shells e
well soaked but not disintegrating. Drain
pincapple well. Dry with paper toweling.
Add  confectioners” st and rum 1o
whipped cream. mixing well. Drain cock-
tail orange slices well and chop extremely
fine.  Add orange and pineapple o
whipped cream. Remove brioches from
syrup and hll centers with pineapple
mixture. Place brioche caps on top and
cover with addituonal syrup.

PINK SAKE
114, ors. sake
115 ors. gin
14 teaspoon grenadine

15 teaspoon lime juice

I very thin slice lime

I maraschino cherry

1 or 2 long pine needles or green cock-

tail spear

Stir sake, gin, grenadine and lime
juice well with ice. Strain into prechilled
Y-0r. tulip wineglass. Add rocks 1o fill
glass, Stir. Float lime slice on 1op. Fasten
maraschino cherry on pine needle and
rest on rim ol glass.

RAKI MILK PUNCH

1 oz raki

1 oz brandy

V4 oz. triple sec

5 ors. milk

Ground c¢innamon

Shake vaki. brandy, triple sec and milk
well with ice. Strain into prechilled 12-
oz. tall glass. Sprinkle lightly with cinna-
mon. (Ouzo or Pernod may be used in
place ol raki.)

FROZEN AQUAVTI

114 ozs. aquavit

14 oz lime juice

Vo cgp white

1% cup crushed ice

1 teaspoon sugar

I teaspoon kirschwasser

To divide egg white in half. ben
slightly, but not 1o a oam. Put all ingre-
dients in blender. Blend at low speed 13
scconds. Pour into prechilled deep sau-
cer champagne glass. This is perfect for
bringing the aowd round 1o the smgrre-
brod table.

YELLOW PLUM

114 ozs. quetsch. mirabelle or slivovitz

14 oz. lemon juice

14 or. orange juice

I teaspoon maraschino liqueur

I teaspoon sugar

Combine all ingrediemis and  shake
well with ice. Strain into prechilled cock-
tail plass.

To this international language of good
food and drink that speaks for itself,
we add salud, prosit, skal, a votve santé
and Pchaim and wish you a world of

pleasure.
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in the sky, even after all the stars had
disappeared.” The witnesses were so in-
sistent and vocal that this couldn't be
anything ordinary that T made a quick
trip 10 the town. I set up a small tele-
scope, lollowed the object into Tull day-
light and, with the wd ol the Nautical
Almanac, proved even 1o their satislac-
tion that the mysterious object was none
other than the plainet Venus shortly alter
inferior conjunction with the sun and
so at its greatest brillianev. (The Amr
Force can always be assured ol several
=1 reports, cither belore sunrise or alter
sunset, whenever Venus is at greatest
brilliancy.)

In New Hampshire, four lights in a
diamond-shaped lormation and later in a
T formation were observed o hover and
then to wavel first in one divection and
then in another. The sighting lasted for
some minutes. Identification was positive
that the object sighted was a KCO7
performing a refueling operation, A Lab-
rador radar station picked up an object
raveling at 72 knots at an  altitude
of 50,000 feer. Two F-102 aircraflt were
scrambled and picked up the object on
their radar. The object was [ully ob-
served by several militiy personnel on
their separate radars. Identification was
positive that the object tracked was a

balloon released from an Air Force base
in Maine.

In New Jersev, a Havshaped object
was reported. It had a dome in the mid.
dle and was somewhat bigger than a
commercial aircvalt, with bright yellow
lights coming from square windows
around the bottom and with green lights
on the front. This turned out 1o be, quite
positively. a commercial aircraft with a
39-foot advertsing sign containing 245
flashing electric lights. Apparently, the
advertiscr was not getting his message
across. And, lor good measure, in 1962,
one of our Navy's ships reported an ob
ject wraveling southeast that remained
visible for 15 minutes but which “air and
surlace radar could not pick up.” It was
observed by navigators taking a celestial
fix, by the commanding ofhicer and by
about 1000 enlisted personnel. This was
the satellite Echo 1, which calculations
showed had traced that identical path ar
that precise time.

But this is only one part of the story.
There are high = veports, woo. If there
weren't, there would be no UFO prob-
lem. High X ratings. ol 34 and 35, are
reserved for reports that, at face value,
do not find an explanation in conven-
tional scientific terms. Let us look at
some examples [rom my fhles.

It was 5:30 par. I remember the
exact time because our car radio
was on. A program change was
made and the tme was given. I was
now driving with my headlights on,
the clearic windshield wipers were
going, as we were in a heavy mist,
The highway in this area [ol Okla-
homu| has many volling hills and is
heavily wooded with native post-oak
trees. The visibility is limited 1o the
highway by looking ihead or behind
or up overhead. We were driving
along. evervthing in normal condi-
tion and operation, when suddenly
[rom above and ahead of us over the
top ol the hill and trees, at a [antastic
speed, came a wemendous  bright
light. The color or glow was similar
to that of a mercury light. 1 thought
for a moment we were going to have
a head-on crash with something.

[ was looking lor an escape route
to avoid a collision. We were ex-
tremely frightened. My wife had
dropped down in the seat and our
son had jumped from the back seat
and had positioned himself between
me and my wife. At the speed of
approach, I had liule time for a
reaction. The light around us was
almost blinding as the object ap-
proached our car. As it came to-
ward us, the car began to slow
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“Evidently you're not the little boy who wrote that
he wasn’t gelling anything. . ..”




down (Note: 1 was not using the
brakes) and the whole car came un-
der comrol ol the UFQ. The car
came 1o a complete stop. Lighs,
radio, heater, wipers, all clearically
operated., iustantly stopped.

Other than being frightened, we
had no other sensation than that we
were being observed. T rolled down
my window and. putting my head
out of the window, I looked up and
approximately 200 feer  divealy
overhead was a saucer-shaped space
vehicle. By  this tme, my eyes
had become adjusted 10 the light
that was cmitted from the space ve-
hicle. I could observe the size and
shape as well as see the observation
windows around the upper deck.
The UFO was at least 50 fect in
diamerer. Av the same time, a high-
pitched whine could be heard and a

very light warm wind  was being
cmitted  from the bouom of the
vehicle.

The vehicle had in the center a
Large extended dome. The time [ac-
tor was not of long duration. no
more than two or three minutes.
There was no other visible ralhc on
the highway at this time. Afier this
short period of time. the vehide,
with an increase in intensity of the
whine, lifted straight up from its
hovering position and, as this oc-
curredd. the car began o [unction
and make normal movement on the
highway. The lights. radio, wipers,
heater and motor functioned as if
they haed never stopped.

I wish to state that this was not
a wype of any known emtheralt. I
have worked in and around ararafe
since 1940, when T graduited from
the Spartan School of Acronautics,
and 1 am also a discharged veteran
from the U.S. Air Force.

Here
Alaska:

is one [rom an air base

At the vume of the sighting I
wias at work (in the base control
ower) and I had an air carrier short-
ly beginning an approach. As is my
custom, I had the lights in the cab
turned down low. I got up from the
console and looked out 1the window
to make a visual check ol the run-
way. As I looked to the north end of
the runway, I saw a light coming
down center ol the ranway. Mv first
thought was, T had an aircralt on
approach that 1 didn’t know any-
thing about. The light was moving
at about the speed ol a large air-
craft making a low pass. The light
continued down the center line of
the runway at about a height of 50
feet. The airport is equipped with
high-intensity runway lighting. The
lights were on step 3; the lighting

in

control panel is located 1o the right
and just behind me. As the light
rcached a spot just a little north of
my position, I reached around and
flicked the light to step 4. hoping 10
cause @ reflection ofl the body of
the object, as I was sull unable to
see anvthing other than a light,
ceven though visibility was excellent.
When the lights went brighter, the
object made a right turm and started
to  climb, inceasing  speed  ex-
wemely fast, dearing the nearby
mountain in a second or two. At
this time. I lost sight of the object
as it scemed to level off and became
lost behind the mountains. One other
thing that 1 forgot to point out
above. When the light turned and
started 1o climb, it did so sharply,
whereas when an airplane turns or
climbs, it makes an arc

And lets wake just a short excerpt
Irom another.

As I approached a bedroom win-
dow . . . the whole yard was bathed
in a brilliamt orange. Everything
looked as something does when it
is rellecting fire. 1 looked up at the
sky and there was a big orange light.
I woke my husband and told him
to come look at the thing in the
sky. He got up. came 1o the win-
dow, and as I kept saying, “What
can it be?” he just kepr repeating,
“Oh, my God.” It seems like we
watched 1t for about a minute. It
was stationary in the sky all that
time and seemed 10 be quite near,
The light was more powerlul than
anything we had ever scen, but
still we could look vight at it. As
we watched, the light finally went
out, not slowly. but still not as fast
as you would wrn off an elecric
bulb. AlIl that was left was what
looked exactly like a star and it be-
gan to move. We watched as 1t
moved  toward the lights of Los
Angeles in the distance.

None of these three sightings (which
are merely vandom  samples [rom  my
considerable  collection ol sighungs of
high smangeness index) lends isell 10
simple explanation. Nor. by definition,
do any ol the high = reports. Tt will be
noted that nothing has vet been said
about belicving these reports.

As the next siep in our proposed pro-
gram, let us ask a panel of social scien-
tists—psvchologists  and  sociologists—to
rate the credibility of the wimmesses in-
volved i the Ingh X cases. singly and
collectively, for any given sighting, with-
out any relerence whatever to the report
usell, The panel is given dossiers on each
ol the witnesses. (But it would be best not
to let this panel read the UFO reports—
it might prejudice them!) The dossiers in-
clude medical history. length ol time and

general standing in the community, psy-
chological and personality traits, a note
on the willingne:s ol the witnesses 1o take
lic-detector  tests (and  the  resultis of
these. il administered), the technical
backgrounds of the individual witnesses,
the independence of the witnesses (were
they strangers. blood relatives, [riends?)
and what has been garnered as 10 the
motivation ol making the report in the
first place. Was there anv overt attempt
at publicity. or was the report made
guwardedly and out of a sense of duy?
Was there any possibility ol hnancial gain
by having made the report? We shall
call this rating the C, or cedibility,
rating.

The “credibility panel”™ must also be
given a Tull account of the reaction of
the witness under  merrogution. A
skilled mnvestigator soon learns to watch
for many clues as to the credibility of the
witness. Psychotic or  paranoid  signals
are many. The tendency o repeat cer
tain phrases. the singsong rerelling of an
expericnce in a set, stereotyped manner,
as though one is hearing a plavback of a
tape—all these are danger signals. And.
ol course, at the slightest hame from the
UFO reporter ol imaginary persecution,
onc may just as well drop the investiga-
tion. I have on occasion heen told what
seemed to be a swraightlorward  story,
when suddenly the witness lapsed into a
highly confulential mood and told me
that he was sure that his phone was
being tapped or that he was being
watched, sometimes on a regular schedule,
cither by “the Government” or by
“occupants ol the cralt”

In my long experience with the UFO
phenomenon. I have developed certain
practices that quickly bring out these
“credibility flaws.” For instance. 1 will
patiently listen to the account and then,
as if to sece that 1 have things straighe,
will repent the highlights of the story, but
making sure that in two or three spots 1
deliberately misstate some ol the witness’
1It;s(:riptim|.‘.' (lor cx;nmplc. directions,
tme  estimates, etc), to see whether
the witness will quickly caich me up
on the misstatement or let it pass. One
quickly learns also 1o gauge the objec
tivity ol the reporter. The most glaring
fault on the part of the witness is 10 sub
stitute interprettion of a fact for a fact.
Thus. he may tell me. “The spaceship
was patrolling the neighborhood and ob-
serving us,” when the actual fact is tha
the witness observed a light meandering
in the sky and read into that simple ob-
servation his inerpretation that intelli-
gent surveillance was being carried on.

One of the most [rustrating  experi
ences & UFO investigator can have is to
be t1old, at the end ol what scems 1o be a
Lairly straightforward siory. that the wit
has had similar expericnces on

occasions in the past. We  call

1Css
many

these “repearers.” A person with so little ggg
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understanding of statistics and probabili-
ty as to think that one person can have
dozens of UFO sightings while a great
many other people (indeed, the majority)
lave never in their lives seen anything
resembling a UFO. @ be identified at
once as utterly unrehiable. When we get
the combimuion ol the repeater with
a persccution complex, we really have
something. For many months at Project
Blue Book. we received [requent letters
from an inmate ol a mental institution,
who exhorted us to do something about
the UFOs that visited him regularly and
interfered with his sexual Tunctions.
The work ol the acedibility panel
would really be much more difhcult than
that of the scientific panel. The latter has
only to determine whether the contents
of the report, as given, are easy or hard
to explain in the context of present-day
science. The credibility panel, however,
has to decide not only whether the wit
nesses, taken together. are wrustworthy,
honorable and responsible people who
can be believed in everyday matters, but

also whether they could have been capa-
ble of gross errors and misinterpretations
i the particular instance of their UFO
sighting. Is it possible, for instance, for
several people in concert o see a bright
star and have it wigger in the brain the
impression that what was really seen was
a moving spaceship with portholes?
The idea that reports made by police-
men and Air Force pilots must be correct
is entirely unjustihed. A highly techmcal,
trained obscrver skilled in one area ol
operation or observation does not neces-
sarily transfer his critical skills to a situa-
tion in which he is observing something
that is swprising to him. Pilots have
been known to swerve their planes vio-
lently when they suddenly encounter a
very bright mereor they think is on a col-
lision course, but which later proves to
have been 50 to 100 miles awayv. And
policemen can grossly misinterpret some-
thing with which they have no familiari-
- Still, on the average, if several pilots
.Illll lor policemen concur on the main
points ol the story. particularly if the du-

“I see. Due to your corrufl mmmmugwnem
the j)eoj)fe of your country are starving and rebellious,
and you mgm!h Je’qune American aid. !ugr‘n‘
How many mac hine gum?

ration of their experience was long cnough
(a matter of minutes rather than seconds)
to have brought their judgment into
play. it is difbcult to brush aside their
scemingly  hardheaded  testimony.  And
when one gers high X reports from scien-
tists, engincers and technicians  whose
credibility by all common stndards is
high and whose moral caliber scems to
preclude a hoax, one can do no less than
hear them out, in all seriousness.

Hoaxes are not as common as depicied
in the newspapers. Pranks by college
students and  evervday  practical  jokers
make good copy and are alwavs good lor
a laugh, especially if the hoax has suc-
ceeded inat least temporarily fooling
some respected citizenry. Hoaxes are fre
quently accompanicd by photographs, on
the mistaken idea that a photograph is
worth ten thousand words. Actually. a
photograph is worth nothing unless we
know the Mull crcomstances of how it
was taken. I simply will not take a pho-
woaraph seriously unless T can interrogate
witnesses who saw the object in question
being photographed and unless I can
have access 1o the original negative and
the rechnical data on the camera. So far,
I have not been able mysell 1o accept any
photographs  as representing  incontro-
vertible scientific proof ol the existence
ol truly strange objects.

Anv sensible investigation of UFO re-
ports will limit itsell 1o reports that ex-
hibit both a high X level and a high C
level. Tv will ask whether there are any
apparently meaninglul patterns among
such reports: patterns of kinematic be-
havior, of luminescence, of geometry, of
geographical distribution or ol seasonal
distribution. With the aid of the elec
tronic computer, cross-correlations will be
sought between these and other factors.

[t may come as a surprise thar this son
ol search for patterns has not been con-
ducied by the Air Force all along. The
closest the Government came to such an
imvestigation was in 1953, A distinguished
panel ol scientists, under Caltech physi-
cist Howard P. Robertson, was appointed
o review the mater, but the panel
was given only a limited number of cases
to exiunine and was able to allot only four
days to ity study. Our Government's ap-
proach in all other instances has been 1o
treat each l'c|mrlt::| sighting as though it
were the only one in existence. The Air
Force has tried to knock down each report
as it showed its head, like a duck in a shoot-
ing gallery. This “divide and conquer”
technique is powerless to detect signifi-
cant patterns, the very mainstay of the
scientific method.

The approach to the study of UFO
reports proposed here is designed specifi-
aally to reveal patterns i they exist—to
extract the saentific gold from the only
ore we have (UFO reports). il such gold
CXIsts.

There is a more direct approach to the




problem: an active vather than a passive
attack. The scholarly study of UFO re-
ports is capable of establishing the like-
lihood that the UFO  phenomenon
represents  something  heretofore  not
recognized in the present-day scientilic
[ramework. But no passive methods can
prove this o be the case. They can pro-
vide only a measure ol probability of its
being so.

The  passive  method—painstakingly
examining reports and then building a
logical sct ol hypotheses—puts me in
mind ol the story told about the explorer

who had come back from a dinosaur-
cpg—humiing  expedition in the Gobi

desert. In his lecture, the explorer pre-
sented nuiny cogent reasons why the egus
they discovered were dinosmn eges, e
pointed out that they were about the size
and weight to he expected of dinosaur
cgps, wllowing Tor desiccation and  the
ravages ol time. and that they had about
the right color. given the clleas of
weathering—all ol this leading 1o the
strong likelihood that the eggs were. -
deed, dinosaur eggs. “And furthermore.”
the lecturer stated ar the conclusion of
his talk, “when we opened one ol the
caps, it had o baby dinosaur in i Whet
is needed in the UFO problem is for us
to find a baby UFO somewhere in the
crates of UFO reports.

The next stage in the scentific ap-
proach 1o the UFO problem must clearly
be an active one. Once the scientific Ira-
ternity is convinced that the UFO prob-
lem is worthy of serious atack (and this
degree of conviction can come only after
it is amply demonsirated  that reports
reallv do exist that find no conventional
explation, ceven alter study by compe-
Lent persons). we arrive an the inreresting
and challenging stage of the problem,

It is mecessary to hind out whether,
when persons ol high repute report
strange apparition. something ol a physi-
cal mimure does, in fact, exist. In short,
an allout effort must be made 10 obtain
photographs. IT unimpeachable  photo
craphs can be obained. i follows that
the stimulus that gave rise 1o the report
wirs accompanied by an actual image on
the retinas of the witnesses. This may
scem a wrivial or obvious point: yet
should this not be the se. it would
throw the problem into a totadly dilferem
dimension. In any event. the existenee ol
untmpeachable photographs would rep
resent incontrovertible scientific evidence
thar UFOs, as we have dehined them,
exist.

Of course, the whole problem could he
sobved, or at least put on an extremely
firm foundation, il tngible physical evi-
dence,  “harvdware.” ol unimpeachable
character were available. Meteorites were
finally admitted 1o sciemtific yespecra
bility only after there had been a spec
tacular fall in France in 1803, a fall thae
not cven the most skeptical ol scien-
tists could  doubt. That was certainly

“I read your hook. Miss Crane. and found
it delightfully uninhibited.”

much casier than attacking the problem
through o corresponding XC - diagram
for reports of meteorite falls. Similnly.
the problem here could be sobved should
a fleer of UFOs Land in the Rose Bowl
during hall time.

But how can we hunt the wilv UFO
without gun but with camera? Must we
place automatic cameras along  every
roadside in the counry? Well hard]v. A
study ol geogriaphical distribution of the
high XC cases. however. reveals (as a
cursory inspection ailready shows)  that
certain arcias of the country seem 10 re-
main “UFO hot” olten for as long as
davs or exen weeks, When the electronic
computer indictes such a “hot” area. let
a techmical wam be dispatched by jet
helicopter (several of which we would
keep in readiness in various parts of the
country), and within hours ol the receipt
ol the original report. cimeras. tape re-
corders, movie  cameras. spectrographs
and Geiger counters would be there. The
expense iy trivial il study ol the best re-
ports indicates that there s, indeed. valu-
able scientific pav dirt hidden in the UFO
phenomenon.

As a backup o the invesugative readi
ness teams, and as an over-all means of
aarnering improved oviginal dina, a cen-
tral UFO center in the United  Stues
should be established., A central  rele-
phone  exchange (UFO-1000) could be
manned 24 hours a day by competent
mterrogators  capable ol recognizing a
true UFO yeport from a prankster’s re-
port. a simple misidentification by the
untutored or the meanderings of an un
steady mind. Calls would he made col-
lect to UFO-1000. Should the nuisance
calls hecome a  problem, these  eould
be declared a misdemeanor or even 2

criminal oflense. comparable with tamper-
ing with the mailbox or the fire alarm
on the corner.

Let us suppose lonely travelers, as in
our first UFO case cired. encounter a
UFO. As soon as they can get 10 a road-
side relephone. they el UFO-T000. If
the report passes preliminary and imme-
dizate screening. headquarters notifies the
local police and thev rush 10 the scene,
abready properly equipped with suitabie
cameras. I the cise appens 1o warrim
dispatching the UFO plane. this can be
done very shortly thevealier.

Such a concerted effort would accom-
plish Lar. Gy more than the passive receipt
aned evaluation ol reports possibly could.
I UFOs as previously defined actually
exist. we would have photographs, movies,
spectrograms, plaster casts ol indentations
(1l a landing occursy and derailed measure-
ments  and  quantitative  estimates  of
brightnesses. speeds. and so on. within g
vear ol the intimion ol such a no-
nonsense progam. But il the UFO-1000
program is sincerely and inwensively car

ricd out for a full vear and vields nothing,
this, indtselll would be ol ereat neganive
significance. Then we could go back 10
the “real. common-sense world™ of pre-
UFO  davs—shrugging it all off with,
“There must lave been a virus soing
around.” an outlet successtully used in
other hickds of human inguiry,
Admittedly. T will he surprised if an
intensive. yearlong study yields nothing.
To the contary, T thank that mankind
mav be in the greatest adventure
since dawning human intelligence trned
outward 1o contemplate the universe.

for
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A GOOD CIGAR IS A SMOKE

(continued from page 138)

“You woke me at this time ol night to
wk me that=”

“I thought it was a point that should
be scrtled.”

“No rcason why vyou should come
jumping on my stomach.”

“No. there.” Lancelot admitted, 1
perhaps went a liule o far. I am sorry
for that”

“Not hall so sorry as T am. Do you
vealize that if vou had played a rick like
that on me in the old days in West
Alrica, I'd have shot you like a dog?”

“Reallyz?”

“I assure you. Like a dog.”

“What sort of dog?”

“Any sort of dog. Get out of herel”

“And the portraitz”

“To hell with the portrai!™

“Tell me about the old days in West
Alvica.” said Lancelot, hoping to mollily.

“To hell with West Africa,” said the
colonel.

Lancelot lelt the room feeling some-
what despondent. During dinner  and
after it, he had fattered himself that he
had made a good impression on his host,
but something scemed to tell him that he
had now lost ground.

ARG

And what. meanwhile, of Gladvs
Wetherby? Working on a sonnet next
morning, she was conscious ol a strange
uncase that made it hard for her to get
the lines the right length. Ever since she
had seen Lancelot off in the train, she had
been prey to doubts and fears. She
adored him with a passion that had al-
ready produced six sonnets, a hallade
and nearly a pound of vers libre, but all
engaged girls have the poorest opinion of
the intelligence of the men they are en-
gazed to. and she had never wavered in
her view that Lancelot’s was abour equal
to that of a retarded child of seven. If
there was a way of messing things up
down at Biuleton. he would, she was
convinced, spring 1o the tsk; and it was
only the [act that there scemed no possi-
Dle way in which he could mess up the
mission on which she had sent him tha
had led her to entrust him with it. All he
had 10 do was paint a portrait and, while
painting it, excrcise the charm she knew
him 10 possess, and surely even Lancelot
Bingley was capable of that.

Nevertheless, she  continued ill - at
ease; and it was with more anguish than
surprise that she read the telegram tha
reached her just as she was preparing to
go out for lunch.

It ran:

COME  IMMEDIATELY. NEED YOUR
MORAL SUPPORT SORELY FOR AM 1IN
SOUPR. IMSASTER STARES EYEBALL. LOVE
AND KISSES. LANCELOT.

For some moments she stood con-
gealed, her worst fears confirmed. Then,



lile stcaling back into the rigid lLimbs.
she went to her bedroom and, with trem:
bling hngers. packed a few necessaries in
asuitcase. Hall an hour Luer, she was on
the train. a ticket 1o Bittleton in her hag:
and an hour and 45 minutes alter that.
she enmered her uncle’s garden. The hirst
thing she saw was Lancelot pacing up
and down the drive, his demeanor indis-
tinguishable Irom that of a ¢t on hot
bricks.

“Lancelot!™ she cried, and he came
tottering 1owird her.

“Thauk heaven vou've here,” he said.
“I need your woman's immelligence. The
storm clouds are lowering and vou huud
me standing behind the eight ball, Per-
haps vou will be able 10 1ell me what to
do Tor the best.”

“What do vou mean? What has been
happening?”

“You don’t mind it being vather a long
story?”

“Not if it 15 coherent.”

“Oh, T think I can make it cohicrent.
all right. Here are the facts. T suppose it
mav be said 1o have begun Iast night.,
when I jumped on yvour undle’s stomaeh
—oh. purcly inadvertentlv. but 1 conld
tell by his manner that e was annoved.,
It was like this.” said Lancelor. and he
related brielly the events ol the previous
night. “Bur that.” he went on, “wasn't
the worst. The worst is yet 1o come. This
is where the plot really begins o thick
e, I had sauntered out into the savden
this morning  with my alter-breaklast
g ——

He paused. He thought he had heard
a steppedon cat utier @ picrcing vowl.
Bur it was only Gladvs commenting on
whit he had said.

“Iiold vou vou were not to simoke!™

“I know. | know. but | thousht it
would be all righ i no one saw me. One
must have one’s smoke after breaklast.
or whi Ireaklasts lorz Well, as 1
sav. I osauntered out and B up. and 1
hadw't puifed more than o lew  pulls
when | heard voices. Not so good, T saud
10 mysell, not so good. and T dived into
the shrubbery. The voices came nearer.
Someone was approaching. or rather. 1
should luwve said that two persons were
approaching, for whoever it was wounld
havdly  have been talking to himsell.
Though. of course. vou do get that sort
ol thing in Shakespearve. Hamlet. to ke
b one cse. requently soliloguized.”

“Lancelo!™

“My oangel®”

“Get on o with

“Certainly. certainly. Where wis 13"

“You were smoking vour cigar in the
shorubbery

“No. there yvon are wrong. I was in the
shrubbery, ves. but [ was not smoking
my cigar, and Ul el you why, In my
natural  perturbation ar hearing  these
voices, T had dropped it on the lawn.™

He pased againe. Onee more. Gladys
had uttered thae eldriteh seream.

e

"

“Lancelot Bingley, vou ought to have
vour head examined!™”

“I will make a note ol it. bhut don’t
keep inmerrupting me, darling. or I shall
lose the thread. Well. these two ap-
proaching persons had now drawn quite
close to where T lurked behind a Laurel
bush. They were yvour undle and a globu-
Lar woman whom [ assumed 1o he the
Mis. Potter of whom I had heard so
much. for she was sketching our to-
night’s dinner: and T don’t mind welling
vou. it'’s going to he a pippin. Your uncle
plainly thought so. too. for he kept sav-
g “Excellent, excellem,” and things like
that. and my mouth was watering freely
when, all of a sudden. a female shriek or
cry rent the air and. peeping cautiously
round my lawel bush, T saw that they
were staring fixedly ar something lving
on the grass and. 10 cut a long story
short. it was my cigar.”

“And they cwght vou?”

“No. I lurked unseen. And, ol cowrse.
they didn’t know it was my cigar. |
withered  Trom their remarks that the

¢ e e

prime suspects were the gardener, the
chautfeur and  the man  who  cdeans
the knives and boots. It naturally didn’t
occur to vour uncle to pin the rap on
me. because alter dinner last night. T had
convinced him e 1 lifelong
abstainer.”

Indignation brought a flush o Gladyy
face.

“Then what's all the [uss  abouts
What's the sense of sending me tele
grimns abour disaster siaring vou in the
eveball. il vou're in the dear?”

“I'm not in the den”

“Yes. you arc.”

“No, my loved one. In the soup. ves.
but not in the dear.”

“I don’t know what vou menn”

“You will in about i split second. I am
sorry 1o have to add that on the advice
ol Mrs. Pouer, vour unde is having the
cigar fingerprinted.”

“Whart!”

“Yes. It appears that she has a brothes
or cousin or something at Scotland Yard.
and she said that was alwivs the hew

wias Gl

“If you don’t pay any atiention,
they usually stop showing off =
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thing they did with a picce of cvidence.
Taking the dabs. T belicve they cll it
So vowr unde said he would lock it up in
his desk 1ill it could be examined by the
proper experts. So now vou sce why 1
saidd disaster was staring us in the eye
ball. My hngerprints must be all over
the damn thing and it won't take those
experts five minutes 1o lay the arime at
my door.”

Gladys stood motionless. plunged in
thought. A fly seuled on her Jeft eve-
brow. bw  she ignored it Lancelot
watched her anxiously.

“Anything stirringz” he askod.

Gladys caime out ol her reverie.

“Yes," she sail. “Thae's only one
thing to be done. We must sncak down
ight when evervone's in bod and re-
ivieve that cigar. 1 know where 1o find a
duplicate key o Unde Francis” desk. 1
wed it inomy childhood when he kept
chocolates there, Expect me at your bed-
1oom door about midnight”

“You think we can do iz

“ICH be as casy as falling off a log,”
said Gladys,

i C S

All anisis are nervous, highly strung
men. cmd Lancelot, as he waited  for
Gladys to come and tell him that zero
hour had arrived. was not at his bright-
est and most debomar, He viewed the
oming expedition with concern. Tt so
happened that, for one reason or another.
he had never Tallen off o log: but he
assumed it 1o be a feat well within the
scope of the least gilted: and why Gladys
should think it resembled the task that

lay before them. he could not imagine.
He could think of a dozen things that
could go wrong. Suppose, to take an
instance . random, the  parrot
heard them and roused the house.

Bt when Gladys did knock on the
door. something of confidence returned
to him. The mere look of her was en-
couraging. There is nothing that so
heartens a min ina crisis as the Teeling
that he has a woman ol strong exccutive
qualities at his side. Macheth, it will be
remembered. had this experience.

“Sh!" said Gladys, 1hough he had not
spoken: and belore they ser out, she had
a word of advice on sirategy and tactics
10 impart.

“Now, listen. Lancelor.” she said. “We
wint to conduct this operation with a
minimum ol sound cileas. Your im-
pulse. T know. will be o trip over vour
feet and Fall downstairs with a noise like
the delivery of 1 1on ol coals. hut resist
it. Play the scene quictlv. OK? Right
Then let's go™

Nothing nuured the suceess of the ex
pedition Trom the owser. True, Lancelot
wipped over his leet as anticipated. bun a
quick snatch at the banisters cnabled
him to avoid giving the impersonation of
the delivery of a ton of coals against
which she had warned lam. In silence
they  descended  the  stairs and - stole
noiselessly imo the study. Gladys pro-
duced her duplicate key and  Lancelot
wis just saving to himsell that il he had
heen a bookie. he would have estimated
the odds on the happy ending as it least
four 10 one, when ithere occured one of

OvVer-

those  unforeseen  hitches  that always
have to be budgeted Tor. Even as Gladys,
kev in hand, approached  the desk,
there came from  the corridor  outside,
booming in the still night like the crackle
of machine guns. the sound ol footsteps.

It wis a moment [vaught with embar-
rassment for 1he voung couple. but cach
acted with a promptitude  that could
scareely be overpraised. By the time the
door opened. no evidence ol their pres-
ence was  discernible. Glidys  was con-
cealed behind the curmains that draped
the French  windows, while  Lancclot,
with a lissome bound. had deared the
desk and was crouching behind i1, doing
his hest not 1o breathe.

The first sound he heard was the click
of kev in lock and the opening ol a
drawer. There lollowed the sararching of
a mateh, and suddenty there Hoared 1o
his nostrils the unmistakable scent ol
cigar smoke. And even as he sought vainly
for a solution of this mystery, the cur-
tains parted with a raule and he was
able 1o catch a glimpse ol the upper
portions ol the girl he loved, She was
staring  accusingly  down ar something
bevond his range ol vision: and when a
sharp exclamation in Swahili broke the
silence. he knew  that tlas must be
Colonel Francis Pashlev-Drake.

“So!™ said Gladys,

There are not many good things one
can sav in answer 1o the word “So!™ and
the colone] remained silent for a space.
When he spoke. it was with something
ol his customary digniny.

“Ah, there vou are, my dear. Sony 1o
have scemed a bit tacitwrn. but your
abrupt  appearance suwrprised ome. 1
thought vou were in bed and asleep.
Well, no doubr it secms odd 10 vou 1o
find me here, but T cm explain, I yon
knew how I oam sitwated-——"

“You arc sttmated inoan armchair with
a whacking great digar in vour mouth
and T shall be glid to have the insude
story.”

“You shall have i at once amd T ihink
it will touch vour heart. You were away
from home. 1 believe, when Mis. Poter
enteredl my servieez”

“She hid been here a vear when 1 fira
saw her.”

“Exactly. She was i the comployment
ol a friend of mine when T was iniro-
duced 10 her superlative cooking. When
he conked our—apoplexy. poor lellow.
brought on. 1 have alwavs thought. by
overindulgence  in her ied  chicken,
Southern sivle—I immediately asked her
1o come 1o me, and T owas stunmed when
she inquired i 1 nonsmoker,
adding that she held smoking 1o be the
primary cruse of all human ills and
would never consider sorving under the
banner of an emplover who indulged in
the revolting practice. You follow me so
Fare”

“1 ger the pictare.™

“It was a tricky situation, you will

wis



admit. On the one hand, I loved cigars.
On the other, 1 adored good food. Which
to choose? The whole of that night T lay
sleepless in bed. pondering; and  when
morning came, | knew what my dedision
must be. T made the preat sacrifice. |
told her T never smoked and. until 1o-
might. I never have. Bur this morning.
somehody  dropped  this  cdigar on  the
Lown and the sight of it shook me 10 my
depths. T had not seen one for three
vears and all the old aaving returned.
Unable to resist the wrge. I aept down
here and. . . Well, that #s the story, my
dear. and I am sure you will not ler this
lile lapse of mine come 1o the cars of
Mis. Pouer. I can rely on you:”

“OF course.”

“Thank vou. thank you. You have tak-
cn g great weight off my mind, The sun
has broken through the clouds . . . well,
not lierally, ol course, for a glance at my
wrist watch rells me that the hour is one-
filicen in the morning. bhut hguratively,
Bless mv soul. 1 have not [elt so relieved
since the alternoon in West Alvica when
a rhinoceros. charging on me with Hash-
ing eves. suddenly sprained an ankle and
had 1o il the whole thing oft. 1 shudder
to think what would have happened il
Mis. Pouer had lewrned ol my doings
this might.”

CLadys nodded. She saw his point.

“You wouldn’t have been able o see
her Tor dust.”

“Precisely. She would have vainished
like o dream ar daybreak. But, provided
you seal vour lips——"

“Oh. I'll seal them.”

“Thank vou. my dear

“And vou. on vour side, will write me
a check for that linde b of cash ol minc.
You sce. I want 1o ger married.”

“You do? Who two?"

“You know him. Lancelot Bingley.™

A hoarse exchmation in some liule-
known Senegambian dialect escaped the
colonel.

“Whit! You're joking!™

I am not.”

“You seriouslv. mean vou intend to
marry that popeyed. pestilenual young
dab ol damnation”

“He is not popeyed.”

“But von will concede that he is g
pestilential slab ol damnation?”

“I will do nothing ol the sort. Lancelot
15 0 baa-lamhb.”

“A baa-komb:”
lamb.™”

The colonel drew meditatively are his
cgar lor a momenr.

“Odd vou should say that.” he said,
“because 10 me he seems like something
the cat brovglt in. and not a very fas
tidious cat. ar thae™ ;

“Yoes, a bas

In his nook behind the desk. Lancelon
blushed hotly. For a moment he thouglh
ol rising 10 his feet with a curt ©I resent

that remark.” but prudence 1old him that
it was bewter not o imterrupt.

“And it is not onlv his looks | object
10.” comtinued the colonel. I suppose he
has kept it from vou. but he goes about
jumping on people’s stomachs.”

“Yes. he mentoned that 1o me™

“Well. then. You don’t expea me 1o
abet vou in vour (razy scheme ol
marrving a fellow like that I won't give
vou a penny.”

“Then I'll well Mrs. Potter vou're a
secret smoker,”

The colonel gisped. His cigar el
from his hand. He picked it up, dusted it
and returned it to his lips.

“This is blackmail'™

“With the possible exception of dia-
monds.”  said  Gladvs, “a girl's  best
friend.”

Silence Tell. The colonel's eyes were

strained and bleak. His two chins vibrat-
ed. Tt was plain thar he was engaged in
serious thought. Finally he spoke.
“Very welll T consent. 1 do it with the
utmost reluctance. for the idea of anvone
marrving thae . . . thar . . . how shall 1

describe him? . . . well. never mind, you
know what I mean . . . chills me to the
neorow. Bue there is no alternative. [ can
not do without Mrs. Potter’s cooking.”

“You shall have it.”

“And  (wthermore.”  said  Lancelot,
rising from behind the desk like a rocket-
g pheasant and causing the colonel 1o
quiver like a smitten jellv. “vou shall
have all the cigars vou want. 1 have a
box ol hlty—or, rather, forty-nine—up-
stairs in my room and I give them to vou
freelv. And alter breakfast tomorrow. 1
will show vou a spot in the shrubbery
where vou can smoke vour head ofl
without fear ol detection.™

The colonel drew a deep breath. His
eves glowed with a strange lighi. His

chins vibrated again, bur this ume with
olwious ecstasy. He said a few words in
Cape Dutch: then, seeing that his com-
panions had plainly missed the gist. he
obligingly anslaced.

“Gladvs.” he said, ©T conld wish vou
no berer hoshand ™

“The guy without the tail? Calls himself Adam.”
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THE NEW TASTE IN SMOKING

The all-male taste, yet so
mild and flavorful you'll haue}
trouble keeping it from "her”,

Spartan
Rich, dark
finish. $2.95.

’ Rirograte

Changeable bowl.
Metal grate suspends
tobacco. $3.95.

Thorn
Rugged, sand-
blasted finish.

$4.95.

Duo-Lined
Double lining
of real honey.
$5.95,

Yello-Bole is made for men who like their smoking
rich and full flavored, To create this unique taste
the bowl is pre-caked with a new-formula honey
lining. This gentles the smoke. Smooths the taste.
Enriches the flavor. So effective—the imported
briar bowl is guaranteed against burn-out.

Available in a variety of shapes, $2.50 to $7.50.
Free Booklet shows how to smoke a pipe; styles; shapes,

YELLO-BOLE PIPES, INC., N.Y. 10022, Dept. NST
by the makers of KAYWOODIE

AN INCIDENT IN THE PARK
(continued from page 149)

FIRST LADY: Say it, anyway.

PRESIDENT (fo the unscen pervson): Will
you take us . to your leader?

The vrestpeNt v looking up al il
unseen  person hopefully. Suddenly. lis
ex pression
naked arm veaches into e and gathers
the PRESIDENT abonl the waist. scoops
Iim off the ground (while the FIRST LADY
stifles a scveam).

FULL SHOT—INDIAN WARRIOR on pinio
pony awith PRESIDENT (thrown  stomach
down acvoss the horse’s back, galloping
off into the distance of the park.

Another warrior on  another  horse
gallops over to the virst rapy. veaches
down, scoops her up and takes off in
Jursuit of the Presidential horse.

The camera does not pursue but only
walches them as they fade into  the
distance.

mssOLVE T0: Exterior, Indian camp.
Day. The Indian camp is sel on the sofi-
ball ficlds near the shove of the Central
Pavk vowboat pond. In the distanee can
be seen the skyscrapers of the city. Al
the moment, (he PRESIDENT and FIRsT
Lapy are well up on the shore in the
midst  of a crowd of and
squaws. They ave walking {oward one
particularly layge iteepee. the crowd fol-
lowing beside and belhind them. In the
background, warriors sit on hovses. guard-
g, A campfue 1s bemg bt

DissOLVE To: Intevior. Chief’s teepee.
The camera s looking toward the en-
trance flap. Noise outside. The flap opens.
The vresioext enters, followed by the
rirsT 1AbY. The warrior who had held
the flap stays at the enirance, grinning.

rrResIDENT: Thank youw.

Fikst LADY: Thank you.

rrisipENT: Very helplul. you've been.

FirsT LApY: Very hospitable.

rresENT: Indeed.

FIrst rapy: Yes, indeed.

PRESIDENT: Yes, mdeed.

Short, awkward pause. The FIRST LADY
nudees her husband in the vibs with her
elbow.

rresiDENT: Ah! Right.

He yeaches into his pockel.

PRESIDENT  (fo  lus wife, solto wvoce):
How much?

riRst LApy: Quarter will do.

He hands the warrior a quarter. The
WARRIOR noeds and exils, guarier in hand.
The flap closes.

rresipexT: The thing is: OF all the
money spent on delense, not a penny of
it proved useful. That's what bothers me
the most.

FIRST Lapy: Hmm?

rresiDENT: 1 mean our radar, our mis-
siles. our bombers, our submarines. what
oo were they in the end? None. . . .

becomes  grave  concern. A

WHIFFLOTS

The whole thing: useless. A wasie ol

monev! A waste ol time,

FiksT  1LADY:  Now, come on, Abe
Mustn't blame yoursell.
rresipentT: The [fact is, Mary, this

country simply was not geared lor bows
and arrows. It sounds silly, T know. but
there it is. The truth. And we slipped up.

FIRST LADY: Abe, 11's not vour lault.

PRESIDENT: | mean, we're good at
long range, Mary. You know? I mean,
that's our specialty. Long range. And
we're really good at i

FIRsT Labpy: I know, dear. 1 know.

PRESIDENT: S0 what happens: These
sons of bitches come sneaking up on us
from behind wees, - .. T aell you, it isn't
fair.

FirsT rapy: 1 know, dear. I know.
Now, shhh. Quict.

A pause.

PRESIDENT (o liimself):
feathers on their heads.

FIRsT LADY: 1 know, dear. Now, shhh.
Quict.

PRESIDENT:  When people go out 1o
fight, theyre suppose to wear helmets.
Naot feathers.

FIRsT LADY: 1 know, darling. I know.

A pause.

PRESIDENT:

They  had

Not fair . the whole
thing. Just not [air.

Another pawse. The FIRsT LADY slares
al hom with greal concern. He s ob-
vionusly on the bvink of o breakdown. In
the background. a pair of moccasined
feet are seen,

cmner (orr sioe): Perhaps white man
would like 10 know what redskins want.

They turn toward the voice.

CUT T0: CLOSE-UP of CHIEF
CLouD.

cmer: Welcome o teepee ol Chicl
Falling Cloud.

A loud pop is heavd.

cer: Care for some hirewater?

MEDIUA SHOT 0f CHIEF FALLING CLOUD.
He holds a bottle of champagne in s
hands. He s smiling swearmly. The clham-
pagne 15 bubbling oul.

DISSOLVE TO: Sawie. Inierior of teefree.
Group shot. The three of them are sil-
ting, Indian  fashion. on the  sround.
They are slightly  souwsed. Champagne
glasses ave tn front of them. Caviay and

FALLING

crackers on a Iray. Fresh fruil. Hors
i ocuives.,

FIRST  1ADY  (lo her husband, sotto
voce): Dear, we've been here over an

hour already. Find out whal they want,
rrESIDENT: Shhh! (fo the ciner) And
then you graduated Princeton.
ciner: That's right—B. AL in American
history.
PRESIDENT  (lo [is wife):
wild?
cuer: And you?
PRESIDENT: Government.
ciier: 1 minored in anthropology.

Isn't  that



PRESIDENT: How comé we never met?

cuter: Different fraternities.

PRESIDENT (to his wife): Iu's
wild.

aner: Care for some more?

FRESIDENT: Thank you.

The cmer pows some more cham-
pagne. The rRESIDENT starls o sing the
Princeton alma mater. He is joined by
the cHier.

FIRST 1ADY: Dear. [ don’t wamt (o
hother vou: but even though he's a class-
mate, he happens 1o be the enemy. Find
out what he wams.

PRESIDENT: Oh, ves. Um. _ . .

CHIEF: Suppose | rell you what we
Indians want.

PRESIDENT: Good idea. (to his wife)
He's not a bad chap, vou know. T think
we may come out of this all right.

The ¢ef has taken out a scroll of
parchment, from which he will read.

cer: In exchange for wwenty-lour
dollars . (He dvops 824 worth of
coins on the ground) . . . wwenty-
four dollars . . . we want island of
Manhattan back.

PRESIDENT: Hinun? Wha'd he say?

FIRST LApy: Manhattan.

PRESIDEXT: Manhattan?!

cmer: Second. We want  Louisiana
Territory.

PRESIDENT: Um . . . um. . . .,

FIRST LADY (solto voce): Beuer humor
‘'m. He may be mad.

PRESIDENT (with forced joviality, as if
it were all a game): Um, it was never
vowrs. . . . Sorrv.

cner: That's all vight. We want. any-
wiay. Thivd. Union Pacific Railroad,
Southern Pacific Railroad and the Awhi-
ron, Topeka, and Sante Fe will be ceded
1o Chippewa Indians, who suffered most
m the Morrill Land Gram Act.

PRESIDENT: Oh. come on. now. What
is this, a——

FIRST LADY  (nudging lim {o keep
qrichy: Dear. . .

curer: In exchange for all these con-
siderations, and in accordance with a
document drawn up by my able lawyer,
Chiel Justice

FRESIDENT (fo his wife, stunned): Did
he say

FIRsT LapY: That's right. Chiel Justice,
Now keep quiet.

cier: White man will be awarded
unmolested  use of Cumberland Gap.
Any questions?

PRESIDENT: Yes. Why are you doing
all this? Granting, that is, that vou're
SCHIous.

FIRST LADY (warning him
quiel; sotto voce): Darling

PRESIDENT: Shhh. Don't worry. We're
classnuates.

cmer: Becwse we redskins are jeal-
ous, that’s why.

A pause.

PRESIDENT: Jealous?

just too

to keep

Stunned silence by this outburst.

PRESIDENT: Of, uh, whom?

cHter: - OF  those  goddamn
Negroes!

PRESIDENT: Oh! Oh, God. Now—now,
listen. I can explain all that. We'll get 1o
vou. It's just that we have to. um, get
through this Negro thing first.

He chuckles. They stare at cach other.

PRESIDENT: But we're getting  there,
Harry. T mean. this time we've almost
got it licked. And, uh. . .

The ciier spils on the ground.

PRESIDENT:  We'll get 1o yvou. O,
God! Look. I ... 1 ... promise. Just
be a littde patient with us and. ub, your
people will receive justice, too.

CHIEF: Justice?

PRESIDENT: Yes, justice. Look, Harry,
for God’s sake, what s this?

A pause.

cuier: I'm sorry. But you've mis-
understood. We don’t want justice.

bloody

PRESIDENT: You don’t?

CHIEF: No.

PRESIDERT: Well . . . well . . . well . ..
what do vou want . . . ?
FIRST LapY (to her Tushand, soito

voce): Mention money, dear.

PRESIDENT: Um. moncy. Would you
like some money?

CHIEF: You mean wampun.

PRESIDENT (laughing weakly): Yes, uh
- - . \\'(ll'lll)lllll.

The rFIRST LADY
both laugh at this “joke.”

ciier: No. thank vou.

A pause. The PRESIDENT and the First
rany glance uneasily at cach other.

FIRST LADY (sollo vace): “Power.”

PRESIDENT: Um, power? You know, in
the running of things. I'll make you,
uh. Secretary of the Imterior or some-
thing. . . .

A pause.

PRESIDENT: Vice-president?

Silence.

PRESIDENT:

Co-President?

«alphonse Normandia,»

“I don't know what's wrong with kids today.”

and 1he PRESIDENT
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“There should be no difficulty about
the divorce, My. Briggs, bul it never
hurts to have the court on our side.”

cmer: No. thank vou. You may keep
vour poer.

The vRESIDENT again {urns {o his wife.
| 0] T E e

rRESIDENT:  What?

FIRST LADY: Revenge.
PRESIDE Oh. God!
wll me something. Is it
prople wantz Be-because. 1l
I will with
been
CHIER:

FIRST LADYC

Harry.  listen,
revenge
is. I-1 mean,
things  have

vou

agree you,

No. white nam. It s not
revenge my people want.

And the coner smiles for the fivst time.
Well. then, what the hell

ot vou want?

PRESIDEXNT:

cuiEr: Just persecution.
Hmm?

FIRST Hunh?

caner: Well, T mean. Why do vou
think were asking lor all those ridiculous

PRESIDENT
LADY?

things: Manhattan, the Lousiana Tern-

tory, the Atchison, Topeka, and Sante Fez

presioext: I . 0T 0. . don’t know.

aner: Why, so vou cin come and
take them back. ol course. So vou cin
have some reason to attack us againg
steal our land, kill our children, subju-
wite us: lie o us. We want the “good ol

davs.”  Abe—when  bemng an Indian
meant something.

He staves al the vrEsIDENT and  the
st ravy. He smiles sadly. Then e

turns and walks to the cutvance of the
teepee. The warrior opens the flafp and
standy at altention.

CHIEF (to the WARRIOR, n passing):
Guard them well. White nun speak with
forked ongue.

The cier exits. The warrior stands
anavd al the exit. The VRESIDENT and
the
dumjounded; lost.

FiksT 1LADY stave al lhe warrior,

Fapk OUl,

VIETNAM PREDICAMENT

(continued from page 142)
Hanoi, like its earlier puppet in North
Korca, has publicly asserted its inde
pendence. Not even the most ardent de-
Iender of the war can now believe that
Hanoi wants 1o be part of a Chinese-led
cmpire.

3. The people we fight in South Viet-
nam, it is now  widely agreed, Gy
the banners ol Vietnamese nationalism.
They do this against lormer colonial
ofhicers whom we support. Gone, there-
with, 1s the notion that people will
rally 1o any alternative 1o communism.
As the Briush  learned in India, the
French in Alnca, the Duich in Indo-
nesia and we learned an the Philippines.
Western - powers  cinnot  win i
aroused  navonmalism—and il wise, they
do not oy,

1. Those we support have recurrently
by their burlesque of  democratic and
constitutional  process  reduced  their
Amertcan supporters and  oncume  de-
Ienders 10 an embarrassed silence. Gone
is the notion that any alternative will
be aceepted in the United States,

5. The assumption  that  we could
count on the appliuse and support ol the
other countries has disappeared. No L
ropean or American nation has rallied 10
our side. Few leaders dare speak in our
Livor. In Asia, despite propinquiy 1o the
assumed  danger.  the most  aggressive
arm twisting has not brought us allies,
only a few clients, But it is not thar we
have failed to win support that is our
mislortune. We have aroused by far the
most massive hostility in our national ex-
perience. There is an underlyving implica-
tion, never quite conceded, that much
of this opposition has been manulaciured
by Communists. [ this is so, it is the
most drastic ol all indictments ol our
Vietnam enterprise. for it shows what .m
unparalleled opportunity our enterprise
has accorded the Commumists [or -
ing our erstwhile Iriends imo hostile orit-
its. However, there is no reason to think
that the Communists are this much in-
volved. People have probably reacted in
accordance with then own
and their own conscicence.

6. Finallv. with all else has gone the
assumption that Americans could be ral
licd, more or less auwtomatically, behind
any war, however il considered. distant
or cruel, provided only that Communisis
could be dentified on the other side.
Instead.  the  Americm people have
watched  the  collapse ol the assump-
tions on which the Vietnam war was
Lunched. In vindication of an macli-
gence none should mstrust, a very Loge
number have reached the meviable con
clusion: The assumptions that ook us
into Vietnam have been shown by s
tory 10 be [false. Therelore, we should
not be there.

The reasons

conclusions

that wok us into 1he



conflict having disappeared, why do we
remain?

We remain, as all know, because men
are human and do not like o concede,

even  to themsehves.  that  they  were
wrong. Those who urged our interven-
tion were assochited with whar  could

one day be regarded as the greatest mis-
calculation in our history. They remain
m command. They are naturally reluc
tant 10 admit that their view ol the
world—ihe view that counseled this vast
cllori—has  been shown to be wrong.
And so, aided by the military momen-
tum ol the event isell, they continue,
That is why we are now at war.

It also counsels us on our course.
Moderaes, among whom I number my-
scll, should wrge thin when a change ol
dircction comes—as it must—there will
be no recrimination. We must counsel
those persisting in error that they are far
more likely 10 compound the damage 10
their reputation than o retrieve . For
that is what happens to men who persist
m the Lice of Tact.

Bur there ave stereotvpes in the ata-
tudes of those who are critics of owr in-
volvement in Vietnam. If one is detailing
the nuscalculations ol those with whom
he disagrees, it is salutary, also, 10 look
for the errors ol those with whom he
agrees. It is most salutary of all, and in
addition a trille exceptional, o scarch for
Cror in one’s own o past positions and
attitedes.

One prave crror of those who criticize
our involvement in Vietnam is 1o assume
that the oritics are a small and heroic
and perilously situated minority, We are
nothing ol the sort. In tumes past in the
United  States,  popular - opinion and
othcial  persccution have  dealt  rather
harshly  with dissent. Lives  have  been
rutned and men silenced. There has al-
ways seemed some special likelihood of
this when the primitive emotions ol war

have been released. But there is no
danger of such  represion when vist
numbers, including  an overwhelming

proportion of the young and the articu-
Late, are  imvolved. One wonders. in
deed, i wnder such  circumstances one
should speak of dissent. Martvrs do not
march by the millions. This tendency 10
appropriate  their cloak ves only 1o
give a highly  crroncous  impression ol
the weakness of the opposition 10 our
venture m Vietnaom.

Il anvthing, rellection should be on
the veverse. There is no community con-
cerned with loreign policy in the United
Suites where the critic of our involve-
ment in Vietham s not accorded a0 warm
and even enthusiastic hearving. There are
quite a few where it is not deemed tact-
Tul or discreet for an oflicial defender 10
appear. For the fust time in our history,
List spring those responsible for our for-
eign policy lound it necessary, in pursuit
ol this discretion, to avoid that fine old

American folk rite, the commencement
ceremony. Either 100 many students and
too many faculty would be present or too
many would obtrusively decline 1o be
present.

I think, also, that those who are criti-
cal of American involvement in Vietnam
spend too much time worrving about the
motives and tactics of those who share
their goals. Second only 1o the fear that
criticism will be suppressed is the fen of
cnitics that they will be Tound in associa-
ton with someone who. for whatever
cccentric reason. has developed o laner-
day affection for Ho Chi Minh. This is
sillv. I do conless to wishing that more
ol those who are woncerned about Viet
nam would redirect their concern toward
winning Iricnds and  influencing  thew
[ellow citizens in elfective Eashion.

I find mysell also more than a livle
critical ol those of my lellow critics who
admit 1o a leeling of frustration and de-
fear in their eflors o influence the Ad-
ministration on Yietnam. For one thing.
they have not been without influence.
On the comrary, they have had o grea
deal. Even within the  Administration.
there are Lar more people with honest
doubts  than s commonly imagined.
There are more now. | ventwe 1o
think, than ever belore. And one has
only 1o ask. hid there been no criticisn,

no objection—for that matter. no demon-
strations—where would we be in Asia
now? Where would the bombs be fall
gz Can anvone doubt that we would
be lLar more deeply imd  dangerously
involved than

now:

Next, as s said even ol the Presidem
of the United States, the crities of our
Vietmam involvement have been much
oo influenced by the polls. These, T do
not doubt. show correctly the reaction of
people to the war. They show the nation-
al, deeply conditioned tendency to rally
to the flag. Bur the polls do not show
depth ol feeling. They do not show abil-
ity 1o articulate  fecling—to  persuade.
They do not show length of memory.
They do not indicate who will write the
history and draw the lessons. They do
not always show where vouth-—md thus
the next generation—stands. If those
wha leel deeply and vemember long.
those who cin persuade others and who
will be the next electorie are opposed, it
may not matter o much thin they are o
minority. Nor will they long be such.
\s nored, our wars in the past have been
lought on something close w0 unanimiry
vule. And they lanve always had  the
part ol the population that now oppaoses
in Aull support. That it is wise to ac
i negleae ol the inlormed, artculine
and  voung-—that they cm be ignored
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as somchow morally as well as numeri-
cally inferior—is far from proven. On ihe
contrany. it is likely to be remembered as
one ol the cardinal political errors of
modern tmes. In Amencan  life,  the
intellectual, so-called, is Fashionably dis-
missed as a serious [actor in all the baules
except the last

The aitcs of our Viemmam involve-
ment have also been 100 ready 1o imag-
ine that the opposition in Hanoi is eager
to ablige peace-loving men by entering
negotiations on whatever terms we he-
lieve convenient. This is unduly opti
mistic—ind also dangerous. Let me be
clear on one thing. There is not the
slightest  doubt  that Hanoi  has  indi
cated a willingness o negotiate on vani-
ous occasions. And this willingness has
not requived our withdrawal as a pre-
conditton. Ofhcials who imply otherwise
are Turther widening the credibility gap.

But it is a mistake to base policy on any
particular assumption as to the behavior
and intentions of Hanoi or the leaders ol
the National Liberation Front. We do
not know the enemy that well. And it
is very easy lor those who are hostile to
the idea of a negotiated settlement, those
who want a militny solution, so 1o
handle our relations with  Hanoi and
the NLF and so 1o gauge il present
their responses and  nonresponses  that
those who disagree are lelt well out on
a limb,

Il we can have negotiations, that s
much 1o be desired. But there must be
something more. There must also be a
policy that allows of stubbornness, suspi
cion. ill will, obtuseness and the wavward-
ness that results from imernal political
struggle on the pare of those with whom
we are involved. Any policy that relies on
negotiations is a policy that isat least part-

“Lel's see, thal’s one “yes,” four ‘no’
and seventeen ‘Like, man, who needs it?’”

ly at the mercy of others. We must also
have a cowrse of action that is within the
scope of our own authority. We must in-
vite negotiations. And we must have a bet-
ter policy than mindless escalation, should
negotiations prove not to be possible.

This brings me to my hnal point of
criticism of my fellow erities. They exag-
gerate the difhculties in finding an alter
nittive course ol action to the one we
have been lollowing. This tragedy has
continued so long that they have come
to believe that the alternatives have now
disappeared. “Perhaps something could
have been done carlier. Now it is too
late.” This is wrong—as well as morally
weitk. Alternatives to continued and deep-
ening involvement exist. They have even
been made somewhat more [easible by
the march ol events.

Ler me outline a feasible course ol ac
tion that reduces our commitment in
Vietnam to sensible proportions, prowecs
the luger peace. conserves our national
interest and. what could perhaps be
more important, reflects the interest of
the sadly beset and tortwred people ol
this part of the world. It is a policy
that does not depend on the cooperation
ol Hanoi and the NLF. although should
that be forthcoming, all would be much
eused.

The frst step is o aceept in fact what
many reasonable men have already con-
ceded, which is that great arcas ol
South Victnam must remain indefinitely
under the authority of the Viet Cong.
They have been under this authority for
yvears—sometimes ten or more. It was
not the policy even in the most militant
ol the Cold War vears to roll back the
Communists from their established  posi-
tions of power. Not even John Foster

Dulles so wrged. There 15 no indication
that such policy 1s wamted by the people
most imnediately involved—there is no
indicition whatever that they would ask
it at the price ol the horrors ol military
liberation. None can sav, in the coniext
ol rural Asia. that on the completion of
this eflort their liberties would be greater
or their well-being enhanced. The men
who defend these parts ol the country—
this is especially rue ol the Mekong
Deltu—are not loreigners but men who
fight on their native soil.

Much of the counuy under Vier Cong
control, the Dela apart, is wild and
lightly populated. To invest American
lives in so slight, improbable and subjec
tive a gn as restoring these swamps
and jungles to a Saigon administration is
unthinkable. Nor do 1 honestly believe
that even the militant friends ol our in-
volvement will delend it with much en
thusinsm. In Laos, we have reconciled
oursclves 1o continued  control in the
north by 1the Communist Pather Lao.

What was sensible there s sensible in
Vietnam.
Next, having revised our strategic



objectives, we should, lor the time being,
scek the maximum ol security. tranquil-
lity and well-being in the limited but
populous arcas that we conwol. With our
vast commitment ol manpower to the
arca. this broadly defensive strntegy be-
comes entirely feasible. This is not a
matter of retiring to enclaves, although
the attack on that policy was less that 1t
was militily unwise than that it was
militarily unwamed. Rather, i is simply
a  delemsive  policy that  refleas  the
avowed absence ol werriorial ambition, 1
Irankly do not think that the areas we
delend can be very Large—they will be,
in the main, wrban and populous arcs
that, by and Luge, have been ditheult lor
or even immune to guerrilla operations.
They will serve as a refuge for those who
Iive committed themselves 1o our enter-
prise. They will be a position wherein 1o
await  negotiations.  They will reassie
those among us who Dbelicve—as 1 do
not—in  the so-called domino  throry.
Should  negotiations  be  deliyed  and
should the enemy continue w0 attek, an
aaive delense will be necessary. There
will be cisuwaluies. But these will be in-
comparably smaller than those resalung
from any cllort 10 sccure and hold the
whole  country. Pevhaps e this war-
weary  land we can expeae stagnation
and quict—as in Laos or Korca. And
one day theve will be negonations,

The next siep, strongly dictated by
our own interest, is 10 cease the bombing
ol North Viemam. (The accepance ol
the werritorial status quo in South Vier
nam will end, except lor delensive pur-
poses, the equally deadly and rather less
publicized  air atacks there) Our oan
attacks on the North lave also, in their
own wav. disohed a great many lalse
assumptions—they have disohvad the as
sumption that they could inerdia m
even much handicap the movemene ol
men and supplies 1o the South, or thae
they could lorce negotiation or ten they
wouldnt atlect o moral authoriy else-
where i the world. They have shown the
nnwisdom ol the mihicuy svllogisme tha,
because we have airplanes, air power is
pro tanto alwas etlecive. They have
shown that, whatever the shorncomings ol
our polinics, Americans are not so ovmeal
thiat a party can win an clection by op-
posing such use ol air power and then
turn around and initiate preasely this
action, all within wecks.

Now, and not sm'pliningly, given the
weight ol our attack on a poor and primi-
tive land, the supply ol targets that do
not unmolie even brutal avilian
slaughter or greater  international  risks
Iais been exhaunsied. So i is dear thar we
should end these rds, Wiath this acuon
we end the most veckless and sanguinny
aspect ol our imvolhvement in Vietnam
anc 1he one thae always Ganed with i
the empration ol yet more escalation, yet
mreater unobvement. We  lose nothing,
And in the background are the repeated

more

suggestions  tha, il the bombing  thus
ends, thae can be negouations. Rarvelv
in foreign policy is the path ol wisdom
so cdearlyv erched.

Next we must begin to disengage our-
selves  from  the political generals o
whom we have become committed in
Saigon. That commitment. no less than
the beltel i i military solution. was the
product ol assumpuions thar have thor-
oughly dissolved. It was part ol the be-
Liel that loreigners and Amencans alike
would approve any alwernative 1o com-
MILESI.

Finally, we must begin to put Vier
nam back in proper mental perspective.
It bulks Lurge in our minds not becanse it
15 a place where grear issues are being
deaded but because we have so olien
siid it s such a place. We must now be-
gin to live by the vuth and not by our
own propaganda. Indo-China is not the
costoids of the world: no great issues
ol strategy or sceurity e imvolved. Ea-
Liev statements that o hght thae s 10
avoid lighting in Hawaii or Samta Moni-
ca are now recalled only with amuse-
ment. The counries in that part ol the
world that have so far lived in the
greatest security have not been those, like
Thailind, that we delend, but those, like
Burma, that we do nou defend. The col-
lapse of Israeli democracy would have
been a wagedy for all mankind—and
pantly because it wis a democaey, it
did not collapse. No serious person will
sugoest that any government ol the past
decade in Saigon should evoke a similar
passion. Our best judgment must now be
that, on the other side, we are involved
with one ol the many forms of national
communism with which we have learned
that we can Ine and with which, as a
praciical matter, we now know that we
must Ine.

The sweps 1 have just outlined—the
abandonment ol the goal ol wimiorial
conquest and  pacihication, de-escalation
andd a delensive strategy, the ending ol
the an attacks, political detachment, an
escape lrom our own propaganda, nego-
uation il this proves possible—are not
very deamatic. Nor do they bring our
history in Indo-China 1o an end—though
even il the ending of the air atacks does
not bring negotiations, we can be sure,
as 1 say, that someday negotiation will
occur. But this is the nature ol the mod-
crate program. Vielence and death do
not Lk i drama; as all who are ex
perienced in Washingion have long been
aware, it s alwavs the men ol least moial
courage who are the loudest in recom-
mendmg sanguimary acuon and sending
in the bombers and the Marvines. But
the moderne path T have outlined s
one we can adopt and one that will see
us clear. Ivis the one lor which the Lue-
est measure o agreement can be won.
The tisk of the moderate is 1o win that

agreement.
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MannIGNonES o uikion
(continued from page 122)

_]:lp;mt'w are funny, Mannichon
thought. They are not like us.

Tageka grew serious again, “Further
exhaustive  imvestigation,  caclully  con-
wrolled, will perhaps enlighien us. Exper-
ments with at least fine hundred other
vellow mice. 10 begin wih, with hwve
hundred  conrols. A thousand  goldhsh,
similar  procedure. Naturally yellow  or-
ganisms, such  as  daftodils,  parrots,
squash, corn, etc., similar proceduare.
Higher vertehrates, dogs, a certain vellow-
hottomed baboon, 1o be found i the ran
lorests of New Guinea, unfortunately
rare, two horses, roans will do

“How can I get two horses into Deter-
gents and  Solventsz” Mannichon  asked,
his head reeling. “Especially if we have
o keep this quict?

“This  laboratory”"—Tuageka made  a
courteous cast-wind gesture ol his hand ay
the g¢leam  around them—"is at the
service ol my honorable Inends. And we
must show a certain amount ol initiative
in conducting some of our experiments
in other locahties. Al I need s a lew
correctly  prepared  dssue  shides,  stained
as 1 direa”

“But I can’'t put in request forms for
haboons and horses,” Mannichon said,
SWeAting agiin.

"I had thought it understood that we
would undertake this privatelv.” Tageka
said Trostily, looking at Crocketr.

“That's rvight,” Crockett said.

“But where's the money going 1o come
from?  Ycllow-bottomed  baboons,  lor
God’s sike.” Mannichon cried.

“I am merely a pathologist.” Tageka
said. He drank some more sherry.

“I'mom.”" Crockewr said.

“You can be in,” Mannichon said, near
tears. “You have companies all over the
world. Liechtenstein, Ischix. . . . I make
seven thousand, cight hundred  dollars

“We know what vou muke, pardner,”
Tageka saidd. "I will absorh your share of
the preliminary expenses, along with my
own.”

Mannichon breathed heavily with grar-
itude. There was no doubt about it, he
was linally in with Class,

“1I hardly know what o say. . . ." he
bhegan.

“There is no need 10 say anvihing”
saidd Tageka. “As partal reimbursement
for [unds Lod our, 1 shall take the exclu-
sive rights of vour share ol all of north-
crn Ewope for the hirst ten vears, on a
Line drawn [rom London o Berlin”

“Yes, sir.” said Mannichon. He would
have liked to say something else, but
what cime out was. “Yes, sir”

“1 reckon that's about 1t for the night,
pardners.” Tageka said. T don’t like 10
rush you, but I have some work 1o do
betore 1 go 1o sleep.”

He escorted Crockett and Mannichon
politely to the door ol the laboratory.
They heard it lock behind them.

“The Oriental Crockert
“Alwavs suspicious.”

The gl i the oflmauve pants was
stll Iving on the couch. Her eyes were
open. but she didn’t seem to see anvihing.

There's no doubt ol it. Mannichon
thought, 1aking a last devouring look
the girl, this is the age ol specializition.

mind.” saidd.

AONEW

The next weeks were frantic. Manni-
chon spent his days in Detergents and
Solvents  writing  up
existent experiments to indicate on the
weekly reviews that he was carning his
salary and Jovally advancing the inter-
ests of Vogel-Paulson. The nights were
spent i Tageka Kyvh's laboratory, Man
nichon had got his sleep down o thice
hours. The tests wene on methodically.
The 500 vellow mice duly succumbed.
vellow Alghan with an illustrious pedi-
gree, bought at great expense, Jasted Tess
than an hour alter Lapping up several
drops of Mammichonw's solution m v bowl
ol milk, while a bluck-and-white mongrel
liberated from the pound for three dol-
lars barked happily lor two days alter
sharing the same meal. Dead soldhish Ly
by the hundreds in Tageka's relvigera-
wrs and the  vellow-bottomed
alter showing decp aflection Tor Tageka,
1olerance for Crockett and a
murder Manuichon, was Liid o rest only
ten minutes alter s relevant parts had
been Laved in o purposely  weakened
variant of the solution.

During this pn‘iod. AManmchon’s do-
mestic sittation was not all that it nmght
have been. His nightly absences had be-
gun 10 annov Mrs. Manmchon. He could
not tell her what he was doing. excep
that he was working with Crocken and
Tageka, Because ol the  community-
property laws, he was plumimg o divorce
her the company showed

l'l’l)lll[\ (1L 1on-

baboon,

desire 10

betore
profit.

“"What have you Icllows got going
up there every nightz” Mis. Mannichon
demanded. A
chain?”

Oue more cross to bear, Manmichon
thought. Temporarily.

any

rainbow-colored  dinsy

Flowers and vegetables had not been
affccted by the solution and they had not
vet wricd horses. Amd despite some -
genious manipulations of the solution by
Crockert (he had mamged 1o subtract
two hvdrocarbon molecules Trom Floxo
amd had  bombirded  dioxoteuramerc
phenolerrogene 11 with a Large  variery
ol  rmdivacuve  asotopesy.  the  residual
rings '.LI“‘.“‘:‘ remained on whatever ma-
terials they wried, even alter exhaustive
scrubbing. While  the
worked on scvenely, checking all Bewds

mwo other moen



meticulously night aflter night and pro-
ducing dazzling results for Vogel-Paulson
day alter day, Mannichon. vertiginous
from lack of sleep. was beginning 1o
despair ol ever inding any practical use
lor the Mannichon solution. He would
write a lintle paper that nught or might
not get published, two or three bio-
chemists throughout the country might
thumb through the pages ofthandedly
and another curious litle dead end ol
research would be closed out and forgot-
ten. He would drive the 1959 Plymouth
lor the rest ol his hile and he would never
se¢ the inside ol a divorce court.

He didn’t communicue his fewrs 1o
Crockent and Tageka Kyh, It was lhard
to conununicate anytleng o them. In the
begining. they rarely listened when he
talked and after a couple ol wecks, they
didn’t listen ar all. He did his work in
silence. His work  fimally  consisted ol
wishing up, uiking dictation and hling
shides. He was having  his troubles m
Vogel-Paulson, oo, His weekly running
digests ol nonexistent experiments were
not being received with enthusiasm and
an ominous memo had come o him in a
baby-blue  envelope from  Mr. Paulson
himsell.  “Wellz”  Mr.  Paulson  had
sarawled on a large piece ol paper. Juse
that. It was not promising.

He had decided 10 quit. He had o
quit. He needed at least one night's
sleep. He wanted 1o announce it to his
partners, but it was difficalt o find the
appropriate time. He knew he couldn’t
say it front ol Tageka Kyh, who was a
remote man, but there was a chance that
if he got Crockew alone for a minure or
two. he could get it out. Afer all,
Crocketr was white.

So he ook o tagging alter Crockett
and lying in wait for him whenever he
could. But it took nearly another week
before his opportunity  presented  iself.
He was waiting in front of the restimnant
where Crockett olten lunched, ustally
with a lascivious givl or several lascivious
girls. The restaurant was called La Belle
Provencale and a meal there never cost
less than ten dollars. That is, if you
didu’t order wine. Mannichon had never
caten there, of course. He ook his lunch
at the Vogel-Paulson  commissary. You
conld car there lor 85 cents. That was
once zood thing about Vogsel Paulson.

It was a hot day and there was no
shade. Because of his  vertigo, Manni-
chon rocked rom side 1w side as he
waited, as though he were on the deck ol
a heaving ship, Then he saw the Lancia
drive up. For once, Crockenr was alone,
He left the motor running as he stepped
out and turmed the car over o the -
tendant to park. He didn’t notice Manni-
chon as he surode toward the door of La
Belle Provengale, although  he  passed
within three feet of him,

“Crock.” Mannichon said.

Crockett stopped and looked  around.
A look of displeasure angled across the
Yankee angles of his lace. “What the hell
are you doing here?” he said.

“Crock.” AManmichon sud, 1 have o
tlk 1o you %

“What the hell're you rocking [or:”
Crockett asked. “Are you drunk:”

“That's one ol the things T wanted
1o—"

A I'lmn)- expression. intense and cold,
cume over Crockent’s face. He was star-
ing past Mannichon, over Mannichon's
shoulder. “Look!” he sad.

“You lellers've been great and  all
that,” Mannichon said. lurching closer o
Crockew, “but T have to——"

Crockenr grabbed him by the shoul-
ders and swung him around. 71 said,
‘Look.

Mannichon sighed and looked. There
was nothing much 1o look at, Across the
strect, i lront of a bar. there wis a
broken-down old wagon lull of empry
ginger-ale bottles and an old horse, 1ts
head drooping in the heat.

[—
-

“Look at what. Crock?” Mannichon
said. He was now seeing double, but he
didn’t want o burden Crockett with his
roubles.

“The horse, man. the horse.”

“What about the horse, Crock?”

“What color is i, man?”

“Theyre yellow. I mean, i’s yellow,”
Mannichon  said.  correcting  for  his
double vision.

“LEvervthing comes o him who wais.”
Crockert said. He ook out a small boutle
ol the Mannichon solution. He never
went anyplace without it. He was a ded-
icued scientist, not one of those time-
servers who lock their minds when they
lock their oilice doors. Swildy., Crockert
poured some of the solution on his righ
hand. He gave Mannichon the bottle 10
hold, in case the police ever asked :
questions. Then he sauntered across the
strect toward the old vellow horse and
the wagon lull of empty ginger-ale hot-
tles. T was the first time Aannichon had
seen Crodkeur saunter anywhere.

Crockett went up 1o the horse. The
driver was nowhere in sight. A Buick

“This “black power” thing. now. What the devil
do you make of it, George?”
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passed with a colored man at the wheel;
but aside Irom that, the street was cmyny.

“Good old dobbin.” Crockert said. He
patted the horse kindly on the muzzle
with his wet hand. Then he sauntered
back toward Mannichon. “"Put that god-
damn bottle in your pocket, man,” he
whispered. He ook Mannichon’s arm,
wiping the last drops ol the liquid off on
Mamnichon's sleeve. It looked  [riendly,
but the hngers fele like steel hooks. Man-
nichon put the bottle of the solution in
his pocker and. side by side, he and
Crockett wene into the restaurant.

The bar ol La Belle Provengale was
parallel 1o the front window and the bot-
thes were arranged on glass shelves up
against the window. With the light from
the street coming in from behind them,
the bottles looked like jewelry. It was an
artstic cflect. There were quite a lew
people cating  ten-dollar lunches m the
dark interior of the restaurant. i a hush
ol expensive French food, but there was
nobody else at the bar. The room was air
conditioned and Mannichon shivered un-
controllably as he sat on the bar swol,
looking out at the sireer through the bot-
tles. He could see the vellow horse be
tween a bottle ol Chartreuse and a bottle
of Noillyv-Prat. The vellow hoyse hadn’t
moved. He was still there in the heac
with his head down.

“What'll it be. Mr. Crockeu?” the bar-
tender said. “The usual?” Everybody al-
wivs knew Crockett's name.

“The usual. Benny,” Crockett  said.
“And an  alexander lor my [Iriend.”
Crockett never torgot anything,

They watched the horse through the
boules while Benny prepared the Jack
Daniel's and  the alexander. The horse
didn't do anyvihing.

The bartender served the drinks and
Crockett drank hall of his in one gulp.
Mannichon sipped  wt his  alexander.
“Crock,” he said, 1 really do have wo
talk to you. This whole thing is getting
me——"

“Sssh,” Crockett sawd. The driver of the
wagon was coming out of the bar across
the street. He dimbed up onto the seat
ol the wagon and picked up the reins.
The horse slowly went down on its knees
and then all the way down between the
traces. The horse didn’t move anymore.

“Send two more drinks to the table,
Benny,” Crockett said. “Come on, Flox,
I'll buy you lunch.”

Crockett ordeved tvipes a la mode de
Caen for lunch and a boule ol hard
dider. Crockett certainly wasn't a tvpical
Yankee. As soon as Mannichon saw and
smelled the dish, he knew s stomach
wias going to make some peculiar claims
on lus avention that alternoon. He never
did manage 10 tell Crockett that he
wanted 1o quit.

. - -

“Now for the next swep,” Tageka Kyh

was saying. All three of them were in his
laboratory in the penthouse. It was com-
paratively carly, only 2:30 am. Tageka
had taken the news bout the horse
without surprisc. although he did  say
that it was o bad they hadn't goten
any shides. “We've gone just about as far
as necessary with the Jower vertebrates,”
Tageka Kyl said. “The next experiment
suggests itsell inevitably.”

It didn’t suggest itsell inevitably o
Mannichon. "What's that?” he sad.

For once, Tageka Kyh answerad one
ol Mannichon's questions.  “Man.” e
said simply.

Mamnichon  opened  his mouth  and
kept it open. He didn't dose it 1or some
ume,

Crockett had iy lace  squeczed  up
into lines ol concenration. 1 toresee
certain. compliciions.” he said.

“Nothing serious,” Tageka Kyh said.
AL e needs is access 1o a hospital with a
decent selection ol pigmented subjecs.”

“Well, T know evervbody au Lakeview
General downtown, ol course,” Crocken
said, “but 1 don’t think wed hnd the
proper range. Afier all, we're in the Mid-
west, I odoubt il you'd even hnd more
than two or three Indians in a vear.”

Mannichon sull had his mouth open.

“1 don’t wust those Iellows ar Genor-
al,” Tageka Kyh saidh “Theyre sloppy.
And whatever man we pick we'll have to
bring in as a [ull partner. ol course. and
I don't like anmyone down at General
cnough o dump a fortune in his Lap.”

Mannichon would have liked 10 inwer-
rupt ar this pomt. Tagceka Kyh's use ol
the word foruune seemed careless, 1o say
the least. Everything they had done up
to now, as [ar as Mannichon was con-
cerned. had been rigorously devoid of all
possibility of proht. But Tugeka Kvh was
cuwghe up in lhis planning,  speaking
smoothly, wrtcnlaung well, pronouncing
cevery syllable.

“1 think all indications point 1o the
West Coast. San Frandsco  comes o
minel.” Tageka Kyh said. “ A sizable non-
white population, well-run hospitals with
large nonscgregated charity wards, . . .7

“Chinatown,”  Mannichon said.  He
had been there on his honevmoon. He
had had shark’s-hn soup. You only get
manried once, he had smd to Lulu.

“I have a Iriend on the stafl of Merey
and Cancer,” Tageka Kyh said. “Ludwig
Qvelch.”

“Of  course,”  Crockent  nodded.
“Quelch. Prosiate. Top-notch.” Crocken
had heard ol evervbody.

“He was hrst in Ins class at Berkeley
three vears belore me” Tageka  Kvh
said. I think I'll give him a tinkle.” He
reached lor the phone.

“Wait a minue, please, Mr. Tageka.”
Mannichon said hoarselv. Do vou mican
10 Sy YOu are going to experiment on
living human beings? Maybe kill them:”

“Crock,”  Tageka  Kyvh o osaid,  “you

brought this fellow in on this. You
handle him.”

“Flox,” Crockeur said. with  cvident
irritation. “ie boils down to this—are you
a4 sCentist or aren’t you a scentist”

Tageka Kyh was already dialing San
Francisco.

“Let me sce. now.” Ludwig Qvelch
was saving, “what have we got on hand?
I'm thinking ol the Blumsiein wing. That
would secem o be the place 10 begin,
don’t vou agree. Tagekaz”

Tageka Kyh podded. “The Blumstein
wing. Ideal,” he said.

Oveldhr had wrived only 14 hours
abier the call 1o San Francisco. He had
closeted himsell with Tageka Kvh and
Crocken all afternoon and  evening. In
was midnight now and Mannichon had
been admitted to the conlerence. which
was taking place in the Cape Cod living
room. Ludwig Qvelch was a0 huge, tall
man. with wonderful white 1eeth and a
hearty Western manner. He wore 5300
swits with light ties and he was a man
vou would instincuvely vust anvwhere.

He had made some marvelously  elo-
quein speeches on nadicnal  welevision
agunst Medicare.

Ovelch ook our a small bk alligator
notehook and thumbed through it “At
the moment.”™ he said. “we have thirny-
three Cauncasians, 1wehe Negroes, three
indeternunate. one  Hindu, one Berber
and seven Orienmals, six presumably of
Chinese exwraction. one  dehniely Japa-
nese. Al male. ol course.” He laughed
heartily an this allusion o his specialy,
the prostate gland. T would call that a
fair enough sampling. wouldin’t vou:”

“ICI do.” Tageka Kyvh said,

“All termmalz” Crocken asked.

“1 would say roughly cighty percent,”
Ovelehr said. “Why do you ask="

“For fus sake.” Crockeu sesiured  to-
ward Mannichon. "He was worried.”

“I'm glad o see that the rarched ar
ol research hasn't wiped our vour ad-
mirable vouthlul scruples,” Qvelch said,
putting a large Western hand on Manni.

chon’s shoulder. “Have no fear. No lile
will be shortened—appredably.”
“Thanks, docior,” Mannichon mume-
bled.
Qvelch looked ar his wach, "Well,

I've got 10 be wotling back.”™ he saad.
“I'lIL keep in touch.” He put a liter bottle,
wsually  reserved  lor corving  volaule
acids and encased in lead, o his valise.
“You'll be hearing lrom mie.” He sted
briskly toward the door. Tageka Kyh ac-
companying him. Qvelch stopped  before
he yeached the door. “What s it again?
Oue quarter ol all proceeds o cach part.
ner, with Guatemali and Costa Rica ex-
clusive o Kyh and Mannichon's share of
narthern Europe lovwen years .. .27

“It's all in the memorandum 1 gave
vou this alternoon.” Tageka Kyh said.

“Yes. of course,” OQvelch said. T just




“I still can’t gel used 1o a Christmas without snow.”
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wanted to be able o dear up any liule
points with my lawyers when the incor-

poration  papers come through.  Nice
meeting  you fellers.”  He waved 10

Crockett and Mannichon and wis gone.

“I'm alraid we'll have o break it up
early tonight, pardners” Tageka Kyh
saicd, 1 have some work to do.”

Mannichon went right home, looking
forward to his first good night's slecp in
months. His wile was out plaving bridge,
so he should have been able to sleep like
a baby; but for some reason, he couldn’t
close his eyes umil dawn.

- . -

“Qvelch called this afternoon,” Tageka
Kyh said. “"He reports vesults.”

Mamnichon's evelids began o twitch
in litde spasms and he found that his
lungs had suddenly begun o reject air.
“Do you mind il I sit down?" he said. He
had just rung the bell ol Tageka's apart-
ment and Tageka himsell had come o0
the door. Supporting himsell with his
hands against the wall, he made his way
into the living room and sat unsteadily in
a captain’s chair. Crockewt was sprawled
on the couch. a gluss of whiskey ou his
breastbone.  Mannichon  couldn’t  tell
from the expression on Crockett's face
whether he was sad or happy or drunk.

Tageka Tollowed Mannichon into the
room. “Can 1 get you anything:” Tageka
asked, being a host. A beer? A juice?

“Nothing, thank vou,” Mannichon
said. This was the hrst time since they
had met that Tageka had been polite o
him. He was being prepared lor some-
thing horrible, he was sure. “What did
Dr. Qvelch have 1o say?”

“He asked to be remembered to you.™
Tagceka said, sitting between  Crockett
andd Mannichon on @ cobbler's bench
and taking in a hole on the chased-silver
buckle ol the belt of his jeans.

“What c¢lse?” Mannichon asked.

“I'he first experiment has been con-
cluded. Qvelch himsell administered the
solution cpidermally to  cight  subjects.
five white, two black and one yellow.
Seven of the subjects have registered no
reaction. The autopsy on the cighth

“Autopsy!”” Mannichon's lungs were
rejecting air in jets. “We've Kkilled a
man!”

“Oh, he reasonable, Flox.” 1t was
Crockett talking, wearily, the whiskey
glass going up and down cvenly on his
chest. "It happened in San Francisco.
Two thousand miles away from here.”

“Buw it's my solution. I——"

“Owur solution, Mannichon,” Tageka
said evenly. “With Qvelch, we number
four.”

“AMine, ours. what's the diflerence?
There's a poor dead Chinaman lying on
a slab in A

“With  your temperament,  Manni-
chor,” Tageka said, 1 don’t understand
how you happened to go into research
instead of psychiauy. If you're going to

do business with us, you'll have 1o re
strain yourself.”

“Business!”  Mannichon stapgered 1o
his feet. “What kind of business do you
call this? Killing ofl Chinamen with can-
cer in San Francisco! Boy.” he said with
unaccustomed irony. “if ever I heard ol a
money-maker, this is it.”

“Do vou want to listen or do you want
to make an oration?”’ Tageka said. “l
have many  interesting  and - valuable
things 1o tell you. But I have work 1o do
and 1 can’t waste my time, That's better.
St down.”

AMannichon sat down.

“And stay down.” Crockett said.

“The awopsy. as 1 was saving,” Ta-
geka went on, “indicated that the subject
died a nawral death. No waces of any
unusual maer in any of the organs.
Death  occurred  quictly, due, by in-
[evence, 10 a secondary flash reaction o
cancerous material in the region of the
prostate  gland.  We  know  beter. ol
course.”

“I'm a murderer,” Mannichon said,
putting his head between his hands.

“I veally can’'t tolerae language like
that in my house, Crock,” Tageka said.
“Perhaps we had beuer let him dis
associate.”

“If you want 1o go back to Detergents
and Solvents, Flox.” Crockett said, with-
out moving from the couch, “you know
where the door is.”

“That's exactly what 1 want o do”

Mannichon said. He stood up  and
started oward the door.
“You're walking out on the best part

ol a million dollars, man.” Crockett said
calmly.

Mamnichon stopped  walking  toward
the door. He turned. He went back 1o
the captain’s chair. He sat down. 71
might as well hear the worst.” he said.

“1 was down in Washington three
days ago.” Crockett said. “1 dropped in
on an old Iriend, Simon Bunswanger. 1
went to school with him ar Boston Latin.
You haven't heard ol him. Nobody's
heard ol him. He's in the CIA. Big man
in the CIA. Big. big man. 1 gave him a
little rundown on owr project. He was
titillated. He promised to call a meeung
ol some ol the boys in his shop for briel-
ing and proposals.” Crocketr looked at
his watch. “He's due here any minute.”

“The CIA®” Mannichon now felt com-
pletely adrift. “Whatd you do that lor?
They'll put us all in jail”

“Quite the opposite,” Crockett said.
“Quite the opposite. I'll bet you two
alexanders he comes in here with a nice,
lat proposition. . . ."

“For what?” Mannichon asked. Now
he was sure that all those companies and
all thar Tack of sleep had made irrepara-
ble inroads on Crockett's reason. “What
would they want with the Mannichon
solution?”

“Remember the fust day you came to

me, Flox:" Crockeut finally got to his feet.
He was in his socks and he padded over
to the bar to pour himself a fresh Jack
Daniel’s. T said, we answer one ques-
tion, we can clean up. Remember that®”

“More or less,” Mannichon said.

“Do you remember what that one
question was?” Crockewt said, drinking,
sounding liguid. “I'll refresh your little
old memory cells, reactivate  the  old
nerve patterns, The question was, “What
the hell is vellow that we are overrun
with, like rabbits in Australia?” Remem
ber thatz”

“Yes,” Mannichon said. “But what has
the CIA gotto . .. 2"

“The CIA, man,” said  Crockett,
“knows exactly what is vellow and what
we are overrun  with.”” He  paused.

dropped a picee of ice into his drink and
strred  with his finger. “Chinamen,
man.”

The doorbell rang. “That must be
Bunswanger,” Crockett said. “I'll go.”

“This is the last time Ull do any
work with anybody like you, Mannichon.”
Tageka said icly. “You're psychically
unstable.”

Crockent came back into the room
with a man who looked as though he
could have made a good living as a [e-
male impersonator in the old days of
vaudeville. He was willowy and had fine
blond hair and a small bow mouth and a
blushing complexion.

“Si," Crockett said, "I want you o
meet my pariners.” He inwoduced Ta-
geka, who bowed. and Mannichon. who
couldn't look into Bunswanger's cyes as
they shook hands. Bunswanger's grip
was not that of a female impersonator.

“I'll have a Jack Daniel's, Crock.”
Bunswanger said. 1t must have heen the
campus drink at old Boston Latin. Bun-
swanger had a voice that reminded Man-
nichon of Carborundum.

Glass in hand. Bunswanger sat on one
of the scrubbed pine wibles, his legs
aossed in a letching manner. “Well. the
boys in the shop think you fellows have
done a dandy little piece of creative re-
search.,”  Bunswanger began. “We  had
some tests run and they bear your papers
out one hundred percent. Did you hear
from Qvelch?”

“This afternoon,” Tageka said. “Re-
sults positive.”

Bunswanger nodded. “The boys in the
shop said they would be. Well, no use
beating around the bush. We want it
The solution. We've already set up pre
liminary target zones. The source ol the
Yangtze, three or lour lakes in the north,
two of the tributaries ol the Yellow Raver,
places like that. You don’t happen 1o
have a map of China handy, do you:”

“Sorry,” said Tageka,

“Pity,” Bunswanger said. Tt would
dear up the picture for you fellows.” He
looked around. “Nice plice you have
here. You'd be surprised what they ask
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for a decent place to live in Washington.
Of course, the Russians will help us.
We've sounded them out already. Makes
it more comfy, reduces the risks. That
long border with Siberia and all those
delegations. Of course, that's the beauty
ol the swil. No bang. We've been
searching for something without a bang
for vyears. Nothing satisfuctory’s come
up, until this. Did you [ellows test all the
way down? I didn’t see it in your papers.
I was in a hurry, of course, but 1
wondered.”

“Test what down?” Mannichon asked.

“Flox,” Crockett said wearily.

“Mannichon,” Tageka said warningly.

“Down 1o clfective reaction at lowest
possible percentage of solution in H Two
O.” Bunswanger said.

“We didn't push to the limit, Si,”
Crockett said. “We only worked nights.”

“Amazing  efficiency,”  Bunswanger
said. He ook a delicate sip ol his whis-
key. “We ran a [ew trials. One two-
billionth ol a part in fresh water. One
three-billionth of a part in salt water.”
He laughed, sounding girlish, remember-

S

ing something. “There’s a curious side
effect. It cures jaundice. You could set
up a company, pharmaceutical only, and
make a wad just on that. Only on a doc-
tor’s prescription, of course. You'd have
to make sure nobody used it on Orientals
or there’d be hell o pay. Well, just a
detail. Now”—he uncrossed his legs—
“practical matters. We'll pay you two
million cold for it. Out of unvouchered
lunds. So you don't have to pay the tax
boys anything on it. No record. Nothing
in wntng. It's a great shop to do
husiness for. No niggling.”

Mannichon was panting again.

“Are you all right, su?” Bunswanger
asked. real concern in his voice,

“Fine,” Mannichon said, continuing to
pant.

“Ol cowrse,”  Bunswanger said, still
looking concernedly at Mannichon, “if
we ever use it, it swings over on a royal-
ty basis. But we can’t guarantee that it
will ever go operational. Though the
way things look right now. . . .” He left
the sentence unfinished.

“Miss Beverly, I want an oplion on you
for the Christmas party.”

Manunichon thought ol Ferrari after
Ferrari, dozens of girls in oft-mauve
pants.

“One more litde thing and I'm off,”
Bunswanger said. I have a visit to make
in Venezuela tomorrow. Hear this,” his
voice was as precise as a gun sight. “I'm
in for twenty percent. One fifth. For
services rendered.” He looked around.

Crockett nodded.

Tageka nodded.

Mannichon nodded, slowly.

“I'm off to Caracas,” Bunswanger said
gaily. He finished his drink. They shook
hands all round. “There'll be a fellow
here in the morning,” Bunswanger said,
“with the loot. In cash, naturally. What
ume is convenient:”

“Six am,” Tageka said.

“Done and done,” Bunswanger said,
making a quick entry in a small alligator-
bound notebook. “Glad you dropped in
the other day, Crock. Don’t bother
seeing me to the door.” And he was
gone.

There was little more 10 be done.
Since they were going to be paid in cash,
they had to figure out what compensa-
tion Tageka was to get for his Caribbean
rights and his ten-year share of Manni-
chon's portion of the rights for northern
Europe, It didn’t take long. Tageka was
just as good a mathematician as a
pathologist.

Crockett and Mannichon left  the
apartment together. Crockett had a date
at a bar nearby with Mr. Paulson’s third
and present wife and he was in a hurry 1o
be off. “So long, Flox,” he said as he got
into his Lancia. “Not a bad day's work.”
He was humming as he spurted off.

Mannichon got imo the Plymouth. He
sat there for a while, trying 10 decide
what to do first. He finaily decided that
lst things came hrst. He drove home at
60 miles an hour to well Mrs. Mannichon
he was going to ger a divorce.

Up in the apartment, Tageka was sit-
ting on the cobbler’s bench, making neat
ideograms with a brush and ink on a
scratch-pad. After a while, he pressed a
buzzer. The Negro butler came in,
dressed in his yellow swriped vest and
white shirt sleeves with heavy gold cuft
links.

“James,” Tageka Kyh said o the but-
ler, “tomorrow 1 want you to order five
hundred grams each of dioxotetriumerc-
phenoferrogene, 14, 15 and 17. And five
hundred pink mice. No—on  second
thought, better make it a thousand.”

“Yes, sir,” said James.

“Oh, and James"—Tageka Kyh waved
the brush negligendy at the buder. “Will
vou be good enough o put in a call to
the Japanese embassy in Washington.
I'll speak to the ambassador personally.”

“Yes, sir,” James said and picked up

the phone.
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the sprawling vastness of the City ol
Angels. In the Bunny Dressing Room
on the third floor of the building, Kathy
slips into her Bunny outlit, relreshed
and ready o greet keyholders in the
ground-level Living Room of the Club.

“In the Living Room,” Kathy says,
“I'm able to feel the mood ol the whole
evening. Then, when the night's over, a
bunch of us zoom down the Swrip o the
Whisky & Go Go or around the corner
to P Js"—two ol L. A’s most popular
all-night rockaterias—"to relax with the
latest dances. 1 don’t know how any-
thing that looks so strenuous can make
you feel so free.”

Kathy's love lor her “wheels,” for the
beach and for the music a local disc
jockey calls “Boss sounds [or Boss An-
gels™ is as avpical of her cottontail col-
leagues as are her all-American good
looks. The Bunnies of Hollywood (or ol
Los Angeles, il you preler—Sunset Strip
technically Talls in West Hollywood) hail
from six foreign countries, fromm U. S,
urbia as distant as Spokane and the
Bronx and as nearby as Southern Cali-
fornia itself (a 100-mile circle with its
center at the Club would include the
home towns of half the Bunnies). They
come to or stay in Los Angeles [or the
fun and excitement of the Club, for the
incomparable advantages ol L. A's geog-
raphy and climate and for Hollywood’s
movie opportunities.

To a girl. the Bunnics of Hollywood
enjoy at least one of the outdoor sports
available, in unique proximity and profu-
sion, to Southern Californians—and
most arc involved in what sound like
comprehensive courses in the consum-
mate enjoyment ol the great outdoaors,
Snow skiing and waterskiing, scuba div-
ing and sky diving, desert exploring.
surfing—in  [act, almost every allresco
activity invented by man—can be prac-
ticed year-round someplace within a half
day’s drive ol the Los Angeles Playboy
Club. It's no surprise that Hollywood's
Bunny brigade is the most completely
peripatetic collection of cottontails in the
key chain: an evening with any of them
that doesn’t include at least one auto-
motive excursion—or allusion—is as rare
as a rainy day.

H. as many observers contend, lLos
Angeles is a vision of what the rest of
America will become in ten years, the good
news s that for every extravagance cele-
brated in the works of Nathanael West
and Evelyn Waugh. the city offers ex
traordinary examples of good taste and
joie de vivre, Tts complex of near-at-hand
action theaters, lor example—from the
Dodgers” Chavez Ravine to the Holly-
wood Bowl—make similar attractions in
lessgifted  cities  pale  in comparison.
Hundreds ol pgallevies and  museums
{most notably. the Los Angeles County

Muscum ol Art, the Pasadena Museum
and the Municipal Art Gallery) compete
for the atention of legions ol Southern
California  painters and  connoisseurs—
such as Bunny Candy Humphries, L. A's
1965 Bunny ol the Year and its most
articulate artist-in-residence. Candy's off.
beat, sandside lile (“My favorite supper
1s pizza and chianti on a beach just as the
sun’s setting.” she says) is only one ol
the mulularious modi vivendi of the
Bunnics of Hollywood. If Candy and her
colleagues are harbingers of things to
come, we can look forward 1o a [uture
filled with style.

As a recent and entirely appropriate
addition to a city that makes style a way
ol life. L. A's cottontails instinctively em-
brace a relaxed informality that makes
their spactous Club an unhurried refuge
from the “let'sclose-the-deal-yesterday”
pressure thar occasionally  characterizes
the rest of L. A, When regular visitors
Jack Palance or Tony Bennett—or Bill
Dana and Don Adams, whose offices are
in the same building—drop in, they may
ask their favorite Bunny for a tableside
telephone, but they're more likely to con-
centrate on unraveling harried nerves.
Yet work and leisure have always inter-
mingled uniquely in Hollywood. Bunny
Mother Alice Nichols—who wore satin
ears herself in Chicago—notes that “so
much in Hollywood depends on attrac-
tiveness in both appearance and person-
ality that my girls wouldn't think of
going out onto the floor unless every-

thing from their make-up to their mood
is certain to relax and impress the key-
holder.” Producers. directors and agents
often are impressed. and the Club reacts
with unqualified pride when one of its
own starts toward stardom. Almost hall
the Hollywood couwontails have won
parts in films or TV shows, and a clear-
cut  majority—including  Kathv—have
tested their Angeleno wings in TV com-
mercials.

Among the most talented of the cur-
rent Hollywood Bunmnies is Sam Moor-
man (“Sam is Sharon Ann spelled [ast,”
Sam  explains). After a childhood in
Whittier, California, a stint as a model
for West Coast designer Rudi Gernreich
and a gig a college on a music scholar-
ship, Sam brought her striking talents—
and 36-25-37 higure—io the Playboy Club
in New York. In close to three years
as i Bunny, she has shuttled between
the Coasts, acquiring suitably a schizo-
phrenic ser ol 1astes—"glamorous New
York opening nights and my big black
Calilornia motorcycle.”” With the [Tull
blessings of the Club, she ook a leave of
absence last spring to appear in a pro-
duction ol Call Me Madam—with Ethel
Merman—at L. A's prestigious Carouscel
Theater.

Bunnies  Kathy., Candy and Sam
aren’t exceptions: The Bunnies of Holly-
wood are a stunning cross section of the
beautiful, sun-browned girls of Califor-
nia, open with themselves and with any-
one they like and zestfully involved in

“Just tell the Senator I vepresent five thousand
nidists in his state.”
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the pleasures and varicty of the benign
world around them. Camera Bunny
Shannon Gaughan, for example, went
to Los Angeles alter a year at San Jose
City Junior College and more than a
year “studving people, keeping a diary
and just relaxing” in the North Beach
area of her home town, San Francisco.
“I've kept my journal for six years now,
in about 20 big, threering notebooks,”
Shannon says. “It's great 1o look back
and see exactly where I've changed.”
One recent change is a wholehearted
commitment to an acting career: She
plaved the lead in a short film by West
Coast moviemaker Mel Henke and has
brightened The Man from U N. C. L. E.
as well as several TV commercials. A
brand-new part of her waining finds
Shannon front-row center every chance
she gets at the Ahmanson Theater or the
circular Mark Taper Forum. twin drama
showcases that opencd last spring to
complete the vast Los Angeles Music
Center.

Most of the Bunnies with stardom in
their eves elect to leave their days free
for shooting and work evenings at the
Club. But the business and professional
men who hie themselves to the hutch (in
Southern California, a 50-mile drive for
a lunch date is S.0.P)) for a lavish noon-
time smotrgasbord in the Living Room
or for a steak upstairs in the Playroom,
are still able 1o enjov the company of
cottontails they caught on TV the night
before. Daytime Bunny Annazette Chase,
for instance. whose dark-brown hair and
siecnna eyes have delighted keyholders
since the Club opened on the last night
of 1964, played the well-remembered
role of Mrs. Adams in Holel and smaller
parts in Ben Casey, Mr. Novak. The
Eleventh Hour and—like Shannon—
The Man from U.N.C.L. E.

Noon-hour Bunny De  (pronounced
“Dee”™)y Russell describes herself as “a lit-
tle bit of beawnik, a little bit of Hollywood
and a litde bit of Hell's Angels™—which
sounds  like camp but on De
looks good. Despite an  aversion to
early-morning shooting assignments, De’s
handled small parts on Wagon Train
and My Three Sons. as well as highly
visible [rug-ons in a recent Beach Party
epic. She's hoping for more substantial
roles in the future, but meantime has no
trouble keeping occupied. De lives 100
vards from swinging Playa del Rey Beach
and—when  she  isnt polishing  her
Honda—can be spotted in any crowd of
surlers.

After Annazette, De and the other
daytime Bunnies serve the last Club
lunches around three, the next few hours
find the heaviest concentration of key-

10‘\'

990 holders in the firstdloor Playmate Bar—

surrounded by those delightfully [amiliar
transparencies, Dianne Danford.  Joni
Matus and China Lee are among the
Playmates who have graduated from the
home of their picture gallery 1o im-
pressive new careers. Amoung the current

Playmate-Bunnies  is  Sharon  Rogers,
L. A’s Bumper-Pool Bunny. Sharon,
who was [leatured in four pravsoy

pictorials within 13 months, discovered
Los Angeles” climate shortly alter her
January 1964 centerfold appearance. She
decided she'd rvather switch than highe
Chicago winters, although it meant leav-
ing twin jobs as an Assistant Photo
Editor for pravsoy and as a Bunny at
the premier Playboy Club. Now. alter
roles in one hlm and two TV shows, she's
devoting her time ouwrside the Club 1o
horscback niding, chess—and the raising
of a future star. Sharon's married to a
Hollywood comedy writer and, with only
a litle urging, will produce rushes of
their young son, Brandon, being jiggled
on Jimmy Stewart’s knee in scenes (rom
the recently released Fury at Fivecreek.

In wrms of gatelold appearances,
Gwen Wong, rraveoy's Miss April 1967,
is the most recent of the Hollywood
Playmate-Bunnies. Her exquisite, classi-
cally Oriental  leatures are recogmized
wherever she goes—and she sull gets a
packet of fan mail every day. “A lot of
the letters are from saldiers in Vietnam,”
she says. T wish I could tell you how
warm their appreciation makes me feel.”
Gwen's five-foot stature makes her the
tiniest Bunny in the hutch, and her
Iriend and hutchmate Marilyn Mason is
only an inch taller. (Marilyn's appear-
ance in Gwen's Playmate feature has
also provoked considerable audience
reaction; although her auburn hair and
clectric blue-green eves were lost in the
centerlold  story’s  black-and-white  pho-
tos. Marilyn attracted enough attention
to land a siring ol TV-commercial as-
signments)) Gwen and Martlyn are still
taking road 1trips into the heardand of
the West—like the journey described in
Gwen’s Playmate story. As Gwen savs,
“I'm romantic enough to drive 100 miles
out ol my way just to see a beautiful
grove of trees.” For Playmate-Bunny
Astrid Schulz (September 1964). the best
playground in the world starts a couple
of miles due west of the hutch. Astrid is
one of the Club’s several scuba fans, all
of whom are impressive in or out of a
wet suit. After underwater initiation on
the sandy ocean floor off Los Angcles,
Astrid let Bunny Irene Taylor persuade
her o explore the reels ol Catnlina Is-
land. 25 miles offshore. “It’s like a yellow
jungle,” Irene says of her favorite diving
spot. “The most beawiful sight is a
school of small fish turning off in one
direction at once, catching the sun like
10,000 diamonds.”

Astrid  hersell discovered 1. A, after

schooling in her native Holland, where
she was a champion gymnast, and in
Paris, where she studied baller, “But after
I became a Playmate, T went out on some
promotions.” she recounts. “and discov-
ered that what [ really want 10 do is
work in public relacions. When I was in
the movies"—A4 Howse Is Not a Home,
The Art of Love, Sergeant Deadhead
the  Astronut!—"one ol the studios
wanted to sign me 1o a contract, but you
lose vour independence, so 1 didn't sign.
I like comact with diflerent people so
much that I can’t tie mysell 1o a few.”

Astrid’s only complaint about her new
—and now permanent—home town is
“the [unny guys,” which is her Dutch-
American description ol the long-haired
types who temporarily occupied  the
Strip en masse a year ago. The best
thing about her vear ar the Hollywood
hutch, Astrid savs. is the Continental at-
mosphere in the second-floor VIP Room,
where she can converse with the room’s
international clienele in all four ol the
languages in which she is fluent (Dutch,
French, German and English) and even
a little ol the Spanish she’s now learning.

Nancy Scour, the Hollvwood VIP
Room's second Plavmate-Bunny, proves
how easy it is to create a private uni-
verse divorced from an outsider’s clichés
about Los Angeles. “Billboards, unat-
tractive  architecture  and  freeways  are
my pet peeves,” Miss March 1964 says,
“but by centering my life around the
Club and mv house in the hills, T can
manage to avoid almost all of them com-
pletely. Of course. 1 have to spend a half
hour or so every day on the freeways,
but they're not bad at four in the after-
noon and two in the morning.” A medi-
cal technician when pravsoy discovered
her. dark-blonde Nancy joined the hutch
soon after her Plavmate appearance and
her  deasion  that—since  she  wasn't
ready 10 go on to become a doctor—she
could do as much for general bealth in
Bunny satin as in nurse’s whie.

The VIP Room's Laun-affairs expert
—an important role in a city that hosts
thousands of south-of-the-horder
nessmen and officials—is Colombian Ilva
Tarud. Bunny Ilva is endcavoring 1o par-
lay her fine features and cascading honey-
blonde hair into a carcer as “a really
top-notch model”—which entails a steady
routine ol dancing  classes, horseback
riding and carelul attention to her grace-
ful figure. 1 think the thing I miss most
about Barranquilla,” Ilva savs ol the
Colombian city she left two years ago,
“is the siesta, Los Angeles is wonderlul
Tor satisfving ambitions, but I'm still try-
ing hard w get used to the pace.”

Demure, dark-blonde Charloute Boven-
kamp, who came to L. A. from Ham-
burg, divides her time between “doing
sketches of friends or of the city lrom

busi-
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the balcony of my apartment,” and her
VIP Room duties, among which she in-
cludes a relresher course in German for
one of her colleagues, Tami Lee. A tall,
green-eyed beauty with a 37-25-36 hgure,
Tami discovered the land of Liebfrau-
milch und Lieder during a full year's
sabbatical alter college at Brigham Young
and the University of Oregon. (In fact,
precisely two thirds ol the Bunnies of
Hollywood have completed a year or
more of college study—mostly in liberal
arts—a mark that holds its own among
the 16 other links in the kev chain))
“Germany is beautiful,” Tami says, “but
1 knew I'd seule in a large American
city. Los Angeles is perfect. T had a Wild
West childhood in Montrose, Colorado,
and here, just like back home, 1 can go
horseback riding and skiing throughout
the year.”

The international flavor of the VIP
Room spills over into the Club'’s third-
story Penthouse, through the second-floor
Playroom and down imto the Living
Room below. Cocktail Bunny Frangoise
Bouley, whose Parnsian features hine
her Gallic origins even belore her accent
confirms them. lelt her native Le Havre
a yvear ago and, alwer returning for one
visit, has decided 1o make Hollywood her
home—with a vengeance: She spends
much of her Iree nme behind the walnut
wheel ol her newly acquired Firebird, "1
love driving, as long as 1 can go last,”
she says, “and I'm really glad I'm in a
part ol the country where I can ski on
both snow and water. 1 don’t know if
it's California or the whole U.S. AL but
I love the way everything is in wmotion
here.”

Two other living embodiments  of
L. As dedication to ourdoor avocations
—Bunnies Tom Macdonald and Chere
Davis—each live within blocks of the
sea, Toni in Malibu Canvon and Chere
within strolling distance of Kathy Foster's
Long Beach digs. For a couple ol months
one high school summer, Toni lived in a
Volkswagen bus just to be in Big Sur,
“the most beautiful place on earth.” But
Malibu, with its [amous beach and ity
rugged canyon in the foothills ol the
Santa Monica mountains, vuns a close
second, Toni says—a happy circumstance
for the L. A. keyholders and their guests
who dedide 1o take home a souvenir ol
their night at the Club from the Gift Shop
Toni usually attends. Cherve shares her
beach house with “Ralphie the white rat,
Touche the wurtle and Maja the dog. 1
had a skunk, too—Sweet Pea—Dbut he
secemed to upset people, like my landlady,
so I had 1o give him to the z00.”" A5 97,
with real Calilornia blonde hair and
bright-blue eves, Chere is the wallest ol
a hall-dozen L. A Buanies, including
Toni, who can best be described as the

992 kind ol girl Jax” Jack Hanson makes

clothes for and Roger Vadim makes
movies about.

Tall, green-eyed Kelly Cochran spends
the bulk of her ofttime shuttling be-
tween the ski slopes of northern Cali-
fornia and the desert resort of Palm
Springs ine her 1956 black Morgan. 1 hat
car 1s just like a baby,” Kelly savs. “You
have to wreat it gently or iC'll throw a tan.
trum—or a piston.” Kelly has been in
and out of Hawaii all her life but, she
savs, “I've finally decided not 1o settle
there, despite the weather and the
beaches and the wonderful people, be-
caust you get oo hizy. It's so easy to live
on the islands that you wind up hardly
living at all.” Bumny Geri Monticelli's
557 stuwure is only half an  inch
over the hutch norm, but her long-
legged Grecian figure and flowing black
hair create the sense of tallness that is
one ol the Hollywood Bunnies’ uncom-
mon denominators. Also aiding the illu-
sion, in Gert’s case, are the tall but wrue
tales (her best is about being Kidnaped
in Cairo), which she remembers from
the years when she accompanied  her
missionary lather around the world.

Though they're natives of, respecuvely,
New  Orleans, Lawvia and  Inglewood,
California, the same tanned, Southern
Calilornia glow shines in Bunnies Beth
Mell. Iris Niedra and Sandy  Speth.
Beth—who's table-hopped au six Clubs
during her several vears in satin—says
she'll stay in L. AL, because the horseback-
riding wrails and beaches on which she
spends the biggest slice of her off-duty
time are so near at hand and so unspoiled.
Iris and Sandy have also Bunny-hopped
elsewhere (Iris garnered Bunny-ol-the-
Year honors at the Playboy Club of Mi-
ami in 1965) and they, too. have decided
that the good lile finds its most complete
expression in Southern California. Their
own completeness—a winning parlay ol
beauty and brains—is as multifaceted as
the lile they lead. It comes as no sur-
prise, for example, when Iris interrupts
an account of her enthusiasm for boat.
ing and skiing with astute observations
on the Sunset Strip eeny-bopper scene:
“The teenagers should have a place 1o
eet together,” Iris says, “where they can
dance, meer each other or just stand
around and be seen il they want to.
What happened a year ago was that the
Kids were wsed. especially by the TV
news crews that visited the Swip on
the twa riot weekends. T'he total proper-
ty diinage on the worst night was some-
thing like $50, and that was done when
a newscaster suggested that a knot of
kids start rocking a bus because it would
make good lootage.”

“There are a lot of crazy things in this
city,” Bunny Sandy says, “but the people
here—art least those we see in the Club
—are independent. articulate and  re-
laxed. I think it's because it's so casy to
get away from the neon and concrete.
I've always been a beach person—my

perfect day would be sunning all day
and then going out o Redondo Pier for
smoked  fish and beer—but now I'm
learning to ski, too. Sure, I'm hung up on
cars, like everyone else in L. A.—in fact,
my brother and I have gone through two
engines in our dragster; but what's wrong
with a linle speed:”

The Bunnies haven't entered racing
teams at any of the area’s tracks vet, but
they've tried their luck at bicvele racing,
basketball and even broom ball and are
probably the most active of the cotton-
tail contingents around the world who
form athletic teams [or their own fun-
and for charity’s profit. *I think the big-
gest thrill of my life,” says baseball-
plaving Bunny Mei-Ling Leung, whose
$5-24-35 hgure and jer-black hair couldn’t
be hidden in her catcher's rig. “was
when T caught a pop-up that won the
game  we  playved  against o weam ol
disc jockeys—in [ront of 35,000 people!”
Bunny Kippi Hake—who siarred in a
Bunny-promotion soccer game early this
fall and is perhaps the most versatile
hutch athlete—comes o her skill natural-
ly: After high school in her home wown,
AMadison, Wisconsin, and a year and a
hall ol college, Kippi joined the circus.
“1 really didn’t run awav to the circus,
she says, “but I guess part of the reason
lor joining was the same ven lor adven-
ture a little boy feels. T was in the pro-
duction unit of the Ringling Brothers
Circus. When they lost a girl Irom their
trapeze act, they trained me into it. It
was great fun for a couple of vears, but
then 1 decided to swing a litde less liter-
allv—like here at the Club and in the
Bunny sports events.” As sportswriter
Frank Licherman of L. Als Southland
magazine wrote in a recent article titled
The Bunnies at Play: *"They may not be
the world’s best athletes, but there's no
denving they're in the best shape In
another voluntary, communal cffort, the
Bunnies of Los Angeles—like Bunnies
throughout  the  Playboy  chain—put
aside part of their Bunny lettuce to sup-
port underprivileged children in coun-
ries from Greece 1o South Vietnam.,

“I's a unique city,” one keyvholder
has said, “warm enough and sprawling
enough so that the pace is velaxed and
evervone—il he can avoid the freeways
at rush hour—has plenty ol ¢lhow room,
And new enough to be kookie and ex-
citing—in the worst and best senses. The
Bunnies make a terrihic symbol for the
good things about their town, And, you
know, I think they're the hestlooking
Bunnies in any ol the Plavboy Clubs
around the country, but 1 guess you
can’'t print that.” Quite the contrary.

If you would like to become a Playboy
Bunny and {f you meel minimum age
requirements, please contact the Bunny
Mother at the Playboy Club neavest you.
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citizen gets out his citizenship papers aud
studies his own photograph, as il wrying
1o convince himsell that the document
is not a lalse one.

Oue or 1wo passengers venture to step
out ol the train, but they sink up to their
knees into the snow. It docs not take
long belore they cdamber back into the
car. The wtwilight lingers Tor a while, then
night falls.

I sce people wsing the weather as a
pretext for striking up  agquaiintance.
Women begin to wlk among themselves
and there is sudden intimacy. Tlie men
have also formed & group. Evervone
picks up bits of information. People offer
cach other advice. But nobody pays any
attention o me. I sit alone, a vicum of
my own isolation. shyness and alicnation
from the world. I begin to vead a book,
and this provokes hostility, for reading a
book at such a time scems hike a chal
lenge and an insult o the other passen-
gers. | oexclude mysell from sociery, and
all the Taces say 10 me silently: You don't
need us and we don’t need vou. Never

(continued from page 154)

mind, vou will still have to turn to us,
but we won't have to turn to you. . . .

[ open my Lirge. heavy valise, tike out
the bottle of cognae and take a stealthy
sip now and then. Alier that, 1 lem
my [lace against the cold windowpane
and ry 10 look out. But all I see is the
reflection ol the interior of the car. The
world outside  seems 1o have  disap-
pearcd. The  solipsistic  philosophy  of
Bishop Berkeley has won over all the
other systems. Nothing remains but 1o
wait patiently until God's idea of a tain
halied in s racks by snowdrilts will
mive wav 1o Gods adeas of movement
and arrival.

Alas for my leciure! I 1 come in the
middle of the night. there will nor even
be anyone waiting for me. T shall have 1o
look lor a hotel, I, at least, T had a
return ticket. However, was Captain Scott,
lost in the polar ice ficlds, in a beuer
position alier Amundsen had discovered
the South Poler How much would Cap-
tain Scott have given to be able 1o sit in
No. one must

a brighty liv riilway cuo?
not sin by complaining,

“Thetr romance had a tragic ending

marriage.”

made me  warm.
Drunken fumes nse lrom an  empuy
stomach to the bra I am awake and
dozing at the same time. Whole minutes
drift awav. leaving only a blur. T hear
talk, but T don't quite know what it
means. I sink mto blisstul imdifference.
For my part, the rain can sund here lor
three days and three nights. I have a box
of crackers in my vilise. T wil! not die ol
hunger. Various themes float through my
mind. Something within  me  murtters
dreamlike words and phrases.

The diesel engine must he straining
forward. T am aware ol dragging. knock-
ing. growling sounds, as ol a moustrous
ox. a legendary steel bull. Most of the
passengers have gone o the bar or the
vestaurant car, but 1 am too lzy 1w get
up. | secem 1o luve grown imo the sear.
A childish obstinacy 1akes possession ol
me: Il show them all that 1T am not
affected by anv ol this commotion; T am
above the wivial happenings of the day.

Evervone who  passes hy—Ifromn  ihe
rear cars to the Iront. or the other way—
glinces at me: and it seems 1o me that
cach one forms some judgment ol his
own about the sort ol person I am. But
does anvone guess that 1 am a Yiddish
writer late for his lecture? This, T am
sure, occwrs 1o no onc. This is known
only 10 the higher powans.

I take another sip. and another. T have
never undersiood the passion for drink-
ing. but now 1 see what power there is in
alcohol. This liquid holds within itsclf
the secrets ol nirvana. I no longer look at
my wrist watch. I no longer worry about
a place 1o sleep. I mock 10 mv mind the
lecture I had prepared. What il it is not
delivered? People will hear fewer lies! It
1 could open the window, I would throw
the manuscript out into the woods. Lot
the paper and ink veturn 1o the cosmos,
where there can be no errors and no lies,
Atoms and molecules are guiltless; they
are a part ol the divine tuth, . ..

The cognac has

The rain arrived exactly at hall past
two. No one was waiting for me. 1 lelt
the statton and was caueht inoa blast of
icy might wind that no coat or sweaters
could keep out. Al taxis were immedi-
ately taken. I oreturned to the station,
prepared o spend the night sitting on a

bench.,

Suddenly I noticed a Lonme woman and
@ young girl looking at me and pointing
with thetr hingers. T stopped and looked
back. The Lime wonum leaned on two
thick. shon She wrinkled,
disheveled. ke an old woman in Poland,
but her blick eves sugeested  that she
was more sick and broken than old. Her
clothes also reminded me of Poland. She
worce a sort ol sleeveless Tur jacket. Her
shoes had toes and heels T had not seen
i vears. On her shoulders she wore a
lringed woolen shawl, like one of my
mother's. The young woman, on

s, Wits
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other hand, was stylishly dressed, but also
rather slovenly.

Aflter 2 moment’s hesitation, 1 ap-
proached them.

The girl sm:

“Are vou Mr, N2

I answered, “Yes. 1 am.”

The lime woman made a sudden

movement, as though to drop her canes
and clap her hands. She immediately
broke into a wailing ay so familiar o
me:

“Dear Father in heaven!”™ she sang
out. “I was telling mv daughter it’s he,
and she sod no. 1 recogmized  vou!
Where were vou going with the valise?
I's a wonder vou came back. I'd never
lave forgiven myseli! Well. Bincle, wha
do vou say now? Your mother still has
some sense. I am only a woman, but 1
am a rabbi's daughter. and a scholar has
an eye for people. I took one look and 1
thought o mysell—it’s he! But now:
days the eggs are cdeverer than the
chickens, She says to me: "No, it can’t
be! And in the meantime, you disap-
pear. I was alveady beginning 10 think,
mysell: Who knows, one’s no more than
human, anvbody can make a mistake.
But when I saiw you come back, T knew
it was vou. My dear man, we've been
wairting here since hall past seven in the
evening. We weoren’t alone: there was a
whole group ol teachers. educators, a
few writers, too. But then it grew later
and later and people went home. They
have wives, duldren. Some have to get
up in the morning 1o go 10 work. But 1
said 1o my daughter, I won't go. I won't
allow my Gworite writer, whose every
word I wreasure as a pearl. o come here
and find no one waiting for him. Il you
want, my child,” T said 1o her. “vou can
gzo home and go o bed.” What's a night's
sleep? When T owas young. | owsed 10
think that if you miss a night's sleep, the
world will go under. But Hitler taught us
a lesson. He taught us a lesson | won't
forget unul 1 lie with shards over my
eves. You look at me and you see an old.
sick woman, a aipple, but 1 did hard
labor in Hitler's camps. I dug ditches
ancd loaded vatlway cars. Was there any
thing I didn't do?z It was there that |
caught my rheumatism. At night we slept
on plank shelves nor fie for dogs, and
we were so hungry that =

“You'll have enough time to talk later,
Momma. It's the middle of the night.”
her danghter interrupred.

It was only then that T ook a closer
look at the daughter. Her figure and
general appearance were those ol a young
eirl, but she wis obviously in her Late 20s,
or even early 30s. She was small, narrow,
with yellowish  hair combed  back and
ticd into a bun. Her face was of a sickly
pallor, covered  with freckles. She had
vellow eyes. a round forehead. a crooked
nose. thin Iips and a long chin. Around
her neck she wore o mannish scarl. She
reminded me ol a Hasidic boy.

“. .. Right there. in that brown house. is where we lived
when my folks moved here [rom Buffalo in 1937—the
little store on the corner used to be Harry’s Tailor
Shop when I was a boy. Now, as we turn the corner, look
to your right and yow'll see the Lincoln
School I attended wntil I was fourteen. . . .

The few words she spoke were
marked by a provinaal Polish accent [

had already lorgotten during my vears in

America. She made me think ol rye
bread,  caraway  seeds.  cottage  cheese

and the water brought by water carriers
from the well in pails slung on a wooden
yoke over their shoulders. 1 said:

“Thauk vou, but I have patience to
listen.™”

“When my mother begins o talk
about those vears. she can talk for a
week and o day——"

“Hush, hush, your mother isn’t as
crazy as you think. It's vue. our nerves
were shattered out there, Ir is a wonder
we are not running around stark mad in
the streets. But what about her? As you
see her, she, 100, had heen in Auschwitz,
waiting for the ovens. I did not even
know she was alive. I was sure she was
lost. and you can imagine a mother’s
feelings! 1 thought she had gone the way
ol her three brothers: but alier the liber-
ation, we lound each other. What did
they wiant from us. the beasis? My hus-
band was a holy man, a scribe. My sous
worked hard to earn a picce of bread,
beaause  inscribing  mezuzihs  doesn’t
bring much of an income. My hushand,
himself. fasted more often than he ate,
The glory of God rested on lis face. My
sons were killed by the murderers——""

“Momma, will you stop or won't you?”

“I'll stop. T'll stop. How much longer
will T Tast. anywayv?: But she is righi:
First of all, my dear man. we must take
care of vou. The president gave me the
mame of a hotel—they made all  the
reservations for you—but my daughter
didn’t hear what he said, and 1 forgot it

LF g

This Torgetting is my misfortune. T put
something  down and I don't  know
where. 1 keep looking for things. and
that's how my whole days go bv. So
mavbe, my dear writer, yow'll spend the
night with us? We don’t have such a hine
apartment. It's cold, it’s shabby. sull. it's
better than no place at all. Fd wlephone
the president, but I'm alraid to wake him
up at night. He has such a temper, may he
forgive me: he keeps shouting that we
aren’t civilized, So I say 1o him: “"The Ger-
mans are dvilized, go 10 them. .. "

“Come with us, the night s three
quarters  gone, the  daughier
stid to me. “He should have written it
down instead of just saying it; and if he
said 1, he should have said it to me, not
to my mother. She forgets everyvthing.
She puts on her glasses and cries. “Where
are my glasses?” Sometimes | have 1o
laugh. Let me have your valise.”

“What are you savinge I cin cany it
myscll, it isn't heavy.”

“You are not wsed to curying things.
but I have learned there to carry
heavy loads. 11 vou would see the rocks 1
wed 1o lilu you wouldn't believe your
eyes. | don’t even believe it mysell any-
more. Sometmes it seems to me it was
all an evil dream. - . "

“Heaven lorbid. you will not cory my
valise. That's all 1 need. .. "

“He s a gentleman, he is a hoe and
gentle man. T knew it at once, as soon as
I vead him for the hirst time.” the mother
sad, “You wouldn’t believe me, i we
read your stories even in the camps. After
the War, they began to send us Dooks,

anyway.”

out

and 1 came across one of your stories. 1 295
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don’t remember what it was called. bur 1
read it and o darkness lifted off my
hearr, "Binele!” T osaid—she was already
with me then—"TI've [ound a treasure.
Those were my words, - .7

“Thank vou, thank vou very much.”

“Don’t thank me. don’t thank me. It's
we who have 10 thank vou. All the mrou-
bles come from prople being deal and
blind. Thev don’t see the next man and
so they worture him. We e wandering
among blhind evildoers. . . Binele, don’t
ler this dens man oy the valise, 07

“Yos, please give it o me!”

I had to plead with Bincle 1o let me
carry it She almost iried 1o pull it out of
mv hands.

We went ouside and a taxi drove ujp.
It was not casy 1o ger the mother into i,
I sull cimnor understand how she had
nnaged 1o come 10 the station. I had 1o
lift her up and put her ine In the process,
she dropped one of her canes, and Binele
and T had o look for it in the snow.
Fhe drver had already begun to grumble
and scold in his Chinadian French. Aler-
ward. the ¢ began 1o piich and ol
over dimly Tit streers, coverad with snow
and overgrown with mountains of ice.
The tres had chatas on themn. but the
taxi skidded backward several times.

We hinally dvove inito a soreet that was
remimiseent of o small town in Poland:
murky, namrow.  with  wooden  houses.
The sick woman  hastilv opened  her
purse. but 1 paid belore she hd vime 1o
take our her money. Both women chided
me. and the diver demanded  thin we
ger out s guickly s postble.

I vivtually had e oy the aippled
woman out ol the txi. Again, we had 10
look for her cane in the deep snow,
Atterward., her davghter and 1 Lall led,
hall dragged her up o flight of sieps.
Thev opened the door and T was sudden-
Iv eoveloped in odors 1T had long lor-
gotten: moldy potuoes. rotting onions,
chicory and something else 1 could not
even e, In some mysterious way, the
wother and daughrer had munged 10
bring with them the whole ammosphere
ol wretched poverty Irom their old home
in Poluand.

They liva kevosene Lamp and T saw an
apartment with ttered wallpaper. o
rough wooden floor and spider webs in
corner. The keroscue stove was
out and the rooms were draliv. On i
bench nearby
chipped plites. cups withour handles, |
even caught sight of a hesom on o pile of
sweepings. No ostage diveaor. 1 thought,
could have done a bener job ol repro-
ducing such a scene ol old-coumry
misery. Binele began 1o apologize:

“What a mess. no* We were in such a
hurry 10 ger 10 the station. we didn't
cven have time to wash the dishes. And
whats the zood ol washing or cleaning
here, anvwav?  It's an run-down
shantv, The Lindlady  knows only one
thing: 1o come Tor the rent every month,
If vou're late one dav. she's ready 10 cu
vour throat. Sull. after evervthing we

overy

stood  orcked pots,

old,

went  through  over  there, this is a
paldets; o
And  Binele  Lighed,  exposing  a

I suppose everything you said last night
has no meaning now.”

mouthful of widely spaced teeth with
sold (illings that must have been made
when she was still across the ocean.

- L] -

They made my bed on a folding cor in
i tiny room with binred windows. Binele
overad me with two  blankets  and
spread my ot on top ol them. Bur it
wins still as cold as ouside. T lav under
all the coverings and could not warm up.

Suddenly 1 remembered  my manu-
script. Where was the manuscript o my
lecture? T had had ir in the breast pocket
ol my cout. Alraid 1w sit up, lest the cot
should collapse, T vied to find it. Bu the
nunusaript was not there. 1 looked in my
jacket. which hung on a chair nearby,
but 1t was not there enher. I was certam
that I had not put it into the valise. for |
had opened the valise only o get the
cognac. T had intended 10 open it Tor
the Customs oficers. but they had only
wived e on. w indicue it 1ot
NECeNUTy,

It was clear 1o me thae T had lest 1he
manusaript. But how? The mother and
daughier had wold me thar the lecnue
wis posiponed 1o the next dav, bhur what
would 1 read? There was only one hope:
Perhaps it had dropped on the  floor
when Binele was covering me with the
cout. I Ieh the floor, cuelul of making a
sound. but the cor aeaked at the shghe-
ot movement. It even seemed 10 me
that it hegan 1o aeak in advance, when
I ouly thought of moving, Inanimae
things are not veally inanimate. . L .

The mother and daughrer were evi-
dently not asleep. T heard a0 whispering,
a mumbling lrom the next room. They
were ing about something quictly.
but abour what:

The loss ol the namuseripr, 1 though,
was o Freadian accident. T was not
pleased  with the essay from the very
first. The tone T ook in it was 100 gian-
diloguent. Sull, what was 1 to talk abowm
thar evening? T might ger confused Trom
the very first semtences, like that speaker
who had said from the stage. Poreiz
was o peculioy man.” and could not uner
another word,

Wwis

Il only 1 could sleep! 1 had net slep
the previous nighe, either. When I have
to nuke a public appearance, 1 don
sleep Tor mghts, The loss of the manu-
saript wins g real catstophe! |otricd 1o
close my cves. but they kept apening by
themselves. Somethang bit me: but as
soot as seraich, the
shook and sarcamed like a sick man in
pain.

P lay there. silent, sufl, wideawake, A
mouse seratched
and then 1 heard a sound, as of some
beist with saw and Fangs tving o saw
through the Hoor hoards, A mouse could
not have raised such noise. It was some
monsier uving o our down the Tounda-
tions ol the building. .

“Welll this advennre will be the end

wanied 1o (ol

somewhere i a hole.
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of me!” I said to mysell. *1 won’t come
out of here alive.”

1 lay benumbed, without suiring a
limb. My nose was stuffcd and 1 owas
breathing the icy air of the room through
mv mouth. My throat felt constricted. 1
had 1o cough, but I did not want to dis-
turb the mother and daughter. A cough
might also bring down the ramshackle
cot. . .. Well, let me imagine that I had
renitined under Hitler in warume. Let
me get some taste of that. wo. . ..

I imagined mysell somewhere in Tre-
blinka or Maidanek. I had done hard
labor all day long. Now I was lying on a
plank shell. Tomorrow  there  would
probably be a “selection.” and since 1
was no longer well, 1 would be sent 1o
the ovens. . . . I mentally began o say
goodbye to the few people close 1o me. 1
must have dozed off. for 1 was awakencd
by loud cries. Binele was shouting:
“Momma! Momma! Momma! . . " The
door llew open and Bincle called me:

“Help me! Mother is dead! .7

I wanted o jump oft the cot. but it col-
lapsed under me: and instead of jump-
ing. I had 10 raise mysell. T cried: "What
hippened:™

Binele screamed: “She is cold! Where
are the matches? Call a doclor! Call a
doctor! Put on the light! Oh, Momma!

Momma! Momuma! . . "

I never cory matches with me. since I
do not smoke. 1 went in my pajamas 1o
the bedroom. In the dark. T collided with
Bincle. I asked her: “How can | call a
doctorz”

She did not answer, but opened  the
door into  the hallway  and  shouted,
“Help, punpl(-. help! My mother s
dead! - .7 She eried with all her strength,
as women ary in the Jewish small towns in
Poland. bhut nobody vesponded. T ried 1o
look for matches. knowing in advance
thae I would wot hed them an this
strange house. Bincle returned and  we
collided again in the &k, She clung 10
me with unexpected foree and wailed:

“Help! Help! .. . I have nobody else
in the world! She was all 1 had? ..

And she broke o a wild Liment,
leaving me stunncd and specchless.

“Find & mach! Light the lamp!™ 1
finally aried out, although 1 knew that
ny words were wasted,

“Call a doaor! Call a doctor!” she
screamed, undoubiedly vealizing  hersell
the senselessness of her demand.

She half led, hall pulled me 10 the bed
where her mother Ly, T put out my hand
and touched her body. T hegan to look
for her and. found it and wtried 10 feel
her pulse. but there was no pulse. The
hand hung heavy and Limp. T was cold
as only a dead thing is cold. Bincle
scemed o understand what 1 was doing
and kept silent for a while.

“Well, well? She's dead? She's
dead! . . . She had a sick heart! . . .
Help me! Help met L

“What can I do? I can’t sce anything!™

1 said 1o her. and my words seemed to
hive double meaning.

“Help me! . . . Help mel . . .
AMomma! o .7
“Are there no  neighbors in  the

house?” T asked.

“There is a drunkard over us. .. "

“Perhaps we cin get matches  from
him? .o

Bincle did not answer. 1 suddenly be-
came aware ol how cold T feli I had wo
put something on or 1 would citch pnieu-
monii. I shivered and my teeth chat-
tered. 1o started out for the voom where |
had slept. but found mysell in the kitch-
en. I retwrned and nearly threw Binele
over. She was. hersell, hall-naked. Un-
winingly, I touched her breast.

“Put something on!™ I told her. “You'll
ctch a cold! L 07

“I do not want to live! T do not want
to live! . She had no right 10 go o
the station! . . . I begged her, but she is
so stubborn. . . . She had nothing 1o
cat. She would not even take a glass
of ea. . What shall T do now?
Where shall 1 go? . . . Oh, Momma,
Momma! . ..

Then. suddenly. it was quiet. Binele
must have gone upstairs 1o knock on the
drunkard’s door. | remained alone with a
corpse in the dark. A long-lorgotten ter-
ror possessed me. [ had the eerie fecling
that the dead woman was trying to ap-
proach me, 1o seize me with her cold
hands, 1o clutch at me and drag me off
to where she was now. After all, T was
responsible for her death. The strain of
coming out 1o meet me had killed her.
I started toward the owside door. as
though ready 1o run out into the sireet. 1
stumbled on a chair and struck my knee.
Bony hngers stretched afier me. Strange
beings screamed  at me silently. There
was o ringing in my ears and saliva filled
my mouth as though I were about 10
(RTITLS

Strangely, instead ol coming 10 the
outside door. I found myself back in my
room. My [eet stumbled on the Hatened
cor. I bent down to pick up my overeoat
and put it on. It was only then that |
realized how cold T was and how cold it
was in that house. The comt was like an
ice bag against my bodv. I wembled as
with ague. My tweth dicked. my legs
shook. I was ready to fight off the dead
woman. to wrestle with her in mortal
combat. I felt my heart hammering
Irighteningly loud and fast. No heart
could long endure such violent knocking,.
I thought than Binele would find two
corpses when she returned,  instead ol
one.

I heard talk and steps and saw a light.
Binele had brought down the upstairs
neighbor. She had a man’s coat over her
shoulders. The neighbor carried a burn-
ing candle. He was a huge man, dark,
with thick black hair and a long nosc,
He was baretoot and wore a bathrobe
over his pajamas. What struck me most

in my panic was the enormous size of
his feet. He went to the bed with his
candle and shadows danced alter him and
wavered across the dim ceiling.

One glance at the woman told me that
she was dead. Her face had altered com-
pletely. Her mouth had become strangely
thin and sunken; it was no longer a
mouth, but a hole. The face was vellow,
rigid and cdavlike. Only the gray hair
looked  alive. The neighbor mutiered
something in French. He bent over the
woman and felt her forchead. He uttered
a single word and Bincle began 1o
scream and wail again. He tried o speak
to her, to tcll her something else, but she
evidemly did not understand his  lan-
guage. He shragged his shoulders, gave
me the candle and started back. My
hand oembled s5 uncontrollably that the
small flame tossed 1 all divections and
almost went out. I let some tallow drip
on the wardrobe and set the candle in it
Binele began to wear her hair and let out
such a wild lament that I eried angrily at
her:

“Stop screaming!”

She gave me a sidelong glance, full of
hate and astonishment, and  answered
quictly and sensibly:

“She was all 1 had in the world. . . .

“I know, I understand. . But
screaming won't help. . ..

My words appeared 10 have restored
her 1o her senses. She stood silently by
the bed. looking down at her mother. 1
stood on the opposite side. T deanrly re-
membered that the woman had had 2
short nose; now it had grown long and
hooked, as though death had made mani-
fest a hereditary tradt that had been hid-
den during her lifetime. Her lorehead
and  eyebrows  had  acquired  a
and masculine quality. Binele’s sorvow
seemed for a while 1o have given way 1o
stupor. She stared. wide-eved. as il she
did not recognize her own mother.

I glanced at the window. How long
could a night last, even a winter might?
Would the sun never rise? Could this be
the moment of that cosmic cuasirophe
that David Hume had envisaged as a
theoretical  possibiliy? But the  pancs
were just beginning 1o turn gray. I went
10 the window and wiped the misty
panc. The night ourside was alrcady
intermingled with blurs ol davhight. The
contours ol street were becoming
fvnidy  visible;  piles of sl
houses, roofs. A street Lamp glimmered
in the distance, but it cast no light. 1
raised my cyes o the sky. One hall was
still {ull ol sts: the other was already
flushed  with morning. For o lew sec
ouds, I scemed 1o have Torgotten all that
had happened and gave myselfl up en-
tircly 1o the birth of the new day. 1 saw
the stars go out one by one. Sureaks of
red and rose and yellow suetched across
the sky, as in a child’s painting,

“What shall 1 do now? Whau shall

"

now

the
SNOW,



“I was going to put
him in his place—but
he found it all by himself.”

Don Lowis
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do now:" Bincle began 1o av again.
“Whom shall T callz Where shall 1 go?
Call a doaor! Call a doctor!™ And she
hroke into sobs.

I turned 10 her.,

“What can a docior do now?s”

“But someone should be called.”

"You hive no relatives:”

“"None, I've no one in the world.”

“What about the membuers of  your
lecture cluby:™

“They don’t live in
lood, . s 2

I went to my room and began to
dress. My dothes were icv. My suit,
which had been pressed belore my jour-
ney, was crumpled. My shoes looked like
misshapen dodhoppers. T caught sight of
my lace ina mivror, and 1 shocked me.
It was hollow. dirty, paper-grav. covered
with stubble. Ouside, the snow began to

this  neighbor-

Fadl again.
“What can I do for your” T asked
Bincle. “I'm a suoanger here. 1 don't

know where to go.”

“Woe is me! What am I doing to vou?
You e the victum of our mislortune, 1
shall go out aned lulcpllmlc the police,
hut I canmot leave my mother alone.”

“I'll stay here”

“You will> She loved you. . . . She
never stopped talking about you. . . .
All day vesterday, . ..

I sie down on a chair and kept my
eyes away lrom the dead woman, Bincle
dressed hersell, Ovdinarily, 1 wonld  be
alraid 1o remain alone with a corpse. But
I was hall Irozen, half asleep. 1T was
exhausted after the miserable night. A
deep despair caime over me. It was a
long, long time since T had seen such
wretchednes and so much vagedy. My
vears in Americr seemaed 1o have been
swept away by that one night and [ was
taken back. as though by magic. 10 my
worst days in Poland, 1o the biterest ari-
sis of my lile. T heard the outside door
close. Binele was gone. T could no longer
remain sting o the room with the dead
woman. | out 10 the kitchen. I
opened the door leading o the stais. 1
stood by the open door as though ready
to escape as soon as the corpse began to
do those tricks that T had dreaded since
childhood. I said 1o mvsell that it
was foolish to be afvaid of this gentle
woman, this cripple who had loved me
while alive and who surely did not hate
me now, il the dead felt anything, But
all the bovhood fears were back upon
me. My ribs el chilled, as if some icy
fingers moved over them. My heant
thumped and fluttered like the spring in
a broken clock. Evervthing within
me was strained. The slightest rustle and
I would have dashed down the stirs in
terror. The door 1o the street downstans
had glass panes. but they were half
frosted over. hall misiy. A pale glow
filtered through them as at dusk. An ey
cold came Irom below. Suddenly T hend
steps. The corpse? I wanted to run. bur 1

realized that the steps came from  the
upper lloor. T saw someone coming down,
It was the upstairs neighbor on his way
to work, a huge man in rubber boots and
a coat with a kind of cowl. a metal lunch
box in his hands. He glanced m me
curiously and began to speak to me in
Canadian French, It was good o bhe with
another human being {or a momwent, 1
nodded,  gestured with my hands and
answered him in English. He ried again
and again o v something in his unla-
milia |.III;_‘.ll.Ij.{l. as though he believed
than 1l 1 histened more carclullyv. T would
Imaelly wnderstand hime In the cmd, he
mumbled something and threw up his
ams. He went out and  shimmed  the
door. Now I was all alone in the whole
louse,

What il Bincle should not reiurnz 1
began 10 1ov with the Lovasy that she
might run awav. Perhaps I'd be suspect-
el of murder? Lvervthing was possible
in this world. T stood with mv eves hxed
on the outside door. I waned only one
thing now—1to return as quickly as possi-
ble 1o New York. Alv home. my job
seemed totally remote and insubstantial,
like memories ol a previous incivmation.
Who knows? Perhaps my whole lile in
New York had been no more than a hal-
lucination® I began 1w scarch in my
breast pocket. . . . Did I lose my citizen-
ship papers. ogether with the 1ext ol my
lectuwre? I olele a sull paper. Thank God.
the cuzenship papers are heve. T ocould
have lost them. too. This document wis
now testimony that my vears in \erica
ld nor been an invention.

Here is my photograph. And my signa-
ture. Here is the Government  stamp.
True, these were also imamimate. without
life. but they ssmbolized order, a
of belonging, law. 1 stood m the door-
way and, for the first time. veally read
the paper that made me a citizen of the
United States. T becime so alnorhed
that I had almost forgotten the dead
woman. Then the outside door opened
and I saw Binele, covered with snow,
She wore the same shawl that her mother
had worn yesterday.

U1 cmuot hid a welephone! .,

She broke out aying. I wemt down 1o
mect her, slipping the citizenship papers
back into my pocket. Life had returned,
The long nightmare was over. 1 put my
arms around Binele and she did not uy
o breik away. I bhecame wer from the
We stood there midway
up the stairs and rocked back and forth
—a lost Yiddish writer amd a vicum of
Hitler and of my illstarred lecture. T saw
a number attooed above her wrist and
heard mysell saving:

“Bincle, I won't abandon you. . . ., 1
swear by the soul of your mother. . . "

Bincle's body became  limp in my
arms. She raised her eves and whispered:

“Why did she do it? She just waited
for yvour coming. . . ."

SCNSC




DANCE WITH A STRANGER
(continued from page 210)

dreamily, in the semicirde of Allen’s
folded legs.

“Beautiful. Oh, baby. I'm  beautiful,
and so are you, and so is vour baby, if
vou give him hall a chance.”

“I'm not beauwtiful, You goddamned
beawtilul people! Leo, has he given some
drag o mem Kind?”

I said T didn't think so. Michael. for
some reason. had accelerated his rocking
and begun gieoling.

“He has. He obviously has. Allen. T'll
have you incocerated, T swear. This is
worse than statutory rape. You'll get a
refresher course in police brutality  for
this. Turning on minors has gone oo [ar.
You've made my son a mutant—the (st
of the treny-weeny-boppers. I'll expose
vou in True Confessions, you perverted
Junkic. MY BROTHER-IN-LAW  BLEW MY
BARY 'S AEND

Allen was  convulsed  with  laughter.
They really like cach othar terrifically. In
the kitchen. Jessica sloshed hoiling water
mto some cups on a way. S TP? Coftee?”

“1 don't do collee,” Allen said, sud-
denly quict again. “I'm doing grains
now.” He'd been on a macrobiotic dict
lor o few months.

“How's about a linle hrown rice and

poppy petals“on sisal to go?” Jessica
asked. bringing i the vav with 1wo

cups. “You know why vou're not insane?
Becmse this state recognizes only 1wo
legitimate symptoms ol insanity. A, loss

=
ol appetite; B, nausea. You're just a punk
aadhead. You couldu’t get mnto o zoo
any  faster than vou  could into
Princeton.”

“Gaining admittinee 1o o mental insti-
twton would be primarily a matter of
show.” Allen sand, his voice ringing with
professorial - pomposity.  Jessice  reached
over and ok off his pinkainted sun-
glasses. She wried them on,

“La vie en rose,” she simpered. “A it
tle cube’ll do ya.” They liked 10 play
with cach other this way.

“Authoritative corroboration, however,
would he quite possible without gain-
ing actual admittance.” Allen went on.
“For example. T present myself ar Belle-
vue.” He stood up, sull holding Michael
and. urning birste one way and then the
other, had a Linle dialog with himsell in
diflerent vorces,

“ 1 wish o be admined as a lunatic”

“Oun whae grounds, fella?’

‘T'm crazy

““Whaddaya  mean,  you're  crazy?
What makes you think so? You cat OK?
You tuscous

“Nauseated,” imerrupted  Jessica.

“Uneducated ¢, 1 understand my-
scll 10 be msane through extensive in-
trospection,”

““You got symptoms or whar?’

“‘1 should think my own couviction
of imsanity would be sulbcient.” After we

o
et

“This is the bugged martini olive, and

Miss Kranepool,

here, is our sophisticated delivery system.”

vep a livde more of (s viff, T am relused
admivance o the asvium.”

Jessica applauded  this vertfication of
her diagnosis. She was, of course. joined
by AMichacl. a b'g capper, who was
more or less slung over Allen’s shoulder.

“But sanity has not yet won out on the
oflical score card. For a second docior,
having  peripherally observed this inter-
view, approaches the very Kildare who
has turned me Irom the inn.

“What was that all about?’

* 'O, nothing. Just some crazy guy.””

Allen plopped  down again into his
lotus position on the Hoor, set Michael
cowboy style on his shoulders, refilled
the pipe, toked and passed it to Jessica.
“This is very nice dope.” he said, “Zoom
you into the strtosphere.” All ol a sud-
den. he seemed o notice the pink-tinted

sunglasses  that Jessica still had  on.
“Highly gassy shades. Like o get me a
pair.”

At first we thought he was joking.
“They're yours,” Jessica said. a bit con-

lused.  Allen looked, lor an  instant,
altogether  losi. Then he  brighiened.

“They're mine. Certainly they're mine.™ [
noticed then that Allen was  sweating
unrcasomibly.

“"Why don't you ke off your coat,
stay lor a litde soup?” Jessica asked gen-
tly. Allen stood up and mancuvered his
jacket out [rom under Michael's lees. His
shirt was torn oll at both sleeves and his
bare arms  were  covered  with  criss-
crossed scabs, like a wide ski trail scen
from a distance.  Jessica  gasped,  then

quickly exaggerated  her  gasp ino a
mock gasp.
“You didn’t hear on my  accident?

‘Bout 1wo months back?” Allen asked.
beaming hike a matron about to exhibit
her surgical scar. 'S why they call me
zolar talin—Dbird in space! First I'm peel
ing around this corner at seventy on my
Harley and next Finjust flving through
the air at sixty. I look up and my bike is
flving through the air, wo, maybe a vard
above me. Pewibicd! Yiscadahl vih Yis
kadash. Death, thou comest when 1 had
thee least i mind! T must iy Torty feet
before T hit the ground, twenty scired
out of my tubes—and the next twenty:
digging it 1 suddenly realize 1 cn’t be
hurt, you know what I wmcan? I'm
untouchable. 1 got Gardol. My own in
visible protective shield! So ic's just a dy-
nantite trip. Amd. Like. I'm stll going
thirty-five when 1 hin the highway shoul-
der, Eimastic, barreling over the gravel
and through some grass and inwo the
woads, tumbling, hiting on cvery con-
ceivible part ol my bod, plowing over
bushes and trees—I cut a puth like a
cimunonball—undal T stop. And. cousin, 1
just stand up. Nothing  broken. My
clothes are ripped to shreds, I'm covered
with blood, but I'm loose. And 1 walk
back 1o my bike, embedded in ihe dirg
‘bout ten yards back, and my bike isn't
hurt. They couldn’t hure my bike! So 1
sit me down on this rock and light up a
joing and pass out. And when 1 wake up,
it's dark and headlights—

Then the telephone sunted  ringing
and Allen jumped as thoush his nerves

were wired up to the Bell System. “I'm g1
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not here to the narcos. I'm not here o
any fuzz. in fact, induding my probation
officer, or to any blood relatives or any
blood friends. . . ."

Pulling grass like a smokestack, Jossica
went into the bedroom o answer, amd
after a few scconds, we heard her sav,
“Hes not here. We haven't seen lam lor
weeks."”

“Flipped out?” Allen whispered. He'd
been kidding. Jessica came back iuio the
big room. sull dragging hendishlv on the
pipe. She can’t get high without making
fun of hersell. Actually. she doesn’t ap
lll'{l\'('.

“It’s the motivational rescarcher.” she
said. noddi me  owiard  the phone.
That's  what she  calls  mv brothes
Geoffrev. They don't get along too well.
He thinks she's o Maoist. T wem o the
bedroom. soing through a lot of color
clunges. Tt was preny powerfal stalf

L] L] L]

“Leo. I hope o hell T didnt wake
you,” Geollrey said. His voice was g
gling. "Did I wake vou or anvihing:”

I wld him we'd been up withe the
Labw. My voice was guizling. wo.
Geolfrey  Lighed. “You  treat my

nephew righe, hear:”

I asked him whether he vealized 0t

was 123 i the morning.
“Yeah.  Listen. I never would've
buzzed vou, Leo—it's just that I've heen

up ull now wriri
make o major cimpa
morrow  and—he  h
huhz™

“Who's thatz”

“The |07 Geollrev said. “Babv Face
Nelson™ He always vefers 1o Allen with
the names of infamous desperadoes. He
does it 1o be funov. T sand thae we hadn't
heard Trome hime o didn’e Teel like ger-
ting imo another hassle.

“You'll sweetheart:  vou're
choiceless in that vegard. A i the mish-
pucha. Now, I don't think he's running
from the cops. don't ger worried. he'll
just be coming over 1o sav goodbve. be-
cause he's got this idea he's going 10
vanish forever into the jungle or some-
place. Believe me. T wish 1o hell T could
have sat him down Tor a0 good alk when
he was here ounight—vou know. Dmch
uncle—but 've heen el i knots oner
this report, and 1 could see right oll we
were genting nowhere Tast. He called me
an aborigine! T omean, ve pracically
supported dun kid P

“He called you a whatz”

“An aborigie. A spivitnal aborigine,
no less. You're sull wandering in he
caves with a bone in vour nose” he savs
1o me. Which is preny tvpical, when I've
praciically sapported him lor about, ...

It was not so much bhoredom or rude-
ness as a simple intoxicee's desive for
steveo channels that Gused me intermit-
tently o hold the phone at arm’s length
as Geolbrev lecowred on, so that his voice

« this report: 've got 1o
1 pPresentition o
't been avound,

hear,

302 brcame burcly prelingual, like an inseat’s

buzzing drone. and the conversation of
my wife and brother. in the next room.
swung imo the acoustical forcoground. 1
remember reasoning idiotically thae il 1
could catch 60 percemt of both conversa-
tions, I'd ke ina ol of 120 percent.
putting my high o bewer advanmage. 1
have a thing about commitment.

On the home frout. inevitablyv. Jessica
passedl our ol her psvehedelicbinmer
phase and into her carnest-rcdical phise
——such was the historic pattern ol her
mtercotnse with Allen—and T could hear
her exborting him 1o siraiglien our his
head (byv which she meant purging his
blood stream ol noxious chemicals) and
turn his avention o What Is haporcam
in the World, Wlin is important. to
Jessica. i the :In-p sickness ol America,
the vulgarity and  corruption ol her
leaders, the evil of her imternational -
ventures,  the psvchic poverty of - her
middle cliss. the more palpable priva-
tons ol her bherelt.

There were pauses. of course, but Al
len's responses were indistingt. or at least
I couldo’t make them out: once 1
thought I head him ell her she was “on
a dynamite mip” Bur then 1T was preoc
cupied with mv telephone responsibility.
too. From tme 1o tme. T grunted ac
quicscence inmo the receiver, Geoflrey
was outlining lor me predisely wlhae ad-
vice | must give 10 our hrother when he
showed up: he wanted o leave nothing
1o my own inagination. believing  that
as Lar as Allen was concerned. 1 pos-
sessed  enormous swav and  pitifully wn-
sound judament. Through myv other car.
I heard  names. in Jossica’s voice—
Schwerner and Chaney aid Goodnen,
Jimmy Lee Jackson, Mis. Liuzzo. Med
war Fvers. Reverend  Real. Meredidh,
the President. Oswald. Madcolm: Oswald
on  wlevision  in Iront ol 3HLO00.000
people, Whitnuen lrom the Texas tower,
the beamy-panior hoy who made his vie
tims lic on the Hoor in the shape ol astar
belore he finished them with his saowed-oll
shotgun—:nd alter her citalog ol public
shanghter, T heard the names ol ciries:
Natcher, New Onleans, Cleveland, T
lem, Detroit; o fist of towns she though
mizht burn adl next summer, unul police
monve in with subnchine guns, \\‘ipiu;_;
ot riots as they st

“You know he ollered me LSD once.”
Geotliey asked, “and  martjuana twice?
1°s hike the lox who lid his wail chopped
oll! Beciuse where can he be inoen
vears bue in the guuer? T gave him an
article—ambhorivuive!—on  drug dan-
sers. OK. some may not be addiciive
right there, bue they set you up Tor 1he
havd  stall. Would  he vead nr He
Linghed aud he  kissed  me!
work. [ carn my own living, 1 appreciate
a tew personal comloris-—thar means [
don’t know anything. I can’'t hive o soul.
And all he has 10 do. Leo, Torger abow
the heroin, s ger picked up once, 1 don’t
e how good a Lwyer we hire. . .7

Because T

Jussica was talking about  Mississippi
in the summer ol 1954, more quicthy
now. so I heird only suatches ol her ser-
mon. It was the summer helore we were

married. though, and  I'd  spemt two
nighimurish weeks with her in voter reg-

istrtion. so I had my own associations.
They were  just more  distant,  more
dreamy 10 me. My wile would have been
the sort o stick with the Party alwer
evervone got out, after the Salin purges.
alier the Nazi-Soviet Peace Pact ol 1939,
God. she has stuck  with Moses  and
Foreman, then Carmichael, now Brown
through o hundred humiliions and re-
jecuons. long alwer other Movemenm
Ivicnds have pulled our. disenchanted. 10
sow their mdignant passions i more re
ceptive hiclds, Sometimes her black pow
er. or her Lynd power, or her Ho power
sound 1o me like a strnge mutaton of
Antioch power. Bur her certaimy never
Lails 10 ser some chord vibrating within
me. nor does Allen’s cerainty, for that
matter. nor even Geoflrey's, unil T hegin
to resonne chromaticallv inside. Jike a
great hollow cisket. T nuke no music of
my owi, then, but become a vacim echo
chamber in which the moral authorities
ol my life reverberate in exponential,
car-rending dissonance.

“Waork s lile” came Geollrey's voice,
“Fven Marx saud that. Lile s siruggle.
He can't be a hackoff  delinguent
suifling airplane glue forever. Not in il
Irresponsibiliny is shie™

Probably  Allen docsn’t disagree with
Jussica's apocalypuc vision ol America.
Probably T don't. Geollrey: Geoflrey who
grew up lisiening o the vadio. viding the
Third Avenue El o a show ag the Roxy.
dincing cheek 1o dhieck-—he would have
no prescicnee of the counry’s slow, sick
Gall: b perhaps even Geollrey sensed
some vague doom on the periphery of
his Corporite consciousness.

I was very high. T was

having  “in-

L. minddlessive to record i Allen. reckless-
Iv. 1o transcend it Geollrey, stoically. 10
deny i Bat Tam owr only hvstander. our

sidewalk  superimendent: pathetic,  so-
lutionless. Jessica s her good fight. her
noble. Futile  righteowsness.  And  my
brothers have their own intense  diver-
sions, their yespective pursuits ol obliv-
ion: the older. through wivmph ona sy
bautlefield: the vounger. through sator
mn the Torese. T wacch, and oriticize.
“Why are you so chicken 1o wrip out?”
I heard nvsell ask in an absurdly plaviul
voice. Geollrey was patient: he ignored
me. “Why do vou think I'm on the
phone here with vou ar practcally Ine
o'dock? I'm ot in the cusader-rabbit
business, ractal or otherwise. We work
nine o five inomv line, eight goad howurs
while the sunm shines, and the answer s,
anklyv. I'm concernad. I'm deeply con-
cerned: and Gl you'd stop Tor o mimme
worrying  about humanity and  Negrocs



Most unusual robbery I can remember.”
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in the streets and give a second’s thought
to your own family, you'd sce that that
hov is just winding up to throw his life
away like it was a greasy resin bag he
picked up from  behind  the  mound.
Around comes the big right arm and in
comes the picch and Allen’s whole mar
ker value is going. going. gone. Into the
leltheld bleachers. And that’s what will
be on your head, as the cliché goes, be-
cuuse vou know damn well that [ can't
talk 1o him, and AMike can't walk to him.
and Mother won't even look at him alter
the A & P business, aind you are the only
one who cin have a hveminue conver-
sation with that kid and not start losing
vour hair. But let me tell you something,.
Leo. you are plaving belind the lelt
hielder. Youwr bowels may be in oa real
uproar beciuse some peasane gets naped
or i boogie takes a couple knocks from a
cop——-"

I asked Geothrev whar it was thar Al
len had told him that wrought him up
s0.

“Oh, yeah, said.

right,”  Geollrey

“Right right right. T'm telling him go
back to school, ger that degree, what's
the point of saying goodbyve 0 me for?
And he asks me il I'm happy. This is the
way he changes the subject. Leo. This
isn't 4 yer or anvthing. itCs just an exime
ple of how his mind works. You know
what will happen if he gets caught with
narcotics. Leo? You want to read about
it in the papers:”

I was dizeyv. T could hear Jessica gig
gling in the next room and [ knew she
had  passed out of her  cannestradicl
phase. into her giddy-turned-on  phase,
also raditional.

“.. .50 1 had ro explain to him [ was
talking about s (uture. hecause without
that diploma today, vou're o dead man,
Leo. vou know it as well as I do. And he
asks me am T happy. Well, vary patiently
—1I talk 10 him like he was a baby: oth-
crwise. you can’t get through—1I explain
to him that ene is not simply “happy' like
that. but vou lay the groundwork, vou
Lav the loundation. and so on. And the
trouble with his happiness is it has no
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foundation, of course, he's just floating
on air and the hivst good breeze 5

“Are you happy or aren’t you?" 1
asked.

“Happy, shmappy, pappy.  whappy.
what's the mauer with your” Geollrey
answered. “I've zot a stinking job, right?
You said so vourself. T hgure our what
mukes morons buy breakfast gook, right?
I have insomnia very bad, rightz But. 1
have a gorgeous apartment—you've been
up  here, haven't your—and  twenty
one grand per anmmn: three vears, it
will be twemy-seven. but don’t spread
that around. T would be one ol the
richest bachelors in the awy if it weren't
lor the alimony. practically. OK, I'm not
a craative person like you. The point is,
Leo. il you want 1o talk happiness. 'm in
a position o get happy—find the right
girl, e able o support her, Kids—and
Allen is in a position 1o get nothing but a
swilt kick in the ass lrom society, and
that is exaaly——-"

“What was it he said when vou told
him vou weren't happyz” T asked. In the
next room, Michael squealed with glee.

“Oh, yeah, Get this” Geollrey  said,
whispering for emphasis. ™ ‘Suppose,” he
sivs 1o me. “suppose D disappear into the
woods and grow hair all over my body.
And suppose in thirty years we  meet
again some old rainy day'—these are his
exact words, Leo—and suppose 1 still
feel ecstasy and you still feel the way
you feel. What would you do then? ™

I asked. “What would vou do?”

“So ask me il T stopped beating my
wile, Il tell vou I'm divorced!™ Geollrey
velled. “"Fhe question is preposterous
amd il vou'd engage brain—— For arving
ot lowd. Leo. it's sick. It's a sick ques-
tion without foothold i the world of
reality, because in three vears the way
he's going. not thivey vears, three, he's
going to be right in the ash cm with
every junkie. with every penvert. .. 7 1
held the phone away from iy car,
Geoltrey was hollering. Geollrey., what
are you hollering? You'll wake up the
whole castle. . ..

Mostly out of restlessness, 1 pushed
the bedroom door open just a erack. with
mv oot Allen’s hand was inside the but-
tons  of  Jessica’s  nightgown. on her
breast. He was Kissing her on the mouth,
soflt and long. When he finished, he
toked Languidly on the pipe, handed it 1o
her and kissed Michael the same way.

.o .M ovou had any sense,” he savs
to me. il vou had anv courage, you'd
give away what vou had and follow me!”
Are you geuing s, Leo? Docs it fin in?
With  that lair?  With  that  pussyeat
beard? T have o spell it out for yous™”

I didn’t answer.

“Why pliy dummyz” Geoffrey  said.
"He wants me to give away my belong-
ings and lollow him? Be his disciplez”

I was siill silent. Then Geoffrey's voice
became  suddenly  tired and  fraternal.




“Listen, T know it's late, buddy. T didn’t
mean to get all hot under the sweat shire.
You know. I wouldve had a good talk
with the kid myself, if T hadn’t of had
this damm report o blindflold for the
firing squad tomorrow.”

“Sure.”

“Ah. I'm probably blowing up a tem-
pest ina demitasse, anyway. Odds on he
won't  even  show  tonight.”  Geollrey
Liughed. for no reason. “So. listen. let's
lhave lunch, why don't we? Somenme
this week? Expense accoumnt?” Then he
hung up and 1 returned o the big room.

“Oidest-ce qu'tl wveunl,  wvotre  cher
freve?” Jessica asked me. She was lyving
on her back. Anyone could have told
she'd been smoking. She gets zonked on
one joint. Michael was sitting on Allen’s
Lap. quict and grinning. They were all
way ahead of me.

“He said we ought o have lunc.”

“Lunch. That's two beauttful. That's
where they love,” Allen wheezed. Laugh-
img so hard he made no nose. He was
really stoned. “The lunch bag.”

“What's so Tunny?” I asked. “You don't
do lunch?” Jessica was laughing. 10o.

Allen just rocked back and forth con-
vulsively. “Mavbe you'd like 10 sha
vour little joke with the rest ol the dass,”
1 saidd. Michael was capping his hands
sa last the beats van together.

“Yeah, we know that sound. We know
thar sound. Do one hand lor us,” Allen
moaned through his laughuer,

“Where are you a2’ I oasked, leeling
uncomlortable with the argot. Jessica was
swiving hier 1orso [rom the waist in lan-
guid circles. Evervbody was aciing crazy.

“Where are you at?” 1 asked again.

“I'm in the happy village.”

“Wherer"

“The Happy Village!™

I said T dide't know where that was.

Allen bolted upright. his eyes Hashing,
and brushed the hair from s face. “It's
where things are done for you to make
vou [eel good. 1 love you™” he said
“Both ol you. Now dig it. There's this
village:  beantiful, verdant.  recreational
facilities, free love, civil liberties. every-
thing. man. What vou do there is ball,
explore  caves, discover  littde  animals,
vowr.  puppet  shows. dancing. always
dancing—I mean, like, all you do is
play. And the food has nothing 1o do
with hunger, just with taste. And vou're
all kids. Freaking frecly. Big ones, skin-
ny oncs, old, young, But all kids. This is
called the Happy Village. That's where 1
am. Now, the world is two scenes. Out-
side the willage is pracucally  everyone
alive pulling on this rope—in rags. BO,
some ol them gering wrampled. ke a
siant gang ol Volga boatmen. gee 12 Ie's
like a huge wg ol war, except the other
sidde 15 hooked onto the sun or something
—the center of the universe! And these
guys arc holding the pliet up in orbit
They're being whirled around this center
and having a bitch of a time, but they

“My

know that if they let go. then the world
gocs hurtlling off into space and there's
no more gravity. So that’s the big gig in
the world. pulling on this rope. I mean,
like. it's the only gie. So all the tme,
these guys are alwavs beckoning 1o the
Kids on the horder pastures ol the vil-
lage, dig? Come on, this cat says, whit
do vou think vou're doing gamboling on
the green when if we don't ger some
help here preuy Fast the whole world is
gonna v off into space? So a lot of the
kids. when they go in for the evening
hootenanny or whatever, stave thinking o
themselves, what am 1 doing Just playing
all the time instead ol hecoming a Volga
boarman or something? They start think-
ing a man has to be a man. So most of
them sooner or later sav goodbye 1o the
village and pack up their rinkets in an
old kit bag and they cross the border
and ger on the rope line. Pulling. In fact,
that’s how everybody got tugeing on
there in the first place. Once everybody
lived in the village. Almost everyhbody.
But a few guys. here's the gritty, a few
kids. T mean, stay in the village. To play.
Then after a while, they die. The guys
on the line die, oo, Everybody dies. But
the village cats, they go happy into tha
gond night, man, all an and 5

“Lunch.  Trés  importani.  Business,
long-lost buddyroos. Brothers. Diner—
rien.” Jessica imerrupted, as though time
had been standing sull for her since I'd
got oft the phone.

“Megaton  grass,”
nodding.

I decided I'd better get her o bed.
I lilicd under her awrmpits and hall
dragged her toward the bedroom, both
ol us moving backward. I wasn’t any too

Allen,

commented

y wife’s name is Helen. She has brown eyes and
blonde hair and she’'ll be driving a blue 1'olkswagen.
Now, when I get to West port, how will 1 know your wife?”

steady mysell. bue T TFele like a hushand.
USNCC kids.” she was mumbling.
“SNCC kids and vour pot. And your pot
and vour porno. Blowin® weed and mak-

i’ it with Black Bele  dinges.  Flip-
tripping.  mund-stripping,  boo-lipping,
end-gvpping, burning, burning. . . . We

were all Laughing, even Michacl.

When T got her into the bedroom, she
stood up by hersell. as  though the

change ol air had brought her down. She
put her arms around my neck. “Can you
save him, Leo?” she whispered. “He's so
lovely and so hollixed.™

“You're cight miles up,” T said.

“T'm swraight. Don’t let him drop out.
He can help us take over. There's so
much to be done. You're right, I'm a
linle high.”

She closed her eves standing up and
flopped onto the bed. T went back into
the big room, where Allen was hshing in
place with Michael in his arms. Allen
wias humming My, Tambourine Man in
Michacl's ear and Michael was gentdy
slapping Allen’s face off vhyvihm, T swart-
ed o tell Allen not 1o get him keyed up
or he'd never [all back asleep, when Al
len said, “Don’t get him all keyed up:
he'll mever fall back asleep.” and  dis-
solved again i noiscless  Lughter. Per-
haps I only mmagined that lis laughter
was very close to tears amd that some-
how they were for me.

“Let’s just dance for a minute,” he
satd. “The Allen Memorial Tea Dance.”

I told him I didn’t feel like dancing.

“Couldn’t we at least hold hands?™ he
asked. “You're my own brother.”

I carried Michael over to his erib and
laid him in it. I was sure he'd oy, but he
faked me out. “Say night-night 10 Uncle
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Allen.” Allen called. very softdve Trom
acvoss the room. “Remember the  star
that went over the manger.”
o o

Light was starting 1o come in through
our imitation-bamboo  carinns, Allen
suguested  we smoke some more, bhut |
saidd enough  was enough, I'm usuadly
good for a line Like that. Allen sad he
auessed he ought o say goadbye 10 our
Lather and then see about picking up
some plane tickets belore he gave away
the rest of his money. He Tudn’t exaaly
decided where he was soing: probably
Mexico by way of San Francisco. Mike
takes the bus in from White Meadow
Lake very carlv in the morning (he meets
vuck deliveries helore rush-hour trathe
starts) and Allen said he mighe as well
hop a subway up 1o the wirchouse and
witit Tor him there, T said T mighe as well
walk lim over 1o Astor Place. and we
went ont. He was canrving about a kilo
Cmrass ina brown-paper bag, just swing-
ing i by his side as we walked, Ir was
arcly davlight and vou could still sce
the moon. Allen said it was a lozenge in
the throat ol God. We approached a cop
on the corner of Second Avenue and St
Marks Plice, T was very nervous, Allen
waved the bag ol grass at him  and
med.

"
=

“Hang loose.” he said 1o me

“Listen.” D osaicd, after we had passed
the cop. “I hate 10 come on with a big-
brother act. hut shouldn’t vou exercise a
linde more caution. with vouwr record ol
overvthing? You're not pushing any stull.
are vou?

“No. O course not. No puoshing.” He

o,
kaughed. “Mavhe a livde dealing,

“What's the diffarence:”

“Well, its a question ol attitude, most-
Iv. T meann 1 just share what 1 score and
some Gus remunerate.” He stopped smil-
i 1 know s ridiculous, Leo, Three
quarters ol the time T don’t even realize
Fm dealing. It's nidiculons.”

“What would vou do if
prcked up:”

“Thevid never take me alive.”™ he an
swered  without cmotion. He was  com-
pletely serious. He spent a lew weeks in
jul. when he was stull sicaling, and had
some bad expreriences.

“That doesn’t scire vou, though?”

“1 don’t think about it anvmore.” He
put his cum around my shoulder and we
walked like that Tor o wavs. “You don’t
remember how T owas, Leoo T owas fright-
cned all the rime. T woke up rembling,
I'd lie in bed Tor hours. alvaid o get up.
School, busts. girls, acodents, T don’t
know what. I think that’s why I got my-
scll in wouble—just so  the  disaster
would kappen and 1 wouldn't lune 10
keep waiting  for i My whole lile
scemed so fragile: so dear and so Bragile.
Like T was standing on a precipice be-
fore the hinde Turnace of my encray and
any mountaim wind could snall it our, 1'd

You o wore

306 say gratclul prayers when 1 crossed a

street withour genticg hie by oa i, 1
would hive thoushn the Buddlia was owr
o get me: [ would hive pulled o shiv on
him. 1 imvemed  parimoi. Especially
with peopic.

“1 was so long. Leo-—so long alvind
people were ou o hure me, e T owas
slipperv. and putting vou on. all ol vou,
and acting like T didn’t e, But even
then, feeling so danm hated. nothi
seemed too actual. reawd mer T was prett
tentarive. while the veal physical world
ghided by, hike a dveam 1 owasn't enjov-
ing. Alwavs wishing. wishing. wishing 1
were back somewhere. back  somewhere
I'd heen and gamboled on some green,
but couldn’t remember. You see |
busy shiclding mysell. Leo. o keep [rom
being e, Unidl on mv thivd oiip—I'n
still not swe exadly how it happened.
We were sitting, four. i this  cabin,
duskish. and had built s hre in the mid
dle ol the Hoor: amd s it got colder, we
drew the hre, wnearer unul dr
seemed we were plinets in orbic round
the sun. the sun's gravity drawing us o a
center. A hery destruction. Oh, it was so
ovicelul Howing  centerward  like  thar
into the heat, no clort or plan. Then all
ol a sudden Mario. this guv. wrenching
himsell like steel tearing out of a magner,
screaming buckward toward a0 plae win-
dow and through it suddenly so happy
in delivium—o have broken owm ol the
orbic. T guess—we had o diag him ot
the shatered gliss where he was dane-
ing. Bur belore T ohelped dvag him off.
Leo. T had o dance 0 minate with him
there, do vou see what T means Both our
bare-feer Dlood mixing just a litde on the
floor: I'd never even meet hime helore, but
he was sending me this engrived invita
tion rom the Lord—1, Wisdom. dunced
before the Lord.” Jesus. Dancing s the
flip side ol Tear. Then we dragged him
off the glass. Or mavbe they drageed us
Loth ofl the gliss. What dilfierence
does it make My hewnd exploded.

“1 realized that no one, no ane, no one
was wantng 1o hwrt me. Beause no one
wve a shit about me, Leo. Do vou see
how beautiful thar was? Like God imoa
golden jewelly chaviot, that the universe
didn't give a shit about me. Thin T was
sifes Like o ton ol up-tight bricks Lilted
off my shoulders.  Understanding  Tile.
Laby. lile didn’t care at all who was liv-
ing her. That I was nothing. Who wams
10 hurt nothing: No thing. . . . Sale w0
damee.”

We walked the last iwo blocks 10 As
tor Place without saving anvthing. To was
very carly. I aan’t remember passing any
bodv., except a bum cwled up i a
doorway. The New York Times wrapped
aroundd his body. We stood 1ogether on
the square above the subway entrance
for a unue and then Allen stared
down the steps.

“When will T see vou a

“Mavbe  never. Maybe
become  the Occidenta]l  Kuwosawa,

=
v

wils

nearer

in=" I called.

when

vou've
and

Jessica has won her revolumion.  vet
Geollvev s still chairman ol the hoard,
And Mike has been veborn into the
shoulder ol a wazelle. and 1 retarn, Neher
Baba Alen, with mudh hair and nuny
followers in the Way ol the Tao” He
Laughed and ran badk up the stairs aud
kissed me on the mouth.

“What of Michaclz" T asked.

O Midhael we comor sav. Michael
will be the New Yowh, He will he the
New Youthgquake™

I grabbed his sleeve as he  started
down the steps again. A subway rum-
bled  amo  the  stanon,  shaking  the
around. “Please just quit dealing, will
vou. Allen:”

He saliamed and van down 1o Gadh
the train. Then | went home ol ook oil
all my clothes and got into bed nexi w
Jessica, T oran my hand over her skin and
ight how wmanng it was that my
wile lived inside. It must have been a
linde alter sixoe the morning,

Tt was not ver mime when Jessica woke
me. As ds my wont alter wrning on,
I'd been having geomaric  lighi-show
dreams. They advertise por as a no-
hangzover substance, but n's a0 lie,

“Mike's on the phone.™ she sad. |
hadw’e heard the ring [ suppose I'd
seen i though. I 1old him vou'd been
up for ages. bur he's awlully vehement.
Was | horrible Last mighiz™

“You were funny an the end. You were
really funnoy.”

“He subverss me. His gende alk and
his wicked weed. Why doesn’t he dunp
the flower-childien aap and do  some
thing with his life:™

I pulled mysell up in bed and veached
for the phone. Jessicar still had her hand
claspad over the receiver. "1 waned 1o
tell vou thae T Kissed hiom”

“OK”

“We owere all kissing cach other.
waldly, Him and me and Michael, 1
me

“Soumds nice”

“The police beat up Jimmy Mokew
Last mighe.” she said. pinching her Fpo ©A
airl  called  brom 1he They

storelron:.
cbumed he bit a cop. Welve got o see
about bail and o docor.” Jimmy was an
old Negro who liked o help round the
project. We  had  a vestpocker play
aground in the summer and Jimy Fled
to mind it or distribue lealles. He was
retived. Jessica dropped the phone on the
bed and ran out the door.

I was sure my Lather would want 10
know what ook me so long, bur instead,
he sared vight in.

“Tell me what to do”

“Would vou mind a lot mlking later
this alternoon. Ahke? T didn't ger 1o
sleep till about two and @ hall howrs ago
and——"'
uhe o'clock in the morning he Hoats
in like 0 zombi to say goodbye Torever,
Not even a message Tor his mother, Tell
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me what I should do, I'll do it.”

“You just have no idea how tred T am.
Why don’t we have a late lunch or some-
thing? I don’t have 1o be on the project
until three. but I have o pick up some
film ar Willoughbv's, anvway, so- e

“Leo, he's not even supposed 1o leave
the state of New  Jersey! 1 should  just
wish him good luck and goort zelangeh
yoor?

Alter a bit of bargaining., we compro-
mised on breaklast. Compromise was my
Father's word. It meant that T dress my
sell immediately and  come  uptown 1o
talk. His concession was a  hve-block
walk cast, to the Automat on 31st and
Broadway., When T arrived. Mike was
already  finishing  an early  lunch—it
looked like chopped  steak (I remem-
bered him warning me about Horn &
Hardart hamburser steak: . all the
leftover garbage they throw into it and
pork. Take my word. it's worth the extra
pennies lor the chopped. . . )y—and
wits preparing o move on to a lemon-
meringue pie and e, Mike's in the
buving--lots-at-auctions-or-bankrupiey-
sales-and -trading - “merchandise” - under-
the-counter-to-retailers  business,  He's
hecome  quite wealthy ar it—he  and
my mother go 1o Europe or Isracl every
summer, and  he's probably planted a
hundred forests ol Palestinian saplings—
but he sull rells evervone he’s “in the
junk business” and he never eats any-
where but the Automar. He savs he likes
the food. T got a cup of coffee from the
nachine and sar down next o him.

Mike said, “No proweinz” Then we sat
silent for a few minutes while he sipped
his pale-yellow wea and picked at his pie.
He was composing his thoughts. though
perhaps they weren't so much  thoughts
as the mental equivalent of moaning. He
loves us all so deeply and so helplessly.

“How's Jessicar How's the babyz”

“Fine” He'll veler 1o Michael only as
“the baby.” He didn’t want me to name
my son after him. Alwer a while, he be-
gan. “Lvery two minutes with him it's
‘love’! Is that a laugh? Does he know the
meaning ol the word love? Does he un-
derstand  the mitzoah? How can he live
with such hatred boiling in his kishles?
He hates school. He hates New  Jersey.
He hates los country. He  hates  the
Unitedd States. He thinks the President
should be impeached. Does he know he
hates me and wants o kill me?”

Mike had had a liude analysis a few
vears back. It was the thing then, 1 said
I thought Allen had seemed more 1en
der, more at peace than he'd seemed i a
long time but mavbe | wasn't wo in
touch with the sitvaton. A fat man, on
his way out, bumped into the back ol my
chair and excused himsell. My Tather was
fudgeting.

“At peace with what? You know, for a
while, T thouglht ke was really siraight
ening out. I thought he would get a job.

I must have rocks instead of brains. I
said o him this morning. any amount of
money to go to college; any college he
wiants, I don’t care how much. You
know, if T could go 1o college. this min-
we, I'd pick up evervihing and  go?
Everything., So I offered him to come
into my business. a growing concern. for
two hundrved dollars a week: he wouldn't
need college, He Linghed. More than |
made in 2 scason when I owas his age. It's
all a joke to him. He thinks a person
doesn’t need money to live”

I said that Allen seemed to be getung
along hnancially.

“Let him po,” Mike said. “He's dead
to me. I wouldn't offer him a nickel.”

I suggesied that Allen was struggling
1o find himsell and immediately felt like
an idiot. T was matelul when my Father
let the comment pass. Perhaps he didn’t
hear me. There was nothing happening
behimd his eves.

“How about vou, Leo™ he said. shift-
ing gears. I need someone smart in the
business. All T gou there s goyishe hups.
I need a manager.”

We'd been  thvough  tlis before. 1
shook my head and repressed an impulse
1o squeeze his arm, which was lving Iinp-
Iy on the wble just a lew indhes away.

“You want to make movies?” he de-
manded, “Go 1o Hollvwood!™

I nodded stupidly. Then Mike sof-
tened  again,

“Anything vou tell me 1o do, Leo. You
understand  the  complexities.  Anything
in my power. How aimn I lose him? He
has many good qualitics.” 1 thought my
father was about 1o oy, "I get down on
my knees to you. Leo. Only we can save
him. Who e¢lse?”

I wld him I didn't know that there
was anvthing we could do. T dudn’t know
what was rnight. but that we must  just
hope for evervihing 1o work out. 1 didn’t
[eel oo honest saving that; things pracii-
cally never work out.

Almost  imperceptibly,  Mike  pulled
himsell together. He withdrew o folded
picce of paper from his pocker, un
folded it slowly, smoothing out the cen-
ter aease—he certaim dramatic
Mair—and handed it across the wable 10
me with just a licde Howrish of satisfied
regret. It was about a thivd of a prim
cd page with ripped edges. A sloppy red
Magic Marker circle was drawn avound
several sentences.

“Read i Mike said. "You analvee for
me.”

For an odd instant, T couldn’t quite
place the passage: then, ol comrse, T eould.
“A bov.” 1 said, “watching his linde
sister going around on a carronsel. That's
Al An echo fvom another age: a book
I'd given Allen [or Hanukkal, almost
a decade ago. He'd never mentioned i
I hadn't even known he'd read it

“He tore it out of a book! Docs he
own books? Be a aritic for me. This is
his message 1o his father, his farewell

luis 2




message, he couldn’t take the trouble to
write. Read it out loud, it was so apropos
to tear out of a library book.”

1 read the part Allen had  circled:
“All the kids kept trying 1o grab lor the
gold ring, and so was old Phocbe, and [
was sort ol afraid she'd fall off the god-
damn horse, but 1 didn’t say anything or
do anything. The thing with Kids is, if
they want 1o grab for the gold ring. you
have o let them do it and not say any-
thing. If they [all off, they lall off, but
it's bad il vou say anvthing to them.””

“Soz” my lather said.

“I just think he means not 1o worry
abour him. That he loves you and
doesn’t want you to worry.”

“He wants me to abdicate? 1 abdi-
cate!” Mike said, with false resignation.
Then he reached his hand over the wble,
brushing the remains ol his meringue,
and grabbed hold of my wrist. “I know
there e things in you guys—forces—I
don’t understand. Listen, vou don’t even
understand them all yoursell, Leo, none
ol you.”

Mike was just warming up. but I
spoke, anvway. 1 was wrong. It doesn't
mean he doesn’t want you 1o worry.”

He looked mildly startled at my inter-
ruption—the way I remembered him
looking when a conducior woke him on
the commuter train. “Excuse me a scc-
ond.” he said. T have to take a glass ol
water.” While Mike was gone, 1 tore up
the hallsqueezed lemon that lay on his
saucer and put the sceds in my mouth,
Then I realized that a woman sitting
alone at the next table was staring at me.
I stared back at her; you might say I
glowered. 1 don't know why. First she
smiled, then she stopped smiling, then
she got up and walked away. then she
returned  to her  table—very  briskly,
without glancing  over toward me—
sniatched up her purse and lefi. Then my
[ather came back with his water.

“1 was thirsty,” he said.

“You amn worry,” 1 said. “He just
wiants vou to shut up.”

Mike shook his head in a kind of

dumb, defcated belief.
». Allen didn’t say that. I'm inter-
preting,  Mike. I mean. he's  saying,
‘Look. Pop. I'm urying to veach out lor
what [ want’-—see, that's the gold ring—
‘and vou think reaching’s bad for me and
want me to be crelul. But you've got to
let me find our lor mysell, even il I get
hart trving. - . 7 1 broke ofl. suddenly
weary with my own carnestness.  Mike
thought I was done.

“Lee him,” he said, “1'm stopping him?
Let him break his neck. Gold ring.”

A Negro waitress in a white untform
began clearing our dishes off the t1able.
She piled them ono a metal serving car
and wiped off the able, using her hand
to ¢atch the crumbs. As she moved off,
Mike leaned sadly across the table and
spoke to me in a low voice

“When I was his  age,

it was the

Depression. Franklin Roosevelt was the
President i

“And when Geoffrey was his  age,
Eisenhower was the President!” 1 inter-
rupted, almost shouting. “And when Jes-
sica and I were his age, Kennedv was
the President! And now Allen is his own
age and Lyndon Johnson is the Presi-
dent! And ats all dilferent now, don’t
you see? It's dilferent every time!™

“Leo, I wasn't even going to tell vou
this, you shouldn’t worry. He comes up
to my place this morning—he couldn’t
take a shave—it's my place of business,
Leo—he couldn’t take a fiaircut—and
while I'm pleading. this colored [ella 1
got working for me comes in, a moving
man Allen never saw before. And sud-
denly, [rom the blue, blue skv. Allen has
one arm around his waist and grabbing
the other hand, the schoartze, humming
Lmavis—tzpris'—and trying o make like
jiterbugeing with him. Jitterbugging!™
He looked imploringly into my eyes, as
though I must surcly see how hopeless it
was to expect that such a boy might

someday make his way in the world.

We sar silent for a few moments, my
father poking with his fork at the remains
of bhis meringue. Finally, he inhaled
shanply. “It's like you're strangers,” he
said. We both stood up.

Mike went through the revolving door
ahead of me and rim our 10 the canh to
hail a passing taxi. As I reached ahead to
open the door. a wino. about his own
age. stepped in front of him and mum-
bled a request for a handout. My father
shook his head and. as he brushed by
into the cab, trembled. T wasn't sure for
whom he wembled—for Allen or for
himsell—but as he slammed his door, I
had a sudden wge 1o invite him o step
out again into the sunlight: 1o ask him if
he cued to join me and the wino in a
little dance. 1 vepressed it, of course.
Socked and sleepy as T was, T knew that
all three of us had lelt the Happy Village
o long ago for dancing and that even
now our hands were slipping on the rope
that holds the world in orbit

“One man [avors the creation of a permanent Uniled
Nations peace-keeping force directly responsible to the
Secretariat, whereas the other feels that such malters

ought to be left, for the time being, at least, to the

discretion of the Security Council.”
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JUAN FELDMAN

MRs. FELDMAN: Juan, don’t be such a
lazy. Show your brothers and sisters a
little example. Get up. do some exercises,
brush vour tecth.

juas: Cool that. baby. I'm hung this
nmorning.

MRs. FELDMAN: Oh, Juan.

Juax: And I don’t need all this noise.
Who turned on those kids?

aMks. FELDMAN: Theyie just hungry.
Juan.

JUAN (sitting up, stariing 1o dress):
Why don't they eat each other?

MRs. FELDMAN:  Juan. you shouldn’t
talk like that. This is a decent family.
We're rising above oursclves, liule by
litlde, cach day.

JUAN: Sure, man,
to drink?

MRS, FELDMAN: Juan, we want respect
from the community. and can we have
that il my oldest son has cye openers in
the morning?

JUAN (now up, getting inlo his shirt):
You know, Iml))’, vou've gol oo many
kids.

Mks. FELDMAN: A, mavbe I should
have gone o the cinic for instruction,
but an old dog voure not teaching new
tricks. But we are a lintde overcrowded.

JUAN (picking up one of the crymg
babiesy: 1 can help thaw

He goes to an open
throws the baby out.

Mes. FELDMAN: Juan! It takes a long
time nmaking one of those.

Juan: He was ugly. anyway.

saaiary reErpman: Gee, Mom.  Juan
won't throw any ol the rest ol us out,
will he?

sks, FELDMAN: And what will the
neighbors think, sccing  babics being
thrown out of the Feldman window?

Juax (now dressed and heading for the
door): It gives the ncighborhood color.

MRs. FELDMAN: You're not going Lo
kiss your mother goodbye?

JUAN (makes a distasteful face, then
Turmy around and ‘L:(.‘\'“H'(‘.\' MRS, FELDMAN
to hin): OK. Come on.

MRS, FELDMAN walks fo yuan, smling
matevnally. her cheel extended.  juax
arabs her and kisses hey passionately on
the mouth.

aws. rELbMAN (pulling back):
Your mother you shouldn’t be
that way.

Juax: Why not? We're going steady,
baby.

Juan goes oul the door.

FIRsT FELDMAN chitp: Does Juan be-
have that way because we're underprivi-
leged. Mummy?

aks. FELDaian: ICs the neighborhood.
He's really a good boy, but the neigh-
borhood is just not letting him grow.

pissoLve To: Exterior. Stoop of the
Feldman ienement. Day.

A young vy, extremely pregnani, is

You got something

window and

Juax!
kissing

ayg leaning against the steps. Juax comes

(continued from page 150)

oul the door, trots down the stoop and
pats her extended stomach as he goes by.

Juan: Sull carrying that thing around?

He moves on down the strect. The
camera holds on a crose-ve of the GIRL
as she looks admivingly after him,

GIRL:  Juan  Feldman., vou're a Iree
spirit. I'm proud 10 have your bastard in
my belly.

CUT TO: LONG SHOT, GIRL'S point of
wview, of Juax as he waves to her with-
out looking back.

cur To: Exterior. Streel corner. Day.
Traffic 15 busy and theve's a cvowd at the
curb. A sLixp Max with cane 15 next to
Juan as the licht changes.

Juax: Let me help you across, man.

sLIND aan: I ocan’t believe it Todidn'e
think there was a soul lelt in the neigh-
borhood who'd ke pity on an Irish-
American veteran.

Juan leads the srxp Max oul into
the center of the street.

BLIND MAN: You must be Juan Feld-
man. Am I right?

Juax: You're right

sLixp avaxn: Al I knew it The pride
ol the neighborhood.

JUuAN (stopping in the nuddle of the
street): OK, this is as lar as you go.

sLIND MaN: But we didn’t take the
necessary number of steps. We're still in
the middle of the sireet

juan (letting go and walking of] as
the traffic starts): Don’t worry. man. No

onc's going o run over an Irsh-
American vereran.
Cars begin passing by, The nLiND

MAN starts to laugh.

srizp MaN: Il say this: You've got a
sense ol humor, Juan Feldman. And
that's  what the ncighborhood neecds
again.

The camera pulls away shavply, blurs,
and theve is the screech of brakes and
the sound of collision.

cur vo: Intevior. Tenement hallway.
Day. Humming a little rock "n’ roll, yuan
comes down the corvidov and knocks on
one of the doors. It opens a crack and a
little old Lapy peeps out.

vapy:  Why, Juan Feldman!  Land
sakes, it's nice you're paying me a visit.

Juan: 'l give vou a visit up the side
ol your head. Open the door.

Lapy (opening the door and letting
Juax iny: How you do ralk, Juan Feld-
man. You're a sassy little thing.

cut 1o: Interior. Lady’s voom. Day. It
is chuttered swith furniture. Only a tittle
light filters thyvough the windoiw. In the
center of the room, a large cage holds a
small canary.

Juax (rolling up his sleeve)y: OK, fairy
godmother, vou know what I'm here lor.

rAny: Now, Juan, you haven't paid me
for the last ume.

juan: Like, I need this! 1 didn't steer
any action your way, did I?

LADY (gelling oul and preparing a
syringe from her knitiing basket): You're
an enterprising young man, Juan. No
doubt abour it. But, as the heathen
Chinee sav, “No nickee. no fixee.”

juan: Dont give me a hard ume, man.
I can see you gor the stull right there

ravy: But this isn't for vou.

She gets up and goes to the canary
cace. reaches in with one hand  and
brings ont the bird.

Lany: This is for Yellow Wings,

Juan: A Jousy cinary you're going
10 wrn on?

1ADY: She’s been very good, haven't
vou. Yellow Wings? Learned 1o whisile
God Bless Amevica in four days. And
she’s going 1o get a liulde jolt as a reward.

JUAN  (whipping out a siwitchblade
Eknife): No canary gets a hx belore Juan
Feldman.

rapy: Now, Juan. don’t get uppity.
You know I like doing things for vou
boys in the neighborhood. Cookies,
Cokes or a fix any time. But I have 1o
live, 1o0.

She gets the needle in, the canary
starts whistling “God Bless America”

Lapy: Isn't she sweer? Can't see why
folks make so much of parikeets.

juax sends the Eknife into her back.
She lets the bird loose. yuax grabs the
syringe and runs.

Lapy: Oh, Juan. Oh. my Juan. You
shouldn't have done that. Oh, mercy me.
You young folks are just so wild wday.

She goes to the window and leans out.
crLose-ure of her [ace.

vapy: Help. Juan Feldman's just about
done me in. The linde whippersnapper
stiibbed me in the back. (Chucklesy B
that voungster's got a lot of gumption, 'w’
il he jest gits a chance 1o use it right,
he'll be a damned fine citizen.

She comes back into the voom, stag-
gers, drops to her knees.

tany: Sing God Bless America, Yellow
Wings., before your liude old  granny
bleeds 1o deadh.

cut To: Exferior, CLOSE-UP of POLICE-
sax, Day. He Dlows Tas wlastie,

cur To: Exterior. LONG SHOT of Juax
on streel. Day. He's vunning thvoush
crowi.

cur 1o: Exterior. Chase scene, streets.

Day. The POLICEMAN pursues JUAN ufr
several crowded streets and  finally cor-
nevs lam in oan alley.

POLICEMAN (zun diaien): Oh, voung
. where are you running? Do vou
have a goal or is it just wild energy that
can't be channeled into uscful currents
ol socicty?

JUAN (dbvawing a gun): Kiss my ass.

He shoots the POLICEMAN,

POLICEMAN (fwifchingy: Oh, naughty,
maughty, voung man.

JUAN fires four more times. The voLicE-
MaN twitches with each discharge.

roricesman: Oh! All right, rage against
soaety, il you want to. Ah! 1 love the
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“Look, kid, you don't believe in me and I don’t believe
in you, but neither of us can afford to buck the system.”

wayv vour eves flash. Oh! God, you're an
existential beauty, young man. Society has
1o salvage people like you il it wants a
little spice in things. (He is it again with
a bullety Oh! T think that one caughe
something  vital—but,  believe me, |
understand.

JUAN suddenly stops shooting, looks at
the gun i disgust and thvows it to the
around.

quax: I'm bored. man. Take me.

cut 1o: Exterior. Front of courthouse.
Dhay.

Cioil  vights wroups  are  pickeling.
Sions are being cavvied, inseribed with
POLICE ARE BRUTAL PEDERASTS; 1F I'T HAD
BEEN A ROCKEFELLER THAT RILLED A WHITE
WOMAN, WOULD THERE HAVE BEEN ANY
TRIAL?, FIRST DREYFUS, THEN OSCAR WILDE,
NOW JUAN FELDMAN! JUAN FELDMAN IS
A GOOD NEIGHBORIOOD BOY'!

cut ro: Interior. Courlroom. Day.

Junck: Will the defendant please rise.

JuaN,  flanked by his  lawyers,
approaches the bench.

Junce: Juan, I hope vou understand
that the jury had no choice but 1o find
vou guilty; and I, as a judge, have to
sentenee you.

Theve ave mutlerings of dissent in the
couriroon:.

junce: 1 know, considering the
bites your lawyer showed on von, that
it seems harsh; but at's the law, old

fashioned and bigoted as it is, that makes
me do this. (He is almost erying)

Juaxn: Don’t blow your cool. Judge. I
understand.

Junce: Thank vou for tha, Juan. I'll
sleep better at night now. And so will
my wile, who has a linde Spanish blood
in her hersell. All right. then, Juan Feld-
man, it is the duty ol this court to sen-
tence vou 1o six months ol stringent
meditation and sell-analysis at the Bor-
den Reform and Country Day School.

There are boos from the courtroom.
Shouts  of “Advenge  Juan  Feldman,”
“Hanging Judge.” ete. Juax is led outl of
the courtroom.

cur 1o: Exterior. Front of cowrthouse.
Day. Cheers from the pickels as JUAN 15
led outside. Group of Indians dances by
wilth sicn WINTE MAN'S LAW NO  GOOD.
Juax aaves lo o group. The anesting
POLICEMAN  pushes his way through the
croivd 1o JUAN.

rorLiceatan: Young man, I lmpc )'ou'll
understand what T did was for ycur own
zood.

JUAX (patting him on lus head): 1 dig,
baby.

Roar from the crowd as Juax, led by
fwo POLICEMEN, gels inlo a wailing
Rolls.

pIssOLVE To: Exterior. Reform school.
Day. croseur of SIgN, BORDEN REFORM
AND COUNTRY DAY scnoor. The camera

pulls back and reveals MRS, FELDMAN
and her cmiorex  pecking through a
high ivon fence into the school. Theve is
a rolling expanse of lawn belund the
fence; in the distance, a lavge, white
manse.

FIRST FELDMAN cuiir: [ osav. Mummy,
Juan has become very fashionable now,
hasn’t he?

atks, FELDAMAN: Now my littde Juan is
belonging o the world.

saatay rensian: 1 wonder if they've
changed ham, Mo,

aks. FELDAMAN: Whatever they do 1o
him, he'll always be a good boy—ithe
pride of the neighborhood.

MEDIUNM sHOT of Juax. He is silting
on the porch of the manse, dressed in a
blue blazer, gray slacks, white spori shirt
and blue ascol. He still wears lis davk
glasses. A cuarp brings him a dvink on a
lray.

cuarn: Here vou are, Juan.

Juan: What ook vou so long, man?

cuakn: Most ol the boys like vodka in
their lemonades. It ook me a while to
find tequila, the way you like it

JUAN (sipping): Ii's real cool.

cuarb: Thank you, Juan. It makes me
happy 1o sce you light up with pleasure,
You've had a hard life, and you deserve
lemonades with brown sugar if you want
then.

Juax: Well, I've learned a lot. T think
1 know what it takes to make it the right
Wiy Now.

He takes out cigarette and cgaretic
Laldey. Lights up, pushes back his dark
glasses.

Juax: Now. what's that coming up
the Lawn?

cur 1o: A shot of 50 young ladies in
wedding veils and dresses, singing a Te
Deum  laudamus, approaching  Juax.

cuarp: Thar's a liule surprise we've
been saving for vou. Each one of the
guards heve chipped in a sister or (wo for
vou to dellower and marry. We want 1o
see you settled down in the world, Juan.

juax: Hey, haby, how am 1 supposed
to support all them ofav roads?

cuArp: Juan! Those are enlightened
girls. They cach  have ninery-dollar-a-
week seaetariad skills, hope Tor a better
world and a Juan Feldman fally at
peace.

Jjuan: And they're going to under
stnd my linde moods?

cuarn: There are Tour psvcliology de-
grees in the hst row.

JUAN (standing and toasting the girls
with his lemonadey: Then I'm ready to
settle down.

Guakp: The future is yours and the
past asks pardon for its mistakes,

Juax: I just might lorgive the whole
damned world, I just mught do that,
haby.

Tuas walks out to meet his brides as
the camera pulls back and we FADE OUT.




PLUMS AND PRUNES
(continued from page 145)

They  kiss, very warmly. She  finally
drawos haclk sltivhitly.

poxxa (feasinzlyy: Mustn't muss,

srAD (soft. masterful insinuation): You
know, sometimes I think vou're psvehic
-« - (Caresses hery That happens o be
exactly what I leel like doing.

DONNA  (crLosE-up, momentavily yield.
ing, cloed-eyedy: Hmm. . . . (Sighs. be-
gins to withdraw, whispersy Debbie will
be home any minume. (Gives him a se-
ductive wink) Why don’t you make us
both a wnice martini?

wRAD (also sighs. somewhal theatrical-
Iyy: Right. (Shakes his head cood-natwied-
Iy as he twms to dvink  preparations)
A child-centered home! Who would've
thought it could ever happen to us?

voxNsa (happilyy: Thank goodness she
didn't hear you say that! She's a voung
lady now, darling. (In mock confidence,
as she squeezes his shoulder) She wld
me so herself!

srAD. busily engaged in mavtini pre pa-
ration, chuckles in bemusement at the
nolion.

voxza  (adds, seductively):  Besides,
we do have our moments, don't we. dar-
ling...>

BRAD (in mischicvous sex threal as he
hands hey her drinky: You can count on
that.

poxxa  (flushes,  pleased,  stavts  to
withdvaw toward kitchen): 1 won't be
long, darling. T just have 10 speak 1o
Sarah about the Thursday dinner.

She leaves. wean looks after her mo-
mentardy, then tuins back to powr his
own drink, cLose-vr of a smug, virie
smile on his face.

FADE OUT AND IN: A few minutes later.
BRAD o5 sitling in an Fames chair, coat
off, tie loosened slightly, veading The
New Yorker and sipping his martini. He
is still looking as youthful and dapper as
before—black Lnit tie, tailoved shivi, ele.
The door opens and in cones DEBBIE.

DEBBLE v [o and 05 cute as a buiton—
pert deyvidve and pert breasts—all fresh-
ness and innocence. She’s wearing a
pleated skivt, white sweater with school
letter "I (or “C) on il, saddle shoes
and bobby socks, and carrying a small
nolebook and a couple of texts,

peEssi: Hi, l);nl(l)‘_ (Crosses to him,
fasses his foreliead)

erap: Hello, cutie.
spirie?

pEssiE (sighs, sitting down on the arm
of his chair): Oh, iCs aweful, Daddy.
Mulie broke his ankle again!

uran: Mulie? Which one is he?

pessir (despaivingly): The fullback!
Gosh, il it had only been someone elsel
(Gels ujh)

sraAp (langhs): Preferably somcone on
the other team. 1 supposc.

peswie  (laughs,  too):
(Krsses i againy

How's the ream

Oh.  Daddy!

srAD (gizes her helind a fatherly pat):
You go and gor ready for dinner.

pEBBIE {¢rvossing room): Tomght's the
club dance. Daddy—remember:  (Looks
at her watch) Good griel, Tommy's pick-
mg me up in twenty minutes! 've got to
shower and evervthing! (At the door)
Remind Mummy I'll be eating out, will
you, Daddy? (Rushes throngh other
door)

orAD shakes his head in bemusement,
gets up. soes to the bar. pours anothey
drink from the mixer. DONNA comes in
from the kitchen.

poxza  (sigh of veliefy: Well, that
much is done. (Brightly) Did I hear Deb
coming in?

BRAD (rmuaxing anothey batch, chuckles):
Hmm. Not for long, though—she's got
to  change and  evervtling—whatever
that may mean.

poxNA (smiding): It means that she’s a
voung lady. darling. and that she's going
1o the club dance.

BRAD: Where's your glass? Ready for
another?

poxya: Not just now, dear. T think Tl
1est for a bit before dinner—it’s such a
trial getting things straight with Sarah.

BRAD  (with mischicoous insinuation):
Say, vou know 7 wouldn't mind a little
rest mysell . . . belore dinner.

voxya (smiles. flushed  and  pleased,
starts ont): Oh, do say hello o Tommy
for me. darling—and 1ell Debbie to be
have hersell. (Hesitates, adds coguettish-
Iy) Perhaps you'll . . . wake me with a
kiss. as they say.

BRAD (tn a charmingly masculine sex
threat): 1T might just do that,

They exchange meaningful looks and
pONNA leaves. BRAD'S eyes follow her as
before; his point of view, her hapdsome
tushy as she goes up the stars. then
CLOSE-UP of lus smugly vivile smile as he
turns back to his dvink and adds a bit of
fresh to his glass. He crosses the room
toward his chaiv. The telephone rings.
He fels .

srAD: Hello, (Glances toward pepsie's
room) Yes, who's calling? Oh, hello,
Tommy, how are vour Sorrv 1o hear
about Mulie—doesn’t look too  good.
does itz (Pause, chucklesy Yes, that's the
spivit. - . . Hold on 2 mimute, Tommy,
I'll call her. (Covers phone, calls) Deb-
bie! Deborah! Telephone!

IWe hear a distant vesponse. indistinet
but vaguely affirmative in lone. BRAD
shrugs. speaks imto the phone again:

srAD: She'll be right with you, Tommy
« o AChucklesy 1 think.

He puts down phone. picks up his
drink and cvosses to his chair, sils down,
picks up The New Yorker again. His
point of vicie. PEBBIE comes in, picks ufp
phone. (The phone is about 25 feel
aivay from where wRAD is silting, so that
her vemarks ave indistinet, have a purr-
ing, senswons quality. and her move-
ments ave coordinated with the sounds.)
Se is weaving panties and bra, and as
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she talks, she absently fingers them,
smoothing the side of the panties, idly
toying with the edges, warstband, check-
ing the bra straps, etc., as though she is
subliminally  being  undressed.  These
movemenis and gestures should have an
extremely  sensual and  evolic  quality,
though performed quite absently and
reflexively. She is barefoot and occa-
sionally raises one leg and draws her toes
slowly up and down the back of her calf
and knee. This is all shown from BRAD's
point of view, though the crose-urs give
il an effect of intercut, and her remarks
on the cLose sno1s are clearly audible to
the audience, thongh presumably indis-
tinct to sran. Their effect, however, is by
no means lost on him.

pessie: Hello? Hello, Tommy. . . .
Yes, I'm almost ready. . . . Ub-hub, 1
bet vou would. (Laughs shyly) Tommy,
don't be silly. . . . Yes, I'm listening.
... Where? Indian Lake? You mean
after? (Shakes her head) Uh-uh. . . .
Sure, that's what vou said last time. too
—remember? And the time before that
(Pause) Tommy, you promised then, too!
... I couldn’t, anyway—it would make
it o late geuwing home. (Pawse, looks
interestedy They are? Kathy and Jean?
(Hesitates) Well . . . wait a minute.
(Covers phone, turns) Daddy, some
of the kids are going up to Indian Lake
for a cookout after the dance. It would
only make it about an hour Luer getting
. Would it be OK?

As she turns, Brap lowers his eyes,
then raises them at her voice. There is an
almost imperceplible pain in his look of
nonchalance.

BRAD (slightly strained): Sure, don’t see
why not. (Takes a sip of his drink)

pesie:  Gosh, Daddy, that's swell.
(Back to phone) It's OK! (Softer) But
remember what you said, Tommy. (Pause,
doubtfully)y Uh-huh, I'll bet. . . . Yes, in

about en minues. OK, bye now.
(Hangs up, crosses to Daddy)
pesBIE  (leans over  to kiss  him):

Thanks a lot. Daddv—you're a darling.

IWhen she leans over, we get (his point
of view) a nice CLOSEUP of her well-
defined young cleavage, enticingly marked
at the edge of the bva by a tiny crossed
ribbon, almost, @t might seem, in
tnoitation.

BrAD (as though absorbed in his maga-
une): Sure, kiten, sure.

DEBBIE ({urning away): Gosh, I've got
to hurry!

She crosses the yoom again and BraD
raises his eyes, following the provocative
twitch of her pert yump as it recedes in
the distance. Camera  moves  slowly
straight into his troubled eyes, through
them to black. Cumera  pulls quickly
back on a knock at the door. srap rises,
walks slowly toward the door; cLosE-UP
of a stight tie appearing on s vight jaw,
He opens the door on Tommy—I7 or 18,
leaning insolently on the casing, hands in
pockets, a matchstick dangling from the

corney of his mouth, his head cocked to
one side. His appearance and demeanor
are a mixture of the ultimale in sneaki-
ness and  arvogance. He suwrveys BRAD
with amused contempl, fimally speaks—
in a revolting nasal whine of indifference.,

romymy: How ‘bout it, Pops? That
chickie got her pants on yet?

srAp slowly, wordlessly beckons him
instde.  Tommy shrugs, as if to say,
“What a kook!” then sauniers in. BRAD
carefully closes the door, faces Tommy
—uwho is now standing about five feet in
front of the door, standing slouched, a
repulsive sexually demented leer on lus
face. BRAD casually sets himself, then de-
lewers the most powerful vight haymaker
in the lustory of the cinema—a blow
with an effect move like those of Pop-
eye than of Duke Wayne. This should
be so stated that it 1 shallering even to
the audience—a blow of such force that
when Tommy hits the floor five feet be-
hind haom, he seems to be a couple ol fect
off the vround (volume should be up
heavily both on the sound of the blow
and on his stamming agamst the door). It
is obviously a mortal blow, obviously a
blow that crushed every bone in his
head. He goes sacklike to the floor, out
of frame. Dwing the entire livimg-room
sequence, he yemais out of frame. BRAD
moves willh a sense of greal urgency,
crouches over him and throttles him
powerfully. His expression is not one of
anger but of a strange nameless wrsency.
Near at hand is the edge of the fireplace,
with a wrought-ivon stand holding poker,
tongs, ete. Having choked the life out
o) him, BRAD rises, draws the poker from
the stand and smashes 10 with meredible
force against his adversary (OFF SCENE),
then he pie ks up the entire stand, raises
it on high and slams it down with ire-
mendous  power. He looks about  the
room, an expression of extreme wrgency;
his eye falls on the crossbow on the wall;
he walks quickly, takes 1t from the wall,
removes  safely da.s'p as  he  returns,
stands divectly above the body (OFF SIDE)
and shoots; then, without hesitation, he
holds the crossbow like a club and splin-
ters it in a blow of fantastic power
against the adversary (o¥r sibE). He
turns, crosses the room to a side table,
opens the drawer and lakes out a 45 au-
tomatic (or A4 magnum—the bigger
the better), turns upp the phonograph,
walks back. working the action of the
cun and slamming a shell into the cham-
ber, picks up a cushion from the daven-
port on the way, cups it over the gun
and, standing divectly above the body,
empties the clip. This should be done
with full-lead blanks, so that the recoil
of cach shot is tremendous, jerking his
hand  up. vealistically  conveying  the
power of the weapon and the outlandish
excess of BRAD's eflorts al destruction,
When the hammer clicks on an empty
chamber, sRAD stands momentarily gazing

down, as thouzh the job may be finished;
then he realizes it isn’t. He bends
over and starts dragging his adoersary
toward the hitchen. Here we mevely
glimpse the form (LONG oOr MEDIUM
SHOT of ToMMY ).

cur 1o: Interior. Kitchen. A large,
modern kitchen, wery clean. srap has
golten the body into the sink. He presses
down on it; then he reaches over, flicks
the garbage-disposal unit into operation;
it comes on with a loud grating sound
and BRAD raises himself an tiptoes, frress
ing down with both hands. His expres-
sion is one of carnest urgency and high
purpose, no trace of mania or anything
negalive.

cuT To: Same. Motor is off; BRAD bends
down, opens cabimet door beneath sink;
there is the familiar trap veceplacle: he
stares al it momentarily, then reaches in
and wrenches it off in a powerful mo-
tion; he stands holding i, looking around
the kitchen, then walks quickly back
toward the living room.

cutr to: Intervior. Living room. BRAD
comes striding in, with the receptacle
under one arm, places it on the floory,
goes to closet, takes out a heavy oblong
cardboard container, tears it open, draws
out a 16-pound sledge hammer. He vaises
the sledge on high and begins to smash
the receplacle, tremendous blow afler
blow. crose-ur of his face, guiltless,
earnest vesoloe and heroic effort.

Waoering pISSOLVE and MATCH SOUND
lo cuT BACK 1O beginnng, where BrRAb
was on lhis way to the door. Sound of
knocking synchronized to sound of sledge
blows, which grow rapid toward the end
as we discover that this killing sequence
has all taken place in an instant in
BRAD's mind.

BRAD now is still on his way to the
door, opens it on Tonmy, It is the same
TOMMY, except that Iis manner is ex-
tremely normal.

Tomymy: Hello, Mr. Jeffery.

srRAD  (unsteadily):  Good  evening,
Tommy. . . . I think Deb ois——

Al that minute, pEBBIE appears, hurry-
ing across the living room.

pesBIE (brightly): Who says girls aren’t
ready on time! (Gives Daddy a peck)
Bye, Daddy!

ToMAMY: S0 long, Mr. Jeftery.

They go doiwen the steps. pEssIE tak-
ing ToMmMmy’s hand. srap slaves afler
them; vessie’s flouncing skirt and pert
derviere. He slowly closes door, face still
away from camera. pONNA calls down
from upstaivs, seductioely.

DONNA (OFF sipE): Brad . . . darling. . ..

BrAD slowly (urns. CLOSE-UP of lis face
has transfigured inio that of an 85-ycar-
old man. He moves slowly.

BrAD (looking vaguely in poxxa's di-
rection, speaks in a voice ancient with
agey: Yes. darling ... I'm coming. . . .

FADE OUT.
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1 PRODUCTS AT THE B
TOY SHOWMNEXT WEEK.\ 4 THIS LITTLE NUMBER

BY HARVEY KURTZMAN AND WILL ELDER
WITH LARRY SIEGEL

oUR TALE 15 TOLD AGAINST A BACKDROP OF DEATH -
DEALING DEVICES OF EVERY SIZE AND CALIBER !
IT'S THE TOY MANUFACTURERS' CONVENTION ! OUR
DOUGHTY DARLING 1S WORKING AS A DEMONSTRATION
MODEL OF SORTS FOR THE DINKYWINKY TOY COMPANY.
WE OPEN IN A PLUSH, PRIVATE SHOWRCOM WITH TOY
TYCOON J. P. DINKYWINKY, MODEL ANNIE FANNY AND
ANOTHER RATHER FAMILIAR-LOOKING FELLOW, WHO
HAS BEEN HIRED BY THE COMPANY AS A SPECIAL
SECURITY AGENT ESPECIALLY FOR THE OCCASION:+
GREAT GOLDFINGERS! CAN IT BE? -~ YES, IT 1S —

I'LL BE
UNVEILING
SOME SPEC-
J TACULAR NEW

THEY SHOULD MAKE
DINKYWINKY THE
TALK OF THE
INDUSTRY +- AND

-] OUR COMPETITORS

WOULD GIVE
ANYTHING TO
GET A LOOK AT
THEM AHEAO
OF TIME. YOUR
JOB WILL BETO
GUARD THESE
PROOUCTS
WITH YOUR
LIFE , MK.

HERE 15
OUR LINE OF
TOY WEAPONS,

\B&/ WONDERFUL,

AREN'T THEY 7

IS NAMED THE
“BLASTER 8!
IT'S ACTUALLY
EIGHT WEAPONS
IN ONE * EIGHT
DIFFERENT WAYS
FOR A TOT TO
PRETEND HE'S
KILLING HIS
PLAYMATES. AND
HERE'S THE
"BLASTER I3” /8y
FOR MORE JI§
ADVANCED

AND
HERE’'S AN
ITEM CERTAIN TO
APPEAL TO ANY

ALL- AMERICAN BOYi
ATOY ATOMIC WEAPON | A
f CAPABLE OF THE MAKE-
BELIEVE DISINTEGKATION g3

OF AN ENTIRE NEIGH-
BORHOOD, GIVING
THE ILLUSION OF THE
COMPLETE ANNIHILATION
OF EVERY LIVING
THING WITHIN A
RADIUS OF SIX CiTy
A BLOCKS FROM THE /.

AGENT 0007,
AREA CODE

212! JAMES

BOMB ! WHAT
ARE YOU DO-
ING HERE,
JIMZIE 2

A DEADLY

LOOKING
ARSENAL.,
MR.

CINKYWINKY.

| LIL BLOWGUN

WITH DARTS
- “HRE TS

b I'VE GIVEN UP
INTERNATIONAL ESPIONAGE,
ANNIE, MY PET. THE FIELD’S
TOO CROWOED! 50L0! HELM!
FLINT! BLAISE ! - TOO MUCH
COMPETITION ! -+ TOO LITTLE
OPPORTUNITY FOR ADVANCEMENT!
~HAD NO CHOICE BUT TO
GET INTO THIS WORK.
YOU'D BE SURPRISED HOW
FEW POSITIONS ARE
ADVERTISED 1N THE
TIMES UNDER “5"
FOR “SECRET AGENTS
WITH CRUEL MOUTHS
AND LICENSES
TO KILL.”

315



PLAYBOY

316

| REALLY
THINK THIS ONE
1S CUTE AND
HARMLESS-

YOU CAN'T vV AS A MATTER OF FACT, OUR /
EXPECT AREAL KIDDY KAP PISTOL — MADE OF NOW
WEAPON TO LOOK | LIGHT, OURABLE PLASTIC — 1550 ~ LET
AS DEADLY AS [ AUTHENTIC IN APPEARANCE THAT  ME
ONE OF TODAY’S / NINE OUT OF TEN LAW-ENFORCEMENT  SHOW

A#| OFFICERS EAN'T TELL ITFROM THE  YOU
| REAL THING. MORE KIDDY KAP OUR
| PLASTIC PISTOLS WERE USED IN [ BOXED
“FAKE GUN" HOLDLPS LAST YEAR [ GAMES.
THAN ALL OTHER TOY GLINS
COMBINED.,

THIS 16 THE ULTIMATE “BUSINESS”
GAME. IT IMITATES HIGH FINANCE WITH
ASTONISHING FIDELITY. WE CALL IT
YCHEAT.” IT'S SIMILAR TO MONOPOLY,
WITH PROPERTY CAROS AND PLAY MONEY.
THE OBJECTIVE, HOWEVER, 15 TO OBTAIN

YOUR OPPONENT'S MONEY BY GRABBING

IT WHEN HE ISN'T LOCKING,
OR BY FORCE.

| THINK
WE HAVE THE
ANSWER TO
MONOPOLY HERE.

CAN YOU
PASS GO AND
COLLECT 42007

YOU'VE SEEN OUR ’ NOT ONLY WILL THE LITTLE
LITTLE NEENY NEENY NONNY BABY DOLL
NONNY BABY DOLL. WALK, TALK, LAUGRH, CRY,
WELL, THIS YEAR  COUGH, BURP, BELCH, WET,
WE'VE GIVEN HER  DRIBBLE AND DROOL, BUT »+
ONE INNOVATION  THANKS TO A BREAKTHROUGH
THAT SHOULD  IN OUR RESEARCH DEPARTMENT,
CAUSE SOME SHE WILL BE THE FIRST DOLL
EXCITEMENT. J CAPABLE OF ACTUALLY CONTRACTING
ANY DF A DOZEN DIFFERENT
CHILDHOOD DISEASES. BUT THAT'S
NOT ALL. WE'VE ALSO FOUND A WAY
TO MAKE HER DISEASES CONTAGIOUS
FOR OTHER DOLLS. ASYOU CAN  f
SEE, FOR EXAMPLE, THIS BOOBY
DOLL 16 STARTING TO CATCH
YOUR NEENY NONNY ODLUS
MEAGLES.

HERE’s A WONDERFUL
NEW PRODUCT FOR AGGRESSIVE |
B0Ys AND GIRLS CALLED “MR. CRUSH.| LET ME

AN ERECTOR SET CAN BUILD.
IT’s VERY EFFECTIVE FOR
KNOCKING DOWN DOLL-
HOUSES AND TROUBLE -

SOME PLAYMATES.

DOLLIES!
I JUST LOVE

TOCUDDLE

OF COLIRGE, YOU'RE r BUT AS PROMISING AS
FAMILIAR WITH OUR | THESE MANY INNOVATIONS
FAMOUS BOOBY DOLL ARE, | NOW WANT TO SHOW
AND WHY WE CALL HER YOU THE MOST EXCITING
THAT, EH? WE MAKE A NEW DINKYWINKY PROD-
FORTUNE WITH HER, UCT OF ALL-THIS ISTHE
PARTICULARLY WITH LITTLE NUMBER THAT'LL
HER EVER-CHANGING MAKE THEM STAND UP
SEASONAL WARDROBES | AND PAY ATTENTION



'REMEMBER, MR. YU~EXCUSEN] HE MOST

HERE SHE W OUR LIFE-SIZED ANNIE DOLL, MODELED Y ANNIE!
15+ THE | AFTER THIS BEAUTIFUL YOUNG LADY. A | 11's YOU!
ULTIMATE | PERFECT REPLICA IN EVERY DETAIL *+ ]
DOLL »*THE WITH A SOFT, WARM PLASTIC COVERING
8 DOLL TOEND 50 PERFECT, YOU'D SWEAR SHE WAS ALIVE,
ALL DOLLS! AND WITH SOME SOPHISTICATED MECHANICAL f
MY PIECE- INNOVATIDNS WE NEVER THOUGHT OF ADDING | GOTTEND!

HAHA -OF | TO OUR OTHER DOLLS. WE'LL SELL A MILLION | LET ME | THAN THAT,
5= OF THEM ! AND THINK OF THE MONEY HuGIT? ISN'T
TANCE! WE'LL. MAKE ON ACCESSORIES — . THERE 2

BOMBE- | WANTYOU | ME, BUT Yof CERTAINLY DIO,

TO GUARD THIS DID You 4] SIR. vOU SEE,
WITH YOUR LIFE Juet saY THIS CHAP'S AN
' “GOTTENU"? "I IMPOSTOR.

YOU SEE, ME. DINKYWINKY + THIS BOUNDER RENDERED
ME LINCONSCIOUS, TIED ME LIP AND POSED AS ME, HOPING
TO STEAL YOUR TOY SECRETS FOR YOUR COMPETITOR.

¥ STOP HIM ! HE'S GOT THE ANNIE THEDOLL,
DOLL! IT’5 THE ONLY WORKING MODEL
THAT WE HAVE! GRAB HER! GRAB HER!

IT'5 THE | geaiisTic
REALYOU! | Look aND
— FEEL ! THERES
MORE TO ME

TELL THEM WHO You
REALLY ARE -+ NOT
JAMES BOMB, BUT
ISRAEL BOMB, A FORMER
SECRET AGENT, BUT NOW
A SPY FOR THE
COMPETITION —

. POAT YOURSEL

YOURE TRAPPED, TWIGEY
ISRAEL, OLD BOY! THERE’S
NO WAY TO ESCAPE — DOLL

e
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HOoW GHASTLY! HARD CHEESE,
THIS HORRIBLE SENSE- OLD BOY. I'M AFRAID Look! couLp 1
LESS TRAGEDY TURNS YOU WDN'T BE ABLE FRISBIE INTEREST YOU
MY STOMACH. TO DIsPLAY YOUR I5STEALING IN BUYING A

FROM YoLu! FEW HUNDRED
GRO5S OF THESE?
STEALING PLEASE 175 THE GREATEST
IDEAS DON'T PRODUCT | EVER
FROM INTERRUPT STOLE.
ANOTHER | ME WHEN
MANLIFAC- | I'M STEALING Look ! vou
TURER SHOWED ME THE
SAME THING LAST

SUPER DOLL AT THE
| FEEL SORRY Y ——\ TOY SHOW TOMORROW
AFTER ALL.

YEAR AND | TOLD
You THEN IT WAS

ASIDE,

THE EVE- A BOOBOO DOLL
LASHES AN AND HER BIG BEN
EXACT BOYFRIENO DOLL
AINIATURE WITH EXACT
IN EVERY i MINIATURE
DETAIL! 4 MINIATURE PRIVATE PARTS!

’ DINKYWINKY ¥ THERE'S A 1 WELL, WELL, OINKYWINKY, | UNDERSTAND PVE GOT NEWS

REALLY TURNS HE YOu HAD A LITTLE TROUBLE UP IN YOUR | FOR YOU, MENDEL ,
OUT A FINE EDUCATIONAL SHOWROOM YESTERDAY. TOO BAD YOU | THINGS DIDN'T WORK
8OoBY DOLL. TOY COMPANY 1S WON'T BE DISPLAYING YOUR SUPER- OUT EXACTLY AS
THE HAIR COMING OUTWITH SECRET NUMBER THIS YEAK. !

5T LAURENT JA
WARD-  Ja

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,
THE DINKYWINKY TOY COMPANY
PRESENTS ITS SUPREME TRIUMPH
IN TOY MANUFACTURING »* THE

MAGNIFICENT ANNIE DOLL?




LOOK UNDER NI Ao il JUNDERNEATH

- LIKE MINIATURE PHEUaNa Il  J THAT- UNDER-

D AT IR | GERNREICH R W | NEATH THAT-#
Y AT THE DRESS! - . § (CHOKE) (GASP)
LIKE B MINIATURE i : = s UFE'SIZE,

: ANNIE, COME BACK
. "M IN LOVE! % AND ACT LIKE A DOLL TILL |
I'M IN LOVE WITH W et THEIR ORDERS ! YOU OWE ME
oy 2on L roc e cou s | G e SO0R'S Laeor rres
“STORE! TRUE LOVE! WHICH, YOU'RE FIRED!

(PUFF) (PUFF)
 PLL NEVER @N
CATCHIT! ASK IT
IFIT HAS A
SISTER DOLL

MR.
DINKYWINKY,
4 I'M GIVING YOU
¥ ONE MORE MINUTE’S
4 NOTICE, AFTER
: WHICH,

Lauir!
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A SPECIAL
INVITATION TO
PLAYBOY's
FRIENDS
WORLD WIDE

Subscribe to PLAYBOY now
and save 20% off the single-
copy price with these one-
year rates:

Europe $12.60 U.S. currency or:
* British Isles £4.10.0 = Belgium 630
BRFS. * Luxembourg 665 L.F. ¢ Den-
mark 89 DKR. ¢ Finland 41 FMKS.
® France 63 N.F. » Greece 382 DR.
* |reland 90/- » Netherlands 46.00 FL.
* Norway 90 NKR. » Portugal 381 ESC.
* Sweden 66.00 SKR. e Switzerland
55.00 SFRS.

$15.60 U.S. currency or: Austria 411
Sch. = British Possessions £5.11.5
e Egypt 6.75 E.L. * French Posses-
sions 78 N.F. » Germany 62.65 DM.
* Hong Kong 90 HKD. # India 118
Rupees * lraq 6.5 Dinars = lIsrael
47.00 I.L. » Japan 6,500.00 Yen
e Lebanon 51.00 L.L. * New Zealand
11.60 Newz. ® Saudi Arabia 71.00
Rials * South Vietnam 3,120 Piastre
e Thailand 347 Baht » Turkey 199
Pounds

All other Countries $16.50 U.S. or equiva-
lent funds. U.S., U.S. Poss., Canada, Pan-
Am Union, APO & FPO $8.

MAIL YOUR ORDER TO: PLAYBOY®

c/o The Playboy Club

45 Park Lane

London W. 1, England

or

The Playboy Building
919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Ill. 60611 U.S.A.

Please enter my one-year subscription to
PLAYBOY. | am enclosing cheque, postal
draft, money order or currency in equiva-
lent funds for my country. | understand
that credit orders may not be accepted.

Name (please print)
Address
City State or Province

Country

Complete here:

[1 I have enclosed the correct amount
in equivalent funds.

[] Please send information on joining
the London Playboy Club.

[ Send PLAYBOY Binder. Now avail-
able in the U.K. & Europe for 25/-
postpaid. Holds six months’ issues.
From London office only.

PLAYBOY'S GALA HOLIDAY-ANNIVERSARY ISSUE

COMING SOON:




Oh, vou men and your heroics!
Do I always have to earn
my Canadian Club the hard way” Ye

U5 OLD IMPURTED IN BOTTLE FRURS CARADA By HIKAM 2L hi® APOATERS (NG DETROIT. %ilH 80 8 PRODF ELINDED CANADIZN &HISKY

A reward for men. A delight for women.

( ow.w/ Gern 't / /

“‘Wrﬁmnm

Smooth as the wind.
Mellow as sunshine.
Friendly as laughter.

The whisky that’s bold

%
enough to be lighter t
than them all. A -

M 5 |
B KERVILLE CANAT



The 1968 Barracuda.
- We gave 1t 4 new engines,

just for kicks.

We widened B: optional
Wide Oval '
And blended the taillights with the We also gave Barracuda options
rear deck. . itnever had before.
And restyled the grille. 5 Like carpeting on the walls.
In short, we made it look a whole ot And map pouches on the doors.
cleaner and quicker. Order a tach and you'll find the shift
And the beat goes on. ’ points in the “12 o’clock” position.
. They're easier to see that way.
W And the beat goes on. @

Our new engines: 318, 340 and 383 cu. in.
V-8s and a 225 cu. in. Six. _—
Powering your choice of hardtop,
fastback or convertible body styles.
And the boat goes on. %
K
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