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Now you can take Old Crow wherever you go. In the
tuckaway fifth is the same mellow, smooth Bourbon you
find in the familiar round bottle. Famous since 1835,
today Old Crow is the most popular Bourbon in the land.

Enjoy the Traveler at no extra charge.

The tuckaway fifth that
packs as flat as your shirt!
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When the Austin
Healey Sprite
keeps on winning
more fame and
glory than any-

Duick and easy
foldmg top TN Ay

----- 4 it has to be
good. But

there’s no law that says you can't go and make it even better.
Take the Sprite’s new 1275cc. engine. It's the same basic
engine that powered prototype Sprites to victory in their

class at Sebring and Le Mans. It runs more quietly and
smoothly, wears longer with no babying, and raises the

horsepower 10%—from 59 to 65.
Y With more torque at lower revs and more power at
1 higher revs, the flexibility of the engine is markedly
V. _improved along with acceleration and maximum
‘ speed. Even so, you can still get 30 thrifty

miles to the gallon.
Other new touches: New easy folding top

¥ with 3.3-square foot rear window. New 6%z-inch
diaphragm clutch that works smoothly with mini-
mum pedal pressure,

Plus, of course, race-bred rack-and-pinion steering
' and low-slung, road-gripping suspension for masterful
cormering and road handling. Self-adjusting disc brakes up
front for positive stops. And the comfort of wind-up windows
and foam bucket seats. One thing is still the same. The Sprite is
still the lowest-priced true sports car in America. Stop in at your
MG/ Austin Healey dealer and see how much more sports car
you can now get for under $2,000.

wstwﬂe: another action car from the sign of the Octagon. )




The Good Guys are always on the White Horse &

- ety

Where else would you find them? White Horse is a Scotch with all the
social graces. A taste that is smooth. Subtle. Persuasive. On the rocks or | e'
in the tall ones, White Horse comes through.

Good guys deserve their White Horse. So do you. M

TO ORDER SET OF 4 GDOD GUYS GLASSES AS o IEVER LET ¥ PERMISSIBLE) SENO $1. CHECI R MONEY ORDER TO “H“EH !

WHITE HORSE, DEPT. P. P.O BOX 16F, MT. ¥ ¥ ILENDEQ SCOTCH WHISKY — 86 PRODF —~ BROY EVINTNERSCO. N Y
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PI- AY BILL BETH VAT is out
front again  this
month. (Her pravpoy cover debut, as a
trttooed  secrer agent  heralding  James
Bond’s Girls in November 1965, was
among the most striking in our 161-cover
history.) Beth's wind-blown trackside ap-
pearance signals one of the milestones
ahead on the May rraysov circuit crowd-
ed with high-powered fiction, fast-paced
articles and supercharged pictorial fea-
tures. German photographer Horst Bau-
mann and rraveoy Conwibuting Editor
Ken W, Purdy, who created this month's
automotive  extravaganza, The Grand
Prix. are widely considered the world’s
best  autoracing  photographer  and
chronicler, respectively. This makes the
results of their collaboration here some-
thing of an ultimate essay on what has
become man’s most glamorous sport.
Our lead story is a work of poignant
realism abowt the Korean War. Day of
Good Fortune is the first published fiction
of Rafael Sweinberg, a Tokvo-based free-
lance correspondent and magazine writ-
er. In 1951, Sweinberg was in Korea as a
war correspondent. ol which experience
he wold us: A valley like the one in this
story existed, and there was such a vil-
lage, and there was such a girl . . . and
that's about all 1 should say.” Steinberg
—who categorizes himsell as “a stupefy-
mgly ervatic player ol go. a lair-weather
small-boat sailor and an insatiate explor-
er ol the Japanese evening”—adds, “I've
been wniting fiction, or trving 1o, for
vears. The conflicts and  contrasts be-
wween East and West, Asians and Ameri-
cans, 1s a theme that has intrigued me for
some time, as this story indicates.”
Other May fiction includes cartoonist-
author Gahan Wilson’s macabre fable
The Sea Was Wet as Wet Could Be: a
deceptive tale of biological science fiction,

GUNTHER

PURDY

Wise Child, by Britisher John (The Mid-
wich Cuckoos) Wyndham: and John D.
MacDonald's Quarrel, which describes
the comic fate of a hipster whom love
makes square. The ninth and tenth
novels in MacDonald's Travis McGee
tough-guy series are scheduled for pub-
lication this vear, and a MacDonald study
ol the Dr. Carl A. Coppolino murder
trials, o be called No Deadly Medicine,
will appear in 1968,

Curbing  America’s Invisible Govern-
ment: The C1A. by Ohio’s junior Demo-
cratic Senator, Stephen M. Young. is an
extraordinarily timely plea for greater
control over the CIA by one of the few
Americans with ofhicial knowledge of the
Agency's scope. A decorated veteran of
both World Wars and a member of the
Commitiee on Armed  Services, Senator
Young is known both lor his crusades
against Government secrecy (he was the
first member of Congress 1o make a public
statement of his hnancial holdings) and
for lus brilliantly caustic replics to ¢rack-
pot mail [rom constituents.

Conhrmation ol our long-standing sus-
picion that much of the world's literary
legwork is done with one [oot on a brass
rail was contained in a note from author
Max (The Split-Level Trapy Gunther
about his rescarches lor this month's The
Sonics Boom: “Tryving to hind out about
sonic weapons, 1 quickly found T'd get
nowhere asking questions in the Penta-
gon. So I bought a couple of drinks for a
military officer one night m a Washing-
ton bistro. He was tving to show me
what various sounds sounded like, and 1
repeated them o check my understand-
ing. We whistled, yodeled, hooted. Two
drunken businessmen began to ape the
sounds at twice the vohume. The bar-
tender threw them out, and T heard
them yodel their way down the block.”

WILSON

MACDONALD

STElNﬂI—'.R..G

The awardwinning screenplay that
figures prominently in Stephen H. Yala's
My, How Fast They Learn has, Steve
tells us, grown through two and one hall
vears ino a novel—o be cilled Paxton
Quigley’s Had the Course and 10 be
published Lite this fall. Since his graduoa-
ton from Dartmouth n 1963, Steve has
been studving, waching in a Wauns cle-
mentary school and  writing—with  the
sometimes  disillusioning  consequences
described in his hrst reavsoy picee, but
generally with a remarkable measure ol
success.

Sol (Ov Ov Seven) Weinstein's tonr-de-
larcical Playboy Intervieiwe with Brook-
Ivin comic Woody Allen arrived with word
from Sol that he is currently “organizing
the fist Bob Dylan Goll Classic and also
laving the groundwork for a discothéque
for football plavers, 10 be called the
Whiskey-a-Gogolak.” Besides the manic
Allen interview, May's humor abounds in
the form of another hairbreadih episode
of Little Annie Fanny; and Open Your
Mouth—My Foot Is Stuck, by D. G.
Llovd and Larry Sicgel, a sure-hre glossary
of hwung, if [riend-losing, rejoinders o
asinine questions. No less conspicuous by
their presence in this issue are the e
doubtable delights of the female form,
most notably in Sylvan Syloa, an unhur-
ricd eight-page view ol the sensuous new
Italian sex star, Sylva Koscina: and in
The Late Show, a picorial revelation—
through the peekaboo gaps ol the laest
styles  in maseuline  sleepwear—ol  the
admirably cinulevered configuration ol
Peyton Place’s Barbara Parkins. All this
and more—such as Thomas Mario's deep
draught of the heady world of brunet
beers in Through a Glass—Darkly and
Lucius Beebe's The Golden Age of Mo-
bile Gastronomy—are commingled with-
in for a light and bright May collation.
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Should a gentleman offer a Tiparillo to a lab technician?

Underneath that pocket of pencils
there beats the heart of a digital
computer. This girl has already
catalogued and cross-indexed the
Tiparillo slim, elegant shape. And

the neat, white tip. She knows that
there are two Tiparillos. Regular,
for a mild smoke. Or new Tiparillo
M with menthol, for a cold smoke.
She knows. She's programmed.

And she's ready.

But how about you? Which
Tiparillo are you going to offer? Or
are you just going to stand there
and stare at her pencils?
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Tonight mix your daiquiris
with Ronrico, the light

tasteful rum from Puerto Rico.
You might really stir up something.

@ Yy d

T

Rum in a new light

e . £
GENERAL WINE AND SPIRITS COMPANY.
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MARK LANE INTERVIEW
I read with great enthusiasm  vour
February interview with Mark Lane. Its
revelations about the Winren Report
were utierly shocking. It is hard to imag-
e, in our supposedly democratic sociery,
that such & modkery of justice could be
tolerated. T applaud Lane and his coura-
geous attempt to unveil the truth.
Myrna Spina
San Jose, California

PLAYBOY's interview with Mark Lane
was terrilying. Lane's suggestion of a pos-
sible cover-up by the Warren Commission
and the FBI shakes the foundations of
our Government. Not that T completely
believe Lane. Like most Americans, 1 am
utterly confused by the Kennedy assassi-
nation. However, il even one of Lane's
accusations is proven correct, the authen-
ticity of the Warren Report will be
destroyed. I hope that through the work
ol such doubters as Lane, a new investi-
gation will be opened. Only through a
new study will my  woubled thoughts
(and those of countless thousands of
othersy be resolved.

Robert Abrams
Indianapolis, Indiana

Lane’s  revelations  completely  as
tounded us Filipinos, 10 whom vour
President Kennedy is a martyr. ' We can
now only hope that the case will be re-
opened, and soon. Thank vou for ane of
your best interviews yet—and for a
great magazine.

Joe Mari Chan
Manila, Philippines

I found mysell amazed and intrigued
by vour interview with Mark Lane. True
as it is that Lane has a very strong case,
the value of the interview does not end
there, In's high time the American people
stopped taking the infallible word ol the
Government at face value and started o
question some ol Uncle Sam’s more du
bious declarations. The primary question
is not Oswald's guilt, but whether the
American people have the right to know
the truth. Docs President Johnson's exce
utive power also include the right to pro-
tect our virgin cars from the  harsh
sounds ol realityz Hats oft to Mark Lane

and o vraveoy for their attempts to lift

the Golden Fleece our Government has

tried o place over the public eve.
Thomas R. DuBois
Hobart College
Geneva, New York

I do not think that this whole fiasco
could ever happen in England. Owr rep-
resentatives  in Parliament  might  be
biased. dalt  and ignorant—but  they
know who put them in power and who
can just as casily put them out. That, ol
course, is the English people, and we
would he satisfied with nothing less than
the truth.

The whole of American politics is on
trial now. not only belore the American
people but belore the world. The fecling
here is: “The whole thing sunks 1o high
heaven.” Get the smell out. Americans,
and do justice 1o the man—John Kenne-
dy—who tried to get justice for you.

A. J. Smith
Reading, England

The last time I saw Mark Lane was in
the fall of 1963. He was cruising down
East 14eh Street in a sound truck. blar-
ing some nonsense in an effort to estab-
lish a new “power base™ on the Lower
East Side of New York. Parly because
ol the community newspaper (Town &
Village). which T was then editing, Lane
wis blocked in that effort.

A lew weeks later, President Kennedy
was Killed, and shorly thereafier I went
to North Carolina to cover civil rights
demonstrations and  Klan  resurgence.
Lane, hike Captain Ahab, began pursu
ing the most enormous white whale in all
American history.

S50 now it is 1967, in an America
ransformed by the events of November
1963. Now we are all on the dark side of
the moon, in a cratered Land where few
men  trust  their neighbors. Because 1
once helped deleat Lane on a matter of
peripheral importance—where, as a mat-
ter of fact, he richly deserved deleat—I
owe Mark Lane just this:

[ am stunned by the prolound thor-
oughness and cold savagery ol his posi-
tion, but even more by his extraordinary
growth as a human being. He exudes
now a sense of icy conwrol and purpose-
ful integrity. It is my hope that Repre-
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We sailed the seven seas to
bring you this swashbuckling
new scent. What else could we
call it? SEVEN SEAS.

brisk and buoyant cologne —
cool-as-the-ocean after shave lotion
all-purpose tale

deodorant shower bar soap.

©1966 Seven Seas Division — Fabergé Ine,




Somebody finally sat down and designed a
professional fishing goggle.

Every fisherman learns one fact very early: the fish has one
advantage; he can see you but you can't see him. B Well, be-
ginning today, Renauld puts you on even terms: you can see
him below the surface of the water. Just put on a pair of the
great new fishing goggles, the Wide Angler. Suddenly, you’re
looking into—not onto the water. Ingeniously visored polarized
lenses cut through surface reflection and glare. You see those
sneaky, wily fish as they plot their sneaky, wily fish tricks on
you. You'll find Wide Anglers (there’s a great women’s model,
too) at the best sporting goods departments and stores through-
out the U. S. and Canada. At $7.50 you'll agree they're sensa-
tional—unless40u happen to be a fish.

PLAYEROY

REMNAULD.
INTERNATIONAL, LTD.

851 Burlway. Burlingamea, Calil. 34010

Renauld research cuts the glare—
lets you see the fish.

It takes more than martinis
to build an image, mister.

| An aggressive new after-shave
| from the House of 4711.

Part of a complete men's line

] priced from 1.25 to 4.50.

sentative. Theodore R, Kuplerman  of
New York will once agamn introduce his
resolution calling for a blueribbon Con-
gressional committee o conduct a new
and more balanced invesugation ol the
events surrounding the assassination.
PPete Young
Lawrenceville, New Jersey

Congratulations for another excellent
interview. I have just one question:
What can I, an average American, do
to make “my” Government reopen the
mquiry?

Lew Motorese
Kenmore, New York
Write to your Congressmen.

Lane las obviously done his home-
work and done it well, and we would
like o cast our ballots in favor ol re-
opening the investugation into the assassi-
nation. However, alter considering  the
mmpliction  of  Lane’s  thesis—which,
though subtly put. scems 10 point to a
Government plot involving the CIAL the
FBI, the Secret Service and the Dallas
police force—we must remark that the
CIA and the FBIL not to menton the Se-
cret Service, are “smarter than the aver
age bear”” They have at their disposal
the most advanced 1echnological devel
opments. They are prolessionals. IT there
were, in fact, an organized Government
plan to liquidate J. F. K., why would it
be carried out in front of thousands of
witnesses? The assassination, although it
succceded, scems 1o have been  very
amateurish, planned and executed by
bunglers, Surely a “natwral causes™ death
would have been [ar casier to arrange—
and  would have aroused much  less
attention.

G. W. A, Trimble
C. K. Haines
Kingston, Ontario

Though in my judgment your Mark
Lane interview as a whole was a very
sorry altaiv, indeed. in terms ol objeaive
analysis, the only specific comment 1
would wish to make is that I never, at
any ume. made the statement auributed
to me—indeed, it is in quotes—in the
interview. Nor, ol course, was 1 or any
other member ol the Wirren Conunis-
ston ever motivated by such a sentimens.

John J. McCloy
New York, New York

Lane's stalement was: “One of the
Commussion’s memberys, John J. McCloy,
satd it was vital for the Commission to
show the world that Amevica ix not a
banana republic, where a government
can be changed by conspiracy.”” Lane's
source was Edward Jay Epstein’s “In
quest,” wherein Epsiein attributes pre-
cisely these words 1o McCloy, from an
intevview conducted by Epstein in New
York City on June 7, 1965. Epstein,
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Something
‘Intimate’
1S going on

In Greece
and 36 other love-struck
countries.

‘Intimate’. ..cherished as one
of the world’s
seven great fragrances.

Intimate Spray Mist
by Revlon.

contacted in Cambridge, Massachusetts,
where he is cwrrently  studving, told
rLaYsoy that McCloy had  definitely
made the statement, but that the mier-
view was not laped. McCloy, Jormer
Assistant Secretary of War and former
Amervican High Conuntssioner [or Ger-
many, may have been m.".\f.mufr':.". hui we
think t's unfortunate that he did not
clect to repudiate the vemark when it
originally appeared, almost a year ago,
in Epsiein’s bestselling book—auwhich was
widely publicized and  praised  for ity
authenticity.

In his rush to sell books, magazines
and newspapers, at least Lane admits he
is no fircarms expert. Anyone familiar
with shooting «in auest o the echo
cifect, especially in an area ol hard sur-
faces. such as those surrounding the
Kennedy assassination site in Dallas.

C. H. Houser
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma

The echo question has been posed pre-
viously. Lane's veply: “Since echoes could
have played such a crucial vole in deter-
mining the validity of eyewitness place-
ment of the shots, the Commission should
have restaged the shooting with bystanders
and actual gunfive to determine the echo
chavacterisitcs of Dealey Plaza. This the
Commussion never did.”

In your interview, Lane states (on
pages 53 and 51): “I'm not a rifle expert
or a policeman, but I was able to take
one look at that weapon and unhesitat-
ingly identily it as a 6.5 Ialian nifle, not a
7.65 German Mauser, Beciuse  ciched
clearly on the stock ol the gun were the
manulacturer’s words: “Mape Ay’ and
ICAT: G

Awmvone who knows anvihing about
firearms would know that no such in-
scription exists. Enropean weapons are
de
metric system. Therefore, the inscription
would have o vead 6.5 Millimeters™—
which is usually abbreviated to “aran”
on rifles. Lane states emphatically and in
quotation marks that he saw “car. 6.5”
stamped on the stock. Since he is a law-
yer, he should be the hrst 1o admit one
misrepresentation ol Lact, il exposed, can
discredit a whole 1estimony.

Dennis Matson
Western Washington College
Bellingham, Washington

Perhaps; but in this instance, Lane is
correct. A close-up phum of the rifle is
published as Commission Exlibit 341 on

nated. according 1o bore. under the

page 239 of volume 17 of the Commis-
sion's “Heavings and Exhibits.” The pho-
to shows the imscription “car. 6.5.” The
inscription is also quoted—but not pic-
tured—on pages 81, 553 and 334 of the
Warren Report ilself.

Mark Lane made a number of mis-
statements in his interview:

1. Numerous witnesses saw  einther a
mun ar the sixth-Hoor window ol the
Texas School Book Depository or a gun
protruding from the window. Witness
Brennan had noticed a man in the sixth-
floor window several minutes hefore the
shooting  began. Three emplovees on
the filth floor heard rifle shells drop on
the floor above.

2. Regandless ol mmuoal nusstatements
by the police as to the exact make ol rille
found in the building, the fact remains
thar ballistics experts agreed thar the
buller lound in Parkland Hospital and
the buller fragments found in the Presi-
dentad limousine were fived from  Qs-
wald’s Carcano rille, “to the exclusion ol
all other weapons.” The same opinion
applicd w0 the empty carmdge cases
found with the rille.

3. Numerous witnesses saw Oswald
running down the sireer alwer the shoot-
ing ol Ofhcer Tippit. Several idemified
Oswald at the police line-up. Empty
shells at the seene of the crime were
identified as having been fired from Os-
wald’s pistol “10 the exclusion of all other
weapons.” According 1o Lane. Oswald
must have grabbed the murder weapon
[rom the murderer’s hands and run down
the street with it. How silly can you geoi?

Inaccuradies such as these make all of
Lane’s statements suspect.

Lester F. Keenw
Cup(' Canaveral, Florida

In the prelace o vour interview with
Mark Lane, vou quoted exiensively from
my criticitl review of his book Rush to
Judgment. You added.  correctly,  that
Normuan Mailer had reviewed the hook
Favorablv. As a writer best known for his
fiction, Mailer is frequently mteresting
and  provocuive—nd  a fiction  write
would be as l|il.‘di|lt-l| A5 HIVONE 1O FEvView
another’s heton. But Lane’s book is ol-
fered 1o the public as fact—a legalistic
aritique ol the Wanen Commission’s in
voestigation. And so | venure o suggest
that Mailer may not be lully equipped o
assess the merits of Lane’s auack on the
Warren Report.

It is doubtlul than Mailer had read the
Commission’s 26 volumes of supporting
exhibits  belore cheering Lane's 100
pages of . .. Cstaggering facts.” ™ In any
cvent, it is clear dvae Mader had had no
ocGision o exanune those volumes with
meticulous care. Even discarding the laca
that Mailer is neither legal scholar no
historian. trined and experienced in the
testing of evidence. it can salely be said
that his enthusiocsm Tor Lane’s prohable
jeremiad would have been dampened by
a comparison of it with the Commission’s
exhibirs.

A representative example ol Lane’s
technigue can be found on pages 32 and
33 ol his book. As a vital part of his
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PLAYBOY

If you're about
to buy a watch,
why not make

sureit’s a
1 stop watch

2 time out stop watch
3 doctor’s watch
4 yachting timer
5 tachometer
6 aviator’s watch
7 time zone watch
'8 skin diver’s watch

9 regular watch

Why not make sure it's the
Chronomaster by Croton, $100.
Write for free fact book:

Dept. P-5, Croton Watch Co.,
Croton-On-Hudson, N.Y.

CROTON

CHRONOMASTER

GOES STEADY GOES STEADY
GOES STEADY GOES STEADY

cifort to demonstrate that some assassi-
nation shots came from a grassy kuooll
ahead of the Kennedy limousine, Lane
quotes one J. G, Price as deposing that
he saw running atop the rise a man who
“had something in his hand.” Those who
care enough about the wruth to check the
pertment . Commission  exhibit  volume
(1%, page 492) will discover that Lane
has omitted cthe balance of Price’s state-
ment. Price had ended his statement by
saying he thought that the man might
have been carrying “a headpicee.” So
much for Lane’s sinister implication that
It was a gun.

I once conlronted Lane with this em-
barrassing example on Irv Kupcnet's
Chicago television program. Lanc’s only
response was that in a 478-page book he
couldn’t quote everything in the Com-
mission volumes. (Aher the laughter had
subsided. Lane brought out his photo-
graph purporting 10 show Jack Ruby at
the assassination site. He showed it to
the wrong man. Kup, who has been
around, promptly announced: “That's
not Jack. I've known him for years.” And
Kup was right))

Anyone uncurious enough o read and
believe Lane's shapeless  collection  of
distortions and sly innuendoes without
first, or alterward, reading the Warren
Report and its exhibit volumes, earns the
name gullible. Tt being  demonstrably
true, 1 repeat my published statement
that Lane’s book “passes beyond  the
merely  superfical.  being  frequently
dishonest as well.”

John R. Walz

Professor of Law
Northwestern University
Evanston, Illinois

THE DRAFT
I would like to commend Congress-
man Thomas B. Curtis for his fine article
on the draft (Conscription and Com-
reaveoy,  February).  Curtis
presents an extremely  well-articulated
argument for the establishment ol an
allvolunteer  Army.  In my  research,
presented to the recent Dralt Conference
at the University ol Cliucago and 1o
meetings of the American Economic As-
sociation, I have also anempied to esti-
mate the economic costs ol the dralt in
teyms of the implicit tax thae is placed
on those who are lorced by a dralt lia-
bility 1o serve. The results of my study
clearly support the conclusions reached
by Congressman Curtis. The size ol the
tax is quite staggering and incquitable.
Professor Walter Y. O
Department ol Economics
University ol Washington
Seartle, Washinglon

miiment,

I have read with interest Congressman
Curtis” Conscription and Commitment,
Curtis makes a strong and solid argu-

ment for the elimination ol the draft and
is replacement by a volunteer Army.
His arucle is dewiled and lactual, ver
concise. I am interested in the possibility
of reprinting this article for distribution
ar a mational conlerence on conscription
and s impaa on AmeriGin society,
which the American  Friends  Service
Committee will sponsor this spring.

William F. Medhn

Peace Lducation Division

American Friends Service Committee

Philadelphia. Pennsylvania

Pevmission granied.

I am delighted to report that T placed
Congressman  Curus’ article,. Conscrip-
tion and Commitment, in the Congres-
sional Record on January 24,

Representative Donald Rumsleld
U. 5. House ol Representatives
Washington. D. C.

Many of Curtis’ views are shared by
soldiers now in the Armed Forces. 1. for
one. {eel that I have been cheated, or at
least misused. Had 1 been placed in a
position comparable with my civilian oc
cupation. the Government could have
saved many hours and a great deal of
money. This is one ol the pet peeves of
most soldicrs with prior technical skills—
they never gew 1o use them. I will be dis-
charged soon, and it will take me many
months 1o regain skills that I lost during
my service. 1T the Army used our cvilian
skills—instead ol making half-assed clerks
out of all ol us—the military would
benefit, and we might also.

Sp/4 Vincemt J. Fernandez
Heidelberg, Germany

The Selective  Service  System s
founded on the beliel, in which 1 hearti-
Iv concur, that every male American
owes a portion of his life 1o the service of
his country. Because ol this, the question
ol inequity—or unfairness, as it is usually
called——is Service should be
rendered by cach individual where it

irrelevam.

would be most valuable: as a nuclear sa
enmtist. a docor. an aviator, artillervman,
infantryman or what have yvou.
Granville S, Ridley
Charman, American Legion
National Security Coundil
Murlreeshoro, T ennessee

Good as it was. Curus” artide did not
go far enough. The present draft system
1s not only “obsolete™ and “inefhaent,
inequitable  and  undemocratic.”™  but,
even worse, it is clearly unconstitutional.
The D3th Amendment  plainly states:
“Neither shvery nor involuntary servi-
tude. except as a punishment for carime
whereol the party shall have been duly
convicted, shall exist within the United
States, or any place subject to their juris.
diction,”
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Conscription is certainly involuntary
servitude, and being of draft age and in
good health is certainly no erime. The
inclusion of the phrase “except as a pun-
ishment Tor crime” shows that this pro-
hibition of slavery applies not only 10
private slavery but also to public slavery,
as inan army. I it applicd only to indi-
viduals, not government, this specific
exception would have been unnecessary.

George Fink
Burlington, Iowa

In an otherwise excellent article, Rep-
resentative Curtis has completely missed
the point in his discussion of how the in-
cyuities of the draft affeat American Ne-
grocs. To simply say that Negroes have
“higher enlistment rates” is o beg the
more fundamental question of why this
should be so. The point is that American
Negroes have fewer alternatives avail-
able to them. The fact that any Ameri-
can should believe that his chances of
success are better in Vietnam than in Ala-
bama is a sad commentary on Americin
society and. I fear, on the elected repre-
sentatves who see nothing morally repre-
hensible in such conditions.

Cedric C. Clark
East Lansing, Michigan

ar

WISE AND FAIR
I would like to congratulate Trwin

Shaw on his carthy description of the
trials of the living when Liced with the
realization of death (IWhere All Things
Wise and Faiv Descend, viavvoy, Feb-
ruary). Compassion, one of the thankful
virtues bestowed  upon mam, is very
clfectively projected in this fine picce of
fiction,

Chad Walk

Cameron State College

Lawton, Oklahoma

IWORD PLAY

I presented some of Robert Carola’s
more innocent Word Plays to my fourth-
graders recently and asked them—as an
exerase in imagination and  language
lacility—to design some ol their own,

I thought you would appreciate this
one, put up on the blackboard by one of
my bovi—to the delight of the other
Loys and the bewilderment of the girls:

PLAYWOY

Richard Siegelman
Flushing, New York

COGNAC CONNOISSEUR
Congratulations on Maurice Zolotow's
Febriary picce on Cognac—so wittily tall
ol mformation and so genially destrue-
tive ol popular Lllacies. As a Chevalier
du Tastevin, my only (very mild) criti-
cism is that Zolotow did not sufhciently
underline the point that cognac does not

improve, though it may deteriorate, in
bottle. Zolotow referred 10 this, but did
not stress it. Too many people think
wines and spirits improve in bottle—and
so lew do: vintage port, carver and red
burgundy. Most white wines are belter
drunk fast.

Alec Wangh
New York, New York

GOLDEN GOOT

lu The Girls of “Casino Royale” in
vour February issue¢, a photo of me—
as a “Goldhinger Girl"—was  captioned
“stage actress Aun Thompson.”  Since
cvery actress is enthusiastic about  the
idea of appearing in PLAYBOY, it scems
ercat pity that when my picture does get
in, I'm given the wrong name. I'm Lisa

Thomas. not Ann Thompson. Here’s a
picture, this time in silver rather than in
gold, which you might want to print
with my leuer.

Lisa Thomas

London. England

Sorry about that, Lisa. The Larly Bird

satellite appavently laid an cgq, as your
name was scrambled en youle from Eng-
land 1o our editor’s desk.

EDITORS PRIZE

I am, ol course. delighted to have won
the rLavroy editors’ prize for nonfiction
writing during 1966. What I would lLike
to give in return is my appreciation for
rrLaysoy’s attitude toward writers. Not
only its gencrosity in inanaal terms,
which manifests itsell in the Tact that as
the magazine’s circulation and revenues
have grown, so have its rates to writers:
but, more imporantly, my appreciation
is for the freedom I've experienced ai
reavsov. While there is occasionally a
problem pertaining o aralt (which usual-
ly means clarity), there has never been a
problem about my point of view and
opinions. By contrast, I was banished
some time ago from the pages of The
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At least he knows about
Koratron®’permanent press

Look at those perfectly creased pants...that crisp,

smooth shirt. Only Koratron® permanent press looks

that good after dozens of wash-and-dry cycles. b
Koratron invented permanent press, patented i Vo ha,
the new exclusive process, and now licenses ﬁ l;é{ﬁ-ﬁ:@
only the best manufacturers to use it. Whatever KO[};‘\T]@N
it is—shirt, pants, raincoat, windbreaker

—if it's marked Koratron it's permanent press

with a capital Promised Performance. So buy it.

Koratron Company. Inc. San Francisco + New York = Los Angeles €1967 Koratron Company
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Reporter because 1 disagreed with its
publisher on Viemam—and  that  dis-
agreement. was i another publication.
There's nothing more vital 1o a writer
than being free 10 say wlinever he wants
to say as best he cin say it And that's
the name ol the game. as I've found i,
AL PLAYBOY.

Nat Hewoll
New York, New York

This is the first time that any maga
zine—or in fact any kind of publication
—has awarded me a prize. [For the best
PLAYBOY fiction of 1966.—Fd.] Buc then,
PLAYBOY Gin be alwavs depended upon to
produce brilliant surprises.

Viadimir Nabokov
AMontreus, SwitzerLnd

It grieves me 10 write this lever,
vou guys being the editors of an organi.
zation devoted to truth and beauty and a
lot of goad things. I'm sure that vou
would want to know how I feel abouw
the atest scurrilous body blow that vou
have dealt to my wueaing areer.

Last year. when vou saw fit 1o bestow
upon me the 1965 reayvsoy  humor
award for Leopold Doppley and  the
Great Orphewm Gravy Boat Riot, 1 el
that that would have been enough. You
realize that over countless vears 1 have
assiduously built up a vast edifice of fail-
ure and have beécome known in some ar-
cles as the one quavering voice of (he
true losers. Winning this award cost me
i considerable portion of my lollowing,
who took it as a personal insuli. And
now comes this Toul and 1otally unex-
peaed attack. Upon receipt of your an-
nouncement that vou had awarded me the
1966 award for humor /satire Tor Daplne
Bigelow and  the Spine-Clilling  Saga
of the Snail-Encrusted Tin-Foil Noose, |
wits shocked into near insensibility.

The case. ol cowrse. has been placed
in myv Liwyers” hands, I see no alterna-
tive. It has become obvious 1o me and 1o
my lasi-dwindling group of followers
that there is an organized plot afoot. |
realize that it is customary for the recipi-
ent ol such awards 1o show appreciation,
[ will follow the form, being a person
who believes in simple civilities. But |
will go no lurther. You can expect a fools-
cap Irom my auorneys, who even at this
very moment are contemplating acuon.

Jean Shepherd
New York, New Yok

I was very proud and happy that The
Eastern Sprints appearved  in prAvBOY
(May 1966) and, needless to say, very
fattered an winning your editors” prize
lor the best picce by a new rravsoy
WIILCT.

Tom Mayer
Saigon, South Victnam
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FUN THINGS HAPPEN WITH SMIRNOFF

You can’t decide which one you like the best. SmirnofT
Serewdrivers with the zestful taste of orange juice.
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

Dt-lugcd as we arce with dull direct-
mail solicitations, we're always on
the lookout for an irresistible offer. We
thought we had a winner recently when
a leterhead emblazoned with large, car-
nivorous-looking insects caught our eye.
The mimeographed missive was from
one Hugh A. Carter of Plains, Georgia,
who wasted lew words getting o his
point: "Sir: YOU CAN MAKE THOUSANDS
OF DOLLARS YEARLY RAISING GRAY CRICK-
175 to sell as fish bait.” This, [rankly, is a
way ol making thousands ol dollars yearly
that had never occurred 1o us. Visions
ol early retiremem danced in our head
as we read thar “a aricket lays approxi-
mately 10 eggs a day and lays from 20
to 30 days. With just a licde hguring
you cin sce whiat 200 breeder crickets
will produce lor you. Il you sell re-
tail, you can ger 115-3 cents cach for
them. From 200 female crickets with the
proper amount of male crickets you
should produce 30,000-40,000."

Reeling under images ol concupiscent
crickets  and  burgeoming  profits, we
plowed on. “You can begin on a small
scale—a small hox on your back porch, in
your garage or even in the corner of your
bedroom.” As il anudipating our unwill-
ingness to disturh 200 females” enjoy-
ment ol the proper amount of males—or
our suspicion that their enjoyment might
disturb our slumber—>Mr. Carter quickly
pointed out that: “There is no odor, no
noticeable chivping. Later vou can grow
into a largescale operation and watch
the dollars roll in.”

If the sound ol unnoticeable chirping
or the roar of dollars rolling in would be
oo much for our belabored cars, Mr.
Carter offered alternatively 1o set us up
in the mushrooming—and presumably
quicter—worm  industry.  Only  with
difhiculty did we resist the urge 1o dash
ofl a check for S135 1o accompany an
order blank that read: “Yes! T want to
start a big worm-raising operation im-
mediately. Send me vour instruction bhook
now on how o raise and sell fishworms
and crickers. When T get my beds ready
[we note that this whole business centers

e ey e . meas PR

around the bedroom]. I'll netily you
when to send me 50,000 breeder worms.”
Remember, we were told, “50.000 breed-
cr worms multiply to 50.000.000 in one
year.” Our omnly reservation was: What
do you do with 50,000,000 hybrid red
wrigglers if the botwtom drops out of the
worm market—or out ol your beds? You
can’t wait for the market to revive, be-
cause those 50,000,000 worms will turn
into 30 billion 1 another year. At a
conservative 50 worms per ounce, our re-
search department informs us. that's over
30,000 ons of worms. Perhaps the solu-
ton to this earthy problem can be found
in Mr. Caner’'s 8295 opus. How and
Where to Sell Fishworms and Crickels.
In any case, we know what he does with
the by-products, because he closes his pres-
cmation with a coupon offer that may
be the gilt for the man who has every-
thing: For two dollars he'll mail, any-
where in the U.S., “a beautiful ice
bucket packed with pure worm castings.”
That's direct-mail lk for wormshir,
.

When a man is divested of job or title,
there is ordinarily no term to describe his
loss in a manner appropnate 1o his
prolession. While there are obvious ex-
ceptions—lawyers can be disbarred and
priests  delrocked—the majority ol us
risk only bemg fired. canned or sacked.
To reculfy this linguisuc dehciency, we
have compiled a nomenclature to sug-
gest how people in various positions
might be descriptively removed  from
them. Trivia-fixated hipsters, for exam-
ple, should be decamped, and celebrives
who becime passé would be  defmmed.
In the academic world, dull prolessors
could be declassified, while slow stu-
dents could  be  degraded;  and  those
who cheated on exams would surely be
detested. Incompetent fishermen would
be outcast, and scedy [fruitgrowers im-
peached. Hairdressers who used greasy
kid stuff on their customers could be dis-
tressed, and  umidy  cosmetologists  de-
faced. In public life, politicians who
Lailed to fulfill campaign promises could

be devoted, and their secretaries defiled.
Impertinent  doormen  could be  un
hinged, cumsy electricians  delighted,
and careless power-plant operators  de-
generated. In sports, bungling baseball
players could be debased. and  tinid
boxers defrayed. A lalsetto hog caller
could be disgruntled: waitresses who
dropped trays could be justly deserved.
Salvation Army workers could more el-
fectively warn lost souls about the wages
of sin il winos could be deported. Club
joiners might be dismembered for failure
o pay dues. And last, but not least,
Playvboy Club Bunnies who spilled drinks
—il such a thing ever happened—could
summarily be dewailed.
L]

A measure proposing the trout as
Michigan’s official state fish—and passed
by the legisliture—was introduced by
state senator Terry Troutt,

Unsettling sign ol the times spoued
in the window of a rental agency near
Umiontown,  Pennsylvania:  coMpaxy
COMING? RENT A COT, SOFA BED, HAMMOCK
OR SHOTGUN.

L

Nautical and matrimonial facts for
cautious bachelors to ponder: Under cer
tain circumstances, in various parts of
the world, capuains of certain vessels
may legally join a couple in matrimonv
—as binding a marriage as any per-
formed ashore, whether by church or by
stite. The church can also annul mar
riages, and states ¢an grant divorces. But
in no part of the world, under any cr-
cumstances, may the captain ol any ves-
sel rend matrimonial bonds asunder.

.

“It's always better at a hotel,” reads
the lewerhead of Atlantic City’s Liberty
Hotel, which bills itself as a “Honey-
mooner's Haven.”

-

Underwear Intelligence: The Arkansas
Democrat reports that a novel long-leg
pantic is available at Pfeilers, a Liule
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You have to

ook forthe“W”

because it's silent.

Wrangler’

for wreal jeans.

Want a wrugged jeans laak in a walker length?
Luckily, there's Wrangler, the people who make
the wreal slim-fitting jeans, and naw they're
making them in washable striped denim cut-offs,
for about $4. All papular sizes. Shirts that ga
with them came fram the silent “W", taa.

D197 BLUE BELL, INC. FRICES SLIOHTLY HIGHER N THE WEIT.

Wrangler Western Wear, 350 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 10001.

Rock department store. “Choose it in
white or black.” says the ad, “for a linc
that is sleck [rom waist to thing.”

A new twist in toiler training is being
pioncered in Japan, thanks 1o an clec
tronic device suitable for restroom in-
stallation. As soon as the john door is
dosed.  a raperecorded  voice  grects
the discommoded  visitor with “CGoad
morning, how are vou?” and continues
with phrases in English for three minutes.
The tapes can be changed cach day, the
lessons  becoming  progressively  more
advanced. The manulactiurer guavantees
that after a few months the men's
room scholar will know cnough English
o make himself  understood  abwoad.
Vokvo's The Fast magazine specalates on
what the linguist will answer when asked
where he learned 10 speak Enghsh so
well.

.

Foiled by a fawl flaw in his plan for
a perfect crime, a would-be burglar in
Fairlax. Virginia, was arvested on the rool
ol a supernarker. while tryving 10 hreak
through a skylight. He had Fuled 10
notice  that  the  store. bustling  with
clerks and customers, was still open o
business.

-

That's Showbiz: The Women's Insti-
e of St Alban's, England. was lorced
10 caneel 1ts production of the play World
Without  Men  because ol a sudden
cmergeney: Every member of the casi—
seven women oud a cin—had  become
pregnant.

Northwest Airlines should have de-
nunded equal time when a Seaule vadio
announcer, veading a commercial lor the
aivline, adhvised listeners 1o “Enjov i non-
llight stop 10 New York.™”

-

Paul Krassner's Realist, ever alernt o
discrimination in high places. repors
that Gotham’s Head Start posters read.
in English, neee yourr cin: and in
Spanish, HELE YOUR C1HILDREN.

A night dub in Demver, Coloado. ac
cording 1o a correspondent in thar stare
of widcopen  spaces—il nat - minds
recently sported asign that vead: coon
CLEAN  DANCING  FVERY  NIGHT
SLNDAY.

EXCEPFT

Batman, savs the Associated  Press,
had 2 close eall in Millord, Connecticun,
but he escaped unscathed. A local vathe
cop, alter stopping a ¢ lor speeding,
leaned in the window and asked, “What
do vou think vou're driving. the Batmo-
bile?” Alter Linwood Batman displaved
his license and regisigion, the ofhce
apologized.

5

A tamalizing ad in the Cal Aggic, m

the University ol - Calilornia’s  Davis



With technological triumphs like this,
it only takes 4Y2 hours for 2 men to make
one Karmann Ghia convertible top.

Itused totake longer, till we discovered
that curved needles sew around corners
faster than straight needles.

That's important to us, because we
want to make cars as efficiently as pos-
sible. What slows us down is that we also
want to make cars as good as possible.

For us to do that, a Karmann Ghia
convertible comes out costing you $2445:
Which sounds like a lot of money coming
out of your pocket. Until you realize what
we put into the car.

Our convertible top, for example, has
a vinyl interior that covers up the cross
braces you see in most other convertibles.
It has a thick pad of insulation in the
middle that keeps out heat, cold and
noise. And it has a vinyl outside that real-
ly fits because we really hand-fit it.

We could skip all that handwork,
trade in all our curved needles for a
couple of machines, and make convert-
ible tops as efficiently as everyone else.

But we'd rather be less efficient and
better. Instead of just as efficient and not
as good.

®

Volkswagen economy
is standard equipment. @

(B voLnsWAGEN OF AMLCRICA, INC. RSUGCCSTED PETAIL PRICE, EAST COAST P.O.F.. (32547 wist cossr ro.c ),
LOCAL TAXES AWD OTHER DEALER DELIVERY CHARGES, If AWY, ADDITIONAL.
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"refreshingly different”

Znglish
Teather

N\

COLOGNE
GIFT SETS

The new, exciting scent for
men—a fresh, completely
new fragrance note that

lasts and lasts!

AFTER SHAVE $250, $4.50

$3.00, $5.00
$5.50, $9.50

{After Shave and Cologne)
..cool frosted bottles

s elegantly packaged in

Y
conT. B FL OIS WADE 1M 'R T

©MEM COMPANY, INC.,

authentic wood boxes.

NORTHVALE, N.J.

s B

Cuervo
Makes

The
Authentic
Margarita...
Naturally

Tllill 18 NO SUSSTITUTE FOR

JOSE CUERVO tequiLa

WHITE OR ORLD LABEL - B8 PROOF - IMPORTED BY HEUBLEIM, INC. HARTFORD, BONNESTICUT

branch, called for “one or two fe-
male roommates to share large house
equipped with pets and seven sources ol
amusement.”

Privacy Invasion Department, Good
Samaritan Division: The following item
ran i the David City, Nebraska, Banner-
Press—"To whom it may concern: A
group ol vour neighbors wish 1o an-
nounce that the one-way frosty glass in
your bathroom is lacing the wrong way.”

.

Five years ago, in Kitchener, Ontario.
we discovered in the United Mine Work-
ers’ Journal, rear-end collisions in a
plant parking lot were Irequent enough
to call for the services of a police trallic
expert. He observed the exodus at quit-
ting time just once, and then persuaded
the company to release its female em
plovees 15 minutes belore the men got
out. There hasn't been a  vear-end
collision in the lot since then.

.

Free-speech demonstrators, take heed:
National Review veveals that Washing-
ton’s national zoo has exiled (to base-
ment cages) two mynah birds suspected
of having dirty vocabularies.

.

Sobering note: The cable address of
Grierson. Oldbam & Adams, Lid., “ship
pers since 1820 ol Fine Wines and Spn-
its,”" IS SOBRIETY, LONDON,

We applaud Simon & Schuster’s Fire-
side Calendar & Engagement Bool for
brightening our aliernoon with a list
ol Puritan names taken Trom a 1638 jury
list of Sussex Coumy. England. Consider
the prepossessing piety of such Biblical
baptismal names as Be-thanklul Playnard,
Be-Laithiul Joier, Be-courteous Cole, Be-
of-good-comfort Small. Faint-not Hewett.
Weep-not Billing, Seek-wisdom  Wood,
Killsin - Pimple,  Live-in-peace Hillary,
Search-the-Scriptures Moréton, Stand-Fast-
on-high Swringer and Fight-the-good-hght-
of-faith White. We can’t help wondering
whether the following lived up to their
appellations: Repentant Hazel, Redeemed
Compton. Meck Brewer, Faithful Long,
Called Lower, Obediencia  Crutenden.
More-lruit - Flower, Hope-for  Bending,
Fly-debate Roberts, Goodgilt Noake, Jov
from-above  Brown. Godreward  Smanrt,
Thegilt-ol-God  Stringer,  The-work-of
God Farmer, The-peace-ol-God  Knight.
and one poor Puritan miss tongue-twist
imgly yelept Through-much-tribulation-we
enter-the-kingdom-ol-Heaven  Goldsmith.
Her [Iriends, we suppose, called  her
“Tribby” lor short.

.

San Francisco Chvonicler Herh Caen

indicates that the legendary classic ol



You're playing dartsina

London Pub. How

can you beat the British at
Firstit's good form to offer to keep score. their own gam e?

That's how you get in the game. Then,
when it's your turn, take your time. Lob
the darts over. Since you've dalready caught the British off
guard with your Cricketeer natural shoulder chalk stripe, four
button, double-breasied, suit, you've got nothing to worry
about. (55% Dacron* polyester, 45% worsted, about $70.00).

L
How to speak English: “Chat Up” —
means to talk to, but to “give her a bit
of the old chat’ means a snow job.
"Grotty"—awful. "Dolly"—pretty girl in very short skirt. “A
Wilson"—(in darts)—you just squeaked one through. Other
things to do to keep your advantage? Never take out a ciga-
rette without offering the pack around. Cricketeer with Dacron®.

CRICKETEER®

FOR FALE COPY OF KNOWMARSHIF 111, & YOUNG MAN'S GUIDL TO SOCIAL TRIUMPIS, AKD STORL NEARLST T, wiTE, CRICRETODA, A DIV, OF THE J0SEPH & FEISS €0, 1200 AVE.OF AMDR,, 6.7 00U PONT RLG.T.H.
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You'll find more action —more of everything at the Stardust. Spend an hour and forty-
five minutes at our lavish and spectacular Lido Revue. Then, catch entertainers like
the Kim Sisters,Esquivel and other great acts in the Stardust Lounge. They’re on from
dusk 'til dawn! Have a gourmet’s delight in our world-famous Polynesian restaurant,
AKUAKU. Swim. Sun. Tan. Play golf al our

championship course. Yes, GO. ..to your travel

agent. Make a reservation for excitement! Or,

write Reservations Director, Suite 102. Economy HOTEL & GOLF CLUB, LAS VEGAS, NEVADA
minded? See our *“Heavenly Holidays'* brochure.

1,000 LUXURY ROOMS AT %8 - $10. FPLUS 500 DELUXE ROOMS ANC SUITES

Buy it by the case.
Black Watch. The name is Scotch. For best results
men use it straight. Women find it intoxicating.

Black Watch cologne for men.
by Prince Matchabelli &

SLLUSTRATED, COUDGNE AND AFTER SHavE LOTION CiFT SET. OwE OF A COMPLETE LINE OF MENS PONETRIES. MADE i USA
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Lurine grafhui—"Smile! You're on Can-
did Camera”—has come true, courtesy of
the New York Police Department. Tn the
men’s room of the Manhattan discothéque
Cheetah, he swears he discovered a sign
I'L'.'xdin;;: FOR THE PROIFCIION OF OUR
PATRONS, AND IN ACCORDANCE WITH 1PO-
LICE REGULATIONS, TTHS AMEN'S ROOM Is OX
CLOSED-CIRCUIT  Tv—placed  there osten
sibly 1o proteat the eeny boppers from
purse-smatching Teddy boys who hie o
the jolin 1w hift the loot.

.

Our congratulations—and  sympathy
—to Naoini J. Cochran. pamed  Miss
Meat Inspection in a beauty contest at
the Agriculture Department in Wash-
mgton, D.C,

THEATER

The idea for Peter Shaffer’s  Black
Comedy is an admitted swipe from a Chi-
nese classical-theater scene in which two
swordsmen pretend they are dueling in
the dark while the stage s fully i
Shaffer substitutes  comemporary  farce
lor anaent swordplay, but the cifear s
the same. The actors make believe they
cin't see, but the audicnce sees all. It is
a stunning thearical idea—Ifor a while,
until it becomes merely theatrical. The
main problem is that Shaffer has settled
tor  farce-in-the-dark,  slicht nonsight
gaps, instead of wying wue black comedy.
The plot is ten-watt. A sculptor (Michael
Crawlord) is i his studio-dlat with his
overcute funcée (Lvim Redgrave), wait-
ing lor her futher (Peer Bully o arrive
and give the match his blessing. They
are also waiuing lor a hlthily rich an pa-

tron o arrne and give them his patron-
age. To impress their elders, the young
couple wemporarily steal Fney furnioire
from the fliny decorator nexi door (Don-
ald Madden). Then the lights blow and
Daddy stumbles in. followed by the dec-
otitor. i matronly rectotaler, Crawford's
ex-girl (Geraldine Page) and a stagelul ol
complications  and  mistaken identites.
The weroraler swigs gin from the boule.
Crawlord wries 1o return the furmiuwe
bolore Madden recognizes . Miss Page,
pretending she is Crawlord’s maid, -
sults her vmval. In the absence ol dramatic
development, the actors [all back on
their own invention; occasionally they
just Iall back. Crawford steps on a wable,
skuds K('.‘lll)llihlll)‘ with the lch'pllunr as
a skate, He switches Bull's chair from
straight 1o rocker; Bull resits and, o his
amazement, rocks. Miss Redgrave pours
a drink in a glass and all over the floor.
As busy as the actors are, the playvwright
is busier, making sure the lights donn
so on oo soon and cnd the play. So
he hides the candles, extnguishes the
matches. Actually, Shalfer is the one who
is really in the dark—about what o



ﬁ_ IfRose’s is:_ma'dc for gin gimlets and
- vodka gimlets,what’ it doing in a
_ brandy gimlet? (And a rum gimlet?

ki

4
o

. Some people think a gimlet is a small carpenter’s tool.
And some people think a gimlet is a delightful mixture of
one part Rose’s lime juice to four or five parts gin or vodka.
But there is still another group.They mix our lime juice
with brandy or rum.That’s a gimlet to them.
To these nonconformists we say," Bravo!”
Our Rose’s adds a calypso twist to distinctive brandy and
¢ rum flavors.Why? Because Rose’s is made of tropical limes,
< . sun-yellow Caribbean limes from the island of Dominica.
o % Rose’s isn’t as tart as green untropical limes. Not as sweet
- v as ordinary lime juice. It's tart-sweet. Deliciously calypsian.
‘What about a bourbon gimlet? Well, 2 Rose’s by any
other name... '
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the great
wrap around

Soak it up! Thirsty
cotton terry cloth
makes great wrappings
post pool, shower or
sauna. For playboys:

a new kick called the
bath kilt. One size fits
all. For playmates: our
svelte bath sari in S, M,
L sizes. Snugly secured
by side buttons. Each
in convenient carrying-
case. Clever ““His” and
“Hers” gift thinking:

| . MM326, kilt, $5 ppd;
j | MM327, sari, $6 ppd.
Shall we enclose a gift card in
your name? Send check or money
order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS,

919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il
60611. Playboy Club credit

keyholders may charge to their keys. /

=

set for the double life

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
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. $30 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card
in your name? Send check or
money order to: PLAYBOY
PRODUCTS, 919 N. Michigan
Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611,
Playboy Club credit

keyholders may charge
to their keysj

do next. White Lies, the curtain raiser that
precedes Black Comedy. contrasis with
it in every way but one. The lights are
on, lies are told and evervihing is more
serious: but the one-acter, like the main
work. is atenuated and unlulfilled. Tt is
a tedious [abrication about a hard-up
fortuncteller (Miss Page) who is bribed
to misrcad a fortune. Sull, it is notable
lor allowing Mliss Page 10 give the
richest characterization on stage all eve-
ning. At the Ethel Barrymore, 243 West
47th Street.

RECORDINGS

Peiula Clark, the licde girl with the
big voice, has a big LI® going lor her with
Color My World / Who Am 1 (\Warner Bios.).
From the lead-olf England Swings,
through the two ballads covered in the
title and including the durt-busting
Winchester  Cathedral, Per proves the
adage that good things ¢an come in the
smallest of packages.

Ray Bryant has found himsell a groove.
As with several recent recordings, on Slow
Freight (Cadet) the piamist has augmented
his trio with a bit of brass—in this case.
Art Farmer and Snookie Young contrib-
ute their talents. The mood i almost all
instances is funky (A, the Apple Tree,
with beautiful bhowed bass by Richand
Davis, is the exception). and our only
regret is that Farmer and Young have
been kept out of the solo spotlight.

-

Two new LPs provide an interesting
comparison ol the major strands in the
pop-folk movement. Out ol San Francis-
co’s psychedelic-rock bag comes Surreal-
istic Pillow (Victor). the sccond album by
Jelferson  Airplane.  Oustanding  vocal
amalgams  and - excellent musicianship
combine to make this sextet the best of
the experimental-folk-rock aggregations,
They wax mellow on their hit version of
My Best Friend and humorous on the
hip Plastic Fantastic  Lowver.  Jelferson
Airplane provides a nice wip through
psvcherock and an interesting sample of
what the excitement in the new music is
all about. The Seckers. meanwhile, dem-
onstrate in Geergy Girl (Capitol) that,
contrary to rumor, traditional pop-folk is
not quite dead. The Australian quarnct
slides casily along a specarum ol songs
ranging from standard folk tunes such as
Well, Well, Well through cuorent folk
such as Tom Paxton's The Last Thing on
My Mind, 1o such recent hits as Lennon
and McCarmney's Yesterday and  Paul
Simon's Red Rubber Ball,

Let's hear it for the reed men. Bud
Shank & The Sax Section (Pacihic Jarzr)
forwards the cause of those estimable



gentlemen with bath vigor and finesse.
Shank has the pick of the West Coast
sidemen with him—Bob  Cooper. Bill
Perkins. Jack Nimitz. Bob Hardawav
and John Lowe—and their treamment of
a spate ol contemporary cassics (Sum-
mer Samba, Rewi. Sideiwvinder. Seno
Blues among  them) is a continuing
delight.
-

Ramscy Lewis, the Pied Piper of funk.
leads his followers south 1o the border on
Goin’ Latin (Cadet), but doesn’t neglea
1o take his sack of soul with him. Lewiy
threesome  is big-band-backed, which
gives  further impcus 10 the Latin
rhythms weaving through Summer Sam-
ba, One-Two-Three, Cast Your Fate 1o
the Wind and others of that ilk. Con-
ductor  Richard Evans' arrangements
prove just right for Ramsey & Co.

-

The blues continuc to be reworked by
various groups and individuals. In Sayin’
Semethin’ (Verve), the arureeyed Right-
cous Brothers move back toward the
pioncering hard-blues stvle that they had
abandoned somewhat in their last two
outings. Highlights include raucous ver
sions of Don’t Fight It and Hold On
I'm Coming, a tense I Who Have Noth
ing and a sensitive reading of Smokey
Robinson's My Girl. This should be one
ol the most significant white blues re-
leases of the year. By comparison, the
latest etching by the Rolling Stones, Be-
tween the Buttons (L.ondon), is as significan
lor what the group has of is hardrock
sound as for what it has retained. Still
here are the intense emotionalism awd
the good humor of the earlier Stones,
but with a new freshness and gentleness
that hrst made itself heard in their last
LP, Aftermath. While the blues feel is
present throughout Between the Buttons,
it is most evident on the up-tempo items.
Included among the goodies this time
are the twossided hit Lef’s Spend the
Night  Together | Ruby Tuesday  (1he
laver a tender, beawtifully wrought rock
ballad) and a wity put-down ol Bob
Dylan and the New Vaudeville Band on
Something Happened to Me Yesierday.
Similarly, The Explosive Little Richard (Okch)
reintroduces the old rocker in a new
package. The distinctive backgrounds
provide a rock-solid foundation for the
truly explosive Mr. Richard. Especially
exciting are the fresh arrangemems for
Chuck Willis" Don’t Decerve Me and the
driving I Don’t Want 1o Discuss 1.

-

Oscar Peterson / Blues Etude (Limelizht)
is a transitional recording. Side two has
Riy Brown still on bass, with druminer
Louis Haves filling out the wio: side one
finds current bassist Samn Jones tenning
up with Hayes and Peterson. The session

New collector’s colors by Corbin

A bright putting green and a colorful
mandarin are the latest additions to Corbin’s
collection of Montego linens. A hand i
some Bimini blue and a distinctive burnt
orange are new to the Pima Poplins.
These are typical of the many exclusive
colors highlhighting this season’s

Corbin trousers and walking shorts.
Discover the difference fine tailoring
can make in a look that 1s natural,

a fit that 1s comfortably trim . ..

the qualty that 1s Corbun.

Corbin trousers are available at fine
stores from $17 .50 to S40. Ladies slacks
and walking shorts are also avallable.

Gentlemen's trousers and walking shorts by

CORBIMN, D

385 Frhin Avenue, New York, New York 10016

Get 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 gift idea.
$9.98"

*SUGGLITED RETAIL PRICE

WESTCLOX

WESTULUX DINISION
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All over the world King George 1V sells at the
same price as the other‘top 12’ Scotches (London #7.28)

But here, it is the only ‘top 12’you can buy
for about $5.00

The Scots produce it, we bottle it...and P

pass the savings on to you. Why are we

so generous? We want to become the lu eome
largest selling Scotch around.

100% BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKIES, 80 PROCF. SOLE DISTRIBUTOR U. S. A. MUNSON 6. SHAW, NEW YORK, N. V.

Short-cuts from eye to picture. That's why the

new mamiva/sekor, with fully interchangeable

lenses. is today’s hottest new 3%immn single

lens reflex camera. lts unique spot meter, located

behind the lens, guarantees perfect exposures. .

Remarkably priced under S160. See it at your mOI'I‘IIYCIISEkOI'
photo dealer or write for 28 page folder

to Dept. PY |, Ponder & Best: 11201 West Pico

Boulevard, Los Angeles, California 9000+.

is a mellilluous mixture of stndids and
Jazz origimals.  Jones docs not possess
Brown's unaginative lyricism, but in the
hard-driving items he provides stalwart
supporL

Guitar man for all seasons Charlie
Byrd displayvs his diverse wares admirabhy
on Byrdland (Columbia). Byrd performms
within the comext of a wio, a quarict
and a quinter as he protters a Brazil-
ian  threcsome, Meditation, Samba de
Orpheus and Manha de Carnaval; a
brace rom Heury Mancini—Avabesque
and the Thewe from My, Lucky™: Alec
Wilder's lovely I'll Be Avound and 115 So
Peaceful in the Country; and other as-
sorted  delights. T all instances, Byrd
SOATS.

The breadih of  Donovan’s  talem
{(sce this momth’s On the Seene) is well
displaved on Mellow Yellow (Epic), as the
2l-year-old Britsh een idol-—buoyed up
by opulent arrangements—sings Ins L
ourt. imagistic lyries with warmth and wir:
when everything is i focus, tunes like
House of Jansch, Hempstead Incident
and Wotler in the Sun surpass most of
the edectic. “new™ pop sounds—thanks
Lirgely 1o Mickie Most, whose production
is slick and iridescent.

-

The Caonnonball Adderley Quintet / Mercy,
Mercy, Mercy! / Live at “The Club” (Cupitol).
recorded  in Chicago’s mammoth  jazee-
tevia, has the numbers neatly divided—
two were penned by Cannonball, two by
sibling Nat and wtwo by pranist Joe Zawi-
nul. With bassist Vie Gassky and drum-
mer Rov McCurdy to move it along. the
Quinter cooks  with typical  Adderley
calat. especially on Na's pair ol openers,
Fun and Games.

Now that Indiim instruments have be-
come very much a pare of the pop-tolk
rock scene. one i appreciate them even
more when they are played by virtuosi
Toward such an end, we recommend
Usted Ali Akbar Khon / Morning and Evening
Regas (Connoisscur Socictv), Al Akbar’s
nastery ol the sarod, a0 25stringed o
strument, is awesone. His o porfonmance
here, accompanied by Pandit Mahapu
rush Mista on tbla and Anila Sinha
on twmboura, is lled with the exotic
rhvthms and fascinating melodie lines
that are Gipturing the imagination ol an
increasingly  Luge number ol Western
auditors.

-

Raod Mckuen is one ol those “legend-
ary” ligures in pop music who o build
Lanavical followings among the hip, in-
spire generous prase rom the critics and
win sincere admirvation Trom their lellow
musicians, without over really getting
big. In a dozen albums Mchuen—a
chamsonnier in the tadition of Jacques
Brel and Charles Aznavour—has shown



Carrull Shelby, LeMans winner and SCCA national champion. vses Dep for Men

Carroll Shelby just had his hair styled. Any comments?

One comment. If you think that makes him anything but
rugged, you're out of your head.

Shelby’s a lot like those GT 350's and 500's he builds out at
Shelby American. And that’s plenty rugged. So how come the
hair stylist? Simple.

Shelby’s got a head of hair that's as tough and wiry as he
is. And no time 1o fool around, trying to make it look neat.
So once every three weeks he saves lime by getting a
professional styling job.

His stylist cuts his hair wet. And cuts it in the direction it
grows, so every hair stays where it belongs, even while it’s
growing oul. That's what hair styling is all about.

Dep for Men Gel in Regular or new Dry Hair formulas

Then he sets and grooms it with a clear, non-
greasy gel called Dep for Men, finishes off with
some Dep for Men Hair Spray, and Carroll
looks like a million.

All Shelby has to do to keep on looking like a
million is use a little Dep for Men each morning.
It's non-alcoholic and won't dry his hair out.

If you'd like to / ;
look like a million, ©
get your hair styled. ;
And don’t forget ¥
the Dep for Men.
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Perfect
Playmates

SONY SOLID STATE 250-A

Sony adds an
exciting new dimension
to home entertainment

for less than $1495¢

Now, from World-famous Sony, the perfect play-
mate for your record player—the new Sony model
250 solid state stereo tape recorder. With a sim-
ple, instant connection to your record player you
add the amazing versatility of four track stereo
recording and playback to complete your home
entertainment center. Create your own tapes
from AM, FM or FM Stereo receivers, or live
from microphones—up to 6% hours of listening
pleasure on one tape! This beautiful instrument
is handsomely mounted in a low-profile walnut
cabinet, complete with built-in sterco recording
amplifiers and playback pre-amps, dual V.U,
meters, automatic sentinel switch and all the other
superb features you can always expect with a
Sony. Al the best from Sony for less than $149.50,
Send today for our informative booklet on Sony
PR-150, a sensational new development in mag-
netic  recording  tape. Write:  Sony/Superscope,
Magnetic Tape, Sun WValley, California,

For literature or name of nearest dealer write to
Superscope, Inc., Dept, 12, Sun Valley, California.®

=lo) D@l SUPERSCOPE

himsell to be a consistently imaginative
vocal performer and a fine songwriter.
On his latest relciase, Other Kinds of Songs
(Victor). there are moments of high hu
mor (Down at Mary's Old Time Bar),
quiet afirmation (Ain’t You Glad You're
Livin’, Joe). alienation (Loneliness in
Crowds) and biter vealism (The 1Wom-
en)—all well worth the listening.
-

Bach's Sonatas for Vielin & Herpsichord
(Epic) have been recorded with technical
brilliance and performed with consum-
mate artistry by violinist Josel Suk and
harpsichordist Susannah Ruzickovit in a
two-LP package that is a worthy addi-
tion to the stageering and sull growing
number of vinvl delineations ol the com
poser’s works. ‘

Baroque Sketches / Art F & the Bo-
roque Orchestre (Columbia) comes oft as a
thoroughly delightful tour de force. The
combining of jazz and classical forms, in
artangements by Art Farmer's old con-
frere Benny Golson, is done with a
minimum of strain. The orchestra (four
trumpets, two trombones, biss trombone,
two French horns, two woodwinds, harp,
tuba, bass, drums and percussion) tackles
Bach, Chopin, Albéniz, Alfie’s Theme
and Rhythm of Life from Sweel Charity,
and the results are relreshing.

MOVIES

To Be o Crook 15 a statement against
the violence of an age, from a man who
prefers happy endings and who comes
only with reluctance 1o an unhappy
ending here. But Claude (A4 Man and a
IWoman) Lelouch, having decided w go
the way of probability rather than prel-
erence, engineers an unhappy ending to
top all unhappy endings, a bloodletting
conclusion that belongs more properly to
grand opera than to the realistic terms of
the tale he sets out 1o well and rwells so
well, with such charm and invemion, un-
til the denouement. Four voung men live
in the same neighborhood, work m the
same automobile [actory, drink in the
same bistro and go 1o the same movies.
They have no education, no imagination
and no prospects: and the American
movies they love have given them the
notion that their only route 10 success is
via a life of crime. They quit their jobs,
pool their resources and, together with
the deal-mute girl who is the mistress of
one ol them, they put themselves through
their own crime school. However, every-
thing goes wrong. They line up boules
and bring out a cache of stolen artillery:
but even with a machine gun, they can’
break any glass. They challenge the
toughest gang in the neighborhood and,
cmploying a strategy borrowed from “Re-

venge of the Comanches,” get their heads

beat in. Most humiliating of all. when
they try to put the snatch on a trollop’s
German shepherd, in order to pracuee
“le kidnaping.” the dog puts them all o
rout. It's great, good, [rustrating fun un-
til, at last and by a fluke, they have the
misfortune to succeed in an unplanned
arime, and events rush briskly into panic
and wragedy. Lelouch, writer and direc
tor, gets appealing performances Irom
his Tour bovs and a winsome, enchanting
one from Janine Magnan, who plays the
deal-mute. The dialog is consisiently
funny and lightly offbeat. From st al-
most to the unfortunately melodramatic
finish, To Be a Crook is a brilliant job.

If sceing is believing., evervone has
got 1o hustle over 10 sec Hurry Sundown,
wherein Ouo Preminger  proves  that
he is the greatest master of the ciche
in cinema today. Here we have this
Georgia plantation house, pillars gleam-
mg: and inside are Michael Caine and
Jane Fonda, a typical Southern couple.
spending a typical evening at home.
sucking up all this good whiskey straight
from the bottle, while their littdle hov Co-
lie screams in the next room. Michael is
plaving his saxophone. Jane crawls over,
squirts a little bourbon in his mouth and
grabs the saxophone awav from him.
Then, all scrunched up there between
his knces. she puts her litde pink lips
around that big black mouthpicce and
goes 1o licking it like crazy. Michael,
head lolling, regards her labors and re-
marks, “Some things should be left o
the experts.” Everyone in town, [rom
Judge Burgess Meredith on down, is as
hateful and corrupt as sin, and they've all
got something disagreeable the muauer
with them (except the darkics, who are
all perfealy marvelous). The judge, for
instance, suflers from hemorrhoids. His
blonde virgin daughter Sukie (Donna
Danton) turns out to be the town punch-
board, and the quality lolk won’t go to
her wedding “lessen Jane Fonda serves
as matron ol honor. But Jane has been
insulted by the judge in her own home
and, anyway. is already fully occupied
trving o cheat Aunt Rose Scott (Beah
Richards), her dear old nigger mammy,
out of some property. Aunt Rose, wear-
ing a white-conon wig, expires when she
learns how Jane hgures to cheat her,
leaving the lingaion o her studly son,
Reeve (Robert Hooks). Reeve s
smark buck. and one might the white vigi
lantes head out to his old shack o git
him. All the darkies in town run
there with money and watercress sand-
wiches and urge him o make for the
swamp. “Run, Reeve, or vo is shorely
one dead nigger.” In the accents ol Ox-
ford and Ghana, Reeve says that The
Time For Running Is Over, lifts his gui-
tar from the wall and commences to sing
astirring spivitaal. Preminger’s uniccon-
structed autitudes show again in the sex

one
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scenes. Ger a pair of white folks together
and they can’t wait 10 shuck off thei
duds and fall 10 kissin® and huggin’ in
the damnedest ways with the cimera get-
tin’ right up in there with them. But let
Robert Hooks Hip Diahann Carroll over
on the old bedsprings and that camera
chastely averts our eyes lor ws, 1o stare
at the bedstead instead. Must be that old
natural rhythm still got Oue bothered.

Welcome ro Hard Times is a tightly dis-
ciplined mini-cpic about a town that al-
most dies of cowardice complicated by
gunshot wounds, Hard Times has a
stove, a saloon. a windbreak ol wretched
frame shacks and mavbe a dozen inhab-
itants, counting two whores and an In-
dian. The stagecoach stops every couple
ol weeks. miners come down from the
gold fields, and that's the whole story ol
the place until. one day. a crazed. cock-
eved Killer (Aldo Ray) rides out ol the
parched hills looking like a onc-man
plague. He rapes the women, slaughters
most ol the men, puis a torch 10 every-
thing that will burn, and goes. The sur-
vivors know he will come back sooner or
later, and the ways they choose to get
ready lor him create panic in a minor
key. Until Keenan Wynn appears with g
wagonload ol rewsonably Iresh whores,
interest centers mainly on a revengelul
lrash spithre (Jamice Rule) and a lawyer
(Henry Fonda)  whose  vellow  streak
keeps him awake niglis. Nou very awake
~—but Fonda plays this sort ol gig with-
out hall wvving. Writer-director  Burt
Rennedy, whose best movie was The
Rounders (alo with Fonda), is puuing
his signaiure o o sevies of  Havorlul,
oltbear Westerns, and  this one  ollers
characters firmly plinted in their period.
in a landscape where badmen seem as
much a natural hardship as drought,
snowdiilis  or burning  sun. We o bad
welcome to Hard Times.

-

Richird McKenna was a sailor most ol
his lIile, and lor two yeurs in the 19305
he served on a warship pawolling the
Yangize viver. When he reured  Trom
the Navy. he got himsell a B AL from the
University ol North Carolina, marvied.
wrote a bestselling novel  alled  The
Sand Pebbles 1nd died. Mckenma's novel
was set i the woubled China ol 1926,
abourd an Amencan gunboat called the
ULS. 8 San Pablo. Tt was mostly about a
sadl, aliemated, engine-room sailor who
didn’t know he was lonely: it was a good,
small story drawn against a mammoth
Lindscape—until producer-director Rob
ert Wise translormed e into Panavision.
Not that Wise's production is all bad.
The sewtings are as exotic as Hong Kong
and Taiwan can offer, and the ship itsell
is a good approximation ol the rusty,
lovable old scow. Theve is a solid per-
formance by Steve McQueen as the pro-
totypical sailor. While McQueen is an
actor of almost no range or versatility, his



simple, honest men have a sweetness
about them that is touching and winning,
It should also be said that Wise handles
hundreds of coolies with the panache of a
mandarin, and that he has moments of
blood-and-guts  realism—private  fights
and flag-waving battles—that vibrate with
excitement. Bur he also has a script by
Robert Anderson that is emotionally silly
(“You only matier now as a symbol of
vour country™) and politically simplistic
(“How would you like it il Chinese gun-
boats patrolled the Mississippi?™) and a
musical score by Jerry Goldsmith that
sounds as if it were left over Irom King
of Kings. Richard Crenna. as the cap-
tiin, belongs in charge of the FLM.S.
Pinalore. and Candice Bergen, dropping
her jaw rhyvthmically every ten seconds,
proves  hersell a wue  ventriloquist’s
daughter. A subplor, involving Richard
Atenborough’s love for a Chinese girl,
is allowed 1o ccho Love Is a Many
Splendoyed  Thing. Steve  McQueen,
tough litlle Popeve-type sailor that he is
herve. has more than he can do 10 punch
his way through a production swollen
with so much seli-congratulation and
incptitude.
5

In Deadlier than the Male, Ilke Sommer
and Lalian sex svmbol Svlva Koscina
(the star of this month's Sylvan  Sylia
pictorial)  merrily  disport  themselves,
mostly in bikinis. by Killing off business-
men who happen o control viluable
Arabian o1l holdings coveted by thew
evil emplover. As the means o various
executives” ends, the girls sport single-
shot cigars, spear guns and a pavalyzing
scrum that wears ol quickly but gives
them enough time 1o push a victiim ofl ol
his penthouse balconv. The pulchrinadi-
nous piir doesn’t get away with its mis-
chievous murders  for  long, however:
Foter one Hugh Drummond, played by
the ulracool Richard  Johnson, and the
wils are soon on their way o an equally
explosive end. Nigel Green. who was the
wastiest G in The Iperess File. is mag-
nificently odious 1his go-round: and il
the sareenplay didn’t work against some
List-paced directorial touches supplied by
Ralph ‘Thomas, the lilin could have been
i sativical sleeper. Still, Elke and Sylva
are on hand, so all is not lost.

Comad Rooks is a vich. handsome
voung man ol 32—well born. well made.
well dressed, well spoken. But since he
wirs o teenager, he has also been a drunk
and o junkie, sometmes both ar once. A
vouple ol vears ago, alier waking  the
sleep ame in Switzerland, he undertook
to make a movie, which he calls Chappa-
qua, ay a sort ol therapeatic exardse in
semi-autobiography. To see the bl is 10
attend the personal exorcism of Rooks’
own demons—i conlusing, lightening
and weirdly beawiful experience. Rooks
plays himsell, in light lvom the “night-
marish maze ol shiliing addiction™ 10
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reluge and possible cure in a Paris sani-
tarium. Jean-Louis Barrault plays  the
psychiatrist in  charge. William  Bur
roughs, an embodiment of death and ad-
diction, is Opium Jones, a constantly
menacing shadow image. Robert Frank,
cameraman f[or Pull My Daisy, as director
of photography, is responsible for the
sometimes extravagant  visual brilliance
of the film. Every conceivable cinematic
technique is employed—the “whitc-out™
of a heroin fix, with all but the sharpest
black edges bled out of the image; the
hot, blinding kalcidoscope ol cascading
color that emulites a pevote high—and
the bleak black and white ol reality. The

sound track 1s a mclange of mullled
voices, of the Fugs., of Ravi Shankar

blowing sitar. Gurus ol the psychedelic
world filter in and out of the hallucina-
tion—Allen Ginsberg chanting mantras
by a Central Puwrk lauke, Moondog surid-
ing through crowded Manhattan streets.
The last images of the film show Rooks
leaving the sanitarium by helicoprer,
cured. As the craft rises, he is also seen
clinging to the highest pinnacle of the
chittean, hospital gown llapping. His two
selves greet cach other as the ‘“copter
rounds the tower, again and again, in a
brilliantly Iyvrical statement. After what
has gone belore—Rooks  ossilicd  on
brandy and pills, Rooks shooting himself
in the tongue with a hvpodermic needle,
Rooks as Dracula sucking blood—the
spin around the pinnacle comes as an
exhilarating  affimnation  of {freedom. It
means that Rooks will never need 1o make
a film like this again.
L]

In the old days. a movie about the
death of a grand Hotel would have re-
quired such stylish transicnts as Greta
Garbo and Lionel Barrymore, at least.
Nowadays, the best they can do is Merle
Oberon, hauled out of retirvement, wear:
ing $500,000 worth ol her own jewelry,
to play a visiting duchess: Michael Ren-
nic as her sniveling duke: and Melvyn
Douglas, grown old and irascible. as the
cornpone owner of Nyawlins' best hos-
icley, the St. Gregory. Now, it happeus
that Nyawlins has never been much of a
hotel town, and clearly the hetional St
Gregory was never a Ritz. But Rod Tay
lor thinks it's great and. as hotel manag-
er, he upholds the standards as best he
can. Old man Douglas has morigages to
meet and no cash. Rod fixes a deal with
a labor czar and it looks as il a modicum
of the St. Gregory's old elegance may be
saved. But Rod reckons without Kevin
McCarthy, a high-powered hotel mag
nate, a host of troubles, who arrives de-
termined 0 add the St. Gregory to his
chain. Meanwhile, Richard Conte as a
blackmailing house dick and “Kevease™
Karl Malden as a smiling crook are trou
bling the wide corridors of the old joint.
Most woublesome of all is Catherine
Spaak, McCarthy's mistress, who woos
Rod away from the [ront desk one after-

noon for a tour of the French Quarter.
“Show me vyour apartment,” she de
mands, with scarcely a glance at St
Louis Cathedral. To her surprise. Rod's
place closely resembles St. Louis Cathe-
dral (no small wick on 400 a week), and
Catherine is so impressed that she skin-
nies right out of her dress while Rod
drops things in the kitchen. Back at the
lobby, McCarthy is up to slippery tricks,
A Negro couple arrives to check in, but
in Rod’s absence they are relused. When
Rod staggers back 1o the hotel hours lat
er, he and his cose [riend, the local
NAACP rep, discover that the couple
was planted by McCarthy. It is all going
to hit the papers and queer the labor
czar deal; bur the real interest is why
there was ever a color bar ac all. since
every Negro in the movie, from cham
bermaid o doorman, reeks of class and
Oxbridge education. Which is more than
i be said about anything else in this
loser.
-

Sweet Llove, Bitter is a pgood movie
sone wrong, It was supposed to be a
long, possibly uncommercial look at a
white man (Don Murray) wrying to make
it 'n a black world. But something short
ol an hour was chopped out of it belore
release, and now it is just another of
those testaments to the loss of o talented
black soul (Dick Gregory) in a workd he
never made, with the roles ol lormerly
cenral figures pared down 1o inconse-
quentiality. The losers are Murray: Rob-
ert. Hooks (Reeve in Hurry Sundown),
who plavs a calé owner: Diane Varsi,
Hooks girllriend-—and  the  audience.
Gregory, as a famous jazz  musician
stoned on drugs and booze, wasting him
sell in sex and intoxication, becomes the
center of the new focus, but the balance
is all ofl. Sull, Gregory builds a strong
figure of a man gone scatty on a career
scarred  with  disappointmens  and  be-
als, snifling cocune in hotel rooms to
the soundless ilapping of a TV test pat-
tern. There is a powerful  sequence
when, [ricd out of his mind on coke
and stuff, gouged by the fink-out of a
man he loved, he llies into Whiey's own
territory, Filth  Avenue at the Plaza
fountain, outrageously attived in madras
shorts, beanie, nmbrella and shades, and
bops around, bumping into old ladics,
dancing  and singing.  hreaking out as
ostentatiously as possible. The scene was
shot by distnt comeras, and the glares
ol the puassers-by are real. Too bad the
rest ol the film isn't.

Lo Guerre Est Finie is Aluin  Resnas
best work to dme, and alter excursions
into such thickets ol obscurity as Last
Year at Marienbad, 1 1s refreshing 10
ind him leading us again along clearer
narrative paths. Resnais here delivers an
elegy to political idealism. The principals
are Yves Montand and Ingrid Thulin,
and it is a pleasure to watch them work
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together. They are hardly  beautiful
people in the conventional sense—NMon-
tand with his clown’s grin. Thulin with
her great wrap-around mouth—but they
have fine, lived-in Faces. They are people
one cares about. Montand is a “full-time
revolutionary” from Spain, exiled in
France, leflt over [rom a struggle that
was resolved 30 years ago in favor of

Lascism. He and his aging Bolshevik
comrades  play  games  of  espionage,

spend howrs debating theory: but in 30
years it has come to nothing, and Mon-
tand begins 1o see that it never will,
Spain, “the lyrical conscience of the
left,” has come to be a beloved bore.
With Thulin, adoring bourgeoise, he has
a relationship ol convenience that has
solidified into middle-class virtue (“I'll
always be your wile, whether 1 am or
not”). A cute young trick, Geneviéve Bu-
jold, with whom he has a sensual but
meaningless affair based on a glamor she
sees and he discounts, demonstrates by
her energy and her associations that his
kind ol revolution is passé¢. But in the
end, the old loyalties stick. It becomes a
matter of “the being ogether—strangers
who open the door—they know vou and
you know them.” And so the game goes
on. Resnais' title is all irony-—the war is
never really over.
-

Nobody plays a peasant better than
Anthony Quinn. It's his thing, his bag—
simple, sweaty. a strong back and quick
fists, but sweer and soft as taffy with
good women and litde childven. In The
25th Hour, Quinn assays i Rumanian
peasant—in  the words of a Jewish
friend, “a nice boy bur, let’s face it, what
a schlemiel” Flis wile 1s Virna Lisi, who.
even in a Rumanian village in 1938, in
muddy bare feet with her hair in her
eyes, is one hell of a woman, The local
police captain thinks so, lusts after her,
and lists gentile Quinn in s monthly
quota of Jews and other undesirables
scheduled for arrest. And so begins one
peasant’s trek through the entire disloca-
tion ol World War Two. Poor Quinn is
always on the wrong side. Locked up in
a work cimp for Jews, his protests
ignored, he escapes with friends o Boda-
pest. The underground relugee commit
tee there smuggles his friends out, but
they can’t help Quinn, because he’s not
Jewish. ("Couldn’t 1 please be Jewishz”
he begs) Picked up by the Hungarian
police, he's shipped in a “volunteer”™ la-
bor force to Germany. An SS madman
with “scientific” racial theories pegs him
for a true Aryan and, just as the Allies
approach, our peasant appears in SS
uniform, smiling like Mortimer Snerd,
from every magazine cover in Germany.
On the swrength of this evidence, the
Americans reimprison him in the camp
they've just liberated and keep him two
more  years, until Michael Redgrave
rushes over to defend him at Nuremberg.
Henri Verneuail has directed all of this for
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broad humorous effects. Our hero is a
monumental schlep who never under
stands the significance of anything that
happens around him or 1o him. But in the
sweep ol his accumulating disasters, the
grand madness of those years is somehow
cncapsulated, and alter all the laughs, the
point of the exercise must finally be that
it really was anvihing but funny.
L

How to Succeed in Business Without Really
Trying, the popular  Broadway  musical
now turned movie, is a curiously cold and
campyv commodity, a heartless satire on
corporation  politics in which all the
liughs are hollow. The declared inter
of produccr-director-screenwriter David
Swilt was 1o make the movie a carbon of
the show. and he’s more or less succecded,
The slick, machine-wooled surlace of the
original  has  traveled onto  the screen
with none of the awkwardness that usu-
ally auends a movie actor who suddenly.
agaimst all logic, bursts into song. Robert
Morse, re-areating a vole he knows hack-
ward, does more grinning than is entire-
Iv bearable in giant dosc-ups. but on the
whole his creepy. elfin charm  works,
Rudy Vallee and Michele Lee, however,
also veterans ol the Broadway production,
bring their comicstrip characterizations
intact from the stage, showing a Irank
detachment  glossed  with  feigned  en-
thusiasm.  Although  Aaurcen  Arthur.
Vallee’s sub rosa  pavamour from the
cecretarial pool ol World Wide Wicket
Inc.. fills a tghe satn dress with lent,
the believability of anvy bov-ginl hanky
panky is subverted by the faggory de
portment of everv male in the cast. In
the flurry ol wrists {lapping and flailing
in the executive wiashroom, the promi-
nent atactions of the ladies in the office
are cffectively overlooked. But il one of
the troubles with HTSIBIVRT 15 o
much mince and oo Linle muscle, an
other 1s that the intended sative hasn't
enough wit in it—as when Vallee defines
nepotism as “when your nephew is a
damn poop.” Hardly inasive. One of
Frank Loesser’s tuneless tunes tells us that
“mediocrity is not a sin.”” Which is the
best one can say abour this elfore.

When conservationists of the arts set
about preserving great theater on hilm,
the archives' gain is often the aundience’s
loss. So 1 is with the low-bhudger fac-
simile of Peter Weiss” The Persecution and
Assassination of Jean-Poul Marat as Performed
by the Inmates of the Asylum of Charenton
Under the Direction of the Marquis de Sode,
filmed in 18 davs by direcior Peter Brook
and members of the Royal Shakespeare
Company. It is the some production that
London and Broadway (sce Playboy After
Hours, April 1966) endured with intense
il somewhat unceriain pleasure. Weiss'
title sums up the plot. The Marquis de
Sade, who was, in lact, locked up at
Charenton  for his sexual excesses, did



stage public performances in the asylum,
And Marat was. indeed, assassinated by
the mad visionary Charlotte  Corday.
From sucht footnotes 1o history, Weiss
conjures up a wordy debate between Sade,
who speaks lor ruthless, self-gratifving
individualism, and  Marat, whose revo-
lutionay commitment suborditstes man
to the masses. The argument dribbles
away inconclusively, but the law  was
scareely noticeable on stage, for director
Brook made all ¢lse secondary to his con-
ception of the Therter of Cruelty as a
Llend ol commedia dell” arte. Hellzapop-
po’ and Judgment Day. As a cinemat-
ic Happening, the  plav-within-a-play
within-a-movie sags under the rappings
ol one medium two manv. Brook keeps
pulling back from the bleak bathhouse
stage to peer over the heads of a [ashion-
able 18th Century audience gathered 1o
ogle the ravening. drooling  inmates.
Fven during important speeches, Brook
perlorms somersaults in the fashionable
movie manner until one wonders wheth-
er the camera usell is being  dragged
away to the violent ward. The perform-
ers, in closc-up, are as admirable as ever;
Lur why must we zoom in to make some-
thing about as spinetingling as a
shampoo commercial ol the lamous flagel-
Lition scene in which the lovely, vacim
Corday (brilliantly played by Glenda
Jackson) whips Sade with her  hair?
Marat |Sade was a Dlood bath built for
total immersion, but on hlm it allows
only an occasional dip.

BOOKS

In December 19635, three Americans
defied the State Department and flew o
North Vietnam, with stops in London,
Prague, Moscow and Peking. Opposed to
Americm intervention in Vietnmam, they
wanted fsthand inlormaton on “the en-
emv” and hoped 10 ac as some kind ol
bridge to help end the war. One was vet-
cran Communist Herbere Aptheker. The
other two were Yale history professor
Staughton Lynd, & New Lelt activist, and
Tom Havden, a founder ol Students for
a Democratic Societyv. Lynd and Havden
have duonicled their journey, with some
updating and analysis of the background
ol the w, in The Other Side (New
Americin Library). Although  there s
little new m their book for those who
have read the Lone Bormod Fall, Jean
Lacouture, and Haorison Salishury’s re-
cent New York Times dispatches from
North Vietmam, The Other Side is a use-
ful guide 10 the reader who comes late o
the complexities beneath the rhetoric. For
example, Havden and Lyvid document
thetr contention that “*Vietnamese revolu-
tionaries have not only been betraved by
the Western Great Powers but lenve re
ceived much less than full support [rom

Watch your step, when you use any of these three
masculine scents from the Kings Men line-up:

KINGS MEN—when it takes more than good looks.
THISTLE & PLAID—when you ’re on the prowl.
IMPERIAL GOLD—when caution’s to the wind.

KIN
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You're looking at the shoes
that set the standard since
Year One. Now the Jack
Purcell® gives you a new
winning edge on any kind of
court—three different soles
designed for clay or grass
or hard surfaces. What-
ever you play, youll get
the famous Posture Foun-
dation wedge to help take
the strain off your legs,
and out of your game. And
you get faultless construc-
tion and supreme comfort
to match. No wonder this
is the most copied court—
and casual—-shoe made.

Never mind the imitators.
Remember, class always
tells with Jack Purcell’s
Tell for yourself at your
kind of shoe dealer.

by B.F.Goodrich
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the Communist Great Powers, in particu-
lar the Soviet Union.” Nor has China,
they aver, been innocent of slippery con
duct. The authors also define the distine-
tions between North Vietnam and the
National Liberation Front in the South.
Their book makes its greatest impact
with its descriptions of some ol the
people on “the other side”—in Czechoslo-
vakia and China as well as in North Viet-
nam—ia  graphic demonsiration of the
desirability of more direct observation of
the differing lile styles within the Com-
munist world. As a whole, the hook is
an elfective rebuttal o the main founda-
tions and assumptions of ofhicial American
policy in Southeast Asia, which is hardly
winning converts for our dehnition of
democracy. I and  when negotiations
hinally take place in Viemam, the next
step. Havden and Lvnd emphasize, will
be *to redefine  America’s  interests,
redeline communism . . . going heyoud
all conceprions inherited from the Cold
War, especially beyond the concept of
‘the other side.”

LEver since he dispatched five 18th
Century travelers across The Bridee of
San Luwis Rey back in 1927, Thornton
Wilder has been a figure 10 reckon with
in American leters. But i's been difficult
to decide exactly what that reckoning is.
He has written oo much out of the
mind’s designs rather than the hearts
demands 1o be easily accorded rank as a
major writer: at the same time, he has
aaated oo many masterpieces o be re-
garded as anvthing less. Of his handlul
ol novels, in adiition 1o the jewellike
San Luis Rey, The Ides of March was a
brilliam tour-de-forceful view of ancient
Romc's lleshpots, and Heaven's My Des-
tinatton was one ol the underrated nov-
¢ls of the Thirties; those young men who
have gone West (Nathanael) to savor a
sense of the absurdity of that era would
do well to venture into this wild Wilder.
S0 the judgment of Wilder has always
scemed 10 stand on a tecter balance
awaiting the delinitive nudge. The Eighth
Day (Harper & Row), his first novel since
1948, leaves him teetering, As square as
a cup ol carly-morning coffee, it is also
as hip as a post-midnight espresso. The
story line is tenuous, but the treatment is
impeccable. Breckenridge Lansing, nune
superintendent in Coaltown, Ilinois, is
Killed in 1902. John Ashley, the minc’s
engineer, is accused of the murder, tried,
convicted and sentenced 1o death, B
while being transported to prison, he is
mysteriously rescued. Wilder then pro
ceeds 0 spin out the fates of all the
Ashleys and Lansings, flashing back and
forth in ume. leaplrogging from New
Jersey to the Andes, om San Francisco
to Moscow. There is the inevitable love
affair between a young Ashley and a
voung Lansing and the inevitable attrac-
tion between an adult Ashley and an

adult Lansing. And finally, there is the
lormal revelation of the true murderer—
whaose identity we have alveady geneelly
guessed at—and the mvsterious rescuers.
The theme is vintage ‘Wilder: No one
can perceive the paern in the maze.
Which brings us back 1o those ive diverse
travelers crossing that collapsible bridge
in Peru. And back to the ultimme Wil
derian reputation, still in s state ol
SUSPENSIOn.
-

One of Marshall McLuhan's favorite
quotations is Irom William Blake: “They
beconme like wlhan they behold.™ Troni-
cally. this clectronic prophet of the death-
ofl-print culture has become a kind ol
book machine himsell. wih four (one ol
which he co-authored) volumes already
on the shelves and a hall dozen more
announced for the next year. McLu-
han’s current contribution w0 what's-
happening-now-baby discothequenology,
The Medium Is the Massage (Random House),
is his fourth solo clfort—this one with
photographs by Quentin Fiore. In his
first tome. The Mechanical Bride. MclLu-
han analvred “the folklore of indusirial
man.” hnding a modern mythology in
pop culture and adverusing. In his sec
ond., The Guienberg Galaxy, he returned
to origins, tracing the effect ol the alpha-
bet and the printing press on man's
psvehe and forms ol social organization.
And in his third great psychedehcatessen
of a book. Understanding Media—serv-
ing up rare cheeses, sour pickles, hal-
lucinogenic  caviar, lots of ham and
htle  bread-—>MclLuhan  carried  his
technological  determinism  back  into
the “clearonically configured™ present.
McLuhan’s basic theory is that the history
of Western man has been determined
Largely by his technology, that media
themselves have larranging psychic and
social consequences totally independent
ol their content (“the medium is the mes-
sage”) and that the 20th Cenuary, in its
transflormation from mechamcal 1o ¢lec
tronic technology, is witnessing a dra-
matic reversal in man's psychology and
hrom the Iragmented
and sequental world of the printing
press, assembly line and individualism to
the simultaneous all-at-onceness of 1ele-
vision, ¢lectronic antomanion and tribal-
ism. To McLuhan's admirers, this new
book—a word-playliul, convoluted expli-
cation, as the utle implies, ol electronic
technology's  mind-bending  impact on
modern man and his institutions—will
secem it typographical Happening. To
those less impressed, it will be little more
than a glib Understanding Media Hius-
trated. To McLuhan himsell, it is a “col-
lide-oscope ol imerfaced sitvations.” The
worst prose stylise since Immuanuel Kant,
McLuhan ofters an exasperating mixture
ol hip quips and academic jargon, a kind
of sociology-rock fed out on tape from
an r;pium-c.‘nin;; computer, cach new

social  structures,
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I married a bartender

Yes, he fishes, too. Also bowls a respectable 178.
And talks better golf than he plays, but who doesn’t?

On the job, he wears a dozen hats. He's a
psychologist. A sports and current events expert.

A counselor on you-name-your problem. The world’s
most tactful and sympathetic friend.

A teller of good tales and a joke-appreciator.

Off the job, he’s Number One with neighbors,
friends, kids, cats and dogs. I could call him the
perfect husband. If it weren’t for his hours.

Note from Hiram Walker: He's Number One with us, too.
And because May is National Tavern Month, won’t you
join us in a toast to your favorite man-behind-the-bar?
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version merely a rehashish job. He tries
to sssault all the senses at once by bom-
barding the reader with pictures, car-
toons. 1ypographic jokes. advertisements.
front pages ol newspapers—and  even
upside-down pages and mirror images
of pages o lorce the reader o be-
come more “nmvolved,” This is a book
1o uch. wste, listen 1o and smell—
and even, at umes. 10 vead., preferably
by swobe light. Between  [lashes. the
reader may find plugged-in. switched-on,
reaked-out, amplified prophecy: or heat-
and-serve pop-up sociology.

Croucho Marx has a weakness for fast
quips, bad puns. women and cigas, but
probably his greatest indulgence is writ-
ing letters. Since a Groudho letter inevi-
tably bestirs a reply. the compilers ol
The Groucho Letters (Simon X Schusier)
have wiselv collecied missives hoth by
and 1o the Marsman. They range om
Lan o pan. His correspondence with his
oldest. most  commumcanive  side-kicks,
like Fred Allen. Goodman Ace. Norman
Krasna and Harry Kurnitz, s sometnmes
[unny. but not always Liscinaung lor the
outsiler—too  much  back-patting  and
legpulling. Groucho s beuer grouching
leter o Pennsvivania

1O SIrangers: o
Governor William Scraavton asking him
o fearn the corvrea pronunciation of
mishmash (mishmosh): one 1o the presi
dent ol Chrysler suggesting that he pro
mote salery dnstead ol sivle: a0 snappy
retort 1o Marjorie Dobkin. a lecturer in
Enghish i Barmard College, who asked
him to 1ea and cookies. He rejeas the
invitation as not leasible, logicel or sen-
sible. I am approximately 3000
miles awav and T am ted up with my
secrctary. . L Besides, e s poning out-
side and T never go 10 New York when 1
is raining.” He's o oneman riposte ofhce,
To Confrdential magazine he writes, 1
vou continue  to publish - shanderous
picces abour me, 1 shall Teel compelled
1o cancel my subsaription.” The best of
Groucho is his leters 1o litevati such as
I'. S, Ehot, a pen-palship that began in
mutual admiration and an exchange ol
photos and ended in face-to-face [riend
ship. After Groucho visited him in Lon-
don. Eliot wrote that knowing Groucho
‘has greatly enhanced my aredic in the
neighborhood and particulanly with the
greengrocer across the streer, Obviously
I am now somcone ol importance.” The
Eliot-Mary  correspondence is entertinn
ingly sustained. but other exchanges are
skewchy and sporadic (only one 1o Clico.
one w Harpo) and arranged by scater-
eun. Reading The Groucho [Letlers
sometimes seems like wading through a
waste basker—but it's worth the wading,

“Aly faher. as a man who was clearly
ahead of Ims time. went bankrupt in
1922, This is the opening sentence ol a

most entertaiming look backward ar the
1930s by veeran journalist Robert Ben-
diner. Just Around the Corner (Harper &
Row)—"A Highly Selective History ol
the  Thirties"—is  mmformal  bur  in-
formative, presenting the main events
and personalities of those ontroversial
years. Bendiner hits the high spots, con-
veving with sophistication the  essence
and mood of the era without lapsing in
10 cither biterness or sentimentality. He
[rankly draws on his own personal expe-
ricnees. as well as those of others. which
helps give his book its wittily appealing
tone. He has a sharp eye lor ironic juxta
position-—beginning an engrossing clhap
1er on the “Federated Art” programs ol
the New Deal with the observation, “In
the hastory of the world, lew depression
governments can have given housewives
Iree piano lessons.” Writing of the cam-
paign that ended with Rooscvelt’s Tand
slide in 1936, he remarks thae alier the
Republicans nomimied hapless Al Lan-
don on the first ballor. “the historically
minded recalled Daniel  Webster's re-
mark when the Whigs chose Zachary
Tavior—ihat heneelorth no man could
leel sale from bemmg nominated lor the
Presidency.” The principal personages ol
the time—Hucey Long. Father Coughlin.
William Randolph Hearst. and the hgure
who looms Lirgest over that period of ow
“rendesvous with destiny.” Fo DL R—are
paraded with all their Taults and viriues:
Bendiner is adept ar anting Larger-than-
lile figures down 10 size. For those who
lived through the Thirues. this book will
be g nostilgia-provoking pleasure. For
those born Later. it provides a delightlul
means ol getting a leel ol whar life was
like in a waershed decade.

-

Recent rescarch indicates that, a Teast
among college snwdens, the pyschedelic
sencration wanis out lrom lile as it is
lived by squares: thevre exit-entialists.
lii The Privote Sea: LSD and the Search
for God (Quadhangle), Williziim  Braden
sees veligiosity as the propellant behind
the  blow-vour-mind  movement.  The
New Theology. the Clicago  newspaper-
man sns, iy an Oriencbased pantheism
in which Su-
preme Being s repliced by an “imma-
nent” God. one who resides not in heaven
but i Direct.  personal
conhontation. habyv, This is a nonjudg,
ing deity, of the ype desaibed on the

the Weiern nation ol a

cach ol us

Loack-omuor Lipel buton:  Gop s\
BEAD—HE  [Usl DOESN'T WANT TO  GEl
isvorven. Braden maincuns that  the

cop-out brand ol picty has been working
its way wostward for centuries, and s
the snug hirbor ol the LSD  vovagers.
The author is least convincing when he
auempts 1o establish this God-hune as
the motivating thirst ol the ESDniks: on
the evidence, the revelations they seck
scem to be less holy than hedomsuc. In
fact, Braden hasn’t really written a book



Shirt you're putting me on.
You want me to believe nothing can muss
that permanent press? Not even me?
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about LSD at all. What he has done,
and done well, is o write a crisp, lucid
account of a most complex phenomenon

the new theology [ormulated by Bish-
op Johnm A, T. Robinson of England,
Thomas  Altizer of  Georgia,  William
Hamilion, Paul Tillich and others. With
a steady grip on an clusive subject, the
author presents a plain-talking exposition
of the cwrrent challenges o Judaco-
Christim concepes ol God, Jesus, the
Incarnation, the Crucifixion, the Resur-
rection, and the meaning of v all. As a
psychedelic side show, The Private Sea is
a bad wip; as an intelligent man’s guide
to the [lascinating death-ol-God  dialog,
however, it is consciousness-expanding.

-

Imperious,  evil-tempered, “stubborn,
incredibly awtocratic, Harry Cohn was
one ol the most powerlul men in Holly
wood—and one of the most leared.
While documenting his subject’s laults,
Bob Thomas, in the aptly titled biogra-
phy kKing Cohn (Putnam), also shows the
other side ol the Cohn, The bad-guy im-
age was partially a ceanure ol Cohn's
own imagination—the man who loved 10
be hated. He areated producers  with
contempt 1o goad them 10 produce.
Colin loved a good hight, says Thomas,
and only respeaed  those who  would
fight with him. No mater how deep the
grudge—and many were marrow  deep
—-Colmn usually forgave, which in his
curious siyle meant that he tried o hire
his cnemies back. T kiss the Teet of al-
ent.” said Cohn. As Thomas tells it, he
discovered the best. then losi them be-
ciuse ol his power ol alicnation. Thomas
actually catches Cohn in acts of charity,
usually accompanied by, “You tell any
body about this. you son of a bitch, and
UlE kil you.™ The book is written auhori
tatively—for 23 years Thomas has been
the Associated Press” Hollywood man—
but he was [aced with a couple ol obsta-
dles. Not only was the king dead, but
during his Iife he was almost never inter-
viewed, Once, wapped by a reporter
who asked how he liked being president
ol Columbia for 25 years, he snapped,
“It's bewer than being a pimp.” Almost
all of Cohn's words are reproduced as
remembered by others—and perhaps as
censored by others, But ff Thomas is
never really able to tackle his monster
hero's psyche, he does catalog his quirks,
such as his admirvation for Mussolini,
whose grandiose oflice Cohn copied. He
tells how in moments of anger Cohn
would be unable 10 spell Columbia cor-
recly. And he indicates the many ironies
ol his long career, such as the lTact that
Columbia was “the home ol the sophisti-
cated hlm,” which. savs Thomas, “as-
tounded the many people in Hollywood
who considered Harry Cohn the com
pleat vulgarian.”
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Hu\\' do those of us who are not so
beautiful as your Playmates find mascu-
line compantonship? My face is sufhcient,
but I'm about 45 pounds overweight.
Aud even il 1 were to shed this excess
weight, as 1 hive done two or three
times in the past, I would still not be
beautiful: T have large hones and  a
simiall bust. Please don’t wry to give me a
lot ol “personality” advice, because I've
been around long enough 10 know that
my personality is suitable to almost any
situatton. I'm sorvy to sav that I am over-
ly particular when it comes 1o the men
in my lile. They must be very well
cquipped in manners, dress, looks and
personality. not o menton status, job
and wages. [ reluse 10 become part of
“social groups.” And I reluse 1o hunt
nuales down. What sort ol hope is there
for someone like mer—NMiss . D,
Tacoma, Washington.

As you deseribe yourself, you're over-
werght and capable of slimming down
but wnwilling to do it al present; and
you've completely unwilling to take any
kind of social imtiatice, cven one as basic
as gelling youwrself ichere the action s,
We can only suggest thal you stop pity-
ing yourself long cnough 1o realize that
you are demanding qualities in men that
you yourself lack. Either settle for your
male equivalent or shape up and then go
after the big prize.

Whtsn dining in a restauwrant where
there's a swrolling violinist, am 1 expect-
ed 1o tip the musician even when no one
in my pariy has called him over>—S. S,
Las Vegas, Nevada,

No. Tip a restaurant musician only
when you've made a special request.

l recently graduaied from college and,
upon reading the fine print on my diplo-
ma, 1 discovered the phrase “having sat-
isfied the requirements for the degree of
bachelor of arts, Is now sudmitted to that
degree with all the rights, privileges and
immunities thercunto appertaining . .7
Do vou know the origin ol the term
“diploma”™  Just what are my “rights,
privileges  and  immunities”?—S. A,
Pitssburgh, Pennsvlvania,

“Diploma™ (Jrom the Greel word di-
ploun, meaning “to double”™) originally
denoted a signed, folded and sealed goo-
crnment docwment that sranted certain
“rights, privilegzes and immunities” o
specthed  citizens of  ancienl  Gieece
tlater, the Romans adopted the idea).
Thus, messengers and hn[mifrmf person-
ages. such as cowrters and senatoys, could
travel unmolested, obtain fresh transpor-
tation, elc. The wording is still included

on some diplomas (not all schools use the
phrase) for the purpose of pomp and

ciicumstance.

I am a 1%year-old Negro college man in
love with a white girl. I have known her
tor years and our relationship has slowly
progressed from Iriendship o an adoles-
cent “crush,” 1o physical intimacy, to
love. Never, in cight vears, have we
gone out in public together; she is ex
wremely nervous about that. Lately, she
has become dubious about our whole
relationship and has told me that we
ought to break it up. Please believe
me, I have wied. I dated other givls (al-
though without intimacy), devowed a
great deal of tme 1o Literature and in-
volved mysell in sporis, but to no avail. 1
cannot stop loving her and I want her 1o
love me and marry me. Is that hopeless?
—C. D., Ithaca, New York.

11 sounds hopeless 1o us. In order for
an inferracial maritage (o swrovive in our
lavgely segregated  sociely, considerably
more love and individual fortitude are
requived than in a conventional mar-
riage. Your gerlfriend’s destre to call it off
and her unwillingness to be seen in pub-
lic with you clearly indicate that one or
both rvequirements ave lacking. Because
of the long-standing nature of your rela-
tionship, we think it might be wise lo
change envivonments—at least for the
coming summer. If a vacation regimen
of varicd dating doesn’t turn the mem-
ory off by next fall, you might consider
changing schools.

St:\'cr.'ll other airmen and mysell st
tioned here in the frozen north have got-
en into an argument over whether the
Empire State Building swavs in  the
wind, A [riend and I sav it does. Two
other airmen say it doesn’t, Who's right?
—N. S, St Anthony, Newloundland.

A spokesman for the Empie Sale
Building declares that the structure leans
—nol sways—a maximum of onc-fourth
imch during a high wind. We'll leave the
argument over semantics 1o you, your
friends and Noah Webster.

Huw much difference is there between
California tokay wine and the imported
tokay that comes from Hungarvz—D. §.,
Chicago. Hhnois.

Worlds of difference. California tokay.
a baseborn mixture of port, sherry and an-
velica, is about as similar to H HNCarian
lokay as lap watey is {0 a wintaze Bor
deaux. Genuwine tokay comes from a spe-
cal grape grown only in the northeast
corney of Hungary. Like other rare white
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wines, the best tokay is pressed from
grapes (called wockenbeeren) that ave so
ripe they're almost spoiled, having been
left on the vine until they shrivel, and
picked not bunch by bunch but grape by
grape. Alec Waugh, i his book “In
Praise of Wine,” wrole that an anony-
mous Hungarian  once  descvibed s
country’s native nectar an these words:
“Think of the most beautiful picture
you have ever seen, the most wonderful
symphony you have ever hearvd, the most
beautiful sunset on earih, the fragrance
of the most exquisile perfume in the Rue
de la Paix and the company of the person
you love most in the world. Add a touch
of original sin, and theve you have tokay.”

Wi 1 ma my girl a year and a half
ago, she said she was a virgin, and I had
no reason to doubt her. As time went on,
we becune more intimate and our sexual
relationship flourished. However, 1 soon
found that she was always onc step
ahead of me sexually. She was the initia-
tor and aggressor, even suggesting we
have imercourse—which we did. I soon
began to have doubts concerning her
prior claim ol virginity. My suspicions
eventually came out into the open, and
we fought constantly belore breaking up.

For six miscrable months [ was &
shattered man. We hnally made up, but
then the pattern of suspicion and accusa-
tion began again. We are still going to-
gether—indeed, we are contemplating
marriage. But T still have my doubts
and she still denies any intimacies prior
to our mecting. Should I give her the en-
gacement ring she's asked [or, or should
I mive her the airz—0'. C., Long Beach,
New York.

Fresh air is in order, all vight, and we
think it's you who should try some. Your
obsession with this gol's first consent is
botl adolescent and Iy pocritical, though
common enough amang young men. You
have reduced a complex problem to a
question of trust; but we think, since you
present no veal evidence that your givl
has licd, that the answers will be found
within yourself. Your vwn guili feelings
and ambivalence about sex, for example,
may laie bt‘('ﬂ HH' canse of I7] r-umpm:.m—
fory aggressiveness on heyv part. And your
threatened self-image, caused by the pos-
sebility that you were not “first,” could
be behind your concern with her so-called
purity. We also suspect that there is a
more general fear about your own in-
experience: Because you followed her
lead, you may feel vulnerable and sub-
ordinale.

We certainly don’t recommend mar-
riage while youw're struggling with all this
distrust. Give yourself some time, and a
brutally honest self-analysis, to learn
why this gil's past is so vital to your
future.

What do the miuals “A. C.” as in
A. C. Cobra stand lor?—I. 8., Fort
Rucker, Alabama.

A staunch  old  British  firm, Aulo-
Carrier (now known as A.C., Ltd.),
which curvently produces all production
bodies and suspension componenis for
the A. C. Cobra,

c:m a pair of dark cordovan shoes be
worn with a white dinner jucket? If not,
what shoes would be correciz—NI. AL,
Brooklyn, New York,

Cordovans are too casual for formal
wear. While black patent pum ps are cor-
rect for jormal weay, black calf or
smooth leather slip-ons, highly polished,
make acceplable substitutes.

I am a second licutenant in the Army
and the other day I took a first date to an
off-post restaurant. Alter the meal was
over, the girl ook out her make-up case
and proceeded 10 “do her face™ right
there e the table T told her pointblank
that it was very bad taste to apply make-
up at the table and that she should go to
the ladies’ room to do it. She replied that
it was perfectly proper lor her to do
what she was doing. As you may guess,
the cvening ended with her doing an
about-tace out the door. Who was right?
—K. A.. Pcersburg, Virging

Techmieally, you werve; make-up ap-
plied at the table after a meal should
consist of some fresh lipstick and a dis-
creet dab or two of powder—not a major
overhaul. However, it sounds like your
table manners could also stand a touch-up
or two. The next lime
stances occur, tactfully mention the loca-
tion of the ladies’ voom, and if your date
fails to take the hint, drop the subject.
You'll never yecruit any addresses, Lieu-
tenant, if you addvess all your dates as if
they were raw recruils.

simlar cireum-

'own a 1931 Chevrolet that is in very
good condition. The car has its original
engine. The owner's handbook is in per-
fect shape. Is my car considered  a
“classic’>—L. R., Annapolis, Maryland.

No. The Classic Car Club of America
defines a classic as “a fine or ‘distinctive’
aulomobile, American or foreign built,
produced between 1925 and 1942 (ex-
cept for Lincoln Continenials, which are
included up to 1918). Generally, the
classic was  high-priced when new and
was buwilt in hmited quantities. Other
factors such as engine displacement. cus-
tom coachicork, luxury equipment such
as power brakes, power clutch, “one-shot’
or antomatic lubrication systems (known
to enthusiasts as ‘goodies’) help deter-
mine whether or not a car is a true clas-
sic.” What you own is a 1931 Chevrolet
in very good condition.

Wh)' is the word “love™ used in tennis
instead of “zero” or “no score”?—R. D.,
Corpus Christi, Texas.

Etymologists  have sevoed up two
theories. The “Dictionary of Word and
Phrase Onigins” traces the term back to
the word “amatewy” (which is derived
from the Latin amare, “to love”). “A per-
son who ‘plays for love;” the book
states, “is litevally playing for nothing—
al least nothing in the form of a tangible
reivard. Thus, the figure O has for more
than two centuries been called love—
and the person who remains on the love
end of many sets of tennis must truly be
called amateur . .

The recently published book “How
Did 11 Begin?” however, hypothesizes
that “love™ has a purely Gallic origin:
“Nil, or nothing, 1s zevo. the figure whose
shape vesembles an egg. The French,
always subtle and quick on the uptake,
adopted their [word for] egg, loeuf, fo
announce ‘no scove,’ Crosing the Chan-
nel, l'ocul was adapted to British tongues
by being rendered love” Deuce game

H.. accurately can a docior name the
date on which a woman became preg-
nam? And if he knows that date, how
accurate will he be in predicing the
baby’s birth date>—D. O'N., Wauconda,
Hlinois.

If a woman has a regular 28-day men-
strual cycle, her date of conception can
be estimated within a range of five days.
Heve's how: Normally, her fertile period
extends from the 12th to the 16th day
after the beginning of her last menstrua-
tion. If she had intercomse only once
during those five davs, the exact date of
conception can be fixed. Maove common-
Iy, the doctor takes the mid-point of her
cycle—the Hith  day—as a reasonable
approximation.

Starting al this point, the date of bivth
is an educated guess. If the lady 15 in
good health. the doctor predicts the
birth for the 267th day after the estimal-
ed date of conception. According to the
chief obstetrician of a Chicago hospital,
however, the actual bivth date may vary
from the prediction as much as two
weeks either way.

To sum it up, childbivths, like tain
arrivals, can be predicted, but theve's no
guavantee they'll be on lime.

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquetle
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Nend all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Mich-
igan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. The
most provocalive, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.



%
- :Km,; I!' Say Seagram’s
L and be a Sure One.

What's a “Sure One''? Thls is what our
dictionary says: “Sure One (shoor wiin) n. 1. an
astute person who chooses Seagram’s 7 Crown
because of its smoothness, its constant

quality and its unvarying good taste in every
drink, straight or mixed. 2. an affectionate
nickname for the world’s most popular brand

of whiskey. Seagram’s 7 Crown.” For further
information, consult your local bartender. Or just
say Seagram’s and find out for yourself.

Seagram’s 7 Crown—The Sure One. =

Seagram Distillers Co.. N.Y.C. Blended Whiskey. 86 Proof. 63' Gramn Neutral Spints.
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leji: Jayv-Bonair Harley belt loop model. right: Jay-Bonair
Comanche model with inside adjusters, Bolero pockets.

If you’re looking
for a pair

of slacks to
match,

try JAY-BLAZE....

if you'd like more than one pairof JAY-BLAZE thumb

*through

Jaymar’s meticulous color coordination is the answer. Highly stvled Jayv-Bonair® Slacks these cee
are available in a dramatic color-matched collection of fashionable checks, solids and
plaids. in belt loop and beltless models. Each is a perfect complement to vour favorite
blazer, shirt or sweater. What’s more. only Jay-Bonair Slacks offer you avant garde
styling combined with traditional high quality and unerring good taste. Try on a
pair of Jay-Bonair Slacks in a erisp tropical Jay-Blaze blend of 559 Dacron® polyester/
45% wool today. Jay-Bonair Jav-Blaze Slacks are priced from $18.

* DUPONT'S REG. T. M, tT.M. aPPL. FOR ©1967 JAYMAR-RUBY, INC

AJAYMAR sr.ack win DACRON®

made by people who care for people... who care®
Product of Jaymar-Ruby, Inc., Michigan City, Indiana

Jaymar slacks are available at more than 5.000 fine stores coast 1o coast:



PLAYBOY'’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

norasie for the number of English-
speaking girls annually in auendance,
and less relentlessly  longhaired  than
most musical feres, is the Edinburgh
Festival, to be staged in Scotland’s capi-
tal from August 20 to September 9. The
cvent draws musicians, actors. film direc-
tors. writers and starlets from all over
Europe. I you plan 1o stay at the famed
North  British, Caledonian or Carlton
hotels, where most Festival stars will be
l|llill'lt‘l'L‘d. reserve your room now. Once
the lestivities are under way, performers
and visiting celebrities will be wining and
dining nightly at such clegam Continen-
tal restaurants as the Epicure, the Aperitif
and the North British’s La Caravelle.

If you arrive in Europe a week or two
belore the Festival begins, by all means
head for Treland’s capital and the Doblin
Horse Show, August 8-12, The principal
social sporting event of Ircland’s  year,
this cquestrian  extravaganza  feawures
military and civilian contests and an in-
ternational  jumping competition. AMore
than 1000 horses are on display. and the
show's annual auction of prime Irish
thoroughbreds is always exciting to witch.

Once in Edinburgh, chances are you'll
meet a wee broth of a lass while out on
the town—or comin’ through the rye. If
vou do, surprisc her by suggesting a
drive to the seacoast on a day when Fes-
tival activity is at a minimum. At the
tiny harbor of Newhaven, just two miles
from Edinburgh’s Princes Street Gardens,
vou can buy fresh sealood directly from
small incoming boats—and then repair
to her digs for dinner. A short drive [rom
Newhaven, you'll come upon the town ol
Cramond, still steeped in the 18th Cen-
tury and offering a spectacular view of
the Firth of Forth, where the North Sea
enters Scotland’s cast coast. Try 1o stop
at the Cramond Inn's oak-beamed dining
room for the house spedialties of shrimp,
lobster or duckling. (The meal will be
enhanced by a finger or two of the Inn's
special unblended  Scotch whisky.)  An-
other Firthside stop to make is at South
Queensferry’'s Hawes Inn. where Robert
Louis Stevenson wrote Kidnapped—and
probably also relished. as you will, the
Inn's firstrate kippers lor breaklast,

From here, drive across the new road
bridge that spans the Forth o Dunferm-
line, once the capial of Scotland and now
cqually famed as the birthplice of An-
drew Carnegie: through Kirkealdy and
Largo to File Ness—a suceession ol pic-
turesque towns and seaside goll courses.

Il you've still got a girl in tow, lly with
her across the North Sea 10 Stockholm;
from there, another hour by plane will
take you both o the rose-bedecked

medieval city of Visby, on the Swedish
isle of Gotland. Here you'll want 1o remt
a cottage by the sea on the grounds
of the Sniickgiirdsbaden Hotel, an Old
World coastal caravansary with its own
swimming pool and surrounded by
sheltered coves seemingly built for 1wo.

If she's a Scot and likes the outdoor
life, fly farther cast 10 what may well be
the worlds most fabulous fishing pool.
the Malangloss. located ar the bottom of
a 70-foor watcrfall in Norwav's River
Maals.  Salmon  congregate here  cn
masse: you should be able to haul in at
least two a day, scaling at between 10
and 40 pounds apicce. A comfortable little
fishing lodge has recently been buile ar
the site. The Malangfoss is just a mile
from Bardufoss Airport, and Oslo is a
four-hour flight away, To highlight a
quick weckend in Norwav's capial. drop
in for an evening's entertainment at the
National Theater. where Ibsen's plavs
were originally  produced  (and  scorned
by a scandalized Oslo populace).

After hopping a jet back home. vou
might opt for a stay in Massachuseus’
Berkshire Hills, where vou'll be able
to catch end-of-season performances at
Tanglewood. All through the summer,
Tanglewood's open-air Music Shed -
tracts top conductors 1o lead its weekend
serics of classical concerts. Nearby  Ja-
cob’s Pillow offers a summer-long sched-
ule of dance productions: and to round
things off, there’s jazz at the Music Barn
in Lenox,

As a final stop. back from vour Luro-
pean idyl, make it 1o New York's Hamp-
tons, on the eastern (ip of Long Ishnd.
which have displaced Fire Island in re
cent years as the East’s swingingest sum-
mer spa. Cottages here remt for a seasonal
sum of 53000 10 $15.000. I you plan
ahead, such posh hostelries as the Ocean
Colony and Tennis Club at Amagansert,
the Yardarm Club or Dune Deck Beach
Hotel at Westhampion, or those at
Quogue, Sag Harbor and Water Mill may
have room for vou. Once ensconced,
you'll find diversions as numerous as the
girls who flock here from all over the
Last. Make it a point to stop in for cock-
tails at Bri(lgvh;lmpl(m') Bulls Head Inn,
which serves as poker headquarters for
such playwrights as Edward Albee, Ar-
thur Kopit and Jack Gelber. The Hamp-
tons’  best watering  spot  for  bikini
watchers, known locally as Coast Guard
Beach, is populated by models and would-
be actresses who gather here to meet
fashion photographers and producers.

For furthey information, write to Playboy
Reader Sevvice, Playboy Building, 919
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il 60611.

Introductory
offer:

Try this™=*
completely
unique
experience
and we will
send you.

©Special Producls Division of The National Brewing Co.,
Baltimore, Md., Detroit, Mich., Miami, Fla., Phoenix, Afiz.
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Fiat solves
the topless controversy

Get that King-of-the-Road feeling with Fiat.

Top or topless? You can have either or both with the fast, colorful, and popular new Fiat 850. So
easily! You can afford both at Fiat prices. One with a top that comes down (model 850 spider
$1998*) to give you the sun and the moon; the other with a top that stays put (model 850 coupe
$1795*) but manages to make you look just a little bit wicked anyway. Both give you the time of
your life in carefree automobile ownership...the design, economy and safety that won a Fiat
model the “Car of the Year" Award (voted by 50 automotive editors from 12 countries). The
Fiats here have independent wheel suspension; front wheel disc brakes; instant, big-power
pickup; easy-clean, vinyl uphoistery; dozens of safety extras and glamor extras at no extra
cost. And economy? They almost live on love.

*Suggested price p.o.e. New York, Ses the Yellow Pages for your nearest Fiat dealer, Over- seas delwery through denlers and travel agools. Fial, 375 Park Averwe, New York, N. ¥

FIAT



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

THE MYSTERY OF SEX

1 congratulate vou for your reply to
nurse Barret's leter (“Sex and Murder,”
The Playboy Forum. February).

The mening of sex is not well under-
stood yet. not as a physiological response
nor as a sociological factor, nor even as a
psvchological entity. None of these areas
have ever been subject to any kind of
rigorons investigation.,

During the past two years, we have
had  discussions at Notre Dame  about
the various aspects of sex, sexuality and
responsible  parenthood  with a small
group of noted theologians, ])hilom])l'lcrs,
sociologists, psvchologists, medical scien-
tists and  practitioners,  biologists  and
chemists. We have been surprised to dis-
cover how little we actually know about
the facts of sex: we cannot even speak
with any degree ol certainmty about the
implictions of various social, ethical and
historical Tactors that have aeated the
currently prevailing sexual morality in
the Western world,

While T am not sure that I agree with
evervihing in The Playboy Philosoplhy, 1
feel that an open forum on s topic will
certainly encourage a frank and objec
tive discussion of sex. Such  [rankness
and objectivity are long overdue.

Williim T. Lin

Prolessor of Sociology
University of Notre Dame
Notre Dame, Indiana

THE DIVINITY OF SEX

Why cn’'t we learn a thing or two
from the pre-Christians? Not everyithing
they believed should have been discard-
el just becamse we  accepred  Christ’s
compassion for others as our guide for
behavior. We can keep that as our first
consideration, and then we can make the
sex act into a religion.

Lets wurn the spotlight en the holy
experience of orgasm as a sometime prel-
ude to acativity (and a religions experi-
ence in isell). The workd is discovering
that churches are without signmihcance or
potency in importint matlers,

We need a new humanistic religion.
As part ol the ol limngy, parenthood
could be reserved for the deserving. A
mother would be a high priesiess, and a
father, someone  special. This  would
solve many ol our soaal problems, such
as overpopulation,

Of course, this religion would be la-

beled and perhaps legishited against as a
“sex cult.” Maybe by putting “Chrisuan™
in the name, such protest could be
mitigated: The Cult of Christian Crea-
tion—a humanistic approach to religious
experience.

Give us sex with an open-door affilia-
tion with God and we won’t need war
and aggression.

This letter is written by an over-G0
litde old lady—not from Pasadena—who
would appreciate anonymity.

(Name withheld by request)
Tacoma, Washington

THE DEBASEMENT OF SEX

Most civilized men know that sex, at
its worst. is highly desirable, and au its
best, is a feast no morial can wraly de-
serve. In the raw, withour love, it offers
the slumgullion we used 10 scoop out of
a mess kit—which at least keeps a man
[rom starving. Love. legal or illegal, sa-
cred or prolane, is lhaute cuisine with
sparkling white linen and a bottle of
claret on the wble.

In abandoning the adulicry of Mount
Olvmpus for 1oday’s widespread  com-
mercial greed, we have waded the sing
ol the gods for those of the pigsty.

_]()llll W. Rockeleller, jr.
Elizabeth, New Jersey

A distant cousin of the rich Rocke-
fellers, My, Rockefeller s the author of
“The Poor Rockefellers.” His new book
is called “The Dewnl Is a Communist.”

SEX AND MARRIAGE

There seems 10 be a great deal of con-
cern abour  physical infidelity, bt no
one, 1o my knowledge, has expressed any
concern about other, even more scrious
ways a person can be unfaithiul o the
marriage What about the wife
who derides her husband’s abilities to
him, to their children, o their friends?
The husband who publicly compares his
wile with other women—in Lavor of the
other women? The spouse who reluses 1o
consider his or her partner’s comlon?
And thare is the wile (usually) who puis
her family abead ol her husbhand; the
woman who keeps her husbhand in debt;
the man who puts bowling and hunting
and “the boys™ ahcad of uking his wile
o a movie.

These things represent greater “‘un-
faithfulness” than an extramarital bed-
mate. People who place all the emphasis
on the physical side ol fidelity either do

VOWS,

shades
“RENAULD

...and now
sunglasses will never
be the same again!

“SUN-DOWN" Cork trim. Black frame or
charcoal bronze. Polarnized lens banishes
glare. About $10.00

% A Div. of Renauld Int, Ltd., 851 Buriway, Burlingame, Calif, 94010
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a most pleasant experience

Znglish
Leather

after shave...
after shower...
after hours...

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

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

znglish_ﬂfathtre
| .

\L-PURPOSE
‘LOTION

ash COMPANT INC
o 700

e £ maptevd

A complete line of men'’s toiletries including ...

...the SHAVING CREAM, $1.50
...the PRE-SHAVE LOTION, $1.50

GIFT SETS in authentic redwood boxes, $3.00 to $10.00
©@MEM COMPANY, INC., NORTHVALE, N.J.

Playboy shirts

are set to swing.
Wear in or out
with everything
casual. Under the
sign of the Rabbit:
cool, free-wheeling
cotton and Dacron®
polyester knit in
black, white, navy
blue, red, light blue
or burgundy. Code
WA100, Playboy's:
S, M, L. or XL sizes.
Code WAZ200,
Playmate’s: S (32),
M (34-36), L (38) sizes.
Each, $6 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your
name? Send check or money order to:
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, 919 N. Michigan
Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. Playboy
Club credit keyholders may charge to
their keys.

not fully understand what is involved in
a marriage or see the marriage vows as a
real-estate conract. In most cases. o
woman who can’t keep her hushand in
her bed has already chased lim our.

Let me add, lor balance, that I'm very
much alraid that those kids in the Sexual
Freedom League are going to  learn
cventually that there is a lot more 1o a
relationship than “having relatons.”

Virginia Klipstein
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

BEDROOM BLACKMAIL

As a wile and mother, 1 would like
to comment on the controversy in recem
Playbaoy Forum columns about Stanley
Eigen's  comparison  of  wives  with
whores. It was very gallant of your many
male readers to rush o the defense ol
wives so vigorously, and 1 wish [ could
agree that all wives deserve this defense.

Gentlemen. you should hear the typi-
cal suburban  bridge-table  conversation
some alernoon when the hublaes are all
at work. My blood runs cold at some ol
the cynical attitudes  bluntdy  expressed
by “nice™ women. You would be as hiver
as Mr. Eigen it you realized how many
American  females frankly regand  their
bodies as gadgets o be wsed m a game
of bedroom blackmail to control their
nuLes.

Love, honesty, my children and my
wonderful hushand e the things
make lile worth living for me. But the
wile who is actually a whore exists m
numy social circles, even the “hest™ ones

or, more accurately, especially in the
“hest” ones.

{(Name withheld by request)
Houston, Texas

FRIGIDITY IN MARRIAGE

I the writer of the lewer “Frigidity
and  Aduleery™ (The Playboy Forum,
February) s wuhappy in his marriage
with a “frigid™ wile, think how she must
feel, Tam such & woman and T can atest
to the feelings ol inadequacy. unwoman
liness and  frustratton she  expericnces.
Most probably she knows that he is un-
Faithiul and this only aggravates her
problem. I sex is approached as “Now
we will iy hours ol loreplay 1o bring al-
normal vou 1o dimax.” it will provoke
reseniment. I instead. the husband de-
termines to creare a happy marriage. to
stop seeing other women and 1o get psy-
chiatric help for his wite. he will be giv-
ing them both the best possible cimcee
lor a good sexual and personal relation-
ship.

He muost talk with her, be wender with
her and try 10 understand that she fecls
so ashamed and miserable about her lack
ol reaction to his lovemaking that her
body as well as her mind is in revold
This requires a vast amount ol paticnce
and love, My hushand is one ol the Kind-
est men who have ever existed, and his
awarcness and thoughtlulness in  this
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PISTINGUISHED CLUBS IN MAJOR CITIES

SPECIAL EDITION

YOUR ONE PLAYBOY CLUB KEY
ADMITS YOU TO ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS

MAY 1967

PLAYBOY CLUBS IN 17 CITIES WITH NEW
MONTREAL HUTCH SET TO PREMIERE SOON!

Keyholders and playmates enjoy a leisurely early dinner in the Chicago

v

Living Room while Bunnies serve tall ounce-and-a-half-plus beverages.

Six Days at Jamaica Playboy—$105

JAMAICA (Special)—By mak-
ing your reservations now, you
can enjoy six fun-filled days and
five memorable nights at the
most luxurious resort in the
Caribbean . .. for only $105%,

Your prize package includes
beautiful accommodations with
sunken Grecian bath, daily
bounteous breakfasts and gour-
met dinners; two cocktail par-
ties; a picnic party at Dunn's
River Falls complete with ca-

f

Poolside refreshment and a Bunny

attending to your needs—that's
the life at the Jamaica Playboyl

lypso band; and a glass-bottom-
boat cruise to the coral reef.

You'll be caught up in a whirl
of Jamaica Playboy activities—
ska parties on the patio, nightly
entertainment, outdoor movies,
Swim in our Olympic pool, sun
on our B800-foot white-sand
beach, play tennis, water-ski,
snorkel and scuba-dive—enjoy
all your favorite activities amid
the Playboy-plush environment.

It happens only in May and
June, with nine departure dates
to choose from: May 5, May 12,
May 19, May 26, June 2, June 9,
June 16, June 23 and June 30,
Send for more information to
Hotel Div., Dept. 29, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago, Ill. 60611.

*£105 per person is based on double
occupancy, $£130 for single occupancy

and 580 for third person in a room.
All rates exclusive of transportation,

YOUR KEY ADMITS YOU
TO PLAYBOY EVERYWHERE

OPEN — Atlanta + Baltimore
Boston - Chicago - Cincin-
nati + Detroit - Jamaica
Kansas City - London - Los
Angeles - Miami + New Or-
leans - New York - Phoenix
St. Louis + San Francisco
PLANNED — Cleveland
Denver - Lake Geneva, Wis.
Montreal - Washington, D.C.

CHICAGO (Special)—The
newest link in our chain of 17
Playboy Clubs throughout the
world—including the fabulous
London Club and casino and the
Jamaica resort-hotel—is located
at 2081 Aylmer Street, in the
heart of Montreal's entertain-
ment area. The five-story hutch
is across from McGill University
and 10 minutes from Expo 67.
There Canadian keyholders
will dine on FPlayboy's proven
man-pleasing favorites—filet
mignon, sirloin steak, London
broil, Bunny Burgers, heaping
platters from the buffet (at the
same price as a drink )—and en-
joy our famous ounce-and-a-
half-plus king-size drinks.
Order your Playboy Key to-
day and save $30 (Canadian) in
Montreal before the $60 Resi-

Better
keyholders across the nation are
warming up for the championship

practice that swing —

1B-hole course at Playboy's Mid-
west resort at Lake Geneva, Wis.,
set to open for 1968 golf season.

dent Key Fee in Canada goes
into effect. (See coupon for
schedule of key fees in U.5.)
Your key admits you to all
present Playboy Clubs and to
each new Club as it opens.
Bilingual Bunnies, top talent,
live jazz and Playboy's friendly,
informal atmosphere abound
throughout the many Montreal
clubrooms. When you present
your key to the Door Bunny
(she may be a PLAYBOY Play-
mate), your personal name
plate is placed on the lobby
board and closed-circuit TV
telecasts your arrival to friends
who may be awaiting you
Open the door to excitement
—mail the coupon now and ap-
ply at the special Charter Rate.

New at the Club

SAN FRANCISCO—The Living
Room has a new look! A dance
floor, the Toby Ben Blues Band
and a curvy go-go dancer has
replaced the piano bar. Week-
day luncheons in the Living
Room include bufiet platters
and London Broil at the same
price as a drink. The VIF Room
now offers a brand new menu
featuring roast prime ribs of
beef every Friday and Saturday
night from 7 pP.M.

LOS ANGELES—Now you may
dance to the Bob Corwin Living
Room trio six nights a week.
Living Room luncheons feature
buffet platters and Steak Diane
at the same price as a drink.

NEW YORK—The VIP Room,
Playroom, Playmate Bar and
Living Room have been entirely
redecorated. Damaged by a
burst water main during the Big
Blizzard, they now feature the
newest in comfort concepts from
our Design Department.

r = == wm =m sBECOME A KEYHOLOER. CLIP ANO MAIL TODAYS =m = =m = 1

] TO: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL |
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, lllincls 60611 I

I Genllemen:

I 1 wish to apply tor key privileges. l

1 WNAME (PLEASE PRINTY :

1 GCCUPATION - |

' ADORESS i l

1 oy STATE T —ZTP CODE ]
u.S. Key Fee s 525 excepl in Arizona, Flonda, llinois, Indiana, Kansas, Lowsiana,

l Missouri and Mississippl, where keys are $50. Canadian Key Fee: $30 (Cana- .
dian). Key Feeincludes §1 for year's subscription to YIP, the Club magazine. Ap-

l plicantior key mustbe maleand over 23. The Annual Account Maintenance Charge, |

. currently §5 in U.S. and $6 (Canadian) in Canada, is waived for your first year. l

. 0O Enclosed find § = 0 Bill me for § '
O I wish enly wnlermation about The Playboy Club. 282
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THE MAN OF

””S’Ie The swingin'est
! “shoe .. . for beach, boat, court or cook-out
““ . ...orfor anywhere or anytime the Man of
" Action wants to GO! GO! GO! The new look
= _!---r‘;3 in comfort—slip-on or lace in popular colors.
o Be a Man of Action ... get a pair today.
. Atfine stores everywhere. :
Tue. S ‘RVU S RUBBER CO. Generl Oitice and Facrory, Rock Wond, m{ y

N 3S7]

Write 1o nearest factory branch for
details and full color illustrations of all
the new 1967 models. Specifications may
vary between Eastern and Western
models.

G o

Advance to

POWERFUL

motorcycling!

Move up to the high performance of a BIG
BSA motorcycle! BIG BSA twins (650 cc - 40
cu. in.) handle with the ease of lightweights,
yet power you and your passenger up hills
without shifting. Cruise all day at maximum
highway limits in luxurious comfort. Big power
in reserve for safety in traffic. See these
handsome, powerful motorcycles at your BSA
dealer!

WEST:
BSA MOTORCYCLES-WESTERN
Dept. B
2745 E. Huntington Dr., Duarte, Cal. 91010
EAST:
BSA MOTORCYCLES Incorporated

Dept. B
639 Passaic Ave., Nutley, New Jersey 07110

area are so great that I can hardly waic
for a “whole™ me for both of us o0 enjoy.
If the expense of time and psychiatric
assistance seems oo ereat, ler the de-
prived husband imagine how he would
feel if no ervection were possible without
puain, and ejaculation could never be
achieved.
(Name and address
withheld by request)

The anonymous writer of the Febru-
ary Playboy Forum letter “Frigidity and
Adultery”  advocates  premarital  inter-
course as a safeguard against marrying a
frigid woman. He is in crvor. Belore we
were married. my ex-wife and I had re-
lations as often as we wamted. After lour
months of marriage, however, she found
out she was pregnant and stopped want-
ing 1o have intercourse at all. We sought
the help ol a psvchiatrisi. His findings
were that sex before marriage was at-
tractive to her simply because it was in
defiance of her parents” wishes. Once we
were married, the only reason for her to
have sex was to get pregnant.

Alter pregnancy. she wanted 1o stop
all relations. but out of “love” lor me,
she would lie there and let me use her to
release my  frustrations. She  never
maxed at any tme in our marriage, but 1
still remained faithiul. In the [ollowing
years we were very unhappy, but we
staved together for the suke of the chil
dren. I tried evervthing, including hours
ol foreplay. diftecremt posittons. etc., with
1o success. Since our divoree, 1 have had
no problems with other women.

Premarital intercowse s dehimitely no
answer 1o a problem like this. Only a less
repressive childhood could have saved
my wile.

(Name withheld by request)
Lynwood, Calilornia

THE NEW VICTORIANS

T wish to express my appreciation for
The Playboy Philosophy sevies. Such re-
evaluations of our social structure have
long been needed. However. the so
called New Morality seems to have
spawned a rather odd breed of fish. For
want of a better word. T shall call them
the New Victorians, Pretending 1o have
enlightened and broadened minds, these
people rationalize in a circle right hack
1o the same old ideas that have baled so
dismally in the past. Starting with the
revelation that sex is not “dirty.” they go
on hastily o add that sex is good and
rewarding only when limited 1o mar-
riage. Then they reafhirm the wradivonal
behiel thae the onlyv worthwhile woal oo
woman's life is to be married as a virgin
o the man she loves. This, they assure us,
leads 1o a successful marriage, because it
provides an “honorable heginning.”

I submit that this is 1otally unrealistic,
It would make a wonderlul [airy tale,



Carry on

The leather-fresh fragrance
that leads you into all sorts of
adventure (and misadventure).

Royal Regiment
by Max Factor

Cologne, After Shave, Heroic-Size Soap

EN96T Mas Facior & Co. Avpilable o Canava

but in rcal life the odds are so great
against it that in most cases such a
philosophy can  only lead 1o soul-
crushing failure. Sex, like dancingand ten-
nis, is 2 SENSOrY-MOLOT CXCTCise ol partners,
in which proficieney is gained only after
long practice. Sex does not “come natu-
rally” to us. Our divergence from the in-
stinctual course of evolution is so great
that even this basic act must be learned.
Until a person is well versed in the art
of love, he isn't truly qualibied for mar-
riage. And this applies 10 both sexes.
Any man who demands that his wife be
a virgin is himsell 100 immature to be
considered a good marriage risk.
Curtis Keightley
Denver, Colorado
But anyone who suggests that sexual
proficiency is a panacea for all the ills of
marriage is guilty of grossly oversimplify-
ing a complex socral problem.

RESPONSE TO MRS. HOWAK

1 agree with Mis. C. Joseph Howak
(The Playboy Forum, February) that
rLavBoy is definitely having an eliect on
“the moral labric of American youth”!
rLAYBOY is undermining many of our
society's most cherished wraditions with
its editorial exploration of the social
and sexual ills of today. Indeed, if
rLAYBOY isn't stopped, an enlightened
younger gencration is apt to become so
incensed over suppressive sex laws, cor-
ruption in government and transgressions
against our civil liberties, they are going
to demand that some real changes be made.

I sincerely hope they do.

L. L. Haight

Menomonie, Wisconsin

In the February Playboy Forum, Mus.
Howak tells you how much she despises
your “wash.” It is rather interesting to
observe a woman with her opinions
wasting time on an “obscenc” magazine
like rLavsov. I suspeat she is one ol
those people who suffer from lack of a
certain fulfillment in life and therclore
seeck excitement in spasms of virtuous
indignation.

The views expressed in The Playboy
Philosophy are shared by most ol the en-
lightened people ol the world. T would
like to relieve Mrs. Howak ol her abnor-
nul fear that “the moral Labric of Ameri-
can youth”™ will be destroved by liberal
thoughts. I can assure vou that Scandi-
navian youths generally grow up to be
mature and responsible  citizens, al-
though their communities accept sexual
freedom in almost all aspeas ol the
word. We are still lacking in some ways
—our oflhcial views on homosexuality
and abortion, for instance. At present,
though, the adoption ol more permissive
legislation in these two areas is being
discussed in the Danish parliament.

So cheer up, Mrs. Howak. Forget your

Country Club Shower Head

An extraordinary showering instrument created
by Henry Dreyfus. 14K Gold face plate. Shower
dial for five spray adjustments —fine needle,
medium, coarse, rinse, flush. Lifetime guaran-
tee. Simple installation. Water spray confined
to the bather. $19.95, 2 for $39.00, 90¢ PP

World-Time Alarm

Simply set this amazing timepiece to the cor-
rect local time wherever you are, then set the
rolating dial to match and tell at a glance the
time anywhere in the world. Luminous hands
& gold numerals. $10.95, 2 for $21.00, 60¢ PP

Bali Sun Lamp

A marvelous, genuine Quartz tube Sun Lamp.
Unique fingertip control adjusts reflector up
or down to radiate a bounty of sunshine where
wanted. B0 sq. inches of refleclor area pro-
vides spectrum of healthful ultra violet tanning
rays. Manufactured and warranted by Hanovia.
Complele with instructions. sun goggles, and
tube of Tanfastic. $19.95 plus 60¢ postage

U NSNS R . s e
30-day money-back guarantee on all products.
[C] Interesting free catalog

EASTMAN COMPANY
_lnduslrial Bldg.. Sausalito, Ca. 94965

Quant.
Name
Address
Clty

Item

- Zip
Playboy Key # Amer. Expr. Acc'nt #
Diners Acc'nt # or Payment Enclosed []
I — A TE————
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fears and you may yet live to sce Ameri-
can youth grow up healthy and happy
in a really [ree sociery.

Vagn Jensen

Sondre Strom Fjord, Greenland

ANOTHER MOTHER'S VIEW
From one American mother: Hugh
Helner has “the voice of one orying in
the wilderness” ol a dirty minded socie-
ty. I am gratelul that he exists and thar,
due to him, my daughier may grow up
in a sexually saner and healthier world.
AMis. L. G, Hansen
Woest Long Branch, New Jersey

THE REAL SICKNESS

There have been many  accusations
printed in The Playboy Forum that
rraveoy magazine is one ol the lLactors
contributing o the sickness of our socic-
ty. However, the real sickness is to be
found in the minds of the people who
support cruel and afllictive aboruon
laws. who persecute homosexuals with
morbid zeal. who attempt to  station
themselves as custodians of morality
every bedroom across the nation, who
are so jealous ol pleasure as 1o think it
evil and who have the incredible conceit
to think that their God should be the
vardstick of all mankind,

These people pervert American socie-
ty. and the menace they foment is the
greater because they refuse 1o listen to
ICason.

Kenneth Crossen, David Hill
Cambridge, Massachuserts

DECLINE AND FALL
Remember, pentlemen: When liberal
sexual ideas Tike yours had a mass lol-
lowing once hefore in history, the whole
Roman Empire collapsed. Tt ean happen
again and it widl. unless America turns
away [rom Helner and back o Christ.
Mus. ML Murphy
Newark, New Jersey
Your ideas about the decline and [all
of Rome are based on Cecil B. De Mille
cinemepics vather than on history. The
celebrated “immaorality” of emperors such
and  Caligula
Iinddveds of years befove, and had noth-
e to do with, the empive’s [all; Rome
achieved its greatest power and  pros-
pevity after their deaths. The empire ac-
tually hegan to collapse subsequent 1o its
713 A,
when the family of Constantine split it
o three parts and  ecach hegan con-
spiving against the  others. Persecution
of all non-Christian sects began in 325,
Thereafter (except for the abortive pa-
can revival of Julian Augustus, 361-363),
strict Chyistian orvthodoxy
throughout the empive. s Giibon poinis
ont in his classic “Decline and Fall of the
Roman Empive,” non-Christians—Itogeth-
er with all Chyristians who disagreed with

as Nevo had  occurred

conversion o Chrishanity in

reigned

the theologians closest to the emperor—
weve subject fo arvest, toriure and | or
death. Thus, when Rome [ell to the bar-
bartans in 443 A, it had been officially
Chyistian for 120 years,

MR. CLEAN

I would like 1o share the following
quote with you, because 1t so well sums
up the thinking of the procensorship
mentality:

This cleansing of our culture must
be extended o nearly all ficlds.
Theater, art, hterature, cinéma,
press. posters and window displays
must be cleansed of all manilesta-
tions of our rotting world and
placed in the service of a moral. po-
litical and cultural idea. Public lile
must be freed Irom the stilling per-
fume of our modern eroticism. . . .
The right of personal  freedmn
recedes belore the duty to preserve
the mce . ..

The author of this passage is Adolf
Hitler, writing in Mein Kampf. as quot-
ed by Innovator. a Los Angeles libertart-
an publication, which printed it together
with a picture of Adoll titled “Mr. Clean
—Successlul Pornography Fighter.™

D. H. Riley

Los Angeles, California

LIBERTY IN THE LIBRARY
I am a librarian and. like everybody
clse occupying that position, 1 am con-
stantly conlronied with local would-be
Hitlers who want me to remove certain
volumes Irom my shelves. To help me in
fighting back. 1 would litke a swrong
quote Irom your copious rescarch files—
something suitable o show the hook
burners belore they have a chance to
strike their figurative matches.
Carol Stone
Los Angeles, Calitornia
Try this vecent stalement of policy by
the libvary of Palisades, New York, which
appeared tn the  Japuary 1967 “News-
letter on Intellectual Freedom™:

If a membey of the hbrary wishes
to find out for honself whether a
cevtnin publication iv - worthies,
tasteless, vicious or tnaccurvate, 1 is
the function of the library to sive
him an opportunity to do se. Fur
thermore, history shows that many
books that have been most contro-
vensial or objectionable to some per-
sons or groups have mm due conrse
been yecoenized 1o be among those
books that most. vather than least,
belong e public Libravies. If an idea
is truly dangevous or evil, the best
protection against it s a public that
has been exposed to it and has ve-
jected it; the worst profection is a
pubﬁc' that has been shiclded from
exposure (o it by offrcial or self-
appointed guardians.

Therefore, in the event that any-
one i or onl of the communiiy
should object to the lbrary's acqui-
sition or relention of a cevtamn publi-
cation on moral, political, religtous
or philosophical grounds, the objec-
tion should be recognized as an in-
dication that the publication n
question may well be of more than
routine intevest and may be likely
to be requested by members of the
community who wish to judge its
merits and demerits for themselves.,

AUTO EROTICISM

Thought you might find the lollowing
excerpt from the Gazette Citizen, a
weekly newspaper from the Santa Bar
bara, Calilornia, area, amusing:

le wasn't Lady Chatterley's Lover,
but Santa Barbara  did have ats
own obscenity wial last week.

And a Umiv y of California at
Santa Barbara freshman is no
D. H. Lawrence, but the court
ruled tlhat certain writing on the
student’s car did have some social
importance . . .

It all started on Ocober 18,
when a UCSB police detective spot:
ted what he found to be oifensive
writing on the students 1959 Fia
600 parked ou campus. . . . On the
right front deor were painted the
words “secons woms.” The right
rear side procliimed “VIRGINS OF
THE WORLD, UNITE, ALL YOU HAVE
TO LOSE 1S YOUR VIRGINITY.” On the
lelt front fender: “FORNICATE Now.”
And on the right front fender was
the  conrenton:  “PORNOGRAPHY 15
Goon ror yvou.”

People sceing the car [ac
cording to the judge who dismissed
the case] “will look at this and
Liugh. . . . Isn't it really a healthy
and robust kind ol thing?”

A. R Punches
Sarta Barbara, Calilornia

ARCHAIC LAWMAKERS

rraveoy readers are always complain-
ing about archaic laws, but how about
the problem ol ardvaic fawmakers? Noo
all the idiotic legishuion regulating our
persomal lives dates back 10 Victorian
times: some ol it is fanly recent, and
more of it s being mmroduced every day
in every stute ol the Union. For instanee,
I quote fvom The Charleston Gazette:

Senator Randall Tavlor . ollered
[a] bill in the [state] senate which
would make it unbiwlul 10 undress
in the presence of others.

Aimed at the operation of nudast
cunps in the state . . . the measure
also would make 1t a crime to un-
dress “in any place”™ in the presence

(continued on page 147)



GBACARDI IMPORTS, INC., MIAMI, FLA. RUM 80 PROOF.

Its a one-brand bar.

The Bacardi rum is ready, and you're invited! Parties where every guest can have his own
Big, bold highballs. Light and sassy Daiquiris. favorite drink and no two alike! That’s light,
Cool tonics and colas. Magnificently dry mar- mellow, “mixable” Bacardi rum. Thats the
tinis. Beautiful Bacardi Cocktails. Even Bacardi  Bacardi style. Enjoy it!

“HACARLDI' AN AT VICE ARE RE ERED TRADEYARY F BACARDI & COMPANY LIMITED,
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For cxcttlng ‘Cycle Story" and colorful Suzuki brochure write: U S. Suzuki Molor Corp P.O. Box 2967, Dept. P-5, Santa Fe Springs, Callf 96070

Solo Suzuki and the tide turns all
your way.

For powerful going, our Dual-Stroke
engine offers up more surf-churning
sizzle than a 4-stroke—with less
effort. Hup, two. Not Hup, two, three,
four. And new Posi-Force lubing ends
oil-gas mixing for good.

For safety, big, waterproof brakes
take the plunge and still give you
plenty to stop on.

For comfort, only Suzuki is decked
out specially to American size and
safety standards.

For smooth-sailing, take a fix on

It leaves competition in its wake (a
worthy addition at trade-in time, too).
Just ask your Suzuki dealer.

While you are

there, take a Suzuki
out solo. And make
waves.

the 12 month/12,000 mile Warranty. s“z "KI

You won’t be alone!



arnon oeee WOODY ALLEN

a candid conversation with the bespectacled comedian, screen-
writer-screwball, little-league lothario and self-styled superschlep

Sol Weinstein, debuting this month
as a PLAYBOY Inlewviewer, has thrice ve-
valed  owr readers—in seralizations  of
“Loxfiiger,” “Matzohball” and “On the
Secrel  Sevvice  of  His  Majesty  the
Queen”—awith the exploils of his selizer-
and-sonr-cream  supevspy, Isracl Bond.
An ex-newspaperman, he dvew on his
deadline-at-dawn rveportorial experience
to beard this montl's elusive subject in
Iis New York den. Weinstein's dispatch

wived to rravsoy collecl—Dbegins:

“In the cavernous attic of my ancestral
estate, Twin Hangnails, in Levittoin,
Pennsyloania, the cameramen were set
to begin flming my musical version of
the notovious French novel *The Story of
0, retitled ‘Maim® Jor ihe Siateside
market. Undey the baton of Bobby
Darvin, the Marai /Sade Choir was run-
mng  through the calchy score: “Who
Whupped the Flesh Right Off o' Muli
Back, Ma-a-aim?"; ‘A Floggy Day’; 'Flagel-
lation T. Cornpone’; and "You Should
Alweays Hurt the One You Love. Held
i place by a devilish contvivance  of
barbed-wive clamps was the magnificent
naked body quivering in anticipation of
the knout. The lovely half-caste, Desivée
Mandingo, fixed hev fearjul eyes on the
cruel tp, Wil it hurt, massa?

“Of cowrse (7 urt, dummy,” 1 sard
with some annoyance. 'Bul you hnew
what you were getting into when you
signed to do the picture. Now, lel’s keep
our barcain. Go on, u'hr'p me, whip me?

“The lush vang oul—so did the phone.
For a second, I couldn’t decide which

had been more agonizing—the former's
bite or the contwmacious snap of the
viaveoy editor’s command: “Go  inter-
view Woody Allen; only keep it on
a dead-sevious level, rravsoy’s readers
have already golten their quota of belly
laughs from our interview with George
Lincoln Rockwell?

“Damn it! This ukase from the Playboy
Building would play hob with my 8. R. O.
schedule  of  bigleague  projects. But
1 owed i to Hefner ('Ner, ay he iy
known to the nner civee), who. by
publishing the condensed wversions  of
my Isvael Bond espionage masterworks,
had lifted me from the mire of obscurity
to my present lofty status as a semi-
unknown. I barked at my wife: "Bring me
a bow! of Red Heart immedialely, clear
the decks for action and hold up on the
Jollowing commitments: (a) my offer to
co-author with Harry Kemelman ©Mon-
day the Rabbi Turned Buddhist”; (b) my
campaign lo have onr own rabbi, Dreing
Fievierker, of Congregation Beth  El,
ousted  because, though he s a holy,
learned and fine man, he has failed to
bring prestige to our synagogue by his
unwillingness to solve a single murder;
(cy my production of an LP, “William
Buckley Reads the Poctry of the Fire-
brands of Watts”; (d) the telethon I was
to host for the CH Foundation [Nole:
CH is a hush-hush disease not even the
Reader’'s Digest dares talk about—Cere-
bral Hemoirhoids]; and (e) my exposé
for Fact, “What Were Masters and John
son Really Doimg While They Were

“Foerything good that Pve ever wrillen
15 the result of a sharp, searving blow.
I smash my occipital area with a heavy
mallet, then wrile down whatever comes.
I do it for the money.”

“I[ I could have any pet, it would be a
clam. They're affectionate, loyal and keep
buwrglars away. And they're quite respon-
stve 1o commands. Of all clams, cherry-
stones ave the most dependable”

Supposed to Be Obseyving Human Sexual
Response?”?

“Stalking  the  caveer of  Heywood
(Waoody) Allen dictated a change of cos-
fume, so I .sﬁppt'd on my Oy Oy Seven
trench coat and trench hat, which meld-
ed harmoniously with my chronic trench
mouth, and iouched he flame of wy
Zippo to my lips, inhaling the pungent
scent of scorched flesh. Now, a lesser
man would have asked Woody's press
agent to ship over a ton of publicity ma-
tevial from which a fast, shallow, insin-
ceve “puff” could have been punched out
m dwo hours. But I am something more
than a lesser man, so 1 told him, "You
keep the clippings, write the story, sign
my name to il and send me PLAYBOY'S
check by special-delivery airmail” The
fink hung up. This business is full of
them.

“In ity rearew of Woody's nutty muli-
lation of a Japanese spy flick, "Whai's
Up., Tiger Lily?! Tine magazine had
described the shriveled Socrates of Brook-
Iyn as “an anonymons litle gigele mer-
chani whao looks like a stight defect in
the wallpaper patiern, a typical, light-
werght Time simile concocted patently by
a man swho'd never seen Woody close up.
A truer depiction, I thought, would be
‘the product of a mad night of love be-
tiveen S, . Perelman and a barn owl.” In
any case. I wanted 1o see for myself, so I
arranged my [fost session with Allen at
New York's Morvosco Theater, wherve his
fust love offeving to Broadway, ‘Don’t

“I take a chocolate-covered baby aspivin
now and then, and groove myself out
of my skull. It heightens my orgasm. I
see colors more wividly, the bivth of
bacteria on Formica tabletops.”
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This model not for sale.

For demonstration purposes only.

This model not available
with muslache.

Instant loading,
drop-in Super 8 cartridge

Vivitar Products are marketed
exclusively by Ponder & Best:
Mew York / Chicago [ Los Angeles
11201 West Pico Boulevard,
Los Angeles, California 90064

Push button power zoom
— tor smooth close-ups
or wide angle.

Behind the lens
CdS meter sets exposures
automatically.

Ultra bright
bigger than
hife-size viewing.

4 to 1 Viwilar
F 1.8 zoom lens.

VIVITAR B
electronic circuitry —"
builds in success.

3 speeds.
MNormal, fast.
slow motion.

Vivitar camera
models (without girl)
from $69.50.

See your Vivitar dealer,

Waist level finder.~_

Introducing the new

o o CAUTION:
Vivitar g il
Super 8 Movie Camera *oy™

THE

PLAYBOY
TOUCH
IN
JEWELRY

Featuring the Fashionable Playboy Tie Bar

0Offhand sophistication in cuff links
and smart, new tie bar. Emblazoned
with the debonair PLAYBOY rabbit.
Lustrous black enamel on rhodium.
Playboy Cuff Links 35

Playboy Tie Bar $3.50

The Set ¥8

All prices ppd.

Send check or money order to:
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS

919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Illinois 60611

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

Drink the Water! was tn rehearsal,

“The press agent’s uncooperative afti-
tude had put me in something of a bind,
however, and during the cab vide o the
theater, I wonderved alond how I could
ferret oul the facts pertaiming to the
Allen saga. “Oh," saud the bright-faced,
crewend mbh_\-, '_wm‘ mean the Woody
Allen who stavted as a teener batling
ot 25,000 jokes Jor a PR agency that
used them to make its clients hilanious in
print, became a top writey for Sid Caesar
and Gary Moore and won the Gag-
writey of the Year award from George (.
Lewts” Humaor Society of Amevica, then
became a fledgling comedian al Green-
wich Village bistros Ithe The Bitter End.
which, in turn, led to smash performances
on the “Tompht” show and = The Jack
Paar Show.” a wild moneyv-makey o] a
screenplay, “What's New. Pussveat?” a
role in “Casino Royale” and the scripting
of “Don’t Drvink the Water” and “What's
Up. Tiger Lily?” That Woody Allen?

““Yow've been mldly helpful to me,
cabby.’ I replicd. ‘ds a veward, T won’t
mug you.

“I parked myself in the thivd row of
the theater, my trained eye catching Lo
Jacobi, Kuy Medford and Anthony Rob-
erls emoting on stage, although it was
difficult to pick up thewr dialog because
of the vour of the greasepaint. When ]
did become  acclimated  acoustically, 1
found myself howling al the seemingly
endless spate of crackling one-liners,

“UGosh, 1 observed on my way o
Woody's dressing room, ‘more than three
decades have elapsed since Kaufman and
Hart brought “Once in a Lifetime” to the
Great White Way—and il still holds up.

“‘Yes," bleated a petulant voice. "But |
wish they had the decency to rehearse
my play.”

“The room was completely empty, and
I wondeved wheve the voice had come
from. Then, after a minute of utley s-
lence, a slight defect in the wallpaper
pattern began 1o move. Making a mental
note to renew my subseription to Time,
I switched on my Webcor and pleaded
with Allen to say anything that was on
fris mund.

““Dandvulf,; he croaked and staried to
crawl back into the wallpaper.

“Woody, Fm oa [riendly sort, veally. |
sol your albums, and I thought they
weve just melovooney, alligatoy” A ye-
freshing hipsierism wounld  cement  owr
relationship fast, I shewdly veckoned.

“He wore a lavender smoking jacket
that had
Hareey's dog, and a snug paiy of Levt
Strauss mudafternoon walking  jeanlets.
He  nevoowsly  drvmmed s fingers,
which were genuine Shingerlands, agaimst
his red-thatched erammum. “Be kind,” he
moaned. I'm afraid of my shadow’

“Fyom what 1 can see, you have no
shadow, 1 said jovially, in a bid to
reassure the twitching lad.

“His uncasiness gone, Woody leaned

once belonsed to Lawrence
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azainst the dressing-room wall and be-
gan to whimper [reely. This ts the result.”

PLAYBOY: By now, hundreds of thousands
of people have seen your new Broadway
play. Dow’t Drink the Water. Did vou
think it would be such a smash?
ALLEN: Not until some glaring faults were
corrected in the Philadelphia tryout. We
decided 1o open the curtains, light the
stage and use aclors.

PLAYBOY: In précis, what is its message to
humaniry?

ALLEN: An unecquivocal admonition  to
refrain from imbibing H,0.

PLAYBOY: We appreciate vour cndor.
Why didn't vou appear in it yoursell?
ALLEN: Oh, I wanted to, heaven knows. |
read Tor a part—Dbut I didn’t get it. And
[ even slept with the author.

PLAYBOY: How long did it ke vou w0
write it?

ALLEN: Four hours,

PLAYBOY: Why so long?

ALLEN: | couldn’t concentrate for the first
two and a hall hours.

PLAYBOY: Aside from the basic concept,
are there any lesser themes running
through the play?

ALLEN: Yes. That people should make an
clfort to brush their teeth ar least twice
a day.

PLAYBOY: Con Gleem?

ALLEN: I'm not pushing any particular
produc. What maters s the  conse-
crated act ol brushing itsell. Tt prevents
cavities. If this play cm prevent one
single cavity, then 1 have fulfilled my
obligation to American belles-letres.
PLAYBOY: Are you planning a sequel to
Don’t Dyvinky

ALLEN: Actually, this play is the last part
of a trilogy. Parts one and two 1 have no
ideas for as yet. However, the best wrilo-
gies are those that run three-two-one,
rather than in ascending order.
PLAYBOY: Remind us never o let you bet
for us ar Churchill Downs. Woody,
you've just immersed voursell in the
frantic, sinister world of James Bond, at
least in Charles K. Feldman's version of
007, Casino Royale. How dul you get
nwvolved inowe?

ALLEN: Feldman asked me to. T would
have accepred any aaing role ar thie
pricc—even a Greek chorus.

PLAYBOY: What was your contribution o
the hlm?

ALLEN:  Substantial—rape,  looting and
murder. As Siv James Bond's nephew,
Little jimmy Bond., who is sent off on
assignment, [ incinerate a lew people,

pull ofl some daring  escapades, some
romantic  high  jinks—the whole thing
culminating in a tewific pay check. My
portrayal adds a new dimension of in-
credible  cowardice  hitherto  lacking  in
these movies.

PLAYBOY: Do vou identily personally with

e T — e
B GT 350 I

Here's where you can
see and drive the cars
from Shelby American

ALABAMA
girrmﬂihamf Foreign Car Center

Anchorage/John Stepp's Friendly Ford, Inc.
ﬁnRIZONE

Scottsdale/Paradise Ford Sales, Inc.
Tucson/Pueblo Ford, Inc.
CALIFORNIA
Caruthers/Webster Ford Sales
Costa Mesa/Theodore Robins Ford
Downey/ Downeg Auto Center
El Segundo/Hi-Performance Motors, Inc.
Hayward/Hayward Motors, Inc.
Long Beach/Mel Burns, Inc.
National City/City Motors
Oninard/Robert J" Poeschl, Inc.
Pasadena/Robert H. Loud Ford
Riverside/Warren-Anderson Ford
an Francisco/S & C Motors
san Luis Obispo/Hysen-Johnson Ford, Inc.
anta Cruz/Al Ches‘y ord
Sepulveda /Galpin Motors, Inc.
un?vafo!Holuday Ford

MNADA

Calgary/Metro Motors Ltd.
Montreal/Sud Automobile

New Westminster/Fogg Motors Lid.
Toronto/Wood-Larkin Ltd.
COLORADO

Littleton/Courtesy Maotors, Inc.
CONNECTICUT

W. Hartford /Williams Ford, Inc.
FLORIOA

Daytona Beach/Ray Hunt Ford, inc.
Jacksonville/Lynch-Davidson Motors
Maitland/Johnny Bolton Ford, Inc.
Miami/J. D. Ball, Inc.

GECRGI

A
DecatuféCaroy Paul Ford
ILLINOIL

Champaign/University Ford Sales, Inc.
Chicago/Milo Brooke, Inc.

Hinsdale/Jack Loftus Ford

Moline/Sexton Ford Sales. Inc.

INDIANA

indianapolis/Jerry Alderman Ford Sales, Inc.
ng;-lvtAl end/Romy Hammes Corp.

Cedar Falls/Larry Lange Ford
KENTUCK )
Lexington/Paul Miller Ford, Inc.
Louisville/Burns Ford, Inc.
LOUISIANA

Gretna /Dick Bohn Ford Co., Inc-
Monroe/Rivers Ford

MAINE i

Bangor/Sullivan Ford Sales
Portland/Portland Motor Sales, Inc.
MASSACHUSETTS

Newtonville/West Ford Sales, Inc.
Worcester/Harr Motor Company, Inc.
gllCH!GAE e i
remont/Gerber-Payne, Inc.
Grandville/Borgman Ford Sales, Inc.
Kalamazoo/Don Seelye Ford, Inc.
Royal w;asxtacﬁrﬁg‘knc? rd. |

a rk Hicl ord, Inc.
Mcl'gsoum 8

Kansas City/Broadway Ford
Kirkwood/Yates-Stevens

St. Louis/ Reismeyer Motor Co.
NEBRASKA
Ornaha,chFanj.ens. Inc.

NEW HAMPSHIRE
Concord/John Grappone, Inc.
NEW JERSEY

Morristown/Dockery Ford, Inc.
Trenton/McCafferty Ford of Trenton
NEW MEXICO
Albuquerﬁl(.lomnchardsm. Ford Sales, Inc.
NEW YOR|

Levittown/Levittown Motors, Inc.
New York City/Gotham Ford, |
Niagara Falis/Frontier Ford Sal
Roc esletéNaglo Ford. Inc.
Syracuse/Reynoclds Motors, Inc.
Troy/Hickey Ford Sales, Inc.
White Plains/Larsen Ford, Inc.
NORTH OAKOTA

BaHr /W. W. Wallwork Fargo, Inc.

Akron/Universal Motors, Inc.

Cincinnati/Fuller Ford, Inc.

Mayfield Heights/The Marshall Motor Co.

Toledo/Brondes Motor Sales, Inc.

Vandaha/Don Wagner Ford Sales, Inc.

OKLAHOMA )

Oklahoma City/Dub Richardson Ford
REGON

nc.
les, Inc.

Portland/Marv Tonkin Ford
PENNSYLVANIA

Allentown/Gilboy Ford/Mercury, Inc.
Harrisburg/Francis Fords, Inc.
Jenkintown/Pletcher Ford, Inc.
McKeesport/Eger Motors, Inc.
RHOOCE ISLAN

E. Providence/Tasca Ford Sales, Inc.
TENNESSEE

Bristol/Ron's Ford Sales
Memphis/Herff Motor Company, Inc.
EXAS

Dallas/Horn-Williams Motor Co.

El Paso/El Paso Aulo Center, Inc.
Houston/Republic Ford, Inc.

San Antonio/Hemphill- McCombs Ford
VIRGINIA

Falls Church/Koons Ford, Inc.
WASHINGTON

Bellevue/Metke Ford Motors, Inc.
Dishman/McCollum Motors, Inc.
WISCONSIN

Milwaukee/Northwestern Motor Car Co.

P ot p———— s S L
B T 500 I
e e



VR T

R T

——
A

. The fact that
everybody leekq at you
IS the |ast re on

on earth for buling a
" Shelby GT| %

(unless you love to be looked at!)

Among the reasons you'll want to buy a GT 350 or GT 500 is zesty
performance. Crisp, responsive handling. Ultimate stopping power. Reassuring
safety. Tasteful comfort. There are extra margins of each, as befits a road car designed
by the World Manufacturers’ Champion sports car builder. The head-turning
looks are a fringe benefit.

See your Shelby dealer. You'll look twice at the price—just $3995*

for the GT 350, only $200% more for the GT 500.

SHELBYG T 30 200 JUU fhe Road G'ars Powered by €ZZ2D

Tar ACTURE 'S SUGLESTED RETML B RICE

67



PLAYBRBROY

68

GAUGUIN DID IT
WHY EANT YOU?

h ‘. h-. 'S I
2 weeks in Tahiti
for $585*

(Including Air Fare)

Club Méditerranée of the South
Seas makes it possible for you to
have your own thatched hut (with
private facilities) in Tahiti for just
$585! And this low price includes
all your meals (gourmet French
cuisine), fine chilled wines, un-
limited sports facilities (includ-
ing deep-sea fishing), and your
round trip jet fare from the West
Coast on UTA French Airlines.
Gauguin never had it so good!
Ask your travel agent about Club
Méditerranée of the South Seas.
Or send in the coupon below.

*Or 3 weeks for $630, West Coast

|
I
I
o+

CLUB MEDITERRANEE

530 West Sixth Street
Los Angeles, California 90014

Name

(please print)

Address — Tel.

City

State = Zip

My travel agent is

PB/CM~-4

e

|
e e e e e e e e ————— —

suave superspies like James Bond and
Derek Flint?

ALLEN: No. But I did cach Fantastic
Foyage, and I identified strongly with
the germs.

PLAYBOY: We imagine you got to know
London prety well during the filming of
Casino Royale. Is it really the switched-
on city it's reputed to he?

ALLEN: Yes, ves! They have an all-night
solt-drink stand.

PLAYBOY: What hip. fab, gear things did
vou do there?

ALLEN: | strolled about. 1 sat in a chair—
twice. I went to a newsreel theater. T
was sold pornographic dental X rays.
And once a gypsy woman sidled up to

me and  unashamedly said the word
“loins."”
PLAYBOY: Did you run with the “in
crowd"?

ALLEN: | had a very swinging group. We
visited the tomb of Guy Fawkes and
blew it up. hung out in Limchouse and
hobnobbed in Whitechapel. where the
Ripper does his mischiel.

PLAYBOY: Does? Jack the Ripper is dead.
ALLEN: He's very much alive. 1 know this
fvom personal experience. Years ago, I
was taught how to dress in female garb
by Irenc Adler, whom I shall always
consider to be the woman. While in Lon-
don, I assumed the guise of an octo-
genarian trollop down to the last detail
—rotting hoop skirt and bustle, cracked
pancake make-up, and so on—and during
one of my walks through shadowy White-
chapel, a black-cloaked man leaped out
of a doorway and slashed at me with
a razor, crying: “Saucy Jacky strikes
again!™ He was the spitting image of
Basil Rathbone.

PLAYBOY: Did you buy any kicky Car-
naby Sweet wogs while you were in
London?

ALLEN: Yes—a nifty sheet-metal suit and
an all-crab-meat overcoat.

PLAYBOY: You shot What's New, Pussy-
cat? on location in Paris. Are you happy
with the way it turned out?

ALLEN: It turned out to be the greatest
money-making film comedy of all time.
All things considered, I thought it came
oft very well,

PLAYBOY: What part did you like best?
ALLEN: When Rommel gews defeated,
PLAYBOY: Don't you think Pussycat would
have had more credibility 1l you, rather
than Peter O Toole, had won Romy
Schoeider at the end?

ALLEN: Yes—but we were going for a
{ar-out, unbelievable ending.

PLAYBOY: Did O Toole come up 10 your
sexual standards?

ALLEN: He came close. But I have two or
three moves he could never duplicate.
Not unlike things you've seen Olympic
high divers do.

PLAYBOY: ItU's rumored that you always

contrive to be seen nude in every film
vou make. Is this wrue?

ALLEN: 1 frave done a nude scene for
every picture, but you can't tell, because
I have Dacron flesh.

PLAYBOY: Let's have youwr [rank opinion
ol your latest cinemartic effory, What's
Up, Tiger Lily?

ALLEN: It's an experimental film 1 was
hired to work on, Originally it was a Japa
nese espionage vehicde, Whae T did was
1o cut owt the Japanese dialog. write new
dialog and put it into the mouths ol the
actors. What I wrote 1s completely con-
trary to what they're doing at the same
time on the screen, so it comes off [unny.
Mauer ol Tact, Tiger Lily was just voted
one ol the ten most Japanese pictures ol
the year.

PLAYBOY: What new projects are on your
drawing board?

ALLEN: | would like to shut mysell up for
a year and wy o write a perlealy
rhymed couplet. I'm also working on a
way to transmute baser metals into gold.
This. they tell me, is alchemy and was
disproven years ago. but I don’t believe
their lies. I'm also creating interracial
puppets, [asting as theater, nothing:
happenings and organized nude string
quartets. I am also tinkering with the
idea of doing a musical version ol dhe
Gilgamesh, the Babylonian Bible. And
alter that, a no-character, olf-Broadway
drama. which I may call Death of a
Salesman just to hypo the box ofhice.
PLAYBOY: It sounds as il you're far too
busy to relax with hobbies, such as the
judo lessons you were allegedly taking
some time ago.

ALLEN: With the help of judo, I have bro-
ken every major bone and organ in my
body. Judo enables one to do that much
quicker than any other form of sell-
defense. But I do have muny intriguing
hobbies. I collect stamp hinges, 1T play
the comb, 1 threaten old ladies and 1
carve sodp.

pLaYBoyY: What kind ol soap do you use?
ALLEN: I tried Lifebuoy initially, but Lile-
buoy's a dithcult medium 0o come o
terms with. For essential purity, one
should use Ivory.

PLAYBOY: What do you carve out of soap?
ALLEN: Soap dishes.

PLAYBOY: You usced to play a preuy fair
clarinet. o, we're told.

ALLEN: [ sull noodle around with it I
guess 1 could cke out a meager living
as a clarineust. But my real musical am-
bition 1s 1o be the first white bhop harpast.
PLAYBOY: Wasn't theve a jJazz harpust
named Corky Hale?

ALLEN: Well, T play the jew'sharp . . .
PLAYBOY: Let's backtrack a bit to your
early years in show business, when you
were  writing  jokes for sammy Kaye,
Guy Lombardo and Arthur Murray. Of
them all, whe did your material the mose
justice?

ALLEN: O, I'd say Sammy Kaye for the
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oneliners. Guy Lombardo for the long-
er, more philosophical routines. But
Arvthur Munay got the most mileage
out ol the material, because of whar I'd
call his “good look.”

PLAYBOY: These were itlso the davs when
you were, shall we say, being  phased
out of New York Umiversity and City
College of New York, Any regrets?
ALLEN: [ wasn't exaaly phased our. I was
given a Secuon Eight, the only one ever
awarded by a nonmulitary institution.
My only regret is that I wasted as much
time as I did in those places. The whole
experience was like swirling in a grim,
grisly pit of cels. When they called me
before the board ol deans to sever our
connection,  they  said, among  other
things, that they didi’t like being con-
sidered a grim, grisly pit of cels. They
also called the police. To this day, I
recall that just as the dean gave me the
ax. he opened his raincoat and blushed.
Queer duck.

PLAYBOY: T'hen came your break-in nights
at various  Greenwich  Village  bistros.
Would vou advise young comics to take
the same route?

ALLEN: The Village still seems to be the
place o get started. There's no other
route. In those davs I wried them all. 1
even audinoned at hootenannies, For
many months I plaved a place called the
Duplex at no salary and I had 1o supply
my own cab lare and wardrobe. Things
began looking up when I got a job at
The Bitter End. I started at $75 a week
and in just two years I was pulling down
a fast S76 a week. Stll no b [lare,
though.

PLAYBOY: There's a story that the owner
of The Biuer End used 1o send lovely
models on stage during vour shows to
case you through panicky moments by
feeding vou ice-cream sodas. Is  tha
true?

ALLEN: Yes, but it is indicative of my
maturity as both performer and human
being that by the end of my engagement
I had begun eschewing the ice-cream
sodas and assaulting the models.
PLAYBOY: By now, do vou think the pul-
lic has accepted vou as a star ol the first
magnitude and not just another preuy
face?

ALLEN: 1 think so, although it has been
very hard to overcome my uncommonly
fine features in a society that puts such
a premium on them. Anyone with an
eye for aestheiics can see that just by
scanning me.

PLAYBOY: What kind ol people comprise
your audiences?

ALEN: Primarily left-handed people, sin-
gle taxers, a liberal sprinkling of deviates,
some Lutherans. The rest are Lskimos,
PLAYBOY: Do you think people of dilter-
ent social and  cconomic milieux can
appreciate the same jokes?

ALLEN: No. In order to appreciate the
same jokes, you must be making the

identical salary ol a person appreciat-
mg the same jokes. And that incudes
deductions.

PLAYBOY: Is there a personal trap in being
a comedian? That is, are you always
expected to be funny?

ALLEN: Yes. But I lool people. T stand in
the corner at parties and pretend o be
an end table.

PLAYBOY: Do you fcel there's any particu-
lar need lor scuology in humor?
ALLEN: Delinitely. When one of my mono-
logs starts 10 llag, I always insert a wild,
swinging Ella Fizgerald vilf, And the
laughs come back again.

PLAYBOY: We¢ meant obscenity in humor.
ALLEN: There's no particular need. 1t the
material is funny, that’s what counts. |
could watch muns do an aa il they were
Tunny. However, il you're dirty and lun-
ny, you run a greater risk than being
clean and [unny. Dirty and funny—you're
a comic. Dirty and wnlunny—you're a
child molester.

PLAYBOY: I[ you hadn’t been blessed with
your comedic gilt, what would you be
doing now?

ALLEN: 1 imagine I'd be a bum. I don’t
believe in any sort ol labor.

PLAYBOY: If you were really up against it,
would you be willing o panhandle?
ALLEN: Since I can’t interact soctally, I
couldn’t take the emotional contact with
the vieum. Purse snatching would be far
more suitable. It's over quickly. No rela-
tionship. No guilt. Also, it's tax-free and
a swell way 1o meet women. And you
can sell the purses afterward.

PLAYBOY: What gives you the inspiration
for this kind ol far-out humor?

ALLEN: I smash my occipital area with a
heavy mallet, then write down whatever
comes. Everything good that I've ever
written is the result of a sharp, scaring
blow.

PLAYBOY: A great deal of your comedy is
self-deprecatory. In your heart of hearts,
do you really think you're [unny?
ALEN: T think I'm a screcam—Dbut no one
has conhirmed it to me as vet.
PLAYBOY: One critic has suggested that
your technique ol turning personal mis
lortune into comedy helps you “get even
with the world.” Is he right?

ALLEN: No. 1 do it for the money. You
cn't get even with the world. It takes
too long and too many lawvyers,
PLAYBOY: Much of your subject mauer is
derived from vour middle-class Jewish
upbringing. How do you [eel about
Jewish humor?

ALLEN: There's a common misconception
about my being Jewish. What it is, real-
ly, is that I'm not gentile. My father is
hicroglyphic and therefore believes in
mercy killing and free lunch. My mother
is an orthodox paranoid and, while she
doesn’t believe i an alterlile, she doesn’t
believe in a present one, cither. I, if the

truth be known, am a devout pervert.
We're a small sea who meet on crowded
streetcars and worship in our own way,
PLAYBOY: You've said that your parents
sneer at show business as an l‘ll[t'l'l)l'i\'('
for “gypsies.” Do they still want you 1o
become a pharmacist?

ALLEN: Not anymore. Thevd rather T got
something on the docks—or prize fighting.
PLAYBOY: According to Caliers du Cine-
ma. people laugh at you because vou
symbolize the little man who can’t hit in
with the dehumanizing world of technol
ogy. Are vou sull at odds with that
world? It's been noted, for example. that
vou don't drive a car.

ALLEN: The National Salety Council this
year presented me with a golden scroll
for not operating a motor vehicle. They
estimated that by my staying ofl our
highways, 68,191 lives were saved.
PLAYBOY: While we're on the subjea of
your mechanical incompetence, you've
also discoursed ruefully about your bed-
room clock, which runs counterclock
wise. and a tape recorder that walks back
to vou in a snotry, bored fashion: 1
know, Woody, | know . . ." Why do vou
think machines single you out for this
kind of wemment?

ALLEN: There’s a dehnite malevolence in
all manimate objeas—like the pencail
that breaks its point when I need it 10
sign something. It's willing 1o do that, 1o
sacrihce iself, just 1o impede me. Have
you ever stepped into a shower and no-
ticed the deliberate sequence ol ice-cold
water.  boiling  water, ice-cold  water
again? Or the way taxicabs avoid vou
when you need one in a hurry? It's a
conscious conspiracy. I think I'd like o
write a paper on sinks.

PLAYBOY: Sinks?

ALLEN: There's evil in sinks. They have a
decision-making  ability no one knows
about. In short, I have never known a
noncommitted object. I know this theory
of mine will crode the very roots ol exis
tentialism and  incur the ¢nmity ol
French intellectuals, but that's the way
1 [ecl.

PLAYBOY: Some ol your lTunniest material
has alluded to vour psychotherapy. Has
it been benchicial to you?

ALLEN: It did unblock my bank account.
Though I must confess, I retiun a tend-
ency to run down the strects i under-
shorts, brandishing a meat deaver.
PLAYBOY: What's your amalyst’s reaction
to the spools vou've done about him?
ALLEN: It's hard to say. He thinks he's o
bathroom plunger. The whole thing has
been eight years of unmitigated free as-
sociation for him. Thus [ar, no break-
throughs lor cither of us.

PLAYBOY: Why not?

ALLEN: Because 1 don’'t believe he should
know everything. Anybody can cftect an
analysis il he knows the [acts. But |
withhold strategic information, like the
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[act that I'm married, my fears, my sex.
my occupation.

PLAYBOY: What does he think you do for
a living?

AUEN: He thinks I'm a quicklime sales-
.

PLAYBOY: Who is vour analyst, anyway?
AUWEN: A Croatian midger. Another rea-
son I can'e tell him evervthing is that he's
probably in cihoots with his couch. You
know how | feel about objects. I don’t
trust lim or his coudh.

PLAYBOY: What kind of financial mrrange-
ment do you have with ham?

ALLEN: [ get him broads.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned your fears. Is
viclding to homosexual urges one ol
them?

ALLEN: Hardly. I have a lethal hetero-
sexual potency that I supplement with
budger-priced vitamins from shady muail-
order houses, 'm naturally throbbing. |
could walk o a cowded room and
radiate sexuality.

PLAYBOY: Do vou?

ALLEN: No, beciuse I'm crowd-shv. How-
cever, T will occasionally do it by backing
into an emply room.

PLAYBOY: T'his legendary shvness of vours
—does 1 osull plague vou. for instance,
when a siranger recognizes vou on the
street s gives vou a cheery grecting?
ALLEN: T continue 10 be abnormally with-
drawn. My reaction to such a salutation
would be to blush and muuer.
PLAYBOY: What il he wied 1o prolong the
conversation by saving something like, “1
saw you on 'V, and I thought vou were
great . . " oew?

AUWEN: I'd panic and deny being me.
Then I'd ey o lorce him into denving
who fie is. Then, as two impostors, we
could scek new things in common, start
alresh.

PLAYBOY: Some critiques ol vour marcrial
Eave suggested that your success is predi-
aited on vour latlures. Yetr we see be-
fore us a man with a lovely new wile, a
man raking in the coin ol the realm by
the bushel from his plays, movies, acting
roles. high-salaried night-club  gigs and
writing for such publications as The New
Yorker and this learned  journal. You
seem o be having more fun Lailing than
most men have winning,.

ALLEN: My hile s still o series of small fail
ures accruing o a monumental  citis-
wophe. Given a fair opportunity. I can
saew up any sitmtion. While it may
he wue that the external trappings ol
my existence have changed, the  basic
problems remain.

PLAYBOY: What arve they?

ALLEN: ['m still swiking out with women
—but it's a bener class of women.
PLAYBOY: Are vou still paying alimony on
vour first marriage?

ALLEN: We've an arrangement. We alter-
nate. I pay her {or a vear; then she pays
me for a year. The unlair thing is I'm
paying for child support and we had no
children,

PLAYBOY: Would have
children?

ALLEN: Eight or twelve linle blonde girls,
I love blonde girls.

PLAYBOY: Would vou like them to go into
show business when they grow up?
ALLEN: I'd like 10 see them either in a
mounstrous  wampoline act or hustling
drinks in Tijuana.

PLAYBOY: You and vour new wile just
moved inro an aparunent in New York.
Tell us about it.

ALLEN: It's still in the process of being lur-
nished. It looks like Mount Palomar, The
living room 1s French Moroccan with a
touch of Aleerian Resistance, The dining
room s Aramaic; the sun p;lrlm‘, Heavy
Latin: the gym, Early Flemish. A swtied
Bedouin stands i the gateway to the
umbrella closer. We e oft a mummy
caze. Our bedroom is under water, so we
don’t get as much sleep as we'd like. We
can’t hold our breath long enough to get
our basic eight hours. Bags of cemem lie
about here and there, and clusiers of
garbage cffectively amanged by our dec
orator. whos also  lving about—elfec
tively arranged by s decorator.
PLAYBOY: Would vou call this a Plavhoy
Pad?

ALEN: No, I'm not a Plavboy Pad 1 pe.
The items T described are all from my
old oneroom apartment, including the
decorator.

PLAYBOY: Then vou
round, revolving bed:
ALLEN: No, I'm not lond ol circles. d like
a bed shaped like the prime minister of
Glhana,

you like 1o

wouldn't like a

PLAYBOY: What do vou think of The
Plavboy Philosophy?
ALLEN: T think it consumes space that

would be better used for nude pictures.
Pack the magazine with “stufl™ is my
philosophy.

PLAYBOY: Woody, for all vour sexual
braggadocio, vou've admined that you're
“no fun at orgies.” Now that vou've
become a big star and hobnobbed with
the worldly mternational ser, would you
revise that statement?

ALLEN: I've never been o an orgy, honest-
Iy. IT T was invited 1o one, I'd be the guy
they sent out for cold ans. Anvway, 1
wouldn’t care too much for the sight of
strange naked men. However, T wouldn't
mind emceeng an orgy,

PLAYBOY: How would you emcee an orgy?
AWEN: Oh, I guess I'd just do my regular
act. And T suppose they'd do  their
regular act, so 1 might work out.
PLAYBOY: We doub it. You're said to be
a nonparty tvpe who prelers enteruining
in a modest [ashion . home, What
would be vour idea of a congenial eve-
ning: Would it be spent with fellow
cnlerniners?

ALLEN: I'd rather spend it with one other
person with whom I have absolutely
nothing in common. The entire evening
could be spent avoiding any sort ol con-

tact—mental or physical—and  ducking

issucs, il necessary. by staying in the
closet.
PLAYBOY: Il you leel that way, why not

refuse o answer the door when a guest
arrives?

ALLEN: Oh, that would be rude. Unless, of
course, | left a candy dish on the swop
PLAYBOY: When vou're not  throwing
bacchanals, how do vou spend  your
evenings at home?

ALLEN: Early evening is given o morh’d
inrospection. Aflter dinner it's watching
the Tonight show for diversion. Fro
one 1o three as—anguish and  tor-
ment. From three to five ast—remorse
and regret. Then a review ol my lile's
mistakes. [eaturing the wn outstanding
blunders, 15 minutes  of  advanced
anxicry, and so 10 bed.

PLAYBOY: Do vou also have an orsanized
schedule of mightmares?

AWEN: No, I'm not an acuve sleeper.
However. | have experienced dreams on
rare occasions. In one, Tam artacked by a
cheese. In another, my body is dipped in
a vt ol feathers. In vet another, I make
love 1o some moss formations. A lairly
common one has me straving through an
empy held, Kissing rare minerals while
my mother, symbolized by a penguin,
smokes a Kool and wrestles the Harlem
Globerrotters. During  the  hlming ol
Casino Royale, 1 dreamed 1 wis Ursula
Aundress” body stocking.

PLAYBOY: In your peregrinations, you've
come in contact with some ol the world's

most  fewching  film  goddesses. Whao
among  them wrns you on the most?
Ursulaz

ALLEN: No-—Brigitte Bardot and  Julie
Christie.  Bardot  has  evervthing—in
spades. She doesn’t have a defear. espe
cially the defect of being oo perlect.
PLAYBOY: And Julic?

ALLEN: Shie also has everything, but it's a
different kind of evervihing.

PLAYBOY: Who's vour third choicc?
ALLEN: Margaret Hamilwon, just the way
she appeared in The Wizard of Oz with
comtorted green face and riding a broom.
She just drips S, A
PLAYBOY: Aside [rom
stars, what kind ol g
ALLEN: Oh, wll, gehd, alool Teutonic-
Prussian girls. 1 adore Villagey-looking
blondes. T like a girl who's arrogant.
spoiled and  dirty, but brilliant and
beautiful.

PLAYBOY: How do vou keep them in line?
AUWEN: | distribute  ballpoint  pens
Christmas. That keeps them [aithlul all
vear long.

PLAYBOY: We've noticed vou constantly
nibbling sweets throughout this ner-
Does  this  compulsion  have 2

three
s turn vou on’

these SeX

VICW.
sexual basis?
AWEN: I'd rather nmibble sweets than do
anything else on earth. I'm a Hershey
bar freak.

(continued on page I71)
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she was beautiful , more
beautiful than anything G“ “I]
war could destroy

Siction By RAFAEL STEINBERG

THE VALLEY 1AS A waMmE, and I could find it
casily enough on a map ol Korea, but to me it
will always be Her Valley. It is a wilderness by
now, and the village—Her Village—has been
swallowed up by the wangled underbrush, for
the armistice line that divides the country runs
close by, and no one lives in the bufler zone
between north and south, and no one may cn-
ter it to tend the ancient graves—or to chase
down memories. She may still be alive, per-
haps on the inaccessible side of that no man's
land, perhaps on this side, where I could find
her and thank her if T knew where 1o look, and
il T knew her name. But all I have now is this
memory ol a spring day—and the knowledge
that she found for me something I had lost.

It was the April aler the bad winter. The
fighting line had raked the littde valley as our
sidde advanced; now the gunfire had faded
away to the north, the ashes were cold and
Her Valley was abruptly green again with
spring. But two alien armics had  battled
through the place, burning houses and smash-
ing irrigation dikes, and gouging craters and
foxholes in the paddy fields and up the hill-
sides, and the scars ol war were lresh. The
Chinese had rewreated, taking many ol the
valley’s young men along and leaving only dis
case in the villages and threwtening propa-
ganda slogans daubed on walls. And our troops
had passed through and abandoned the valley
once it was won, leaving a spoor ol scattered
ration tins and shell casings and snarls of
disconnected telephone wires. The irrigation
ditches were empry and no water stood in the
paddies that should have been flooded, but
rain had nourished the thin green rice plants
and they could still have been saved il there
had been anyone to tend them.

And then, about lour days alter the highting,
a solitary Army truck came lueching up the
rutted trail, fording back and forth across the
swilt, muddy stream that surged  wastefully
through the silent  landscape,  somerimes
splashing clumsily along shallow places of the
stream bed isell. In the back ol the truck, two
soldiers sat in silence, staring blankly av the
ruins along the roadside, at the charred thaich
roofing hanging in shreds over crumbling mud
watlls and shatered chunks of carthenware lit-
tering the courtyards and ragged gashes in the
green ficlds. The two soldiers had not said a
word to cach other for more than an hour.
Nothing but the truck was moving in the
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valley. At length, one soldier spoke.

“What a place to die,” 1 said.

There was no response from the cor-
poral sitting opposite me. One wheel of
the truck hit a stone and we were flipped
olf our benches and banged down again
hard.

“What I mean . . ." I began, but then
I had 1o hold my breath as we passed a
fertilized  paddy. “What 1 mean s,
‘“What a place to die for.! To fight lor.,”

“Yealhi?” the corporal said. And he
added: “What do you know about
fighting?”

So they had heard. Already, only a
few hours after T had been auached to
this unit, the men in it knew all about
me. I turned away and chose one rice
shoot in a nearby paddy and watched it
until it was gone, blended with the green
of the others. all of a color, all ftuttering
bravely, doomed in the drying ficld.
Never would T be able o blend like that
with other men, I realized as the truck
carried us up the deserted valley. T had
purchased survival, and this was the
price I was paying, and this was the way
it would always be. And I did not regret
my choice. Of the 14 men who had pan-
icked and fled, 1 alone had refused to go
back to the line. Theve would be a court-
martial in a few days. and punishment.
But alterward, eventually, 1 knew there
would be hot baths and dry martinis,
and football games to watch on brisk aft-
ernoons and love on dean sheets, and
thick newspapers and the whir of lawn
mowers on Sunday mornings. Never
again, whatever they did 10 me, would 1
have 10 cower at the thump of the mor-
tar shells or endure the sweating terror
in the foxholes waiting for an attack to
begin,

Brooding on my aloneness, smug in
my salety, unaware of what the jolting
truck was bringing me to, I gazed at the
terraced paddies rising like stairways up
the hillsides to where the woods began.
As we ascended [arther, the span of
terraces  narrowed, the mountam  walls
pressed  closer, looming over us and
muffling our sounds and condensing our
ficld of view, so that when we came sud-
denly upon a gutted house or a hurned-
out tank, it appeared larger than reality
and more awcsome.

Far up necar the head of the valley,
where it was narrowest, we stopped be-
side a few undamaged thatch rools. The
sergeant who was driving switched off
his engine and in the silence, lor a long
moment, the last sigh and mutter of the
engine hung unfading in our cars. Then
we heard the fluid yammer of the
stream, and that was all. There was no
trace of life in this village, and no mark
ol death. The only sign of the war was
the message that a rewreating Chinese
had smeared on a wall: GI PREPARE
TO DIE.

The sudden wail of a child in pain

skewered us on an icy needle of sound.
Then it melted to a whisper, and a sob,
and was gone. The corporal and 1
dropped off the tailgate, our canteens
and carbines clinking, and sureiched our
legs. The sergeant and the Korean doc
tor who had been sitting beside him
climbed down from the cab and walked
up to the nearest house. In a moment the
sergeant reappeared on the path and
shouted for us to follow him.

Wordlessly. the corporal handed me a
thick metal tube with a handle ar one
end, like a fat bicycde pump. He took an-
other for himself from a carton on the
truck and started after the sergeant.
1 followed, not w.':tlly knowing why, or
caring yet about anything or anybody
in this nameless villige at the end of
the line,

We came around the corner ol a
house and filed into a muddy, cluttered
courtyard, and all at once I understood
for the first time why we had come to
this remote and empry valley with our
cargo ol rice and medicine and DDT.
The stench, first ol all, was so strong I
thought I could sece it, like a fog. Fetid,
rotten, sickly sweet, it hung as it had for
days over the house and the courtyard,
sceping into and out ol the rool thatch,
an evil miasma of garlic and decaying
flesh, and the odor of bodies too ill to
move, and their sweat and waste. In a
corner of the yard, oddly small. lay a
corpse, uncovered, the black mouth open
in a jackal grin. From the darkness ol a
doorway came a low, pulsing ululation
that we had not heard [rom the road, be-
cause it was pitched to the murmur of
the stream. It rose and [ell in rapid lolds,
as if an unscen wounded animal was
panting in terror.

I held a handkerchief to my face and
stepped into the house. At first 1 could
see nothing but the sergeant standing
next to me, writing in a small noehook.
The moaning swelled, and out of it came
the heavy accents of the doctor, first a
brief conversation in Korean, all hisses
and ducks. then in awkward phrases the
flat, detached, prolessional data, spoken
quickly. “No food four days . . . This
woman fifty, ftu one week . . . This man
filty-five, flu two weeks . . . This man
thirty-four. typhus . . . They say he sick
six days. He's strong, be OK, I think. But
need DDT here . . "

I could see shapes now. The doctor
bent over a small bundle in a [ar corner,
feeling the pulse on a thin arm. He
moved through the room, pecring into
frightened eyes with a pencil flashlight,
examining sores, handing out white pills.
“This baby, five maybe, child of man
with typhus. Smallpox three weeks ago.
Now smallpox finished. bhut typhus, too
A scawny crone sat propped
against the wall. Her frail, leathery bhody
was nude to the waist. and she held an
infant on the gray quilt that covered her
Iegs. The baby tried vainly to grasp the

withered teats while the old woman jab-
bered at the doctor and pointed at the
child and then stretched a knobby arm
toward the courtyard where the body
lay. A dozen groaning people sprawled
on the floor of the tiny black room. and
the doctor looked at cach. And when he
cime o the door and glanced ar us, 1
could see he was young. “They say.
probably whole village like this. Nobody
come, nobody go. nobody can move.
Maybe many dead. not buried. Much
typhus.” Then he ducked out past me
into the courtyard and hustled oft 1o the
next house in his blue-serge trousers and
black city shoes. His pudgy white hands
were almost hidden by the culfs of an
Army field jacket that was too big for
him. and he wore his stethoscope like the
silken ribbon of a decoration of honor.
He walked past the dead woman,
glanced down and went on.

“We'll bury that woman later,” the
sergeant told us. “After we see how
niny we got. Dust “em good, and I
mean everybody.” Suddenly he remem-
bered T was new. He jerked a thumb at
me and told the corporal: “You'll have
to show Harris, here.”

“The name’s Farris,” I said, but he
was gone. lollowing the docior.

The corporal hitched his curbine [ar-
ther back on his shoulder, out of the
way, picked up his dust gun and stepped
over the high threshold into the gloom
of the house. “DDT,” he said in a loud
voice. He held his spray gun up so they
all could see it and pushed the plunger
once. A hine white dust floated out of the
nozzle and hung in the air. “DDT,” he
repeated. and added: “For bugs. Kills the
bugs.” There was no sign that anyone
understood him. but the veices hushed
and they eyed him warily as he moved
down one side of the yoom spraying into
the crevices between wall and floor. and
into corners, and over a bundle ol rags. [
watched, and then took the other side,
and in a few minutes we were through.

“Now comes the havd part,” said the
corporal. He regreued having o speak to
me. “Always start with the men. Women
last, so they don't think you're trying to
screw them.”

“Screw them? Don't be funny.”

“It happens,” sad the corporal. His
eyes were {licking over the people in the
room, “Young guys ar¢ best to start on.
They're more likely to know what it's
about. But you don’t usually find no
young men.”

A middleaged farmer with a wispy
beard was sitting propped against a wall,
his forchead speckled with sweat. He
gasped in alarm when the corporal
squatted down beside him, and mied 10
pull away when the soldier picked up his
sleeve and puffed the powder up his
arm. “See,” said the corporal in a cheery
voice. “Tt doesn’t hurt.”

Quickly, expertly, while the man

(continued on page 82)
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“I know it’s silly, but every time she goes out on a date, I worry.”
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attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

“peyton place” star barbara
parkms models turned-on
sleeproear for the funed-m male

Fresh from the set of the video sex opera
Peyton Place, Barbara Parkins adds a
slice of distaff life to our well-rounded
collection of the latest in men’s PJs. On
the TV show, this sleepytime gal plays
Betty Anderson Cord, a weenage swinger
v up to become the town's sultry
ate. Barbara, too, has grown
with the part: 20th Century-Fox has
awarded her a lead role in 1ts screen
version of Peyton Place-ish Valley of the
Dolls. Living doll Barbara, nominated
for the Hollywood Women's Press Club’s
Sour Apple Award as least-cooper uve
- actress of the year, obviously was the
i model ol cooperation for PLAYBOY.

—

Barbara adds sultry sophistication

to a cotton-knit zip-turtle top

and tapered broadcloth bottoms, by
Weldon Switching to the

bare minimum, she then models a pair
of cotion sleep shorts, by Enro, §5.
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Barbara looks outstanding in a cotion-
chambray one-piece sleep suit, with
elasticized back and short sleeves, that’s
designed by John Weitz for Diplomat, $12.
Hanging from the four-poster is a
cotton-sateen kimono-style sleep coat

with giant paisley pattern, full sleeves
and a wrap-around belt, by Jayson, $14.




PHOTOGCRAI'HY EY MARIO CASILLI

Left: Barbara scttles for a colton-knit pajama top
that comes with floval-print cotton-broadcloth
bottoms, by Plectway, $8. Above: Feast time finds her

altived in an Avril and cotton Tom Jones—lype

sleep coat designed by Manny Mandel for Dunmar, S8§.
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mumbled something, the corporal sprayed
up his sleeves, down the collar of his
dirty white jacket, into the waistband
and up the cuffs of his baggy trousers.
The farmer laughed in embarrassment,
someone gigegled, and a feeble, brave
titter arose incredibly from the murk
and the stench.

“OK, Harris, you start on that side.
Sleeves, pants, waist and collar. Any
place where the lice can get in. They're
[ull of lice and that's what carries the
typhus.”

“I know that,” I said, bending to an
old man nearly unconscious. I had to
step to the door before finishing.

“You'll get used to it,” the corporal
said, watching me, grinning. When 1
came inside again the trter had died,
and the next man I dusted didn't look at
me. Nor the next. Then the old crone
was staring up at me, eyes glistening.
She uttered a few words that evoked a
grunt—was it meant to be a laugh?—
from the man beside her, but no one else
was paying attention by then. I tried not
to look at the breasts that hung down
like flaps as I pumped the white powder
into the waist of her soiled linen skirt.

We finished and went out and took
deep breaths in the courtyard where a
few minutes earlier I had pushed a
handkerchief to my nose. The corporal
pumped his duster once, with something
like fury, at the corpse, and then we
were off at a wrot, following the doctor
and the sergeant.

The next house was much like the
first, and so were the others. Some men
struggled to their [eet belore we dusted
them; whether they understood and
wanted to cooperate, or whether they
merely wanted to be prepared to defend
themsclves against an unspeakable out-
rage, 1 did not know. But most of the
villagers lay too 1ll to protest or question;
when we turned them over to pump the
powder inside their clothing, we could
tell that some of them had not moved
for days.

In the beginning 1 was [rightened of
them and of my task, and was gentle with
all; il they seemed to be in pain, or them-
selves frightened of me and my strange
weapon, 1 just gave them a puff or two
and let it go at that. But soon fright went,
and with it sympathy, and 1 began to
maul the adults, turning them over like
carpets to be swept under, yanking and
shoving those who groped to their feet
for the ordeal, and growling in annoy-
ance at the occisional man who protested
when we touched his women, threatening
him by shifting the position of the car-
bine strapped around my shoulder. Haste
was essential, or so it seemed. There were
scores of houses, and we did not know
how many people. To fnish with this

village, to dust every villager, bury every
corpse, leave our rice and escape—that
was the object, and nothing clse mattered.
I resented cach new roomful of sick and
foul specimens as just so many more
barricrs between me and . . . bue I did
not know what 1 was approaching.

Only with the children did 1 wmove
slowly, being carelul not to bruise the
skin when I poked the nozze of the dust
gun at them, and laying the duster down
when a child had to be turned, so that
I could use both hands and do it care-
[ully. For the fear in their eyes was a
wild, animal panic. Even those adults
who [earcd the worst [rom us knew what
the worst was; there was a limit o their
terror, beciuse we, too, were men. But to
the sick children, who had already scen
death and felt their valley shudder with
the thudding of artillery, our strange
pale [aces, our gibberish tongue, our
long bodies and ouwtlandish machines—
and, ol course, our preposterous activity
—must have convinced them that they
would be eaten alive; or so said their
eyes, and without thinking it all through,
we treated them more gently.

But then there would be a man with
fever, whose eyes held suspicion, and I
would make up for lost time, and push
and pull him so the job could be done.
Or an old woman, cackling and jabber-
ing, toothless and hideously ugly—and 1
hated her [or her ugliness and noise and
stench and for bringing me here io exter-
minate her lice, and I dusted her quick-
ly, roughly, furiously; and she sensed my
hate and, I think, cursed me [or it, so we
WCre even.

We worked on all morning, penetrat-
ing deep into the maze of alleys in the
village. Sometimes we caught up to the
doctor and the sergeant and heard again
the mounting statistics of discase and
hunger. The sergeant kept notes and
scrawled numbers with chalk high on
the doorpost of each house, and as we
lost count of houses and sick and dead,
as the festering sores and bloated stom-
achs blurred in our minds so we could
no longer remember which house was
which or where the worst ones were, 1
saw the sergeant draw arrows in the
earth pointing to houses where lay
corpses that we would have to bury in
the alternoon. The sun rose higher, the
day warmed and the sticky, pungent air
we breathed felt more and more like
glue. And poking everywhere, our stub-
by instruments spread a thin, white
scientific layer of dust over this eternal,
fertile misery.

And then, then . . . The house we
came upon was slightly larger than the
others, with a tile roofl instead ol thatch,
and a burnished wooden gate, and it was
set back against the hillside so that the

garden could face the woods. What
caught our eves [rom the first, because it
was $0 outrageously inappropriate, was a
garland of bright-red Howers hanging on
the outer wall. It was a thin, droopy gar-
land and the blossoms were small, but
beads of dew still cdung to the perals.
Someone had plucked and displayed the
flowers that morning, and that was what
brought horselaughs and bitter wit from
the three sickened soldiers who wanted
only to finish their task and go away.

Then we rounded the courtyard cor
ner—all of us together, as it happened—
and we saw her, and our wise-guy sar
casm dissolved on our lips.

She was kneeling on a blue pillow, but
we could tell she was tall. We could see
only her back, but each man could feel
her beauty like a breeze fresh and clean
on his skin. On her heels she sat, motion-
less; her long hair hung straight and
sleck, a tapering black column on a gar-
ment of happy reds and yellows. The [all
of her hair reached exactly and with pre-
cision to the mat she sat on and a plain
pink ribbon tied the end. Each of us
thought: II she turns, she will be looking
straight at me. And we waited for that
moment, halted as if stapled to the earth.
She sat within the house, on a level
above the courtyard; the sliding doors
were open and the naive doll colors of
her dress sparkled in the sunlight. At
first we did not notice the shriveled old
man, in starched bright white, who stood
stifflly beside her, or the small boy who
sat crosslegged on the outer portico,
arms folded rigidly before his chest and
glaring fiercely at the intruders in the
courtyard.

But then the old man began to speak,
in a voice like dry leaves, and we be-
came aware of him and the boy. The old
man addressed the doctor, and the doc
tor acknowledged his words with occa-
sional grunts and a phrase or two, but it
was some minutes before the doctor
translated what the man had said.

“The old man says his daughter vir-
gin, his daughter bride. Today is wed-
ding day. This is wedding dress. She is
waiting. But her man, how you say . . . ¢
The groom, he doesn’t come. He's from
the next village, the last one we passed.”

“There was nobody there,” said the
sergeant.

“Yes, they know. Boy went north. Chi-
nese took all young men from that vil-
lage, and from this village. All young
men have to go. Groom go, but bride
waiting. Father says she good girl, she
wait. He is waiting, two. And younger
brother.”

“What are they waiting for?”

The doctor shook his head. “It’s wed-
ding day. They wait. Groom's father, he
very good friend of this man. They ar-
range marriage. Very good boy, very
good girl. Also this very lucky day for
wedding. Day of good lortune. Priests

(continued on page 165)



THE SEA WAS WET AS WET COULD BE
fiction By GAHAN WILSON

I FELT WE MADE an embarrassing contrast with the open serenity of the scene around us. 'The pure blue of the sky
was unmarked by a single cloud or bird, and nothing stirred on the vast stretch of beach except ourselves. The sea,
sparkling under the freshness ol the early-morning sun, looked invitingly clean. 1 wanted to wade into it and wash
mysell, but 1 was alvaid 1 would contaminate it

We are a contamination here, I thought. We're like a group of sticky bugs crawling in an ugly little crowd
over polished marble. 11 | were God and looked down and saw us, lugging our baskets and our silly, bright blankets,
I would step on us and squash us with my foot.

We should have been lovers or monks in such a place, but we were only a crowd ol bored and boring drunks.
You were always drunk when you were with Carl. Good old, mean old Carl was the greatest little drink pourer in
the world. He used drinks like other types of sadists use whips. He kept beating you with them until you dropped or
sobbed or went mad, and he enjoyed every siep of the process.

We'd been drinking all night, and when the morning came, somebody, 1 think it (continued on page 124)

something vaguely chilling swept through the little group at the approach of the two ominous strangcrs

ROBERT LOSTUTTER



MY, HOW
FAST THEY LEARN

a callow screenwriting hopeful s given a lightning postgraduate
course on how not to carve out a career in hollywood

article BY STEPHEN IH. YAFA

TWO VEARS AGO, when I was a graduate playwright at Carnegie Tech in Pitsburgh, 1 sat down and wrote an original
screenplay about three young women who are literally seducing to death a guy named Paxton Quigley, whom they
have locked in the attic ol their college dormitory. 1 wrote it out ol venomous contempt lor all the Hollywood clap-
trap I'd ever seen that presumed to examine the sex lile ol young Americans and succeeded only in vilifying our low-
er regions. During one flashback, an outraged mother screams, “Young man, my daughter better not be pregnant!”
Quigley looks at her and says:."Lady, where you been the past five years, at the movies?”

As a final gesture of disrespect, 1 entered that arrogant screenplay into a contest sponsored by the Hollywood
screenwriters’ guild. The guild members turned around and awarded my screenplay a $1000 first prize. They flew
me out to receive the award, they wined me, they dined e, they showered me with accolades. But through it all they
sighed and said, It's too bad your screenplay could never be made into a film; not in this country, anyway.

Of course, they were correct, those Hollywood savants. For months my agent and I tried to peddle the Quigley
script to America’s most respected producers and directors. They wrote back courteous and charming letters, all of
them, saying things like, “We're growing, but that grown we ain’t . . .”

Those letters managed to confirm my previous suspicions about Fantasyland.

One of the moguls who'd read the script was producer Harold Hecht, now producing on his own at Colum-
bia since the Hecht-Hill-Lancaster partnership dissolved several years ago. Hecht is a small man with an elfin grin,
manicured fingernails and custom-tailored suits; he has his monogrammed shirts made in Paris. 1 knew nothing of
his tailor or his grin until September 1965, when he phoned me in Seattle, Washington, where 1 was working for a
television station. “We've read your Paxton Quigley script,” Hecht said, “and we thought it was very funny. Could
you come down here for a few days, we'd like 1o talk with you.”

“About Quigley?”

“No. But a college-based story, though. Could you be in my office the day afier tomorrow? In the morning, at
nine-thirty? We'll of course reimburse your plane fare.”

“Well, what's it concern, Mr. Hecht?”

“We'll discuss it. See you then. Goodbye.”

“Goodbye.” Click chck zzzzzzzzzzz . . .

Hey, wait a minute, pal, I mean—— But there was I, flying United down to Los Angeles the next alternoon, try-
ing to recall what I'd either read or heard about Harold Hecht, a man of 58 who'd garnered $2,000,000 during his
15 years with Burt Lancaster and then proceeded to drop $3,000,000 on his own until 1965, when he produced Cat
Ballow. 1 knew that Hecht-Hill-Lancaster had produced one of the few recent American films of lasting significance,
Sweet Smell of Success. 1 didn’t know that at the time Harold Hecht deeply regretted making the film. I speculated
that any producer ol Hecht's repute who would take the trouble to call in an unpublished, untested writer of 24 must
be quite dedicated and courageous. I was correct. But what I did not foresee was the muck and mire that traps many a
well-intentioned Hollywood producer and hinders his noblest efforts—the slime of yesteryear, wherein a producer
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yanks afier four or hve simultaneous
projects, hoping that one of them will
rise 1o the surface.

Hecht Productions booked me into the
Hollywood Knickerbocker. That night, 1
hung around its dismal lobby watching
old people sit on long worn couches, [ac-
ing each other, waiuing for the end like
passengers in a musty bus terminal
When 1 walked by, they discussed me
for a while to pass the time.

Eventually I made my way to Sunset
Strip, in search of diversion. Cars bump-
er to bumper; but unlike New York, the
drivers don’t honk their horns and the
sidewalk crowds are strangely silent. You
listen not to voices but 1o the shuflling of
shoes on warm cement. The Strip isell is
now a block-long procession of glowing
pastel marquees over red and green or
nate portals. Behind some portals girls of
18 jerk up and down 1o the thudding
drone of a Beatlesesque combo. The girls
are 18 whether they are 12 or 36; the
strands of their hair wwitch a separate
pattern over peaked shoulders. With
luck and a prayer, they could all be
Cher, their dates Sonny. With more
luck, they could accomplish their ulu-
mite design, to witusi themselves into
such a frenzy that snap snap snap oft
pop the buttons on their capris and
curcka! they have finally shed themselves
of silk and Dacron and cotton, [ree now
at last to gyrate stark-raving naked in
ccstatic defiance of old age.

Behind other portals on The Strip,
these fabrics have been shed for a price
and the girl on the midget bandstand,
a4 sad pastiche of something alive and
vibrant, jangles her bared breasts in
rhyvthm with a thumbing bass guitar. If
she were doing the burlesque houses,
she would perhaps toss a smile or two
into her act. But she is a topless go-go
girl, and because the clientele is hip, she
caters to its New Morality. As a conse-
quence, she attempts no expression of
any sort, stares blankly at a baby-pink
spot, transforms her breasts into an ex-
tension of the zinc and plastic decor,
working her audience into a comatose
state that parallels her own puppetlike
Insouciance.

Although the young infiltrate these
watusi joints, most teenagers and post-
teens who choose to make their own
groovy scenc cluster either at Fred C
Dobbs or at Ben Franks, both located at
the east end of The Strip. 1 discovered
Fred C Dobbs around midnight. It is a
coffechouse tucked in a courtyard be-
hind a realty ofhee. A late Billy Holiday
was playing on the jukebox when I en-
tered. Av the counter, one girl told her
darte, I ask people if they like late Billy
Holiday. If they say no, I can tell 1 won't
care for them.”

There was a Negro in a beret and
shades standing behind the girl. He
tpped her on the collarbone and said,
“I dig early Marvin Rainwater.” She

turned away, I laughed. The Negro
engaged me in conversation, introduced
the blonde next to him. Both were 19.
“She's just come down from a trip,” he
explained. Later he inquired il I'd be
interesied, 0o. “Hall the cats in here
are takin® trips daily. Man, what'd them
mothers do belore LSD?™

“LSD’s a big thing around here, huhz”

The Negro hugged the blonde and
they began to giggle.

“What'll you do for kicks, then, when
you grow up?” 1 persisted. They contem-
plated this. The girl came close and
whispered: “We'll die” The Negro
hummed. 1 Jeft.

- - -

My agent, Hal Landers, and I agreed
to meet in front of Columbia Studios the
next morning, so that he might inroduce
me properly to Harold Hecht. Landers, a
dapper, owlish agent of about 36, speaks
in honeyed tones and he persuades so
soltly that he is known at the studios as
The Candy Man. At 9:50 I was still
waiting: no Candy Man. I decided to go
to Hecht's office alone. It happened that
Jack Lemmon and friends were also rid-
ing up to the hifth floor. Jack rolled a
thick green panatela between his weeth as
I stared fast, noting his deep tan, his ex-
otic foulard. Good barber, 1 thought.
Then suddenly he, a Superstar, was ges-
turing directly at me.

“Go ahead, go,” he commanded, firm
but polite.

Go? Go where?

I wrned to the from, realized we'd
reached the hith Hoor, that the auto-
matic door had opened and that Jack
Lemmon was merely suggesting 1 walk
out of this elevator in order that he
and his friends might also depart.

“No, after you.” Out of respect to his
being Jack Lemmon, it scemed only fair
that he should exit before me.

“No, no, go,” he repeated, gesticulat-
ing now with both hands.

“No, please . . "

“No, po ahcad” Emphatically, he
pulled the cigar from his teeth

“No, really, alter you . . ."”

At length, quite guiltily, I exited first.
Jack did a slight take 1o the men beside
him, mostly a grimace. Several weeks
hence, after many such imbroglios, I
fnally concluded that in the peculiar et
quette of Hollywood, a male star will not
step from an clevator until every under-
ling has fled. If, however, you should
leave a party before the stars have left,
you will have left your last party.

Still smaruing, I made my way down
empty gray-tiled corridors around three
corners to Harold Hecht Productions. Tt
was renovation day in the small outer
office, where carpenters were hammering
together a huge wooden storage closet
designed to replace numerous metal file
cabinets. The large blonde secretary on
the left grected me, apologized for the
noise and confusion. The short black-

haired secretary on the right brought me
a cup of instant colice. “If there’s one
thing 1 refuse 1o drink, iU's instant
coffee,” she said, handing me the cup.

Hal Landers entered. With the inen:
sity of a football coach belore the big
game, he counseled me on Hollywood
protocol. “Be sure to always wait lor your
agent,” he conhided, “the agent is always
the heavy. If you're late, it’s his [ault; he
was late. Right?” 1 nodded. “Just relax,
Hecht's a great guy to work lor. He
knows his business and he’ll put you
down when you should be put down,
He's great.” 1 nodded again.

The intercom buzzed.

“You can go in now,” the secretary on
the right informed us. These secretaries,
I soon came 1o discover, never giggle or
titter: They do their work straight-faced,
with a cold efficicncy that astounds.

Landers opened the door 10 Hecht's
private office for me. Impeccably i
lored, Hecht stood up, walked all the
way around his mahogany desk, shook
hands warmly and motioned me to a seat
facing his. Hecht does not smile, exactly,
he beams: His eyes widen and gling, his
mouth blossoms into the shape of a new
moon, his cheeks knot and you are sud-
denly confronted by a 58-year-old cherub.

Hecht's dininutive stature [urthers
the illusion of defenselessness. When he
repositioned himself in his massive black-
leather chair, I was reminded of a small
boy flopping about in his father's shoes.
My mistake.

Landers, standing across from Hecht
at the desk, extended his hand palm
upward toward me: “He's all yours
now, Harold,” my agent smiled. Hecht
grinned. I ook inventory: lour phones,
two Sicilian  grape gatherers cast in
bronze as lamps, one on tither end table
straddling a wfted fuchsin couch set
against a wall papered in fake brick. We
might have been in a realtor's office.
Hollywood producers, 1 was thinking,
should at least make some cifort 1o pre-
serve their image of gauche and lavish
decadence. Not Hecht, however, not
these days. His previous headqguarters in
the Hechi-Hill-Lancaster  building  did
convey such garish splendor: On its walls
hung originals by Modigliani, Dubuifet
and Matisse, and Life even [eatured it
once in a pictorial. But Hecht likes his
present ofhce because it looks like an
office.

“Most of the other ofhces around
here look like bedrooms,” he says. “How
can you work in a bedroom?”

As 1 gazed about the room, Landers
massaged my  shoulder muscles.  Film-
industry people 1ouch cach other a lot.
“Treat my boy well, Harold,” he cau-
tionedd Hecht. We  laughed.  Landers
waved goodbye and lef

Producer Hecht tilied far back in lug
chair and perched his feet 1oe o toe, as
if joined in praver. on the edge of his

(continued on page 105)
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sports BYRENW.PURDY international auto racing’s formula-one competition—supercharged

with glamor, skill, daring and danger—represents the ultimate test of man and machine

Y BY HORST H. BAUMANN
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That electric moment on the storting grid just before the blost of acceleroted engines is cought in the opening sprco_d's view of _Bclgium's _Spo-
Francorchomps, the fostest road course on the Grond Prix circuit. Above left: Two-time world champion Jim Clork is cirborne as his Lotus-Climox
takes o hill ot Germany's Niirburgring. Above right: Outer-spaceish Hondo pilote Richie Ginther is about to go on track for the Dutch Grond Prix.

dragster will outaccelerate it. A land-speed-record car

will run faster by hundreds of miles an hour. A sports
car is more cvilized. Any kind of sedan is more comfort-
able. But the Grand Prix car is the ultimate expression of
the purpose of the automobile: 1o run fast and control-
lably over ordinary road. It is all automobile, all func-
tion, weighing, usually, less than 1500 pounds, pushed up
to 180 mph-plus by a rear-mounted engine of 400-odd
horscpower, small, thin-skinned, fragile. The driver, half
rechning, his shoulders tight agaimst a wrap-around
plastic windshield, holds at arm’s length an absurdly
small, padded steering wheel. A gearshift lever two or
three inches high lies close to one hand or the other, and
the gasoline tanks are around, under and someumes over
him. Fat foot-wide tires on small wheels take the power
to the road. The car is built o a prease standard, or
formula, internationally agreed upon, and usually laid
down, whatever else may be cdaimed for it, to restrict
the car’s top speed by limiting something—engine size,
fuel capacity, minimum weight. Despite this, race-car
speeds rise year by year in percentages that can be
predicted. The Grand Prix car is built to Formula I,
which is changed every four or five years. (A new for-
mula came in last year.) Formula 1I and Formula I cars
are smaller and slower, compete in their own classes. A
Formula I car can cost $50,000, the engine alone, $15,000
to $25,000—and ideally each car should have two spares.

This, then, is the instrument with which men play the
most dangerous, demanding, scientific and expensive of
all sports. Next to real tennis (court tennis), it is the most
exclusive of sports as well. Eight firms make Grand Prix
cars, there are 11 races for them and about 20 men
qualified to drive them. (Only the spectator count goes
to the other end of the spectrum. Motor racing is the
number-two spectator sport, [npp(‘(l only by the aggregate
of the three kinds of football: soccer, rugby and American.)
The drivers thus make up a super-elite among the world’s
athlete-performers. Probably because they know that
their work is more dangerous than anything comparable,
much riskier than, say, builfighting, they have liule in
common with men who play lesser games. They have a
marked tendency to keep their own company. Like the
very rich, they are rr:;t!ly comlortable only with one an-
other, yet they pointedly avoid forming close friendships
among themselves. as gladiators did, and for the same

T}n; GRAND PRIX CAR Is the epitome of the automobile. A

Far left: Men of work. In Monzo pits, Jockie Steworl's crew
lobove] toils on British BRM; Ginther's Jopanese mechonics roll
out his Hondo. Left: Grand Prix racing’s big nomes (obove), ob-
breviated for lop-time/position signboard, owait posting; close-
ups [below) of roce cors’ innords look like pop-art disploy.



Above: The Ferrari of John Surtees, o motorcycle chompion who went on to become world outo-racing king in 1964, is o brilliont red blur os it plays
the gome of follow-me oround o corner of Hollond's Zondvoort circuit. Below: A somple of the delightful feminine scenery thot often brightens
Grond Prix pits provides o study in controsts with current world chompion driver ond constructor Jock Brabhom os he expertly plies his trode.




Above: A streom of water pours off the fat tires of Surtees Cooper-Moseroti os he wheels up for the start of a very wet German Grand Prix.
Spectators have the odvontoge of bright umbrellos to stave off roin or sun. Below: One of Formulo One racing’s wildest moments os mon ond
mochine hurtle into Monaco tunnel at over 100 mph with no idea of what's round the bend. Monaco is the only Grond Prix run on city streets.

reason. They are men of marked personality and pecul
iar physical equipment. As nearly as we can tell, looking
back, they always have been. They have been flamboy-
ant, like the giant Vincenzo Lancia, one of the first great
drivers, who upended a pint of champagne and tossed
the bottle to the crowd as he started an early Vanderbilt
Cup race. They have been bitterly competitive, like
George Robertson, who told his riding mechanic to
throw a wrench at the car ahead to make it move over,
or pugnacious, like Wilbur Shaw, who was sitting ex-
hausted after winning a 500-mile race, burned, band-
aged, just out of the ficld hospital, and 12 pounds lighter
than he’d been before the race, when he heard another
driver say, “Shaw's a lucky so-andso.” Shaw hurtled
over an eight-foot barbed-wire-topped fence and punched
the man in the face. They have been cold. colorless and
calculating to the point of fascination, like Ray Harroun,
who decided that an average speed of 75 miles an hour
would win the first Indianapolis race in 1911, ran the
500 miles at 74.6 and did win.

There are more Harrouns than Shaws driving today.
It was plain in the late 1950s that a new breed of driver
was in the making, and I think the terminal date in the
sea change may have been August 4, 1964, when Carel
de Beaufort was killed practicing for the Grand Prix of
Germany. The Count de Beaufort of Holland was the
last of the utled gentlemen amateurs. In the beginning,
drivers titled or wealthy or both figured importantly in
Grand Prix racing; they were still important in the 1920s
and 1930s, but after World War Two there were only the

Below: A poir of world chompions who coptured the Indy "500."
Jim Clork ftries out a new lé6-cylinder Lotus-BRM; on intent
Graham Hill is reflected in his reorview mirror. Below right: On
storting grid, Stewort displays fomiliar torton-banded helmet.
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Above left: Don Gurney, owner-driver of his All-American Rocers’ Eagle-Climax, the only U.S. entry in Grand Prix competition, is alone with his
thoughts before the stort of the 1966 Belgian Grand Prix. Above right: Cors out on time trials, which determine storting position, are flagged
off the wind-swept, sand-strewn Zandvoort course. Below: Fame is often the spur: Photographers surround Surtees and his Ferrori ot Monza.
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Marquis de Portago, killed in 1957, the
German Count Von Trips, killed in 1961,
and the Coum de Beaufort. De Beaufort

~Carel Pieter Amthonie Jan Hubertus
Godin de Beaulort—owned his car, a
Porsche, and ran it as often as he could.
He was 2 big man, over six feet and 200
pounds, a tight fit for a Formula 1 ma-
chine. Like Portago, he was pleasant,
amusing, cultured, multilingual, much
wraveled, at home in any ambiance. Both
died pitifully young, at 28. Portago's
closest riend, Harry Schell, an American
who had lLived all his hife in France, was
ol the Beaulori-Portago pattern. Schell
was adventurous, extroverted, uninhib-
ited, curious about everything, a practical
joker on an outrageous scale. He laughed
a lot, drove as carefully as was consistent
with staying in the game. He had a flat
in Paris, a house in Deauville, a cabin
cruiser and other useful amenities, and he
imended living forever, as Portago had
imended. No one expected Harry Schell
10 be killed in a race—he had been hurt
badly only once—and he wasn’t: He was
killed in practice for the 1960 Tourist
Trophy race in England. He went flat
into a brick wall at something around 100
miles an hour, no one knows why. Sicer-
ing failure or hydroplaning—the circuit
was wetr—are the best guesses.

Swingers like Schell, who was a tail gun-
ner for the Finns in the Russo-Finnish
War, or Portago, who once Hattened
a man for smoking a cigar on a New
York night-club dance Hoor, have no
counterparts running today. A Formula
I car can represent $100,000 and s
owner wants at the wheel a man who
has sieved out of himsell all impetuosity
and derring-do. He wants him to go fast,
very fast, for speed is the only name of
the game, but he wants him ice-cold,
unflappable, computerized, his helmet
cosseting a brain full of diodes and print-
ed gold arcuits, programed to stay out of
trouble, all and any kind, inside the car
or out of it. Jack Brabham’s number-two
driver is Denny Hulme, and when they
are running in the same race, Hulme's
orders are 1o finish behind the champion.
It's not on record that he ever tried it the
other way. That's not done today. In
the 1930s, driving for Mercedes-Benz,
Manfred von Briuchitsch, an explosive
red-headed  Prussian  aristocrat,  blew
loose and started to comest fust place
with the number-one driver. He ignored
slow-down signal boards. The Mercedes
team  manager, the iron-willed Alfred
Neulauer, was reduced to running out
on the circuit to shake his fist at Brau-
chitsch as he charged past. Some say he
had a gun in the fist. No such colorful
tableau will be seen in the 1967 season.

Stirling Moss was the first of the truly
modern drivers, and Jimmy Clark is the
ideal today: indeed, Clark couldn’t be
tighter fitted to the purpose if he were
the product of a 20.generation breeding

program. Clark is physically right; he’s
small, light and suong. He's cold, a
planner to his toes, panic-prool and
patient. He indulges in no public display
of [eclings. He's competitive on the cir-
cuit and quiet away from it. His home is
a sheep farm in Scotland, and he spends
as much time there as he can. He smokes
and drinks litde. He Hies his own plane,
as Brabham and Graham Hill—both
married, fathers and nonsmokers—do.
Brabham may drink a glass of wine or
two. Hill, if he isn't working next day,
will take a drop of what's going, but he
would be classified a total abstainer by
the ilk of Duncan Hamilton, who retired
in 1959. Hamilton's career was studded
with memorable incident. On a party in
Milan with Fon Portago, Peter Collins,
Mike Hawthorn, Luigi Musso and Eu-
genio Castellotti—all of them swingers,
and all of them killed ar the wheel
Hamilton appropriated an airport bus and
did a couple of [ast laps around the big
square near Milan Cathedral. The police
put up a roadblock. When one of them
jumped up on the step, Hamilton opened
the door to consider his complaint, but
when the officer pointed a revolver at
him, Hamilton, a big and powerful type,
slammed the door on his wrist and
confiscated the gun. He took the cap
from another policeman whom he caught
wying o cdimb in a window. He then
announced that the honor of his family
had been irreparably breached, and he
would have to shoot himself. By now the
ranking policeman on the scene was a
captain, who pleaded with Hamilton not
10 do anything so rash, and hinally agreed
o forgive and torger, if only Hamilion
would not blow his head off. In his auto-
biography, Hamilton notes that he could
still detect symptoms of hangover a full
week later.

It was the style of some of the gentle-
man amateur drivers of the golden peri-
od of the 1920s and 19305 10 ignore the
mere  mechanical  aspects of  racing.
When the car stood ready, they drew on
their  capeskin-and-chamois  gloves and
got into it, presuming it to be perfectly
prepared. I think Portago must have
been the last to maintain this atuiwde.
He told me that he couldn't distinguish
his car from the other two on the team
unless he had put a seaet mark on
it somewhere. He had no affeciion for
a car, or interest in it. “When the race is
over,” he said, “they can shove the thing
off a cliff for all 1 care.” The 1967 driver
takes a different view. Often he is capa-
ble of discussing design on level terms
with an engincer. Jack Brabham, John
Surtees, Dan Gurney, Richie Ginther,
Graham Hill and Bruce McLaren are all
very knowledgeable people, with a test-
pilot awtitude toward the vehicle. Mike
Parkes, an Englishman, works for Ferrari
in two capacities: as development engi-
neer and as driver. There are still drivers

whose orientation is
professional, younger men who have
nomutomobilistic  ouwside  commercial
INLerests, or private means, some who
are not really dedicated, not sure thar if
llley are able they'll be driving five years
from now. One of these may take the
championship this year, or next, but he
can do it only by bulling his way
through the little mob of 18-hour-a-day
prolessionals at the top.

Almost as soon as the automobile ran
at all, men began o race it. Exhibitions
and demonstrations aside, the first genu
ine race was run over the 732 miles from
Paris to Bordeaux 1o Paris in June 1895,
Emile Levassor won in a Panhard, ar an
average speed of 15 miles an hour, and
solemnly told reporters that no one
should ever atempt such hideously dan-
gerous speeds again. Many drivers were
prepared to accept the risks, however,
and the Paris—Bordeaux was only the first
ol a series ol great city-to-city races, run-
ning out, with Paris as a hub, to Mar-
seilles, Amsterdam, Lyon, Toulouse,
Berlin, Vienna, Madrid. The Paris—
Madrid, in 1903, was the last of them; in
deed, the cars never made it 1o Madrid.
The French authorities, horrified at the
accident rate, stopped the race at Bor-
deaux. Ol the 175 cars that had started
in Paris at 3:30 that morning, only abow
100 got to Bordeaux. Most of the others
broke down, but there were many aca-
dents, and at least a dozen people
drivers, mechanics and  spectators—were
killed. The roads were bone dry, and the
great  spidery  high-riding  cars  ran
through clouds of blinding dust, their
drivers sometimes steering by the tops of
the trees that bordered the road. Primi-
tive as they were, some of the bigger
cars would do 90 miles an hour and
more, with brakes that would barely stop
a bicycle. The winner averaged 65 miles
an hour for 356 miles, a really astonish-
ing rate.

In the year before, 1902, a closed cir-
cuit had been set up in Belgium, the Ar
dennes circuit, starung at Bastogne and
running 53 miles through Longlicr,
Habay-La-Neuve and Martelange back to
Bastogne. Ardennes was the foundation
stone under Grand Prix racing, the logi-
cal extension ol city-to-city racing. Fifty-
three miles of road could be policed,
after a fashion, and speciators could see
the cars pass more than once. 'The Ameri-
can newspaper publisher Gordon Bennett
had in 1900 offered a cup for an interna-
tional race, first run Paris-Lyon in 1900;
in 1903 it was run over a J03-mile
closed arcuit in Ireland. In Sicily, Vin-
cenzo Florio founded the Targa Florio,
still going today, past 50 runnings; and
in the United Staes, W. K. Vanderbilt
set up the Vanderbilt Cup serics. The
French Grand Prix of 1906, ar Le Mans,
was the fhrst 10 use the term. The

(continued on page 158)
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fiction By JOHN D. MacDONALD

AFTER RNoOwING aazy Kaberrian seven
years at least, last Sunday 1 got my first
good look at him. In the park. I would
have walked by the bench, except he
said, “Hey! You! Noonan!”

So I stopped and the way I looked at
him made him laugh, and from the
laugh 1 knew it was crazy Kaberrian sit-
ung there in the sunshine with a girl
in a green suit. The laugh was the same.
Everything else had been changed. With
that 12 or so pounds of shiny curly black
hair chopped away and shaved away,
underneath was a very ordinary-looking-
type person, like the uptown subways

are [ull of five e¢venings a week, like
come and take away things people don't
make a payment on.

Always he had all those odds and ends
of dothes fastened with string, the jump
boots, wrapped sandwiches stashed here
and there, little signs pinn(:d on about
how to live, and always in a couple of
pockets those plays of his, such a terrible
mimeograph  job nobody could read
them but him. I had not seen him in
months, and this type in the store
window suit and shined shoes was not the
crazy Kaberrian I would never see again,
I knew.

I put my nose level with his, five inches
away, and shook my head and wanted

the stereotic saga of kookie
kaberrian, and how that far-oui
audiophile was lured into happry
conformity by the siren sounds
he himself had recorded

GENE SZAFRAN

almost to cry. “A sell job,” I said. A
fink-off. You squared it, huh, baby?”

So they both laughed, just as il there
wasn't any guilt at all, him and the
pretty little basket in her green suit, and
Kaberrian said, “Noonan. You got Buck-
ley aboard?”

“Like forever.”

“Noonan, this s Ellie. Noonan, Ellic
should meet Buckley.”

Buckley was napping in the side
pocket. I got him out and he blinked
in the sunlight. He is gold-color. A truly
Great Mouse, and she put her hand ow
and Buckley didn’t freeze up, so I pn
him into her hand. No flinch, no baby
talk, no kissing  (continued on page 167)
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“Well, when will you be eighteen?”’



opinion By U.S. SENATOR STEPHEN M.YOUNG

Jfrom capitol hill comes a demand

for congressional surveillance

of the central intelligence agency’s

pervasive and secret operations

CURBING AMERICA'S INVISIBLE GOVERNMENT: THE CIA

1 KNOW WHAT sriks po. I've watched enough of them in action
by now. I've seen James Bond and Derek Flint and Napoleon
Solo and that fellow who was such a good cook in The
Iperess File. 1 know all about them. They have attaché
cases hued out with death-dealing wransistorized gadgets.
They are quick on the draw and adroit at getting up lad-
ders dropped from rescuing helicopters; they tend to favor
blue shirts and wear wrist watches that broadcast their
whereabouts. Often, in the course of carrying out their
mysterious missions in exotic lands, they have their way
with curvaceous, liquid-eyed and possibly weacherous
ladies. Oh, yes, 1 know these fellows have their troubles,
too. Didn't I see poor Alec Leamas sulking his way through
The Spy Who Came in from the Cold? Let no one say,
therclore, that 1 am writing on a subjeat on which 1 am
improperly informed.

The difhculty is that we live in an age when truth is
consistently stranger than fiction. We have reached a point
where even the most garishly Technicolored production,
dealing with the unlikeliest hocus-pocus in the most lurid
locale, can scarcely compete with the real thing. Tt is
getting progressively more difficult to know where fiction
ends and reality begins. The reality of our spy system taxes
the imagination far more than any cinematic thriller.

Nobody knows [or sure, but it is esumated that the
United States is now spending something close 1o four
billion dollars a year on the Central Imelligence Agency
and other agencies ol what has turned into an intelligence
empire. This sum includes the budges of the CIA, the
National Security Agency, the Defense Intelligence Agency
and various branches ol militiry imelligence. This is many,
many times the amount of money appropriated for the
entire State Department. It s estimated that more than
100,000 Americans are employed  today in  intelligence
work. This small army, to put it baldly, is all but operating a
separate, sccret government of its own.

All this is paid for by tax dollars. You would think that
Congress might have some control over such far-flung

operations, which not only gather intelligence bui some
umes determine U.S. policy as well. But we don’t. The
intelligence agencies are free to spend their billions, ac
countable only in the vaguest lashion to the vaguest people.
They can flout international law. They can take part in
shadowy conspiracies to overthrow foreign rulers. In
defiance ol our official policy, they can determine where the
weight of U.S. support is actually thrown. They can even
influence our domestic institutions, through loundation
“fronts”—as was widely publicized recently. And they are
scarcely accountable for their actions. Afwer the [act, it is
almost impossible to find out just what those actions were
and who authorized them.

It is time this whole cavalier approach were brought
under Congressional control. With the world as volatile as
it is today, laxity is too dangerous to tolerate.

I am not s0 naive as to suppose that the U.S. can walk
through the world in this grim period of international
anarchy without the most highly organized intelligence
operation, any more than I would suggest that we strip
ourselves unilaterally ol armaments and weaponry. As long
as the Russians have spies and the Chinese have spies and
the British and the French have spies, we. 1oo, will continue
to need a highly organized structure of intelligence and
counterintelligence. What is shocking to me and 10 many ol
my colleagues in Congress is the idea that our intelligence
structure should be exempt from accountability 10 the clecred
representatives ol the people.

There simply is no other branch of the Federal Govern-
ment functioning with this kind of immunity. Every cent
appropriated by Congress to the Federal Burcau of Investi-
gation must be accounted lor. When it comes to secrecy,
there is no agency guarding more vital classified data than
the Atomic Energy Commission, which operates under the
intense scrutiny of a legislative commitiee, the Joint Com-
mittee on Atomic Energy. The Depariment of Delense
must account for its activities and expenditures 1o the
Armed  Services Commiuees and to the Appropriations
Committees of both the Senate  (continued on page 132)
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The candid Anne Randall: “Wamen want to be desired, and being a Playmate makes me feel
very desirable. . .. My favarite Mexican food is margaritas. . . . When | get the chance, | intend
to travel; |'ve never been farther east of California than Las Vegas. . . . Jealousy is the most
destructtve emotion | know of—it's just anather way af saying, ‘| dan't trust you . . .°"

A BLONDE who has more fun than most,

Anne Randall, rravsoy's centerfold
choice for May, is a golden girl in more
ways than one. Currently pursuing an
acting carcer in Los Angeles, Anne is as
candid as she is comely. “1 suppose there
are hundreds of other girls in Hollywood
trying to break into films,” she says, “but
we're not in competition with one an
other—we're in competition with our-
selves. I think there is a standard of
prolessionalism I'll have to attain, and
when I do, any success I'll merit will
come 1o me.” Anne’s acting ambition did
not come to [ruition simply because she
blossomed into a picturesque peach of
a girl. “I've been acting—and loving it

since I was in elementary school,”
Anne recalls. “When 1 was very young,
I sang in a talent contest, and 1 sull re-
member how the audience’s applause
sounded to me. 1 decided right then, 1
guess, that I'd grow up to be an actress.”
A native San Franciscan, Miss May was
a top teen model while in high school
and also appeared regularly on a Bay
Arca TV dance-party program. She then
acted out the role of drama major for
three years at Fresno and San Francisco
City colleges before deciding to pull up
stakes, “I realized that il you want to
make it as an actress,” says the lovely 22-
year-old, “there’s only one place to be on
the West Coast—L. A. And so here | am,
ready or not.” Since coming to the swing-
ing city, Anne has appeared in a number
ol local productions and a few weeks
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ago hnished a successful run in an original musical comedy staged
in suburban Glendale. “It was my first singing role,” says Miss May,
“and it was great fun. Although I'm hardly an operatic soprano, my
voice isn’t bad. Last summer someone lent me a guitar and 1 im-
mediately went out and bought a Beatles songbook. I've been taking
lessons and 1 can now accompany mysell.” But singing is secondary
to our Playmate. “Oh, I've got the acting fever, all right,” Anne will
tell you. “I don’t like to analyze it, but 1 know 1 have to be an
actress. It's a very compulsive thing—when I'm acting, I'm happy:
when I'm not, I'm miserable.” Breaking into movies, however, isn't
easy. “"T'he casting offices will only consider you when they see you
on film. Who has film of me? No one! I'm urying to get a screen
test.” When the aspiring actress feels the need to unwind, she'll
hop into her Austin-Healey Sprite for a spin along Los Angeles’
famed freeways. “Only one complaint about the drivers down here,”
Miss Randall observes. “They sometimes can’t resist passing other
cars on the right. Of course, 1 shouldn't protest oo loudly; I've
smacked up my car twice since I've been here. How? I was passing
someone on the nght.” Strongly tied 10 her lamily, Anne is never
in a bind when her two younger brothers—Rounnie, 19, and Johnny,
15—come down from San Francisco for a weckend visit. "My
brothers are an absolute gas,” she says. “Johnny is a terrihic athlete
—baseball, football, basketball, all sports. Ronnie is a student at
Fresno City College and wants to be an actor. But he's a very
practical guy and he’s going to study law so that he'll have some-
thing to fall back on. What I like most about being with my brothers
is that when we're together we laugh a great deal. And that's a
marvelous thing.” Anne goes all out to make sure their weekends
are fast-paced and laced with activities: Pool, bowling, swimming,
ping-pong and horseback riding are among the [amily favorites.
“I'm not a bad athlete myself,” says our May Playmate. “I keep in
condition by switching on the Jack La Lanne TV show and exer
cising along with him. The man's fantastic! When 1 met Jack, he
told me he wakes up at four in the morning and works out till six.
How’s that for keeping in shape?” Fine for La Lanne, but somchow,
we feel our readers will agree that exercise looks better on Anne.



When Anne's younger brothers plone in from San Francisco for o weekend visit, the three tape o late-night fomily sing-out (oppesite
page) for their porents. After gaing through several Beatles ballads, Anne, Johnny and Ronnie form o barbershop-quartet-minus-ane far their
versian of Sweet Adeline. Tap, as Jahnny laaks on, Anne disploys fine ping-pong form os she delivers a smashing backhand. Abave, aur May
Ploymote enjays a game af stroight pool with her brothers. I can uvsually sink five ar sa in a row, which is pretty goad for a girl,” says Anne.
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I'm a city girl,” says Anne Rondoll. To Miss Moy, that phrose tronslotes inta such specifics as high-rise apart-
ment complexes [ The cne | live in has o swimming pacl, huge recrecticn raams—the warks!), theaters, museums
ond a wide ossortment of boutiques. “But city life can be stifling,” she soys. When Anne feels that way, she drives
ta the L. A. cauntryside, there ta drain aff urban tensians by painting and indulging in her newest kick, kiteflying.
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We know a football buff who is such a com-
pulsive gambler that he lost $50 on the last
game of the scason: $25 when the opposing
team scored a touchdown from their own 15-
yard line: and another $25 on the Instant
Replay.

A sdentfic friend informs us that celibacy
isn't an inherited trait.

It you're looking [or a really unusual pet,” said
the shop owner, “this cage contains a giant
Crunch Bird. Its powerful beak and claws are
capable of completely demolishing almost any-
thing.”

"How haorrible,” said the woman customer.

“Not at all,” the petshop owner replied, “for
the bird is remarkably well behaved and com-
pletely obedient. It is only when he is given a
direct command. such as ‘Crunch Bird, the
chair,” or ‘Crunch Bird, the table,” that he at-
tacks and destroys the thing that was named.”

“Could he destroy a television set?” the
woman asked, with new interest.

“Console or table model. Color or black-
and-white. If the Crunch Bird was given the
command. he would turn any set into a pile of
metal scrap, wires and tubes in a few seconds.”

"I want him!” the woman exclaimed. “I
don’t care what he costs, I want him!"”

When the woman returned home, she found
her husband in his usual spot—directly in front
of the television set. No amount of coaxing
could draw him away. Her once-loving spouse
had lost all interest in sex, in conversation, in
cvervthing except TV. But things will be
different from now on, she thought, opening
the Crunch Bird's cage.

“What sort of pet did you buy?” her hus-
band asked. without looking up from the set.
“A poodle, a parakeet, or whar . . . ?”

“I bought a Crunch Bird,” she replied, pre-
paring to give the one command that would
smash  her electronic rival into a million
picces.

“Crunch Bird, my ass,” said her husband.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines monkey
wrench as an injury sustained at a discothéque.

And then there was the Cager young miss
who, after a young man grabbed her knee,
exclaimed, “Heaven's above!”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines contracep-
tive as an article to be worn on every conceiv-
able occasion.

As Sunday approached, the middie-aged min-
ister grew slightly desperate, for he could
think of no suitable subject for his sermon.
When his wife suggested that he be original
and preach on water-skiing, he decided he
would do it.

Sunday came and the minister’s wife—ill
with a virus—remained at home. As the minis-
ter drove to church, his doubts about parables
found in waterskiing increased. Finally, he
decided to abandon the subject entirely, and
instead, delivered a brilliant extemporancous
SErmon on sex.

Later in the week, a matron of the church
met the minister's wife in the supermarket and
complimented her on her hushand’s mag:
nificent talk.

“Where on earth did he ever get all that in-
lormation?" she asked. ““He seemed so positive
and sure of himself.”

“I'm sure I don’t know,” the minister’s wife
replied. “He only tried it twice and fell off
both times.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines will as a
dead giveaway.

Two slightly tipsy members of the gay set were
sitting sipping cocktails in a bar when an un
usually attractive, well-built blonde walked by.
The frse fag didn't even look up, but the sec-
ond stared in obvious appreciation, emitting a
long, low whistle—just loud enough for his
companion to hear.

“See here,” the first fag said sharply, “you're
not thinking of going straight, are you?”

“No, of coursc not,” replied his friend
reassuringly, “bur when I see something like
that go by, I sometimes wish 1'd been born a
Lesbian.”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card to Parly Jokes Editor, pLaysoy, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
1lI. 60611, and earn 850 for each joke used.
In case of duplicates, payment is made for
first card received. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“According to the legend, one night her husband drained the pool.”
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Myg ._IOW “:A§T (continued from page 86)

desk. “Good flight?” he inquired.

“Very smooth, thanks.”

“"How old are you?”

“Twenty-tour.”

“It must be wonderful to be that
voung.” ("He doesn’t look old ¢nough to
sharpen my pencils,” Hecht quipped to
his associme producer moments alter this
interview.)

Hecht said, “You're probably wonder-
ing why we brought you down here,” and
I saidd, “Yes, as a matter of fact.”

"We'd love o do Paxton Quigley,
but B

“Bur?”

“But I don’t see how we could make it
into it hilm without ruining it, do you?"

Myr. Hecht, go to the back of the
class .

“l never thought it was particularly
dirty, to begin with,” I informed him. No
reaction. He picked up a thick scarlet
lolder before him on the desk. lowered

his legs, swretched horizontally across
the desk and handed the lolder to me,
saying:

“I want you to read this outline of a
college story we're thinking about. It's
been loosely adapted from a novel called
Stacy Tower. Ever read i?”

“I started it once.”

“We bought the property a while
back. but well, I've always wanted
to do a university picture, you see. The
time is especitlly ripe for one now,
isn't "

“Yes, that's why——

“I think so,” Hecht said, explaining
that he had reserved an ofhce for me
downstairs, that the blonde secretary on
the lelt would give me the key, that 1
should read the outline and meet with

"

him in the afternoon: “How's that
sound?”
“Well—"

“Good. See you when you're finished.
Take your ume.” Then he was on the
phone answering one ol four calls his
secretaries had held. Hecht is not a man
to mince words, to dally or filibuster.

The “revised wreatment” he asked me
to read ran 89 pages, the collaborative
cflort of two writers whose last names
merged with the euphonious lilt of a
vaudevillie eam: Writing in  collabora-
tion has always puzzled me; it's like
inviting a stranger into vour bathroom
with vou. What I read valiantdy at
wempted 10 work 15 principal char-
acters into a Grand Hotel panorama ol
contemporary umniversity life and failed
abysmally. It [ailed for the same rea-
sons a Frankie Avalon picture resembles
nothing in the real world, except that
beach-party bingos are not intended to
suggest reality, and the Stacy outline did
indeed effect a pious 1one of That's how
it is. that's how it really is.

Aler reading the first three pages of
this outline, I'd already cast the film:

young Dick Powell as Paul, Joan Blon-
dell as Tish, and Eddie Cantor i black
face as Gene The Negro.

- - -

It was almost dusk when I reseated
mysell across from Hecht, laying the
scarlet folder on his desk. I knew, even
at 24, that you can say just about any-
thing 10 anybody il you suffix it with
a “sir” or a “ma’am,” and Hecht, hud
dled in that mammoth chair, seemed
particularly  receptive. With  bemused
detachment, he studied me for a while,
wondering, perhaps, what the hell 1 was
doing in his oflice. Then he asked:

“Did vou have any reaction to the out-
line, Stephen?”

“Yes, sir. This thing's horrendous,” 1
replied flatly, quite certain that within an
hour I'd be on a return flight to Seattle.

But producer Hecht's face evidenced
no rage. Instead, slowly and compassion
ately he nodded, lips drawn ught. His
hands fanned up behind his head, but-
terlly wings, and as he gazed at the
ceiling, he inquired: “If you think the
outline is unsatisfactory, how would you
go about improving it?”

How? I'd burn i, that's how.

“I'd burn i, sir.”

No wince, not even a blink: “All of
e

“Yeah, probably.”

“And what would you do instead?”

“Stare all over again, I guess. I haven't
thought about it. The idea of students
revolung, Mr. Heche . . . the part of that
treatment where those writers tried to
bring in the Berkeley bit—situaton—
maybe . . "

N espl

“That could be a possibility. Other-
wise, 1 don't -

“It's not very jazzy, is i?”

“What, sir?”

“This Stacy outline.”

You must be kidding. “No, sir, I don't
find it particularly jazzy. How long were
they working on that, il I may ask?”

“Five months,” muttered Hecht like a
man admitting that his dog has fleas,
and suddenly he was frowning. His is a
profoundly candid [rown that speaks of
the past and present frustrations of one
producer who, surrounded by schlock
merchants, has on occaston risked his
livelihood to transcend kitsch. However,
Hecht learned his  prolession among
these merchants and, as I soon came to
discover, adopted much ol their film-
making technique as his own. Schlock
tactics dictate that the Hollywood pro-
ducer summon lorth the talents and non-
talents of many to do the job of one, lor
there is security in numbers, il not art-
istry. And Heche also adheres to an ata-
vistic beliel that the producer is king, not
a quiet moneylender but a  powerful
areative force in the cinematic process.
Fortunately, Hecht possesses a strong

distaste for senumentality that makes
him a kind of visionary Dr. Schweitzer
in this primitive soaety plagued by arts
tic soltening of the brain. I discovered
the Schweiizer in Hecw only after my
own brain had begun to soften and
Hecht, nouang my swilt detenoraton
into a Hollywood hack, sat me down for
the cure.

But both the cure and the discase
were unanticipated by me at the outser,
sitting and watching him in that late
September dusk as he sullenly refiecied
upon five months of time, money and
labor squandered on the Stacy oudine.
Nor was I aware that three other projects
were currently occupving his attention
and that they would ulumately render
him inaccessible; nor that Harold Hecht
maintains a certain notoriety among film-
industry personnel for his shrewd and
[rugal ways. He is, according to one who
knows, “the toughest man in this town 1o
get money out of.” I was about to learn
the latter truth firsthand.

Alter lhis lengthy reflecuve  silence,
Hecht abruptly stopped frowning: 1 un-
derstand you're working lor a television
station in Seattle.”

“Nies

He wanted to know how much they
were paying me, and 1 told him: the sal-
ary ol a bad plumber. He drew a doodle
on his jot paper, then inquired, How
would I like to come to work for him
down here, where I could spend all my
ume wriang?

“For what sort of salary, sir?” I asked.
thinking, Two grand a month, pal,
nothing less.

“About the same salary they're paying
you in Seattle,” Hecht replied. You're
putting me on. But I heard nothing ol
a practical joker in Hecht's voice, rather
the laconic monotone of a scasoned gam.
bler. “Of course,” he added, “I don’t
want to take advamtage of a starving
young writer, Stephen.”

You just did, Mr. Hecht, you just . . .
“No, sir.”

“Therefore, il we can use what you
write, then I'll pay you a substanual
bonus. How does that sound?”

“Well, frankly——""

“Why don’t you think about what you
might want to do on this story and we'll
meet  again tomorrow  afternoon.  No,
let's meet for lunch. Drop in tomorrow
morning and inwoduce  yoursell 10
Mitch, my associate producer: the next
ofhice down the corridor.”

Hedht. offering me that ingratiating
grin, pushed his intercom buttons and
began 10 arrange a time for our luncheon
date. I walked out.

- - -

Mitch Lindemann. liaison between
Hecht and his writers, is a pufly man in
his mid-10s with a gramny voice and
crocoadilian eyes that open and shut quite

(continued on page 185)
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food and drink By THOMAS MARIO
playboy sheds light on the prandial
and potable joys of the brunet brews

VELVETY DARK BEER is intended for those who drink
beer like wine, not like water. You pour it at the gemiil-
lich dinner when you're serving whole roast tenderloin
of beef, at the special board when you're carving a crown
of lamb, or at the season’s frst [east of cold fresh
Kennebec salmon. Even with fare as casual as roquefort
cheese and sour-dough French bread, or with bowls of
fresh crab lump and mayonnaise, it's an extremely pleas-
ant turn-of-the-beer-tide to be able to ask your guests
whether they'd prefer Danish dark Carlsberg or Oyster
Stout from the Isle of Man. Understandably, beer drnink-
ers are hiercely loyal to one kind of brew. But when four
good men of different loyalties are sitting around a
pinochle table, the most convivially ubiquilous balm
you can dole out, after dealing the cards, is tankards
of rich black beer. In food, rather than merely with
food, dark beer imparts a mellow, offbeat accent that
has absolutely no peer for flavoring dishes as varied as
bacon-and-onion rabbit, minute steaks with beer gravy 109



PLAYBOY

110

or a dessert of warm baked apples with
bread-aumb fAlling mixed with dark
beer, brown sugar and spices.

There's no exact point on the beer
spectrum  that  separates  light  from
dark. Beers range in color from the
palest American blonds to the blackest of
British stouts. Even the latter aren’t liter-
ally black. Hold a glass of Guinness up
o the light and you'll see ruby threads
among the black. There are in-between
hues like the Mexican Cerveceria Moc
tezuma, which leans toward the dark
side. What makes a beer turn from light
to dark when it’s brewed is largely a
matter of heat. Beer is liquid barley
flavored by hops and fermented by
yeast. During the process, the barley
malt is roasted—at a low temperature, its
color is light; at a higher temperature,
the color is deeper brown and the re-
sulting beer is dark. Like dark-roasted
coffee, it caprures that special crowd
that appreciates espresso or café noir
rather than just another cup of coffee.

In rarc instances, you may encournter
a phony dark beer. It's simply a light
beer to which color has been added. You
can spot it first by its flavor and some-
times by its collar. If the bead is a deep
brown and collapses quickly, a fake pig-
ment has been introduced. If the collar
is light brown and the favor lingers,
then the beer is the genuine dark brew
worthy of Gambrinus himsell. Needless
to say, the foam on any great beer is
creamy thick and holds itsell proudly to
the last drop.

Dark beers, like certain women, ma-
wure beautifully. Most light beers are at
their peak ol flavor about two to three
weeks after they've come from the brew-
ery. Because their shelf life is short, light
heers should be bought at a shop with a
rapid turnover. But the dust on a bottle
of dark beer, like the cobwebs on bot-
tles of rare red burgundies, is often a
badge of quality. We recently downed the
contents of a can of American dark beer
over a year old. Its flavor was both richer
and fuller than the dark beer that
had left the same brewery only a few
weeks  before.  Explanation?  Oxidation.
The small amount of air in the head
space at the top of the can actually
rounds the breed of dark beers 1o per-
fection, whereas it weakens its lighter
liquid brethren. The new draught Guin-
ness in bottles will handily survive 18
months, a far beer cry from the suds
Queen Ehzabeth 1 drank, so strong “no
man durst touch,” and which the good
queen  insisted should be matured at
lcast seven or eight hours before she
would drink. it

Once a year American and European
brewers genuflect to the goat that her-
alds spring and the bock-beer season.
Bock is dark beer with more than usual
body, and hoppier—that is, with the
added pleasant  bitterness that  comnes
from hops rather than malt. It's now on

tap, and is the most pleasant kind of prel-
ude for a man learning to savor the
brunet brews. Among America’s dark de-
lights, Pryor’s, with its opulent flavor, is
closest to the great German and Scandi-
navian brews.

The best way to explore the dusky
brews is to pour them into large tulip-
shaped glasses, just as you would with
wine at a wine-tasting party. All first-
rank beers, parucularly the dark mem-
bers of the tribe, have a definite malty
aroma that is part of their taste profile.
Il you're tasting two darks or a dark
versus a light, keep a pile of bread sticks
or water crackers and wedges of hard
cheese nearby. Take small nibbles of
each between tastings to clear the pal-
ate. With plenty of beer, the hopfest can
go on for hours.

The darkest and boldest in flavor of
imported brews are the British stouts.
Mackeson's, once called milk stout be-
cause it's brewed with milk sugars, will
actually float on top of certain British
light beers. Guinness speaks the brogue
of its*old Dublin dynasty. You may be
somewhat less than ecstatic the first time
you sip it. Like an initial tasting of Ital-
ian aperiul bitters, stout’s rich, insolent
flavor probably will surprise you. Then,
as it slowly flames your appetite and lin-
gers in the back of your mouth, you'll
inevitably want more and more. In Ma-
laya, children of Cantonese extraction are
still baptized with Guinness instead of
water. When Guinness is finished brew-
ing, fresh wort (beer with unspent yeast)
is added just before the stout is poured
into bottles or kegs. As with champagne,
the fermentation is then completed in the
container. It’s this final step that helps
give Guinness its rare cbullience.

Of mixed beer drinks, the most illus.

trious is black velvet—half stout and’

half champagne poured into 1all Pilsner
glasses. It onginated in 1861, when
Londoners were mourning the death of
Queen  Victoria’s  consort, Albert the
Good. Champagne was part of the sad
ritual, but 1ts color was embarrassingly
bright. To make it more in keeping with
the grievous event, black stout was
addéd by the steward of the lashionable
Brooks Club. The black plush is a varia-
tion in which sparkling cider is substitut-
ed for champagne. In this country, a
more doughty drink is the boilermaker,
neat whiskey washed down by beer. We
especially like its Teutonic version: ice-
cold Steinhiiger gin (like the Dutch
Genever gin in flavor) followed by dark
Munich beer. For men whose thirsts can
only be assuaged by tonic water, we sug-
gest the refocillater: 6 ozs. icecold tonic
water, 2 ors. icecold stourt and 1 oz
ice-cold brandy poured into a prechilled
goblet without ice but with a slice of
lemon floating on top.

A. E. Housman once proclaimed,
“And malt does more than Milton can/
To justify God's ways to man.” Dark

malt does even better. Use it when you
hop from your usual beer and skiules 1o
beer in victuals, of which some splendid
examples follow.
BAKED CLAMS, CHIVE STUFFING
(Serves four)
2 doz. large chowder-size clams on hall
shell
6 slices bacon
1 cup bread crumbs
14 cup dark beer
6 tablespoons melied butter
1 tablespoon minced fresh chives or 2
tablespoons freeze-dried chives
1 tablespoon minced fresh dill
Preheat oven at 450°. Cut each slice ol
bacon crosswise into 4 pieces. Combine
bread crumbs, beer, butter, chives and
dill. Mix until thoroughly blended. Spoon
1 tablespoon swffing on top of each
clam, spreading smoothly to cover clams
completely. Place a picce of bacon on
top of each dam. Place clams in shallow
baking pan or casserole. Bake until ba-
con is crisp. Serve at once. Note: Large-
size clams, when covered, will be more
tender than smaller dams, which heat
quickly penetrates and toughens.

MINUTE STEAKS, BEER GRAVY
(Serves four)

4 boneless steaks, 8 to 10 ozs. each,
cut from the shell

Salt, pepper

14 cup stout

4 cup dry red wine

g cup water

3 tablespoons butter

1 tablespoon finely minced shallots or

scallions

1 packet instant bouillon

Preheat electric skillet at 390°. Slash
edge of each steak in two or three
places to prevent curling. Sprinkle with
salt and pepper. Pan-broil steaks without
added fat until brown on both sides or to
degree of rareness desired. Remove steaks
from pan. Add all other ingredients.
Bring to a boil. Scrape pan bottom
to loosen drippings. Simmer 2 to 8 min-
utes. Pour over steaks on plauer.

BACON-AND-ONION RABBIT
(Serves four)

8 slices bacon, cut into V4-in. squarcs

1 mediumssize onion, minced

1 Ib. sharp process cheddar cheese

14 cups dark beer

14 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

I teaspoon vinecgar

I teaspoon prepared mustard

I, teaspoon dry mustard

4 egg yolks

14 cup dark beer

6 picces toast cut in half diagonally

Cut cheese into 14-in. cubes. In top
part of double hoiler, over a low dirca

(concluded on page 182)



ch evin a mediocre conversattonalist,
the most [rustrating cliché o deal
with is the pointless question or com-
ment. IUs a kind ol imbecile's one-
upmanship, because you can  neither
ignore i nor acknowledge 1t without
sounding like a boob. In the guerrilla war
against hackneyed chatter, total victory is
never possible. But one can learn how to
derail an enemy train of thought. For
such a campaign, the following answers
are recommended highly. They may not
blitzkrieg your interrogator, but they're
bound to make him [all back and regroup.

“Yes, 1 did have my cars lowered.
They used to be on top of my head, and
it was a terrible dishgurement. They
were always getting lodged in the sweat
band of my hat, and then when I'd
get on an clevator, I couldn’t get my
hat off, and women would glare at me.
But that's not all I've had lowered. Wait
till you hear what used to be in my
navel . ..

“Nothing's cooking, but I know why
you ask. You smell it, too, don't you?
We've been getting that odor for the last
half hour. I've been all over the place,
though, and I can’'t hind any smoke or
anything. [ even wemt outside, but the
only glow is in the windows of that
house down the block. Say, that’s your
place, s’ it . . . "

“Boy, have 1 ever read any good
books lately! I just finished a [our-
volume study of latent homosexuality.
Tells how o spot "em and everything.
Did you know that psychiatry has now
discarded the ‘illness’ theory? This book
says the kindest thing you can do lor a
queer is - kick the hell out of him.
Incidentally, what kind of perfume is
that you're wearing . . . ?”

“Tricks, you say? How's tricks? 1
thought you’d never ask. Have T learned
i corker! Got it out of one of those party
books, and mo one has given me a
chance to try it It's a whizbang. First of
all, have you got a twenty-dollar bill?
Fine. Now, I'll just tear it in half, and
snip off your necktie with. these scs-
sors and make vou a blindfold . . . no,
don’t worry, you're really going to be
surprised . . "

“You wouldn't believe how busy
they’ve been keeping me. Like a lousy

humor
By D. G. LLOYD
and LARRY SIEGEL

stud, that's how. The ladies just won't
leave me alone. Practically tear the pants
off me. Why, just a few minutes ago, in
the bedroom—you see that voluptuous
blonde over there? Oh, she is, huh? Real-
ly? I didn’t realize that. Well, let me tell
you, you dog, you've got a mighty hne
little woman there . . .’

“I've been trying to stay out ol trou-
ble, but I can’t seem to avoid it. Take
tonight. When I noticed your car parked
outside with the headlights on, I should
simply have come in and told you. But
no. I had to be Joe Nice Guy! It wasn't
my fault that your hand brake looks like
a light switch. Anyway, when you park
on an indine, you should always cmt
your wheels in to the curb. Leaving
already , ; o 2"

“No, not lately. As a matter of fact, I
haven’t been getting any for over twenty
years now. Rotten war wound at Anzio.
I take long walks at night and read a lot.
It takes my mind off it. Sure, every once
in a while, when I'm reminded ol it, 1
weaken a bit. Like that time last year.
See these scars on my wrists . . . Lucki-
ly, they got me to Bellevue just in time
. . . No, no, please don't fcel bad about
bringing up the subject. Believe me, it
doesn’t concern me anymore . . . Oh, 1
wonder if 1 could borrow the keys to
your cars Thanks. No, you needn’t both-
er opening the garage door.”

“Well, the fact is . . . they're hanging
upside down, since you ask. On the back
porch. We figured they'd ooze less that
way. Later, when I've had a couple of
blasts to fortily me, I'l go slither them
onto the grill. How did you know about
them, anyway? People are so damned
squeamish;  but  honestly, if they're
cooked right, you won’t even be able to
tell. Hope you've got an appetite . . .

“Hell, no, not nearly hot cnough for
me. Until about a month ago, my late
assistant and I were living in this village
in Ethiopia, and it used to hit about 130
there, though not in the shade, of course.
In the shade it never got above 118,
Isn’t it funny how you get so used to
something like that and then you kind of
miss it? I was doing research on rare
contagious  (concluded on  page 181)

OPEN YOUR
MOUTH—
MY FOOT
IS STUCK

outrageous answers designed
to stem the tide

of cliche questions

ROBERT POST






Tm' BUILDING IS ON A MILITARY INSTALLATION somewhere in the United States. It is a most inhospitable building.
It has no windows and only one entrance, |lt«l\l|} guarded. Its administrators obviously don’t want the public 10
know what goes on inside, and perhaps this is kind of them. Inside are nightmares.

In one of the large laboratory rooms, two physicists and a biologist stand about a heavy metal table. They
wear thick ear pads. On the table is a dial-covered device about the size and shape of a television set, with a rumpet-
like horn protruding from its face. The device is a kind of siren, designed to produce high-frequency sound of out-
rageous intensity. The scientists are studying the effects of this sound on materials, animals and men. They are
wondering il sound can be used as a weapon.

A small delegation ol ofhcial visitors [rom Washington shuflies nervously into the room. The visitors are supplied
with ear protectors and settled in chairs behind the siren. The physicists turn the device on and tune it in. A colos-
sal high-pitched shriek fills the room. This is the audible component of the generated sound. It is loud enough 10 hurt
the padded ears, but it is only a whisper compared with the mamn body ol the generator’s huge yell. The main body
is in a higher range of frequencies—higher than the human ear can hear.

One of the physicists begins the demonstration by picking up a wad ol steel wool with a tonglike instrument on
a long pole. He holds the steel wool in the invisible beam of sound that issues from the horn. The steel wool explodes
in a whirling cascade of white-hot sparks.

Next he picks up a Hashlight and turns it on. He wants to show what an intense sound field might do 1o an
enemy’s delicate electronic gadgetry—the guidance mechanism of a missile, [or example. He holds the flashlight in
the beam. The light goes out instantly. A fraction of a second later, the glass Luepl.lle shatters.

The biologist hdh brought a white rat nto the room in a small cage. The rat is running around the cage, look-
ing unhappy about all the noise. But his worries don’t last long. The biologist lifts the cage into the sound field.
The rat stiffens, rises up to the full stretch ol his legs, arches his back, opens his mouth wide and falls over. He is
dead. An autopsy will reveal that he has died of instant overheating and a massive case ol the bends. There are
bubbles in his veins and internal organs.

Such is the power of sound. And such is the state of sonics technology in the 1960s.

Sound has been a part of human life and death since prehistoric man used it to track his meals and warn him of
danger, and scientists have been interested in it since Pythagoras first wried o figure out the mathematics of musi-
cal intervals some 2500 years ago. Yet until the past few years, the science of sound was distinctly low-caste. It had a
grubby, hangdog air. Most ol the men who pondered it down through the centuries—Francis Bacon, Isaac Newton,
Albert Einstein—were men whose main interests lay in other, more glamorous fields. The few men who did concen-
trate on sound were regarded by most other scientists as unimportant, if not actually nuts.

Nnbudy gave them any research grants or set them up in expensive laboratories. They had to improvise their
own equipment. In the 19th Century and early 20th Century, for instance, three separate teams of French experi-
menters studied the speed of sound and other phenomena by going underground and sending noises through water
pipes and drainage conduits beneath Paris. The miles-long mazes of pipe served the purpose, but the scientists be-
came damp and irritable. A Paris gendarme, hearing strange sounds from a street grating one night, peered into the
hole and saw a man squatting below with a lantern and a flute. The man was scientist . B. Biot, studying some
mysteries of musical pitch. “What are you doing down therer” asked the gendarme. “Playing a flute, of course,”
snapped Biot.

Men like Biot spent much of their time trying 10 convince the scientific world that they deserved to be listened

This only made things worse. Prolessor Dayton Clarence (“Shockwave™) Miller, a lounding father of the Acous-
tical Society of America, used 10 stomp around what is now the Case Institute of Tl.‘('hnol()gy in the 1930s with a copy
ol a 1929 history ol science under his arm. “Look at this damned book!” he'd howl, waving it at anybody he could
buttonhole. “It has more than five hundred pages, but there are only twelve lines devoted to sound!” His hearers
would nod politely. “Gee, Professor,” they’d mumble, “that’s a shame.” Miller later wrote a science-ol-sound history
himself. It promptly sank from sight in a vast silent sea ol indiflerence—immersed so thoroughly that the New
York Public Library's copics, now 30 years old, are suill virginally [ree of thumbprints.

But times change. The science ol sound began to get some attention during World War Two with the develop-
ment of military applications such as sonar (Sound Navigation and Ranging) lor tracking enemy vessels at sea. In
the 1950s, studies ol other sonic phenomena began 1o disappear one by one behind a shroud ol military secrecy—
perhaps the most sincere honor that can be granted to any research project. And now, in the 1960s, the science of
sonics is distinetly hot. It is glamorous, it is “in” at last. Big old companies such as Westinghouse and Goodrich have
established sonics laboratories and are pouring money into them. More money is pouring in from the U.S. Govern-
ment. New hot-shot sonics companies are springing up on all sides to cash in on the boom. There are acoustics
societies and publications and awards and noisy conventions. Suddenly, evervbody is fascinated by sound.

A lusl.)r choir of sound-emitting g;ulgcl.s has arisen to buzz, hoot. whistle and roar in the world's ear. I](».pil;al,s use
high-lrequency sound to clean instruments, dentists to clean teeth, nuclear submarine crews 1o shiver the rust oft tools

THE SONICS BOOM

article By MAX GUNTHER

until recently a neglected stepehild of the technological revolution,
the science of sound in exolic frequencies is now cloaked in glamor—and secrecy

FHOTOGRAPH BY J. BARRY O'ROURKE
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and scorched food off cooking pots. Ath-
letic traimers use it 10 Massage sore mus-
cles. Surgeons use a more ingense variety
o detect (umors, remove warts, disinte-
grate parts ol the brain in maladies such
as Parkmson’s disease. Lower-frequency
sound is used as an anesthetic.

Companies big and small have staked
their reputations and  finances in  the
sound game. Honeywell and  others
have invented devices that send out
sounds and, by analyzing the returning
echoes, give characteristics of objects off
which the sounds bounced. Such a de-
vice was used in 1965 to find a barge
loaded with deadly chlorine gas that
had sunk off Baton Rouge, Louisiana,
and another will be used this summer
by an MIT prolessor to find two lost
ancient cittes under the Mediterrancan.
Smith Kline Instrument C.Omp:my. of
Philadelphia, makes similar gadgets in
miniature to detect trouble spots in the
human body and to find foreign objects
in delicate organs such as the eye. RCA
has invented a typewriter that under-
stands spoken sounds and will type any-
thing you say to it. Ling Electronics of
California makes a noise generator
whose gigantic howl, loud cenough to
tear electronic equipment apart, is used
to test the toughness of space-flight
hardwarec. A New York store, Ham-
macher Schlemmer, sells a smaller noise
generator that is supposed to drown out
(with “white sound,” a gentle hissing
noise) other night sounds and help you
sleep. And in case your neighbor's noise
generator bothers you, B. F. Goodrich
has invented a rubbery material called
Deadbeat  that  stops  sound  almost
completely.

Odd research projects are afoot. The
U.S. Department of Agriculture is
urying to find out why, in some cases,
corn grows taller and cows give more
milk when serenaded with music. The
U.S. Navy wants to know why ship
propellers sometimes sing (a lovely mu-
sical tone, but it interferes with sonar);
what whales say w© each other (they
sound like morose cows); and how por-
poises under the water and fishing bats
over it use sonic echoes to home in un-
erringly on their prey. Scientists of the
Bell Telephone Laboratories tried to
discover how we identify an anony-
mous voice over a phone, and exactly
why, and in what ways, music played in
New York's Philharmonic Hall sounds

different from that in the Mormon
Tabernacle (one reason: The Taber-
nmacle’s  builders used cattle hair to

strengthen their wall plaster). The Na-
tional Acronautics and Space Adminis-
tration wants to know what loud rocket
noises do to people around a launching
pad, and why such noiscs occasionally
cause nausea, fainting and epileptic-like
fis.  University of Pennsylvamia  re-
scarchers arce experimenting with high-
lrequency sound as a means of shaking

slow-penetrating medicines into  body
tissucs. Researchers at the Max Planck
Institute in West Germany want to
know why workers in noisy places such
as iron foundries have more emotional
and family problems than those in
quicter places. Once-obscure subspecial-
tics such as psychoacoustics (the study
of how we hear a sound and what we do
about i) and forensic acoustics (deal-
ing with the growing number of noise-
nuisance and car-damage cases taken w
court) are growing important enough to
begin forming socicties and holding con-
ventions ol their own.

“It's nice 10 be needed at last,” says
New Jersey sonics expert Lewis Good
friecnd. He is a dark, wryly humorous
man who worked on sonic weaponry dur-
ing World War Two and now has
his own acoustics company, Goodfriend-
Ostergaard Associates, The company earns
its living by such mecans as designing
quict offices, determining the effects of
noisc on aircraft personnel, testing
sound-deadening materials and appear-
ing in court as an expert witness in
noise-nuisance cases. It is a small outhit
but—typical of the times—wealthy
enough to afford a complete sound labo-
ratory full of shiny equipment. Says
Goodfriend contentedly: “In the last
few ycars this business has gained sta-
tus. It's hard to explain why, exactly.
There haven't been any really revolu-
tionary new discoveries. Most of the
work being done today is a continuation
or imensification of earlier work, but it
sounds new because people never heard
ol it before and it wasn’t used before. 1
can't say what caused this upswing, but
I will say I like it.”

Sound, the phenomenon that all the
noise is about, is a wavelike disturbance
in a solid, liquid or gas. The disturbance
travels at about 1090 feet a second in
air at sea level, roughly five times as
fast in water and 15 umes as fast in
iron. It is unfortunate that we do most
of our hearing in air, for air is onc of the
poorest conductors of sound. A detonated
50-pound dynamite charge can be heard
for maybe ten miles in still air, but
for more than 10,000 miles in water—
which is why the U.§. Navy is hopeful-
ly developing equipment for hearing
enemy vessels hundreds of miles away.

Sounds have two main characteris
tics: frequency and intensity. The fre-
quency is the number of waves (usually
alled cycles) that pass a given point in
a given time. The human ear and brain
detect frequency as pitch—how “high”
or “low™ the sound is. An average young
man can hear tones from about 15 cy-
cles per second to 20,000 cps; but as he
grows older, his upper threshold drops,
and he may end his life virtually deal to
tones higher than 10,000 cps. Luckily
for him, most music lies within that
range. The lowest note of an organ

(made by a pipe 32 teet long) s about
16 ¢ps. The lowest A on a piano is 2715
cps; the lowest note a basso can sing is
about 80. A soprano can reach as high as
1200 cps: a piccolo, 4186; an organ (with
a pipe less than an inch long), 8372
Sensitivity to pitch differs from per
son to person. There are various degrees
of “tone deafness,” the inability 1o hear
fine differences in Irequency. At the
other end of the scale are people such
as  piano  mners, who can hear the
difference between an A tuned at 440
cps (the internauonal standard) and 441
or 442 ¢ps (which some orchestras prefer).
Still more rare are the 25 people in
a million with “absolute pitch,” the
ability to sound a perfect 400-cycle A o1
any other note from memory. “I've
never thought about it much,” says one
man who has this rare knack, Connecti-
cut  musicologist-composer-organist-choir-
master Dr. Robert Rowe. “1 remember a
note the way I remember your name.
It's there when I wane it, that's all.”
Nobody knows why people’s pitch
sensitivity differs or where the gift of
absolute pitch comes from. Some say it
results simply from an unusually loud
and steady ringing in the ears. You
probably found this ringing espeaally
loud the last ime you had a fever. It's
thought 1o be caused by miniature vi-
brations of car parts. The interesting
thing about it is that, in any one indi-
vidual, it's usually about the same pitch.
If you want to take absolute pitch, you
may be able to do it by using this ring-
ing as your reference point
Frequencies higher than the human
hearing threshold are called ultrasonic.
Dogs, bats, porpoises and other crea-
tures can hear higher frequencices than
humans—in some cases as high as
150,000 cps. “But this doesn't make
them anything special,” says an engi-
neer of the Hewleu-Packard Company,
which makes ultrasonic listening de
vices for detecung leaks in boilers and
other pressure systems. “Hell, with a
little ingenuity, a man can hear any fre-
quency he likes.” At the University ol
California, in  fac, physiast  Klaus
Dransfeld has produced and recorded
frequencies in the fanwastic neighbor-
hood of 20 billion cps. High frequencies
like that are usually produced with piezo-
elearic crystals such as quartz, which
change shape in an electric field. They
can be made to hum ultrasonically by
applying a rapidly alternaung field.
The other main characteristic of a
sound, its intensity or “loudness,” is
most often measured in  decibels—
which is unfortunate, for decibels are
hard to talk about. The decibel scale is
a logarithmic scale, not a scale of equal-
sized units like inches or pounds. Every
upward step of ten decibels represents a
tenfold multiplication of sound cnergy.
(continued on page 183)



“Pop, I don’t think I'm approaching puberty fast enough.”
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SYLVAN
SYLVA 3

bidding farewell to her '
roman villa, italian screen

goddess sylva koscina heads
for the hollywood hills

While a physics major at Naples
University, Sylva Koscina Ws
chosen to award flowers to the
winner of a bicycle race.
Newspaper photos of the .
ceremony led to a screen test
and to a role in Pietro Germi’s
TheRainbow Man. Sylva has
since been a star in ascendancy,
and in Federico Fellini’s Juliet
of the Spirits, her sensual side
aroused international interest.
This year, Sylva appears
opposite David McCallum (in
MGM’s Three Bites of the Apple),
Paul Newman, Horst Buchholz
and Richard Johnson. In an
exclusive PLAYBOY portfolio,
she intimately reveals the
charisma that is Koscina.

'
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“When 1 was a girl,
I wondered what it would

be like to be a star.

Now 1 know—and. it is

more marvelous than

I imagined. But it alsos

means waking and._ 3
working before dawn, ~=
and traveling foo. . " >~
much: 1 have lived in =~
. hotels for the past L=
five years. I am a g
woman without u Home."
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“To be beautiful is to wa alk _ N
into a room and have . - ST, N g S
a man remember you for A BT :

. the rest of his life. .

g,' 1 want to be beautiful and
happy. I say to my- -
self, ‘Sylva, other girls
are not so lucky as
you," and 1 know it «
to be the truth.”
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“Who is Sylva? Sylva is a
mystery, a cocktail of life.
Sylva is laughter, anger,
sentimentality, bitchiness

and passion—much passion.
Sylva was born in Yugoslavia,
came to Italy as a child

and feels as if she

is an international woman.

I love being Sylva.”
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THE SEA WAS WET

was Mandie, got the great idea that we
should all go out on a picnic. Naturally,
we thought it was an inspiration, we were
nothing if not real sports, and so we'd
packed some goodics, not forgetting the
liquor, and we'd piled into the cr, and
there we were, weaving across the beach,
looking for a place to spread our tacky
bhanquet.

We located a broad, low rock, decided
it would serve for our table and loaded it
with the latest in plastic chinaware, a
haphazard collection of food and a quan-
uty of bottles.

Someone had packed a tin of Spam
among the other offerings, and when I
saw i1, 1 was suddenly overwhelmed
with an absurd [eeling of nostalgia. It
reminded me of the War and of mysell
soldier-boying up through Italy. It also
reminded me of how long ago the whole
thing had been and how litle I'd done of
what I'd dreamed I'd do back then.

I opened the Spam and sat down to be
alone with it and my memories, but it
wasn't 1o be for long. The kind of people
that run with people like Carl don’t like
to be alone, ever, especially with their
memories, and they can’t imagine that
anyone ebse might, at least now and
then, have a waste for it

My rescuer was Irene. Irene was par-
ticularly sensitive about sceing people
alone, because being alone had several
times nearly produced fatal results for
her. Being alone and taking pills o end
the being alone.

“What's wrong, Phil?” she asked.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said, holding up
a forkful of the pink Spam in the sun-
light. “It tastes just like it always did.
They haven't lost their touch.”

She sat down on the sand beside me
very carclully, so as o avoid spilling the
least drop of what must have been her
millionth Scotch.

“Phil,” she said, “I'm worried about
Mandie. I really am. She looks so un-
happy!™

I glanced over at Mandie. She had her
head thrown back and she was laughing
uproariously at some joke Carl had just
made. Carl was smiling at her with his
weeth glistening and his eyes deep down,
dead as ever.

“Why should Mandic be happy?” 1
asked. “What, in God's name, has she
got to be happy about?”

“Oh, Phil,” said Irene. “You pretend
to be such an awlul cynic. She's alive,
isn't she?”

I looked at her and wondered what
such a statement meant, coming from
someone who'd tried o do hersell in as
carnestly and as frequently as Irene had. 1
decided that T did not know and that 1
would probably never know. [ also de-
cided I didn’t want any more of the Spam.
1 turned to throw it away. doing my bit to
livter up the beach, and then I saw them.

tcontinued jrom page §3)

They were far away, barely bigger
than two dots, but you could tell there
was something odd about dhem, even
then.

“We've gou company,” 1 said.

Irene peered in the direction of my
point.
“Look, everybody,” she cried, “we've

got company!”

Everybody looked, just as she had
asked them 1o

“What the hell is this?” asked Carl.
"Don’'t they know this is my private
property?” And then he laughed.

Carl  had fantasies about owning
things and having power. Now and then
he got drunk enough 1o have liule
flashes of believing he was king of the
world.

“You tell 'em, Carl'” said Horace.

Horace had sparkling quips hke thai
for almost every occasion. He was tall
and bald and he had a huge Adam’s ap-
ple and, like myself, he worked for Carl.
I would have felt sorrier for Horace than
I did if I hadn’t had a sneaky suspicion
that he was really happier when grovel-
ing. Fe lilted one scrawny fist and shook
it in the direction of the distant pair.

“You guys berter beat it,” he shouted.
“This is private property!”

“Will you shut up and stop being such
an ass?” Mandie asked him. “It's not po-
lite o yell av strangers, dear, and this
may damn well be their beach, for all
you know."

Mandie happens o be Horace's wife.
Horace’s children treat him about the
same way. He busied himsell with zip-
ping up his windbreaker, because it was
gewing cold and because he had re
ceived an order o be quict.

I warched the two approaching higures.
One was tall and bulky, and he moved
with a peculiar, swaying gait. The other
was short and hunched into himself, and
he walked in a freiful, zigrag line beside
his towening companion.

“They're heading straight for us,” |
sad.

The combination of the cool wind that
had come up and the approach of the
two strangers hid put a damper on our
little group. We sat quietly and watched
them coming closer. The nearer they
got, the odder they looked.

“For heaven's sake!” said Irene. “The
little one’s wearing a square hai!”

“I think it's made of paper,” said Man-
die, squinting, “flolded newspaper.”

“Will you look at the mustache on the
big bastard?” asked Carl. “I don’t think
I've ever seen a bigger bush in my life.”

“They remind me of somecthing,” |
said.

The others turned 0 look at me.

The Walrus and the Carpenter . . .

“They remind me of the Walrus and
the Carpenter,” 1 said.

“The who?" asked Mandie

“Don’t tell me vou never heard ol the
Walrus and the Carpenter” asked Carl,

“Never once.” said Mandice.

“Disgusting,” said  Carl. "You're an
uncultured bitch. The Walrus and ihe
Carpenter are probably two ol the most
lamous characiers in literature. Theyre
in & poem by Lewis Carroll in one of the
Alice books.”

“In Through the Looking Glass,” 1
said, and then 1 recited dheir  intro
duction:

“The Walrus and the Carpenter
Were walking close at hand;

They wept like anything to see
Such quantities of sand . . "

Mandie shrugged.

“Well, you'll just have to excuse my
igllol'illl('e illl({ concentrate on lﬂ}'
charm,” she said.

“I don’t know how to break this to you
all,” said lrene, “but the litde one does
have a bandkerchief.”

We stared at them. The liule one did.
indecd, have a handkerchicf, a huge
handkerchief, and he was wsing it to dab
at his eyes.

“Is the litde one supposed 1o be the
Carpenter?” asked Mandie.

“Yes,”" 1 said.

“Then its all right,” she said, “because
he's the one that's carrying the saw.”

“He is, so help me, God,” said Carl.
“And, to make the whole thing perlect,
he's even wearing an apron.”

“So the Carpenter in the poem has 10
weir an apron, right?” asked Mandic.

“Carroll doesn't say whether he does
or not,” I said, “but the illustrations by
Tenniel show him wearing one. They
also show him with the same square jaw
and the same big nose this guv’s got.”

“Theyre goddamn doubles.”
Carl. “The only thing wrong is that the
Walrus isn't a walrus, he just looks like
one.”” ’

“You watch,” said Mandie. “Any min
ute now, he's going to sprout fur all over
and srow long fangs.”

Then, for the first vme, the
proaching pair noticed us. It scemed 10
give them quite a start. They stood and
gaped at us and the liude one furnvely
stuffed his handkerchiel out of sight

“We can’t be as surprising as all that!”
whispered Irene.

The big one began moving forward
then, in a hesitant, tentative kind of
shuflie. The liule one edged ahead, 100,
but he was carcful 1o keep the bulk ol
his companion between himself and us.

“First comtact with the aliens,” sad
Mandie, and Irene and Horace giggled
nervowsly. 1 didn't respond. T had come
to the deasion that I was going o quit
working for Carl, that I didno’t like any of
these people about me, except, maybe.

(continued on page 112)
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WISE CHILD

Jction By JOHN WYNDHAM

50 what if they called it a crackpot idea; they would change their tune when the tests proved him right

pr. soLway [olded his napkin, put it
neatly beside his place and rose from the
table, leaving his wife and his assistant
still seated there.

“I think I'll put in an hour or two in
the lab,” he announced as he lelt the
TOUIM.

“Just'—said Helen Solway—"just as
il he didn’'t always "put in an hour or
two' every evening.”

The assistant looked at her for a mo-
ment, then, with a litde shake of his

head: “He is annov [ think I get sack
now.”

Helen Solway frowned.

“Oh, no, Marcell Not as bad as that,
surely?”

“But yes, 1 think. We have big row
this afternoon. He is much—how you
say—bouleversé? Is not first time, you
know, but is more serious.”

“Oh, dear. Marcel, why can’t you be
more tactlul with him?”

The assistant shrugged.

“Is not matter for tact—is time fo
truth.”

“You don’t mean you've lost faith n
his work—in his ideas?”

“Non, non.” The young man’s head-
shake was emphatic. “His ideas is good.
Is proved. But zis"—he waved a com-
prehensive hand—*is not right milien,
setup, now. Is too little. No good.”

He paused.

“Ausst,” he went on, “is not good for
me—for me (continued on page 175)




memoir BY LUCIUS BEEBETE [E
GOLDEN AGE
OF MOBILE
GASTRONOMY

the late connoisseur of restaurants and railroads

recalls when the two combined to transform
a train trip into an epicurean delight

WHEN THE CONTENTED PASSENGER, dined to repletion on The
King's Dinner aboard the altogether remarkable Panama
Limited of the Illinois Central Railroad between Chicago and
New Orleans, pushes back his liqueur glass that has lately
contained Cointreau, dips his fingers in warm, lemon-scented
water in a silver finger bowl upon a candlelit table and lights
up a post-prandial Don Diego to relax in well-upholstered
gustatory comfort, he will be among the last residual legatces
to one ol the noblest of American inheritances: a good dinner
on the steamcars. There are only a prideful handful of trains
now in operation where this pleasant practice can be enjoyed
with all its old-time amenities intact, where once throughout
the length and breadth of the land men gloried and drank
deep aboard trains of ineffable splendor. But it is an in-
heritance honestly come by, for once, in a period known to
students of surface transport as the belle époque of overland
travel, the best food in America was served aboard the name
trains of the land. This is not an idle phrase or glittering
generality; it can be attested to by the record and the sworn
testimony of living men and women and, furthermore, it
obtained when such temples of gastronomy as the Waldorf-
Astoria in New York, the Antlers in Colorado Springs and the
Palace in San Francisco were in fullest culinary flower to
supply competition. For perhaps three splendid decades,
Americans ate better on the cars than they did anywhere else.
Qualitatively and quantitatively, they put away a superb
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assortment of comestibles, gorgeously confected, lovingly
served and generally regarded as the finest achievement of the
industry that was for the better part of the 19th Century the
preoccupation of the American people.

The King's Dinner on the Panama Limited, while unique in
its ample components and majesty of dimension, is by no
means the whole dining-car story today. A knowing traveler
who has the good judgment to eschew the plastic swill-pail
devisings of the airlines can do very well, indeed, aboard the
New York Central’'s Twentieth Century Limited, the Great
Northerns Empire Builder or any of the Fred Harvey diners
of the farreaching Santa Fe. Also well spoken of are the
Northern Pacific’s North Coast Limited, the Baltimore &
Ohio’s Capitol Limuted and the Florida streamliners of the
Seaboard Air Line. These happy few, however, are but a
token survival where once hundreds of trains rolled gloriously
on their occasions in the aroma of terrapin Maryland and
broiling antclope siteaks, where the wine cards were of bed-
sheet size and dinner was an event. Partly the decline ol
ervant gastronomy is attributable to the patrons who ride the
cars a5 well as to the carriers that maintain them. Once there
were men to mateh the menus, men to whom six courses was
an acceptable snack if, as on the Baltimore & Ohio's Royal
Blue trains to Washington, the dollar dinner embraced both
lobster newburg and porterhouse steak.

Let us glance in admiring retrospect at a sagacious traveler

of the year 1895 aboard the Southern Pacific’'s truly resplend
ent Sunset Limited as it crosses the Texas vastness at the
breakfast hour. In today's calorie-conscious wasteland of
gastronomy, it would be a rare and perhaps suspect passenger
who would ask to be served three manhattan cocktails at eight
in the morning; but at the time of which we write, it was a
commonplace practice, noted in belles-lettres by Mark Twain
and assiduously observed by him. No sissified fruit juices were
included in the breakfast menus of that abundant age, al-
though our voyager might well have a large plate of fresh
Arkansas strawberries Aoating in double-thick cream before
getting to work on an order of sweetbreads financiére. a
mushroom omelet, broiled sage-fed prairie chicken and a stack
ol little thin hot cakes, all served to the accompaniment of
a bottle ol what was usually at that time listed as “‘breakfast
wine” and turned out to be Mumm's Cordon Rouge, at Just
three dollars the bottle. All the carriers listed wines suitable
for breakfast, with champagne and Rhine wine predominating.

In the closing decades of the last century. our hero was en
countered on all name trains, and his luncheon and dinner
conduct was of a piece with his breakfast requirements. He did
himself proud in the diner three times a day; and if he was a
regular patron of the road or perhaps a consequential shipper,
financier or Senator, the steward had no hesitation about
telegraphing ahead for a dozen or so fresh Maine lobsters or a
ten-pound fillet of buffalo. Let us attend our well-heeled and
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knowing wtaveler, not upon any
preliminary skirmish as had bheen repre-
sented by the slender breakfast mentioned
above but on an occasion ol gustatory
moment; that is to say, dinner, a meal
of dimensions on which both the man-
agement and dhe ultimate consumer were
prepared o spare no pains.

Shown to Ius able, commanding a
line view ol plains and  mountains
through its broad picure window. our
man ol the world spreads the skires ol his
gray wavehing frock coat across the bro-
caded dvar, negouates some exora slack
in the gold Albert watch chain across lus
waistcoat, smooths his constabulary mus-
trches with sweeping assurance and picks
up the menu, which approximates in size
the vast linen napkin he has just unfurled
and whose typography is a miracle of the
printer’s expertise. In the beginning,
there will be an assortment ol shellfish,
prelerably oysters—Ilynnhavens or cotuits
in the East, Olympias on the West
Coast. At evening in the heartland of
the continent on the granger roads such
as the Burlington, Altlon and Union
Pacilic, there will be a prolusion ol [resh
sealood. Ask not how its Ireshness is as-
sured in an age innocent of scientific re-
frigeration. There will be fresh mountain
trout on General William Jackson Palm-
er's Denver & Rio Grande, lobster new-
burg on the effulgent Baltimore & Ohio
and Primrose Lake whitefish on the Santa
Fe rolling westward out of Chicago.

There will be soup. It was an age
when dinner presupposed a [ull wreen of
substantial potage: mulligatawny, mock
wartle, clam chowder, lobster bisque or
Philadelphia pepper pot. Ignoring, for
the moment, the cold dishes that usu-
ally included pressed beel, corned beel,
aspic ol salmon and sliced pork, our
passenger of the period will have at a
varicty of game and entrees that to-
day’s Colony Restaurant in New York
or Jack & Charlie’s “21" would be hard
put to match: all the conventional
steaks—excepting only the minute cut,
which hadn’t been invented—chops and
roast beel and chicken, supplemented
by diamondback terrapin, ruddy duck,
tame duck, potied pigeon with mush-
rooms, game pidté en gelée, broiled quail
on toast, venison ragout, capon with
epe sauce and saddle of Colorado mut-
ton with capers. For dessert there was
Neapolitan ice aream, sultana roll, Cham
pagne jelly, Malaga grapes, California
pears, Edam cheese and fresh figs.

Anybody with an eye o [ree-loading
in the Eighties and Nineties would have
been well advised to travel on Christmas
Day, when almose all carriers with any
pretensions to magnificence made a prac-
tice ol running up a Christmas dinner on
the house, some of which compared [a
vorably with such renowned yuletide
collations as those [urnished forth at
Parker’s Hotel in School Sireet, Boston,

and ar Potter Palmer’s eye-popping cara-
vansary i Chicago. The Chicigo &
North Western at the ume was a Van-
derbile voud, and the free Chrstmas din-
ner recorded aboard The North Western
Limited for 1896 suggested the grand
manner ol its owning Lamily. Tt was also
very American, though with overtones ol
Charles Dickens. Aside from the conven
tional ovsters in stew. on the hall shell
and broiled with bacon, the menu in-
cluded vouast voung bear, bear's paws ¢n
gelée, Maryland  coon with Mephisto
siauce, broiled roe deer, mallard duck,
roast Chrisinnits goose. leg ol elk, bullalo
steak,  sweethreads  financiére,  grilled
priirie hen, Vermont wurkey. werrapin
stew and an umhinkable luxury that
rated listing as a separate course: fresh
hothouse asparagus, with drawn buuer,
on toast. Alter all tus, the obvious
dessert was English plum pudding in
flaming brandy sauce: but il anybody
were sull hungry, there were mince,
apple and peach pics baked on board,
rum  pudding, cabinet pudding and
candied ginger.

The splendor  that  characterized
American railroad travel in the period
beginning roughly in the 1880s and con-
tinuing down to the tme of the 1914
War had its inspiration directly and un-
cquivocally in the “floaing palaces™ of
the Mississippi river tralhic, whose pas-
sengers had by now been absorbed al-
most in their entivety by the sieamcars.
Aboard the ame-bellum river packets,
American  travelers had  encountered
their first heady experience with public
Iuxury. After the Civil War and until the
closing decades of the century. these
magnihcent steamers, awash with Gothic
wim, rich Turmshings, crystal chande-
liers, plate-glass mirrors, Turkish carpets,
potted palms and, above all, an ex-
plicit ostentation of cating and drinking,
had established new standards of deluxe
tavel. “As beaunlul as a steamboat” has
survived in the language as a wribute 10
their hold on the public imagiation and.
as much ol the wallic came o be di-
verted to the railroads in the 1870s, so
did many ol the more voluptuous ameni-
ties of luxury and convenience.

As they were placed in service, the
more mature devisings ol George Mor-
vmer Pullman. Webster Wagner and the
other carbuilders of the age came 10 be
known as “Palace Cars”"—and they were
just that. Diners, sleeping cars and pub-
lic lounges rejoiced in richly  ornate
woodwork. the craftsmanship of Black
Forest artisans in the famous “Marque-
try Room™ at the Pullman shops. Stained
glass appeared in derestory and  win-
dow Gothic; and there were plush,
velour and cut-velvet upholstered arm-
chairs, berths and divans. Bevel-edged
French mirrors veflected the images ol
well-fed and self-satished  patrons. Difh-
dent females aboard the parlor cars

Languished wmid thickets ol palms and
rubber: plants. Name tains were stafled
withy valets, manicurists, lady's maids.
librarians and barbers in addition 1o the
conventional  rain arews and  dining;
room waiters and chefs,

Even the uniforms ol rain crews as
sumed overtones ol the erandiose. Con-
duciors aboard the Wagner sleeping cars
that gave Pullman a run for his money
until 1899 wore white-kid gloves and
blue  greatcoats  with  shoulder capes
lined in scarlet. All conductors of unpor-
tance wore beauubally cut tail coars (blue
in winter, peolgray in sommer) and
sported boutonnicres. Everyihing abowu
railroad wavel bespoke stvle and the os-
tentations of class distinction peculiar o
a democracy. Going lirst-class became a
preoccupation ol the American people.
and the trains they rode reflected thein
pleasure and pride in vich devisings and
luxuries theretolore available only in the
private homes of the very well 1o do.
Occupants of the coaches forward were
prevemed by locked compartments [rom
mtruding on their bewers in Pullman.

The most glivtering showcase for rail
road siyle was the dining car. Here
the carbuilders’ expertise reached new
heights of rococo splendor in the form
of mahogany paneling, rare inlaid
marquetry amd fluted columns [rom Hon-
duras, claborate and costly lighung hx-
wres, rich table linen and napery and
silver services {rom Shreve in San Fran-
cisco and Tiflany in New York. The
classic standard of comparison was Del-
monico’s, and the holy name ol this resort
of lashion was evoked with ample justifi-
cation in the way wavelers dined as they
rolled over mountain and prairie.

Generally speaking, the greatest con-
centration of deluxe was on the wrans-
continental runs where, unul the [aster
limiteds of the 1920s and 19305, passen-
gers between Chicago and  California
lived aboard the cars for three days and
nights. It was a trip comparable with,
and of but lictle less duvation than, an
Atlantic crossing via Cunard or White
Star, and its amennies were almost as
grand.

Throughout the Nineties, the almost
universal standard ol culinary excellence
in the United States was represented by
the dollar dimner on the marvelously or-
nate and comfortably upholsti¢red dining
cars of the gremt carviers of the land.
Whether one rode between New York
and Washington on the Balumore &
Ohio’s Royal Blue trains or to Cali-
forma on the Santa Fe's crack California
Limited, a silver dollar pot the best of
everything, amd a two-bit tip to the
dexterous and amiable waiter established
the donor as a magnifhico.

Not only did the dollir dinner run.
cast of the Mississippi, to Maine lobsier,
terrapin Maryland, soltshell arabs and

(continued on page 197)
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Ribald Classic (@ f"e'l‘_?’l less&n from the “*Heptameron' of Margaret of Navarre

BALLS WERE THE BIG THING in the duchy of Milan, and
to one of them came Bonnivet, a visiting Frenchman,
all silk, beard and kisciviousness, Like a hunter on the
trail, he moved among the dancers with a stealthy
trcad and a scanning eye, unul he suddenly stopped,
rooted o the parquer—he had a beast in view.

It was surely the loveliest beast of the Lombardy

plain, a dark-haired, dark-cyed beauty in green velver.
Bonniver stalked  her  carelully; he approached  her
with sweet, baited words. But the prey was both quick
and proud. She'd have nothing w do with Bonniver,
and there were three good r
a deaded distaste lor the French.
Silly excuses,” he thought, bowing and saying
adico—bur 1o her back; the Lady was already moving
oll. Tt was a chase requiring soategy:  Bonmivet
returned 1o his quarters 1o plan.

Her ridiculous prejudice against the French was ol
no conscquence: ignorance disappears with the proper
kind of sentimental educition. So Bonmiver concerned
himscll with buving wine for such gossips as he en-
countered aud  asking  carelul  questions  about  the
hushand and about Rinaldo, the lover. He was charmed
to hind out that the former was so aged that he had
long since lost the key o wedlock and that the latter
was 50 yvoung and shy thae he couldn’t have known how
to hie it Boumivet, changing the hgure, loresaw a Feast:
The alliur would be potage de canard for him. No—
perhaps in Ialy one ought o say chicken cacciatore,

He contrived to meet Rinaldo at another ball, in-
gratiated himscll, sympathized with the [ellow’s unsuc-
cess and oftered advice on the latest French hunting
techniques. Rinaldo was dazzled. Sigh close 10 her
car. Sunp her naked with your eyes. Be bold. Bonnivet
was even slightly ashamed of himsell lor expounding
such elementary lessons.

Rinaldo wene away with new confidence; he returned
overwhelmed with success. The Tady had listened and
smiled and wuched his hand—and  finally had whis-
pered, “Tomght at midmghe”

But—Rinaldo trned pale at the thought—whae if
he Faled when he got there? “You have taught me the
art of stalking, Frenchman, but you have said nothing
abour the methods of the kill'™

Bonniver somled and once again adonred the superh
perfection of Tis own plan. “Listen,” he said, and hene
close 10 Rinaldo’s car. For hall an hour, he lectared
in derail as the astonished and gratelul suitor listened.

Then Bonndver went back o his quarters and shaved
off his beard, ending up with Rinalda’s simooth, boyish

sons: husband, lover and

look. “But how do I smell like an Ttalian?”’ Bonnivet
reflected. Seized with inspiration, he bathed in olive
oil and rose from his bath shiny beyond recogmuion.
While Rinaldo was sitting in his house, humming a
canzone and wrying o remember all his instructions,
Bonniver was swealing through the darkened corvidors
of the lady’s house. Once in her room, he blew out the
candle immediately and began o undress,

“But you are an hour carly!” came her voice from
the bed.

“1 couldn’t contain mysclf, carissima,” he said, and
soon proved whae he meant.

Fallyho and view halloo, it was a spectacular demon-
stration of  Gallic virtuosity. Bonniver played  every
rick, practiced cvery ardent device invented in his
fertile counory. But the lady? The lady, astonished and
overcome, thousht it was something like an Ialian
renaissance, She lele as if she were dropped lrom the
Tower of Pisa, soaring from the pinnacle of Saint
Mark's, deluged by the Tountains ol the Villa d'Ese,
raised o paradise with Danie—or run over by the
cight white Arabian stallions and the gilt coach of the
Duke of Palermo.

LEven the magnihcent Bonniver grew a livle ox-
hausied. And ume was growing short. As he slipped
Irom the bed, he whispered in the lady's car, “Forla,
un legon en frangms, chene”

“Wihaty What?” she asked. And, a lew minwmes Luer,
when Rinaldo slipped mito the room: “Are you back
50 soons”

Rinaldo wok Bonnivet's place. but it was soon
obvious that he was lar lvom able 1o hll i Somchow,
the instructions he'd had from his master wirned out 1o
be all the wrong things. As he fumbled, the Ly said,
Ol What are you doing, you idiot? Be cuelul! My,
how you have changed!” Finally, she sprang out ol
bed and lighted the candle—and looked ar Rinaldo’s
red Tace.

She began o understand. “Do you speak any
French?™ she demanded.

“What a question,” he sad. “No, not a word.”

“Mon dicu.” she said, realizing now what had hap-
pened. Ve la France! Besone, you wretched Haliant”

The nexe day, Bonniver heard the scandalous rumor
about the young man lound in the wrong bedroom,
cowned by a chamber pot and pushed down the
stairs. When askad what be thought ol 1, Bonnivet
shook his head gravely and said, “Incrovable. Such
things never happen in my own counuy. But then,
cveryone in my country speaks French.”

—Retald by Robert McNeay
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AMERICA'S INVISIBLE GOVERNMENT

and the House of Representatives.

The CIA, however, is accountable
only 1o an informal commitce known
as the Special Group, consisting of the
Dircctor of the CIA, the Deputy Under-
scaretury of State for Political Affairs, the
Secretary and Deputy Secretary of Defense
and  two  Presidential — representatives.
They meet about once a week and make
many ol the audal decisions affecting our
searet policy  abroad—all in the most
informal way. There is no regular consul-
tation with objective experts outside the
Special Group. All the regular forms of
democratic control are absent. The CIA,
as Senate Majority Leader Mike Mans-
ficld pointed out as far back as 1956, is
Iree from practically every ordinary form
ol Congressional check and sarutiny, Con-
wrol of its expenditures is exempted from
the provisions ol the law thin prevent
hoancial  abuses o other Government
agencies. s appropriations are hidden in
allouments 1o other agenaes. A {ew years
ago, 34 other Senators joined Manshield
in sponsoring a resolution calling for a
joint Congressional Committee on the
Cemral  Tmelligence Agency. None ol
these 34 Senators, nor Mansheld, nor
mvsell, 1s insensitive to the CIA's need
lor secrecy. What disturbs us is secrecy
for secrecy’s sake. The AManshield resolu-
tion was defeated in the Senate. And so
today vou cannot divectly learn anything
about the CIA operation—not what it
does, nor what it costs, not how clhaent
it is, not even when it succeeds or when
it Lails—unul it is wo late o make any
usclul judgment.

Il the record of the CIA were more
impressive and more in keeping with our
olhcially expressed loreign policy, there
nmight be less reason for concern. Per
haps those ol us whose natural suspi-
cions have been aroused would not have
been rving—in everv one ol the last 11
veirs—io secure proper Congressional
cortrol over the CIA. Too often, how-
cver, the CIA has not only sent men
who are little more than adventwrers to
dabble in underground plots and ma-
neuvers on foreign soil but has also ended
up aiding just those right-wing regimes
showing the least in common with our
publicly announced  democratic objec
tives. In other instances, the CIA  has
simply led us through a maze of shad-
owy political cloak-and-dagger oblusca-
tion, resulting in our making fools of
oursclves in the eves of the entire world.

Take 1he Bay of Pigs mvasion of
Cuba. It would be painful and futile to
delve into that complex fiasco at this late
dute except as an object lesson in stupid-
wy and inernational policial [ailure. As
the Tull story came out, it was appalling
to learn how thoroughly all the signals
were conlounded—the lack of coordina-
tion, the waste ol manpower, the failure

132 to provide the promised umbrella of

(continued from page 97)

bombers over the beaches as the Cuban
[reedom  figlters made  their  landing.
The late President John . Kennedy gal-
lantly ook the blame for the Bay ol Pigs
disaster. I am the responsible ofbicer of
the Government,” he said; bur it was
plain by that time how disgracelully
Faulty had been the information he was
given before the April 1961 Lindings,
how ill-advised he had been by both the
CIA and his military strategists, how
mismanaged the whole affair was from
beginning 10 end, largely by CIA bun-
gling. After all, the CIA had virtually
guaranteed that the invasion ol Cuba
was assured ol success. Even il they
couldn’t overthrow the Castro regime
mmmediately, the invading  exiles were
supposed 1o be able to reach the moun-
tains and operae as a wrained guerrilla
force. As it turned out, the guerrilla bri-
gade had undergone no guerrilla tranming
and had no guerrilla plan. They were
twght only the wchnigues ol amphibi-
ous landings and inlamry assanlt tactics.
The CIA not only deccived the President
in this case; the people of the United
States were also deceived. and quite de-
liberately. Some devious mind in the
CIA cooked up the idea of wheeling a
B-26 bomber out on a Central American
landing strip, peppering it with machine-
gun bullers and getting an exiled Cuban
pilot wamed Mario Zuniga o fly over
Miami with 1 in a propaganda raid.
After the st air strike s

cainst Castro’s
Cuba, Zumiga was 1o claim that mem-
bers ol Castro's air force turned their

own plancs against the dicator and
bombed  his bases. This  story  was
palmed off on the American  public

through the Amenicin press, and Ambas-
sador Adlai Stevenson was supplied with
CIA propaganda thar was Talse. Relying
on its truth, he was subjected to humilia-
tion in the United Nations. He displayed
photographs ol Zuniga’s  bulletridden
plane as alleged prool that delecting Cu-
bans had staged the bombing on their
own mitative—only to learn that he had
been nusinlormed, in laa, duped, by
CIA olhcials and  others. This  highly
honorable staitesman should never have
been deceived by the CIA. Yet as far
15 known, there were no resultant  dis-
missials or shake-ups at or near the top
ol the CIA hierarchy. The CIA con-
coctedd and conducied the whole apera-
tion. Cuban exile commanders reported
later that even il President Kennedy
had called oft the invasion, they were
going to go ahead, praending o over-
throw the CIA men who had wvained
them, in the smug expectation that the
full might of our militwy would back
them up against Castro. It seems evident
they had been assured of this.

It is cqually distastelul 1o veeall the
U-2 incident seven vers ago thin wrecked
a summit conlerence with the Sovier Un-

s

ion. The apologists {for the CIA point o
that by the very nature ol its operations,
it s impossible lor the Agency to hine
the sort of public relations available 10
other branches of Governmeni. Thev
“cannot talk” abour enther their lailures
or their successes; they cannot put ot
press releases explaining or  Justifving
what they have done. Like the heroes in
the spy movies, they muost keep their
mouths shut, even under the orure of
public criticism.

“Until we have world stability,” saud
an unmamed high-ranking veteran ol the
CIA recently, “our Government is soing
to have to have ielligence and it s
going 1o have w0 be on a worldwide
basis. There is no plice we don’t need
inlormaton.™

We who advocate Congressional con-
trol have no quarrel with this. We do not
objea o 1the surreptitious colleaiion of
mflormation by intelligence agenis. In
this space age ol change and challenge,
with its Cold War and highly developed
methods ol cspionage, counterespionage
and subversion, no one questions the
need for secrecy in imelligence actvies,
But enlolded in its nebulous coud of
secrecy, the CIA has played o large a
part in the making ol our lorcign policy.
It has assumed responsibilities that were
heretolore solely those of the President
and ol Congress. Its officials have squan-
dered taxpayers’ money. Pavments ol
S2500 per month for U-2 pilot Powers
and ceriain unemployed  reservist Na
tional  Guardsmen  seemed  customanry.
When spies and adventurers are given
power o make decistons more appropri-
ate 1o statesimen. democracy s in wou-
ble. Unfortunately. the rvecord ol the
CIA proves this in one incident after
another,

In Burma in the 1950s, our ambassa-
dor, William J. Sebald. Tound his author-
ity louted and ignored by CIA operators,
who conspired o Keep 12,000 Nation-
alist Chinese vroops on Burmese -
tory, despite our  assurances 10 the
Burinese Government that they would lay
down their arms, These maneuvers not
only endangered our relations with Bur-
ma but contribwed to the decision ol
General Ne Win, when he the
government in a bloodless  coup live
years ago, to move his nation to the lefr.

In Indonesia, an American pilot was
shot down alter he bombed and suraled
an airstrip on: Ambon iskind on instruec-
vions Irom the CIA, which was scaetdly
supporting a rebellion against President
Sukarno. The incident helped wrn the
country at that ume against the whole
concept ol parliamentary democracy.

In Laos, the CIA supported General
Phoumi Nosavan wuud his rovalist armv
for vears—one of the many instances in
which this privatcly operated wing of
our Government has put its money and

(continued on page 151)
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VERY
COOL
FOR
MAY

a colorful call to arms
Sfor the hot times ahead

This summer, the cool ap-
proach o outdoor casualwear
will be supported by a strong
show of arms. Heading for the
hills with a close {riend, the
voung man has donned a fully
lined sleeveless suede vest with
snap-lront closures, back yoke
and snap side tabs, by Roboert
Lewis, S20.0 Tv is coordinated
with his muted Mexicanstripe
cotron slacks, by Carwood, 56,
and his leather belt with raw
edges and round. polished-brass
buckle, |)y (:untl-rhur}', S6.50.
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ti sakrenner put his thick hand over

the relephone.

"You have a guest at the desk, Mr.
Braden,” he said. A Mr. Nichols.”

“Have Tony bring him up,” Avthur
Braden said.

“Bring the gentleman up.” the bartend-
er smid softly. He lew the phone slip out
of his hand into its cradle.

Arthur Braden stared into his maruni.
Floating on its cystal surface, oily,
perfeet, he counted, not counting, the
globes of essence ol lemon. He waited.

“So there you are,” he heard Many
Nichols say. behind him.

“Here I am,” he said. “Sit. Another of
these, Peter, if you will,” he saidd o the
bartender.

“I mught want something else,” Nich-
ols said.

“What you want, Marty,” Braden said,
“docsn’t mater.”

The bartender flaled the ice, gin and
vermouth with his long silver spoon,
pounding it. The swff bubbled and
clouded under his beating, frost built on
the bar glass. He poured it

A wist?” he sud.

“Please,” Marty Nichols said. He tast-
ed. “Very nice,” he sard.

“Nonsense,” Arthur Braden sad. “A
martini is a martimi. Cold gin.” He ook
a bite ol his own. ~I am reminded ol a
story,” he said. Tt is nine-thirty i the
morning, and a mEm comes runnimg mto
Saks Filth Avenue. He wears past the cos-
metics, the gloves, the what-the-hell, an
clevator is waiting, the starter sees him,
holds it, he slides in. It's full, what clse,
of dames rushing o spend a dollar,
they've got 1o bate him, making them
wait; there they are, fat, loaded, eager,
hell, desperate, 1o get vid of the stuff,
They're all staring ar him. The kid run-
ning the clevator slams the door and hits
the button and it starts up. The guy is
still standing  there, Tacing the wrong
way, looking at all these areepy dames,
and iheyre looking at him. He speaks:
You may well wonder.” he says, “why 1
have called you together this morning.” ™

“Funny,” Marty Nichols said.

“You, oo, may well wonder,” Braden
said. “You well may.”

“All night.” Nichols said. “T wonder.”

“You've been here belore?” Braden
sadd.
“No,” Nichols siid. “This is not, if

you'll forgive my saying so, a
man's club.” :
“True,” Braden said. “The tone here
is, I suppose, sccurity, and luxury. You
will note that we are on the third floor
ol the building when we are in this

young

fiction By KARL PRENTISS

it was a fine club—exclusive, dignified, comfortable—and those
torpedoes sitting in the corner made it a very nice place to do business

YOU MAY WELL WONDER, MARTY

room. shiclded from the noise, the de
bris, the hazards ol the sureer; you will
have marked the soothing gloom. the old
leather, the old oak, old wool under our
feet, old plasier on the eeiling. And. ol
course, the other thing: no one in the
room, unless, like you, he's a guest, spent
lewer than hve vears waiting lor the
right to sign a chit ac this bar, All right,
sometimes, as perhaps in my own case, it
helps il one’s Father was a member.”

“That's what 1 sud.” Nichols sad.
“It's not a young man's club.”

“Yes,” Braden said. “You said tha”

He drank oft his martini and slowly
slid the glass 10 the bar's inner edge.
“My other guesis may be in the market,
too, Peter,” he said.

“Right, Mr. Braden,” the bartender
said. He looked toward the waiter, old,
bored. at the clbow ol the bar, and
twitched his cyes, or nodded, or did
something clliptic or welepathic, and the
old waddled 10 a tble in the
corner and waddled back with empry
glasses on his livtle ray,

“Two bourbons,” he said.

Nichals looked over his shoulder.

"You don't buy martinis for every-
body?” he said.

“Not for everybody.” Braden said.

“Do I get an opportunity to meet
your other friends?” Nichols said.

“You mav very well, indeed vou may,
Marty, lover.” Braden said, “although 1
call them my Iriends is 1o use the term
looseiy. Bener, perhaps, o call them
my associates. Temporary  assoctates, |
should say. I don’t know what term you
young lellows use, but in my generation,
years ago, you know. back there when
Harding was wking the oath——"

“All richt. Art, all vight,” Nichols said,
“vou cn let me up now. I ke it back.
So, it's a voung man’s club, and I'm a
creep, and not good e¢nough to get put
up for i, much less eleaed, and T was

~sticking 1t into you, and I take it back.

You kvow theve isn't all that much
spread between us, I'm thirty-Tour, will
be anyway next month, and you, you're
forty-cight or so, and——"

“You know goddamn well I'm fily.”
Braden said. “You told me so, three
months  ago, at wendorty-five in the
morning, in your own goddamn office.
You're fifty, Art.” you told me, “and, il
youll lorgive my being so [rank, vou're
too old, tired and beat-up o play on my
ream, aid you're 1oo old, tived and beat-
up o hold down a hot cighteen-inch ass
space on the bench, if it comes 1o that!
That s, I think, a reasonably accurate
t]lml;llim: ol what you smd, no?”

“All right.” Nichols said. “"That's what
I said. And if you want me to say it
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again, all righe, I'll say it again. That's
just the way it is. It's got nothing 1o do
with you and me, I mean, as Iriends or
anything. It's just the way things are.
That's business. That's life, il you want
it that way.”

“As I was saying, before you got off on
vour p]lil(}mphy." Braden saiwd, “about
my associates in the cormer, in my own
time, back there decades before you were
born, we used 10 call them wrpedoes, 1
don’t know what you young fellows call
them, but in my ume, as I recall i, the
term was torpedo, and that's what I call
them. Basically they are assassins, al-
though they will undertake, for lower
fees, lesser assignments, beatings, maim-
ings. and so lorth. What arc they doing
liere, in this old men’s club? Why have 1
called you all wogether this noon? You
may well wonder. The facts are simple. [
wish to talk with you about something.
And while I am talking with you, 1 wish
my associates o learn o know you, so to
speak. The blond one has alveady made
three or four profiles of you with his
little black Minox. Also he has an excel-
lent memory. Both my associates have
excellent visual memories, It is a profes-
sional trait, one might say.”

“I think you're stoned, Art,” Nichols
said.

“Stoned T am, somewhat, somewhat,”
Braden said, “but no more than some-
what, and by no means 1o the point
where I'm drcaming anything up. You
are indeed looking at a pair of veritable
torpedoes, and they are looking at you.
At nobody else. Just youw.”

“I don’t see what good this whole bit
am do you,” Nichols said. “So you get
me bumped off—I believe that was the
term, in your day?>—hecause I fired yvou?
And you tell me about it in advance, so
I can be quite sure you go to the chair
lor it? This is briglhu? This is planning?
I'm beginning to think you should have
been dumped five years ago, not ninety
days ago.”

Braden laughed. “You are confused,”
he said. “You are under a strain, and
vour brain-box circuitry is reflecting it
You have jumped o a conclusion, and it
is an erroncous one. The unciion of my
associates over there in the corner is not
to bump you off, as you say, because you
hred me. No. Their function is merely
what I said it was: to get to know you.
Because alier we have had our linde
chat, you are going to be sore at me. You
might even be tempted o have me re-
moved from the scene, although that
would be unwise, hecause of certain docu-
mentations  that would inevitably sur-
vive me. But, you see, NMarty, pal, I want
you to know that if I should be removed
from the scene, you are as good as gone.
As a matter of fact, from this moment
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health, in my well- being. Your position
is, unhappily, hazardous. 1 mean, sup-
pose I am walking along the sureet and a
cornice [alls off a building and dents me,
fatally. This would be very bad for you,
Marty, very bad, even though at the
time you were on the ninth tee ar Mead-
ow Brook. However, as you said yourself
a lew minutes ago, there is nothing per-
somal in it, it is just business. This may
make it casicr for you to bear, and it
may not. I don’t know.”

Nichols took a big sip of his martini.
He peered thoughtlully into the glass.
“Well.” he said, “since it's such a big day
for announcing future plans, I'll tell you
what my plans are. I'm going w0 walk
out of here, and the fist cab I see, I'm
going 1o the Thirtieth Sorect station
house, and I'm going 10 ask the cops
kindly to come over here and pinch you
and your outol-date associawes and put
you in a bin somewhere.” He slid off the
bar stool. “Thanks for the drinks, Arg,”
he said.

“Marty,” Braden said. “Marty, you
laked the Collins proxies. Also, there
was never an opton lrom the Hitensile
outfit in Sweden. Also, the Otardi prox-
ies arc as wrong as nine dollars Confed-
erate, and I ought to know, because 1
fixed that barch mysell.” He smiled. “Sit
down, Marty,” he said. “You look pale.
Kind ol gray, like. Have another drink.”

Nichols sat. “You're a goddamned liar,
Arthur,” he said.

“Don’t you wish it, lover?” Braden
said. “Don’t you just wish it?”

“You're a dedicated, lifelong two-timer,
Arthur,”  Nichols s, “I've  watched
you lic and heard you, fifty times before
this, and you're doing it now. 1 know
you've pulled some deals in your time
that should have got you twenty years to
life, bue you didn't pull this one. All
those proxies were checked and  you
know it. And the Hitensile dead, hell,
that one; " His voice shut off abruptly.

Braden laughed. “You know what vou
remind me ol, Marty, baby?” he suid.
“You reminded me just then of a TV
commercial when somebody hits it with
a cutoft button hrom across the roon.
Cut ofl dead in the middle, like a slice
of baloney. Yes. That's very apt. Like a
slice of baloney. Ouly you cut yoursell
olt. And the reason you cut voursell off is
that you just this minute thought who it
was set up the Hitensile deal, didn't
yous”

Nichols ook what was lelt of his mar-
tini, too fast. He got the lemon with it

“Sure you did,” Braden said. "j:,'rr)r
McAlpine set that one up. And that was
when he had his coronary, remember?
And three days later I had 1o go to Lon-
don, remember? Why did I have to go to
London just then? You may well won-
der. It was long before you fired me, old

buddy, but not before you'd had the
idea ol hring me. Right: Peter, please,
another couple of servings of cold gin.
And sce what the boys in the back room
will have.”

“The other gentlemen left a couple
minutes ago, Mr. Braden,” the bartender
saidl.

Braden looked around. “So they did.”
he said. “Well, never mind, their work
was done.”

“You son of a bitch!” Nichols said.
“You caawling old ceepy son of
bitch! You think youre going to run
home with this one? You are like hell.
Not this one, by God!™

“Life is studded, as it were, with un
certamties,”  Braden  smid. “One  never
really knows. But I will say this: 1 have
every conviction that tomorrow will turn
out 10 he a Wednesday, and I am equal-
ly convinced that 1 have you mailed 1o
the wall like a picture. Like a picure,
Marty, boy. Hung up like a picture.”

“All right, creep,” Nichols said. “We'll
see. We'll see.”

“Please check it Tully,” Braden said. 1
will be disappointed if you don't. Bun
may I make a suggestion? Do it quictly,
Marty, sweetheart, because at the mo-
ment only you and I and dear Jerry M-
Alpine, up there in The Big Broker's
Ofhee In The Sky, know that you've
hung on the wall like a picture—a por-
ait, 1 think, dtled. let us say, “The
Chump.” Just us three old associates,
Marty. And should any more old asso-
ciates find our, you will be, to put the
kindest face on it, unemployed. 1 mean,
you will be unemployed, and unemploy
able, forever. Oh, I'm not saying every
door will be dosed to you. Some compa-
nies are less discriminating than others. |
understand that there are filling stations
in the Deep South, for example, where a
man c¢an walk in off the sirect and caich
a job pumping gas, and cleaning up the
johns on the side, without so much as a
relerence. But anything on a grander
scale than that, well, Marty, T would say
you wouldn't make it. You would be
thought unsuitable. Not because of your
age, as I have been unsuitable since you
threw me into the middle of Nassau
Street on my head, but unsuitable be-
cause you would be reputed to be a
crook, an embezzler, a looter of orphans’
pigey banks, a [ast man with a poor box,
and in general, a specimen given o
cawling into the ull. And also because
you would have done a liule ume, like
five years. A terrible picture. I am almost
not happy when I think of it. 1 would
feel sorry for you, Marty, lover. Be on
your guard. Don’t I¢t it come 1o that.”

“Don’t  worry,” Nichols said. “I
won't.” : ¥

“Good,” Braden said. “You give me
heart. An apt expression. Because you,
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yoursell, you are all heart, as we know.”

"Could we mrn off the crap now,
Arthurz” Nichols said.

“Marty, lover!” Braden said. “You
are choking up? I wouldn’t have be-
liecved it. Why, when T went home the
other night and 1old Charloue that my
sixteen lrunful and rewarding vears ol
association with Devlin, Dolan and Mac
Lean lad come 1o an end, [ really
couldn’t restrain my enthusiasm, twelling
her with what force, and  ver what
warmth and fervor you had rewarded
me lor making a rich son of a bitch out
ol you, when all your lile you had been
just a medium-well-off son ol a biwch.
“I'here is greatness in Marty Nichols,” 1
1old her. And here you are lTolding up in
the dutch. I'm shocked. T think maybe T
should have stuck the lork into you five
vears ago, instead of this noon.”

“I'll say one thing lor you, Arthur.”
Nichols said. “You have a great line of
crp.”

“For an old man, you mean, Marty,”

Braden said. “For an old. outofl-date
aock, T have a great line ol crap.”

“That's right”

“I'm glad vou agree with me, finally,”
Braden said. “Have another cold gin,
and brace yoursell, because T am about
1o get down 1o the short strokes.”

“Gee, how exciting,” Nichols said.

“Yes, we come now to what we used 1o
atl, in the good dead old days, the pay-
ola, an archaic expression deriving, as you
might suspect, from the word ‘pay” or
‘pavment.” I involves. as a rule, money.”

1 thought it mighi. The universal
solvent,” Nichols said.

“No. Cold gin is the universal solvent,
Mary,” Braden said. “But in some cases,
moncy does solve certain problems, and
it can, I think, solve yours. OF course,
you may well wonder, at this point. how
much solvent I have in mind. You do
wonler, 1 imagine?”

“T wonder, Arthur,’

“Well, u's like this,”

’

Nichols said.
Braden said.

“I understand that up until last month

they were practically unknown . . .

“The other day, when I left, for the last
sad time, the memory-freighted premises
of old DD and M, [ took with me, as vou
know, and with your blessing, one thou-
sand shares of common and five hundred
of preferred. Right? And aedit options
and bonuses and retirements and aud
like that in the mnount, all wgether, ol
§205,618.14, right? Right. And hguring
in the stock, it comes o S506,799.87.
Right. You may well wonder at mv
lacility for recollecting hgures. It 1s some
thing on which I have always prided my-
sell. You should culdivate it il you will
forgive advice rom an old hasbeen to a
vouth still striving for lis hrst lifty mern
badges. Now, 5506,799.87 is a nice sum,
buu it falls short of complete satislaction
to me, in two partculars. One. Ivis the
least amount ol money you could possi-
bly have got away with giving me. The
least. This bothers me. Second, e fails,
by exactly 5493,200.13, of amounting to
a million dollars. Marty, T know you will
find this hard to believe, but all my life
I have been convinced—iabsolutely con-
vinced—that T would retire with a mil-
lion And
much.” He tore a bar chic off the pad in
Iront of him, wrned it over and wrote
carclully on it 5493.200.13. “Here, Mar-
ty. old buddy,” he said. I know you
don’t have my head for figures, so ke

dollars. I'm shori. By this

this to remind you., That s, as we used
to say. the old pavola. The price.”

Nichols wok the slip involumarily,
held it for a couple of scconds, and
dropped it to the bar.

“Manty, your hand was shaking!™ Bra-
den sid. “What you need, boy, is more
cold gin. Duwch courage, we used ro call
it, back there in McKinley's  time.
That's what 2

“Goddiamn you!” Nichols said. “Will
you get off my back on that old man
bt IVl vou, tor Christ's sakes”

“Lower the voice, Marty.” Braden
saiid. “In these  precincts, the  hushed
tone, the discreer mumble, prevail. Con-
trol yoursell. And pick up the nice picce
of paper and swll 1t nicely into vour
nice hule wallet, so that you wou't lose
it. Because you lose sight ol that figure,
Marty. baby, vou lose sight of something
very important in vour life.”

Nichols picked it up. His hand shook
and he lec e shake. He stred ar the
absurd piece of paper, the prinung on
the other side ol it suiking through, and
the cight figures in Braden's sorawl.

“You look at it like it was your death
warrant,” Braden said. “Take the long
view."”

“It could be,” Nichols said.

“Nonsense,” Braden said. “It's just a
piece of commercial paper like any oth-
er. The world of business and hinance
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Moats, as you well know, on a sea of com-
mercial paper: stock certificites, options,
invoices, bills of lading, pavolas, receipts,
bribes, all that kind of thing. That one
in your hand isn't even a big picce of
commercial paper. You have seen far
bigger ones, haven't you, Marty, baby,
far bigger oncs, and lately, too, right?”

“Yes, Arthur. Bigger”

“Ol course vou have. And Marwy, |
witht 1o say right now. I'm glad, it makes
me feel warm all over, that vou haven't
said 10 me, “Avthur, I can’t do o
cause il vou said thar, il vou t
hand me a bovscout con like that, Nar-
ty, old associate, 1 would ask Peter here
for a boule ol cold gin and T would
brain yvou with it. Because it there's one
thing you can do, you can declare me in
on a few more shares of stock and some
odds and ends that will amount  to
5493,200.15. That vou cm do. In recogni-
tion ol my invaluable services, somehow
previously overlooked, 1o the house of
Devlin, Dolan and MacLean, or, as 1 be-
licve T heard the other day it would
shortly be called, the house of Nichols,
Dolan Horace  Devlin

and  MacLean,

being scheduled for a plank-walking in
the immediate furure.”

“1'1l shove off now, Arthur,” Nichols
said.

“It was a pleasure secing vou again,
Marty, lover,” Braden said. “Don’t for-
gee the linde slip of paper.”

“I won't need it Nichols said. “T can
add and subwract, i 1T have to.”

“That's good, because you'll have 1o,
all vight.” Braden said. ~ "Bye, now. And
Martv—don't be a long time about i,
because there's thar matter of my health,
vou know. | don't wam that hanging
over vour head. The way 1 see it vou'll
have those proxies checked by Tour this
alternoon, and the Swedes by noon 1o-
morrow, and then vou rear back and call
a quick picnic for your stooges on the
board, that's Thursday noon. and you

sign the checks and swudt abour three
hours later and I've got it Friday. Righe?
And by Friday noon I'll have spoken to
my associates, paid them the rest of cheir
modest retamer, and released them lor
other opportumties.”

Nichols walked out ol the b

“T'll have one more, Peter,” Braden

It cat e™

said. “They scem to be doing me some
good.”

“You haven't been feeling oo well
lately, T gather, Mr. Braden:” the b
tender said.

“Not wo well,” Braden said, “But it
was i iemporary thing. T icel OK now. 1
feel a lot bewer.”

“Glad to hear i, the bavender said.
He poured the drink.

“Let me have the  phone,  please,
Peter,”” Braden said. He gave the swindh-
board @ number. He braced the phone
loosely on  his shoulder and  opened
his agarette case. A mach Hared in
the bariender’s hand. He nodded
thanks. “Mr. Horace Devlin, please,” he
said. "He's in the Pine Room.” He
smiled. What a pleasure. he thought, 1o
be the bearer of glad udings. “Dev,” he
sail. “He bought i, ol course. He's yun-
ning downtown like a thiel this minute,
1o check it out. That's right. Me, oo,
Dev. T el vou. I'm lalling off the chair,
I'm on the livor, knghing. 1 gave him 10
Friday morning 1o deliver, and don’t
worry, he will. Marty knows the real iron
when he feels i in his belly. He knows
when vou're Kidding. and when you're
not. Yes. Beautiful. Bulletprool. A real
work ol art. We can congrawulne cach
other. Thank vou. And I vou. Dev. All
right, now 1ake this down: 5193.200.13.
That's right. And hall ol that is—ihat's
right. You're quick, Dev, for an old man.
And I want vou to know that in gratinude
for your invaluable role in this Liule deal.
I am going 10 take the six cents, and vou
are going 1o have the seven cents. No, |
insist, Dev. [ oabsoluwrely insist. T oam a
generots man. You know that. Sure.
You. ton. ‘Byve”

He motioned  away the phone. He
sighed. There is no satislaction in lile,
he wold himsell, like the skilled exercise
ol one’s God-given alents. Accomphish
ment, work, alter all, only that way lies
contentment.

He reached for the chit and avtoman
cally 1otaled it "My Iricnds in the cor-
ner had only two bourbons, Peter?” he
saiel.

“That's right, NMr. Braden. Two
apicee. The gentlemen Iiwven’t been in
the cluby belove, have they? 1 thought 1
recognized the dink-haired gentleman.”

“You might have.” Braden said, “your
memory  for Lwes being what it s,
1 heyre both on TV now and then.”

"1 see,” the bartender sadd.

“They get around,” Braden said. “No
big pares, but they make a living. You
know, cowboyvs, cops, hoods, that kind ol
thing.”

He stood. He looked at himsell in the
bar mirror. He liked what he saw. He
lele the room, steady on the solt carpet,
a man deep in thought. He was thinking
that he would have cold for

lunch.

lus

sulmon



Sheaker-weagng

for beginner

“Beginners??!! Are you kidding?
Who the heck has never worn sneak-
ers?’ you're probably saying to your-
self.
No, we haven’t lost our marbles.
We realize that most of you, at one
time or another, have worn sneakers.
To play tennis. Or softball. Or hand-
ball. Or tag.
i However, that’s athletic
! sneaker-wearing. What
| we're talking about is non-
| athletic sneaker-wearing.
';](That is, wearing sneakers,
no sports attached.)
i So, if you're one of the
'/, many unfortunate Ameri-
The ™~ —==__" cans who have not yet ex-
official sneaker sock. porjenced the sheer joy of
non-athletic sneaker-wearing, pay at-
tention. It is for you that we -offer
these simple but brilliant suggestions.
To start out with, it is imperative
that you buy the right sneaker (and
the left one, too). We recom-
: mend a pair of white

. Congratulations!

_ You're not a novice anymore. .

Keds® Champion Oxfords. Champion
Oxfords are more universally accepted
than other sneakers. So the chances
of people pointing to your feet and
laughing are very slight.

The outfit that we suggest for the
beginning sneaker-wearer is a real
humdinger: a pair of chinos (any color),
a gray shetland sweater (or a sweat-

&/
So |

Don’t go too far
3 from home at first. P /

er) and a pair of white sweat socks.

We also suggest that you carry a
rubber ball in your back pocket (for
the first couple of weeks, at least). So
if any wise guy says, “Hey, Henry,
how come you're wearing sneakers?”
you can always tell him you're going
to play ball as soon as you finish doing
what you're doing.

shirt, which is sort of a 7 (KedsChampion Oxfordsarealso
cheap gray shetland sweat- mxacg  excellent for athletic sneaker-
. .~ wearing.)

Your shoeshine im.

Which brings us to our last
suggestion. Don't try to keep
your sneakers clean. Please. Lily

| white sneakers are the mark of

., the novice.
Let your sneakers pick up
) smudge marks where they may.

Wash them every month or so
{Champion Oxfords are ma-
chine-washable, too). And in a few
months, they’ll turn a nice musty
gray (except for the blue Keds label,
which will turn a nice musty blue).

Then, you'll be ready to go seek out,
a beginning sneaker-wearer and look
down your nose at him.

]
NIRDYA

i v wonkiwici
narme of USRubbar



PLAYRBOY

THE SEA WAS WET

Irene, and that these two suangers gave
me the honest creeps.

Then the big one smiled, and every-
thing was changed.

I've worked in the entertainment field,
i advertising and in public relations.
This means I have come in contact with
some of the prime charm boys and girls
in our proud Lind. 1 have become, there
lore. not only a connoisseur ol smiles, I
ann a being equipped with numerous au-
tonmatic safeguards agninst them. When
a talcumed smoothy comes at me with
his  brilliant ivories exposed, it only
shows hie's got something he cm bite me
with, that's all.

But the smile of the Walrus was some-
thing clse.

The smile of the Walrus did what a
smile hasn't done for me in years—it
melied my heart. T use the cornball
phrase very much on purpose. When 1
saw his smile. T knew I could trust him, |
lelt in my marrow that he was gentle
and sweet and had nothing but the best
intentions. His resemblance to the Wal-
rus in the poem ceased being vaguely
chilling and became warmly comical. |
loved him as T had loved the Teddy bear
ol my childhood.

“Oh. I say.” he said, and his voice was
an embarrassed boom, I do hope we're
not intruding!™

"I dare say we are.” squeaked  the
Carpenter, peeping out from behind his
(Ullll)ilnll)ll.

“The, um. fact is.” boomed the Wal-
rus, “we didn't even notice vou until just
back then, you see.”

"We were talking, is what,” said the
Carpenter.

They wepl like anything to see
Such quantities of sand . . .

“About sand?"” 1T asked.

The Walrus looked at me with a star-
tled air.

“We were, actually, now you come o
mention i’

He lifted one huge loot and shook it
so that a livde wickle of sand spilled out
ol his shoc.

“The stull's impossible,” he satd. “Gets
m your clothes, wacks up the Grper”

“Ought 10 be swept away, it ought,”
said the Carpenter,

“If seven matids with seven mops
Swept it for hall a year,

Do you suppose.” the Walrus said,
“That they could get 1t cleay?”

“I's oo much!™ sawd Carl.

“Yes, indeed.” said the Wabus, eving
the sand around him with vague
approval, “altogether wo much.”

Then he wirned 1o us again and we all
basked in that smile.

“Permit me 10 inroduce my compan-

dlis-

142 jon and mysell,” he sad.

(continued from page 124)

“You'll have wo excuse George,” said
the Carpenter, “as he's a bit ol a stulled
shirt, don’t vou know?”

“Be thar as it may,” said the Walrus.
patting the Carpenter on the Hat wp of
his paper har. “this is Edward Farr, and
I am George Tweedy, both at yvour serv-
ice. We are, win, both a wrifle drunk, I'm
alraid.”

“We wre, indeed. We are thad”

“As we have just come [rom a veally
delightiul party, w which we shall soon
retur,

“Once we've found the Tuel. thar s
sitiel Farr. waving his saw in the air. By
now he had lound the ourage o come
out and lace us divecly.

“Which brings me o the question.”
saidd Tweedy, “Have you seen any drifi-
wood lvitg about the premises? We've
been looking high and low and we cin't
seem 1o find any of the blusted siull.”

“Thought theve'd be piles of i said
Farr, “but all there is is sand, don’t vou
see?”

“1 would have sworn you were looking
for ovsters,” said Carl.

Tweedy appeared starded.

"0 Oysiers, come and walk with
ns!”
The Walrus did beseech.

“Ovysters?” he asked. “Oh, no. we've
got the ovsters, Al we Lk is the means
10 cook ‘em.”

“Course, we could use a lew more,”
said Farr, looking at his companion.

T osuppose we conld, ar thay” said
Tweedv thoughtlully.

“I'm alraid we can’t help yvou lellows
with the drifiwood problem.™ said Carl,
“but youre more than welcome 10 a
drink.”

There was something unlamiliar about
the one ol Carl's voice thar made my
cars perk up. I wrned o look ar him and
then had difhiculty covering up my as-
tonishment. ;

It was his eves. For once, for the first
time, they were really Iriendly.

I'm not saving Carl had fishy  eves,
blank eves—not ar all. On ihe surlace,
that is. On the swlace, with his eves,
with lis Fice. with the lundling ol his
cnure hody, Gl was a master of anima-
ton ad expression. From svimpathetic,
heartfele warmih, all the way o lov, vage,
and on every siop in hetween, Carl was
completely convinging. .

But only on the surface. Once vou gor
1o know Carl, and it ok a while, vou
realized that none of 1t was really hap-
pening. That was because Carl had died,
or been Kifled, long ago. Possibly in
childhood. Possibly he had been born
dead. So. under the acior's warnnh and
rage, the eves were always the eves of a
corpse.

But now it was different. The Triendli-
ness here was genuine, 1 was sure ol it

CPweedy's wonderlul stories. No

The smile of Tweedy, of the Walrus,
had performed a miracle. Carl had risen
from his tomh. I was in honest awe.

“Delighted. old chap!” said Tweedy.

They accepred their drinks with ob-
vious plasure. md we complaed  the
introductions as they sat down to join us.
I detected a strong simell of fish when
Tweedy sat down beside me. but. oddly,
I didn’t find it offeusive m the least. 1
was glad he'd chosen me 1o sit by, He
wirned and smiled a1 me and my hean
melted a little more.

It soon wrned our that the drinking
we'd done belore Tad only sanuched the
surface. Tweedy and Farr were  may
nilicent boosers. and their gusto encour-
aged us all 1o lollow suit.

We dumk chsurd toasts and were de-
liglhted o discover i Tweedy was an
incredible yaconteur. His specialty was
outrageous fantasv: wild tales involving
incongruous objecs, events and charac-
ters. His nmvention was endless.

“The towe has come,” the Walvns
sared,
“Totall: of many things:
Of shoes—and  shipy—md  sealing-
wax—
Of cabbages—and kings—
And why the sea iy boiling hot—
Andd swehether pigs have wmgs.”

We Lnghed and drank. and drank
and lavghed. and 1 began o wonder
why in hell 'd spenc my life being such
a gloomyv. moody son ol a biich. been
such a distrustlul and suspicious bastard,
when the whole secret ol everything. the
whole core searet, wis simply 1o enjoy i,
to take it as it cune.

I looked around and grinned, and I
didn’t caore il it was a loolish grin. Every
body looked all right, evervbody looked
steell. evervbody looked bewer than I'd
ever seen them look belore,

Irene looked happy, honestly and wu-
ly happy. She. oo, had Tound the seever.
No more pills Tor Irence. I thought. Now
thar she knows the seoret, now that she's
mer Tweedy, who's given her the secret,
shelll have no more need ol those god-
damn pills.

And 1 couldn’t bebieve Horace and
Mandie. They had their arms around
cach  other. and their  bodies  were

preseed dose rogether, and they rocked
as once being when, they  laoghed
nagging lor Mandie. I ihought. and no
more cringing lorgHorace, now they've |
learned the secret.

And then I looked ar Carl. laughing
and relaxed and absolwely Tree of cire.
abrolutety unchilled. fally, ar Lasy, alwer
vears ol—

And then I looked at Carl again.

And then | looked down at my drink.
and then I looked i my knees, and then
I looked out at the sea, sparkling, dean,
remote and  impersonal.

And then I realized it had grown cold,

nmore - -



Plymouth is out toW

GTX. Plymouth’s exciting new Super-
car. King of the Belvederes. Stan-
dard equipment: the biggest GT
engine in the world. Our Super
Commando 440 V-8. Optional equip-
ment: the famous Plymouth Hemi.
This Plymouth goes flat out to win
you over. And there's nothing hidden
about its promise. Check the twin
hood scoops up front, twin chrome
exhaust megaphones out back.

X oqou

Ver with Belvedere GTX.

Note how the GTX sits up on its
special suspension. Obviously, this
is something special—right down to
the new pit-stop gas filler, Red Streak
tires, chrome valve covers and cus-
tom, no-nonsense grille.

Now, if this Belvedere is a little
heady for you, we've got 21 other
models—all with varying degrees of
devilment—out to win you over.

Be prepared to be persuaded.

Plymouth

|
¥
CHRYSLER

MOTORS CORPORATION




PLAYEBOY

144

quite cold. and that there wasn't a bird
or a coud in the sky.

The sea way wel as wet could be,
The sands soerve diy as dry.

You could not see a cloud, because
No cloud was i the sky:

No birds were flying overhead—
There were no bivds to fly.

That part ol the poem was, after all. a
perfect description ol a lileless carth. Tt
soutded beautilul e fivst, it sounded be-
nign. But then you read it again and you
realized thar Carroll was describing bar-
renness and desolation.

Suddenly Carl's voice broke through
and T heard him say:

“Hey, that's a hell ol an idea, Tweedy!
By God. we'd Jove 10! Wouldn't we,
mangs”

The others broke out in an affirmative
choras and they all started sarambling 1o
their leet around me. 1 looked up at
thenme like someone who's been awak-
cned from sleep mnoa sirange place, and
they grinned down at me like loons.

“Come on, Phil!" ¢ried Ivene.

Her eves were bright and shinmg, but
it wasn't with happiness. 1 could  see
that now.

It seems a shame,” the Walrns said,
“To play them such a trick ..

I blinked my eyes and staved ar them,
one abter the other.

“Old Phil's had a livde oo much 1o
drink!” cried Mandie, laughing. “Come
on. old Phil! Come on and join the
parey!”

“What party?” T oasked.

1 couldn’t seem 1o get located. Every-
thing seemed  disorientated  and - gro-
1esque.

“For Christ’s sake. Phil.” sad Carl.
“Tweedy and Farr. here, lave invited us
1o join their party. There're no more
drinks lefr. and they've got pleny!”

I sct my plastic cup down carclully
onto the sand, 11 they would just shut
up lor a moment. I thought. I might be
able to get the Tuzz out ol my head.

“Come along, boomed Tweedy
jovially. “It’s only a pleasant walk!”

=0 Oysiers, come and walk with us!”
The Walvus did beseech.

A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,
Along the briny beach L

He was smiling at me, but the smile
didn’t work anymore.

“You cinnot do with more than lour,”
I 1old him.

“Um? What's that?™

“We cannot do with move than four,
Fo gree a hand (o cach.”

“I said. “You do with more
than four.” "

“He's right. you know,
Carpenter.

“Well, um, then,” said the Walrus, “if

cannot

sid Farr, the

vou feel
chap

“What. in Christ's name, are vou all
talking abouw?” asked Mundie.

“He's hung up on that goddamn
poem,” sand Carl. “Lewis Carroll's got
the vellow bastard scared.”

“Don't be such a party pooper. Phil!”
said Mandie.

“To hell with him.” said Carl. And he
started off. and all the others tollowed
him. Except Irene.

“Are you sure vou really don’t want to
come, Phil?” she asked,

She looked frail and thin against the
sunlight. I realized there really wasn’t
much of her and that what there was
had taken a terrible beating.

"No.” I smd. "I don't. Are you sure
vou want 1o goz”

“OF course I do, Phil.”

I thought ol the pills.

“1 suppose you do.” 1 said. 1 suppose
there's veally no stopping you.”

“No. Phil, there isn't.”

And then she stooped and Kissed me.
Kissed me very gently. and 1T could feel
the dry, chapped surlace of her lips and
the faint warmth ol her breath.

I stood.

I wish vou'd stay,”™ I said.

“1 can't,” she sand.

And then she tarned and ran alier the
others,

I warched them growing smaller and
smitller on the beach. following the Wal-
rus and the Carpenter. I warched them
come o where the beach curved around
the bluff. and warched them disappear
behind the blull.

1 looked up wm the sky.
Impersonal.

“What do vou think ol this?” I asked
it.

Nothing. It hadn't even nouced.

vou

really can’t come, old

Pure biue.

“Now, if vou're veady, Oysters dear,
We can begin 1o feed.”

“But not on ws!" ithe Oysters eried,
Turming a little blue,

“After such kindness, that would be
A dismal thing to do!”

A dismal thing o do.

I began to run up the beach, toward
the blull. T stumbled now and then, be-
cause I had had 100 much o drink. Far
oo much to drink. I heard small shells
crack under my shoes, and the sand
made whipping noises.

I fell. heavily., and lay there gasping
on the beach, My heart pounded in my
chest. T was too old Tor this sort of foot-
work. T hadn’t had any real exerdse in
years. 1 smoked too much and T drank
too much. T did all the wrong things. 1
didn't do any of the right things.

I pushed mysell up a linde and then T
let myselt down agwin. My beart was
pounding hard enough 1o Irighten me. 1
could feel it in my chest, Irantically
pumping, squeezing blood in and spurt
g blood out.

Like an oyster pulsing in the sea.
“Shall swe be trottimg home agan?”

My heare was like an ovster.

I got up. lell up, and began 10 run
again, wemving widely, my mouth open
andd the air burning mv throat.
coated  with sweat. streanung with .
and v Tele iy in the cold wind.

I was

“Shall we be trotting home again?”

I rounded the blull and then I siopped
and stood swaving, and then 1 dropped
o my knces.

The pure blue of the sky was un
nurked by a single bivd or cloud. and
nothing stirred on the whole vast stretch
ol the beach.

But ansicer came theve none—
Ane this way scarvcely odd, becanse ...

Nothing stirred. bur they were there.
Ivene and Mandie and Carl and Horace
were there, and Tour others, oo, Just
around the bluil.

“We cannat do  awith than

four: »F

maore

But the Walrus and the Carpener had
taken two trips.

I began 1o avawl toward them on my
knees. My heart, my oyster heart, was
pounding too hard 10 allow me 1o stand.

The other four had had a picnic. 1oo.
very like our own. They. too. had plastic
cups and plates. and  they, o, had
brought boules. They had sat and wait-
ed Tor the retwrn ol the Walrus and the
Carpenter.

Irene was night in fromt ol me. Her
eves were open and stared ar. bur did
not sce. the sky. The pure-blue undut-
iered sky. There were a few grains ol
sand in her lelt eyve. Her face was almost
clear of blood, There were only a few
llecks of it on her lower chin. The spray
Irom the huge wound in her ches
scemed o have waveled mainly down-
ward and to the vight. I siretched owr my
arm and rouched her hand.

“lrene.” 1 saicl.

But answer came there none—
And 1his was scaveely odd, becanse
They'd caten eioery one.

I looked up at the others. Like hene,
they were. all ol them, dead. The Wal
rus and the Carpemier had  cuen the
ovsters and lelt the shells.

The Carpemer never had found any
lirewood, and so they'd caten them raw.
You can cat ovsters raw il you want 1o.

I saidd her name once more, just lor
the record. and then 1 siood and turned
from them and walked o the blufl. 1
rounded  the  blulf  and  the  beach
stretched before me, vast, smooth, empty
and remoie.

Even as I ran upon it
them, it was remote.

away lrom
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ol another person, which  conceiv-
ably takes in shower rooms at high
schools, YM-YWCAs and even one’s
lrome.

Don’t laugh: West Virginia is the siate
that sentenced Donn Caldwell to one to
ten years for oral-genital relations with a
female. There is a very real chance that
this law will pass and we will all be com-
pelled o undress in the closer, like
Grandpa, belore geuting into bed with
our wives.

Ronald Smith
Charleston, West Virginia

DISGRACEFUL LAWS
Congratulations 1o the Berkeley Police
Department for its courage in nof acting
ammnst the Sexual Freedom League (ex-
cept in the case of a formal complaint).
For years om police have been expected
to act as unthinking robots, upholding
Laws that are a disgrace o the Constitu-
tion and the state legislatures. Many of
o laws are ridiculous and  deserve
respect neither from the citizens  nor
hrom those expeaed 1o enforce them,
Jerome W. Sampson
King Salmon AFS, Alaska

SN

CONVICTION WITHOUT A TRIAL

In the February Playboy Forum, a
letter writer describes a ease in which a
school superintendent was arvested for
allegedly  mailing  obscene  letters:  his
carveer was ruined: then the charge was
dropped.

This raises a basic problem in law.
Under our ariminal statutes, prosecutors
have been given enormous amounts of
discretion. They must decide whether 10
prosecute an arvested  person. thereby
turning him into “an accused.” There are
very lew controls limiing  prosecutory
discretion and  practically no  reviews
ol the prosecutor’s  deasions. In [lac,
the criminal-law  procedures in Federal
courts. which are questioned in vour
magazine, are among the best. however
inadequate they may he. For example, in
the Federal courts there is a sereen be-
tween the  prosecutor and  the  police
that operates as a check on prosecu-
tory disaretion. I refer o the grand jury
hearing, While this check may not be as
cltective as some ol us would like, 1t never-
theless 1s bewer than no check an all.
In most states. 4 prosecutor need not
subject his dedsion 1o proscoute 1o any
review, grand jury or otherwise, but may
dircaly hle an anformation in a court.
Thus. the person accused is put through
tremendous  embarrassment,  pain and

oxpense,

What has been said about prosecuto-
vial discretion  prior to hling  charges
applics with almost the same intensity
1o prosecutorial  discretion 1o dismiss
charges once they have been filed. In the

(continued from page 60)

usual situation. a prosecutor has complete
power to withdraw the charge from a
comrt beciuse, although &t court must
agree. agreement is usually perfunctory.
This means, ol course, that il an inno-
cent man has been charged and  che
charges are dropped, the man has no
opportunity 1o prove his inuocence, al-
though he has sulfered all the burdens
of publicity. t

Several sugpestions have been made
that are aimed at controlling  prosecu-
torial discretion. Perliaps the best one is
the accurate, sensitive and partcularized
definition ol specihic crimes. Cowceatcher
clauses and blunderbuss criminal  star-
utes produce vague detinitions and place
arbitrry  power in a prosecutor, not to
mention - jury.

A second suggested control would be
some sort ol supervision over the prose-
cutor’s discretion to file charges in the
first instance. Perhaps something like the
LEnglish system would work. This would
mean tha alter a grand jury returns an
indiciment, the prosecutor would send
the case out to a local member of the bar
association. a private practitioner, and
ask his opinion on whether or not the
prosecution should go forward. Another
check of the English varicty is that once
a dedsion has been made 1o prosecute,
instead ol the prosecutor doing the prose-
cuting, the case is sent o a member of
the i associwtion wha then conducts
the prosecution. This diffusion of duties
tends 1o eliminate prejudice and  pro
motes a gresmter amount of reasonable-
ness and exactiiude.

The American penchant for institu-
tionalizing all Tunctions is such. I sus-
pect, that a wholesale carry-over of the
English  system wouldn't be  adopred.
Under these arcumstances, the best de-
vice Tor controlling prosecutorial disore-
tion would be thit ol sharing among
several agencies the dedsions 1o prosecute
O 10 LCIMinate prosecutions.

Arval Morris

Prolessor ol Law
University of Washington
Scattle. Waslington

As Professor Morvis has indicated, the
questrony of l.‘n'mrnmn'm! diserelton arve
complex and wmanifold. We think they
would be greatly simplificd and a tre-
mendous buvden lifted from state and
Fedeval prosecutors of laws dealing with
consensual belavior insolving no harm
(o other members of society were re-
moved from the books. In the case of the
sehool superintendent, a man was alleged
1o have wriiten sealed lefters contaming
“impure’” thoughts (o a couple of women
whose acquaintance he had made via cor-
respondence clubs. As i turned out, the
“women” were a postal inspector, who
had spent the time necessary o discover
that the man had a connection with
correspondence clubs and had encour-

aged him—by writing enticing letters—
to commit a Federval crime, which he
probably wasn’t cven aware he was
commifting.

We submit that Federal and state prose-
cutors (as well as investigators) wounld
be in a better position to prolect society
if they were not obliged to enforce laws
that create crimes withoul wviclims.

HOMOSEXUALITY IN PRISON

In The Playboy Forum for Febru
you printed a letter from a young man in
the Preston School of Industry ac lone,
California, claiming that homosexuality
s widespread ac the school.

I have been working with wards of
the state Youth Authority for over five
years, and [ personally know that the
charges made in this letter are lalse. We
have had some cases of homosexuality,
but they are rare. Every attempt is made
to give the wards some constructive out-
lev lor their spare ume and they are
supervised berter than anywhere else i
the entire world. You have done a dis-
service 1o the Stue of California and o
those of us who work with the boys.
Warst of all, you have damaged the
reputation of every youngsier who is now
in custody of the California Youth Au-
thority. Things like this can cause alarm
where it is not needed o justified.

John F. Okel
Ontario, Calilornia

If the California Youth Authority has
solved this sevious problem, which be-
devils all other Amevican penal instiiu-
tions, they have managed to keep ther
suceess a secret, and we wonld like to
learn move of the details. We find 1t dif-
frenldt to belicve that the “supervision”
and “comtruciive outlets” yon menfion
represent by themselves any such solu-
tion. These methods ave wsed in the
other 49 states without much suceess.

Most authorities agree that sexually
segregated penal institutions are Drreed-
ing grounds for homosexuality; and
lhomovexual  practices ave so common-
place in many prisons that officials ad-
mi. at least privately, their inability to
adequately cope with the problem. In
this instance, a letter from an mmmale of
a corvectional institution of the Califor-
wia Youth Authovity descyibes the rvate
of homosexual activity there as “appall-
g™ but lus letter s a plea for help, not
further hypm'rf'.-.'v_ Commenting on the
severity with which homosexual activity
is dealt with when detected, the inmate
states: " this letier were to result only
i our having move vigid vules and tighter
securtdy, that wonld be a travesty of jus
tice. Most of the boys lere are i the age
bracket when, accovding to Kinsey, sex-
wal need s With no girls
present, they must turn to each other—
no maitter how tight the securiiy.”

In “Sexuwal Behavior an the Human
Male,” Kinsey and his assoctates estimate
the percentage of inmates involved in

stromeesf.
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homosexual activity in sexually segre-
gated “mental or penal” institutions
varies from 30 to 85 pereent.” depend-
ing on the nature of the mstitution. With
1eference to the mmprisonment of adoles-
cent males, Kinsey states: “The problem
of sexual adjustment . . . is even more
difficult than the problem of the boy who
lves outside in society. . . . If these ado-
lescent years are spenl in an institution
s sexual bife is very likely to become
stamped with the institutional [homo-
sexual| pattern.”

Kinsey also comments on the tendency
ta self-deception on the part of those who
have to cope with the problem: “Admin-
wtrators who have these young males in
thew carve ave generally bewildered. . . .
In many cases, the siluation is simply
tolevated or ignorved, and the admin-
istrator would prefer not to be aware of
the activities.”

We don't think that an honest ap-
praisal of the situation is a disservice to
the mmates of any stitution. Indeed,
it is in their behalf that the issue is being
raised. For a more enlightened approach
to the problem, see the following letier.

SEX IN PRISON

I vead with interest Alan G. Evans
letter on "Sex in Prison™ (The Playboy
Forum, February), The Jollowing ex-

cerpts from an artide by Norval Morris
point out customs in Swedish prisons
that undoubtedly help prevent psycho-
pathological developments in - prisoners:

- Women are found 10 be
working not only in institutions for
vounger ollenders in Sweden but
also throughout their adult correc
tional system. 1 do not mean work-
ing only in the hront ofhces outside
the  sccurity  perimeter; 1 mean
within the walls and within the cell
blocks. And there are women gov-
ernors of prisons for male prisoncers.

.. The advantages of our learn-
ing this lesson from Sweden are
obvious: women bring a soltening
influence 10 the  prison  sodety,
assisting men by their presence to
strengthen  their  inner  controls,
through a vaviety ol deeply en-

wenched  processes of  psychosocial
growth . . .
The lesson is dear and is that

woment should be employed within
the correctional instinnion for those
skills in  psychology, casework, ad-
ministration  and  counseling  that
they can offer as well as men, and
nothing but advantage 10 the entire
correctional svstem will ensue . L.

From open institutions, Swedish

“The way I see it, you can’t trust anyone over nine.”

prisoners now get home every three
months after a fixed proportion ol
their sentence has been served: from
closed institutions, they  ger such
home leave every four months . . .

One  imporiant  consequence of
the Turlough system s the gross re-
duction of the problem of homosex-
uality within Swedish prisons. Small
institutions  and  the attitades and
programs I have skeiched are im-
portant lactors in minimizing  this
problem: so also is the general att-
ude toward sex in Swedish society,
But [urloughs obviously diminish
Iibidinal  pressures lor the inmaes
and lessen the hikelihood of  their
homosexual  expression. Visits also
have this effect in many Swedish
prisons . . .

In manv institutions, wives and
girlfricnds are allowed to visit pris-
oners in their cells—the conven-
tions ol privacy are not ofhicially
prescribed. but they are observed. 1
report a lrequent practice, not an
othcial rule . . .

Norman H. Mellor, M. D.
Corona, Calilon

a

The distingunhed crimimologist Noy-
val Morvis is Professor of Law and Crimi-
nology and Divector of the Center for
Studies i Crominal Justice at the Uni-
versity of Chicago.

IN DEFENSE OF MARIJUANA

I have never heard a valid argument
against marjuana. Most commonly, we
are told that it's bad because it’s illegal
and it's illegal because ics bad.

Were the possession, sale and use of
nurijuana o be legalized in this counuy,
it would beneflit the public. A clear
distinction would be made apparent be-
tween this harmless and pleasant intoxi-
cant and the really destruaive narcotics
like heroin and morphine. An alternative
to physically harmful stimulans and de-
prossants—Ilike  wbacco and - alcohol—
would be oltered. Persons secking the
pleasure of this now commonly accepred,
nonaddictive herb would not be drawn
into criminal circles when obtaining it

No one needs 10 get “high™ or
“stoned.” any more than anvone nceds
automobiles, air conditioning or Cine-
rama. But as long as thevie here o stavy,
let’s make the best of them and use them
wiscly.

Ralph D. Lyuch
Wilbraluom, Muassachusens

An uninformed citizenry is responsible
for a great many of ouwr asinine Liws,
One such law, enforced by the Federal
Narcotics Bureau. is the statute outlaw-
ing the use andjor possession of the
“dangerous”™ drug marijuana. Marijuana
is less “dangerous” than alcohol, a bever-
age consumed by the majority of adulis
in our society. It is said that marijuana is



addictive and will 1ead its user to heroin,
cocaine, opium and other addictive nar-
cotics. Marijuana is not addictive. OF all
the people I know who use marijuana,
none ol them have ever even considered
using dangerous addictive drugs.

(Name withheld by request)

Northridge, Calilornia

AN UNWED MOTHER'S VIEWS

You have recenly printed several let-
ters from girls who either had abortions
or put their illegitimate children up for
adoption  (Villegitimate"™—what a cruel
word!). There is a third choice, which 1
took. T kept my iwin daughters, alter
their father relused 1o marry me. I'm
alraud T would simply have fallen apart
at the seams il T had given them up afrer
holding them in my arms just once. Look-
ing back honestly. though, if there had
been a way o obtain an abortion cight
months earlier. I would have had i done.

Some sav aborton isn't Chrisuan or
cthical. How Christtan and ethical are
our orphanages and institutions for
unwed mothers? Anybody who has been
in one will tell you they are horvid. 1.
mvsell, wried a home lor unwed mothers
and Lasted one week—thar place would
muake an excellent prison for particularly
vicious and unredeemable lelons. I vou
are not hall out ol your mind with guilt
and fear bhefore vou enter a hellhole like
this, vou will be before you get out. Be-
sides, they nearly starve you 1o death
and they work vou like a coal miner.

So, with the help ol my wonderful
parents, T kept my babies. It has caused
a lot of trouble and heartache o my
Family. but the joy and happiness of hav-
ing the twins (now 21 momhs old) has
been a great consolation. Many, many
problems lace the unwed mother. “Good
women” regard vou as o whore. Men
think they are doing vou a [antastic
charity. unequaled  since Jesus forgave
Magdalene, if they date you and wy 10
drag vou to bed afterward. They actually
believe you are so oversexed that you
ciimb the walls at night without them.
And, in spite of this, you still have the
need o love a man and be loved in re
turn—il you can find one who will treat
vou as i lhuman being, It's lonely having
children 1o care lor without a mate.

There are many sides o the sty ol
every nonmarital pregnancy—vho is to
say which way is right? Men make the
laws  and  women  suller  the  conse-
quences. I'm lor leuing the girl make her
own choice—without legal interlerence
—whether it be abortion, adoption or
myv own dithcult yet rvewarding decision.

(Name and address
withhield by request)

PHYSICIAN FOR ABORTION

As long as we, as a sodiety, retain
abortion as a criminal offense, there will
be no significant improvement in all the
tragedies  associated  with  clandestine

abortions. "Liberalizing™ the law will not
(1) allow a physician o use all medical
resources in treating his patient, (2) al-
low women the control ol their own re-
productive systems, (3) decrease the high
death rate and the hundreds of thou
sands ol serious illnesses caused by clan-
destine abortions or (1) help make real
the right of every baby born to be want-
cd and loved by its mother. Only repeal
of all Liws relaing 1o abortion  per-
formed by licensed physicians will allow
positive action in these four arcas. The
law should designate who is qualified to
perform abortions, bhut not on whom
they may be performed.

Obviouslv. no one is going 1o lorce
anv patient or any physician to partic-
pate inan abortion. The patient is simply
[ree 1o consult her physician, who is then
hee 1o use or not use this medical proce-
dure. A precedent has already heen set
in the distribution ol birth-control serv-
ices. Some physicans do not offer these
services 1o any patients. married or not,
because they leel thar ic s unethical o
do so. Other physicians offer binh con-
trol only to married women. Sull others
olter it 10 all women over a certain age,

regardless ol marital status. And. finally,
there are some physicans who have no
rigid rules and evaluate each patient ac
cording to the particular circumstances.
Lonny Myers, M. D,
Ilinois Citizens lor the Medical
Control ol Abortion
Chicago, Illinois

ABORTION TEST CASES

Since The Playboy Forum has provided
a broad  discussion of  abortion  and
ibortion Laws. I think you will be inter-
ested in the Tacs surrounding two dia-
matic test cases in San Francisco.

On Mav 16, 1966, the attorney general
announced that he was going 10 fhle
charges against a number of top San
Francisco doctors lor perlorming abor
tions. The group represented the com
munity’s most distinguished  physicians
and the aboruons had been perlormed
with the tull approval of physicians’
committees in local hospitals. Consulia-
tons with ather doctors hiad been held,
the patients had given consent and the
operations had been performed in hos-
pital surgeries. The operations were thera-
peutic abortions on women who  had
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conacted  German  measles  early  in
pregnancy.

German  measles  (rubella) in early
pregnancy ciuses monsters, National In-
stitute of Health reports indicate that this
disease, il contracted in the first month of
pregnancy. produces birth delects in 47
percent of the cases: it produces defects
in 22 percent in the second and third
months. But, according 1o California law,
abortion s illegal unless the lile of the
mother 1s threatened.

On May 20, 1966, the State Board of
Medical Examiners oflicially filed charges
of unprofessional conduct against 1wo
prominent San Frandsco  obstetricians,
Dr. Seymowr . Smith of the St Franas
Memorial  Hospital and  Dr. J. Paul
Shively, chief of the Obstetric and
Gynecologic Service av St. Luke's Hospi-
tal. while the anorney general’s oflice
went on investigating 19 other local
physicians. The therapeutic-abortion com-
mittees in hospitads all over California
began backing off: they were Irightened
into maction. As a result, many mothers
were compelled o go out of the state or
to illegal abortion mills.

The anti-abortion drive was spearhead-
ced by Dr. James V. McNulty, & member
of the Board ol Medical Examiners and
a leading Catholic lay higuwre in Los An-
geles. In March 1966, when the Calilor-
ma Medical Association voted to press
for changes in the abortion statute, Dr.
McNulty threatened the state docrors
with a Medical Examiers Board crack-
down il they persisted in interpreting the
present statute loosely. Apparently Dr.
McNulty bad appointed himsell watch-
dog lor his Church’s point of view, and
the whole issue became polarized on a
Catholic versus non-Catholic basis.

The Roman Catholic bishops ol Cali-
fornia denounced proposed liberalization
ol the state’s abortion laws as “infamy
that poisons socicty.” They condemned
all doctors who performed abortions to
prevent monster births as murderers,
They insisted there is no difference be-
tween a fetus and an infant and denied
the mother any rights to its disposition.
One result ol the acuion ol the Catholic
group was an explosive outcry in lavor of
the accused doctors and in Tavor of
changing the abortion laws. Califormia’s
leading educators, including the deans of
every medical school in the state except
one, filed a legal brief, which was sub-
mitted to the state supreme court. It
attacked the present law as an arbitrary
invasion of the right of privacy of par-
ents and the right of all persons 1o the
best medical care available: “The state
cannot legislate a religious philosophy in
the face of necessary and seund medical
ireatment.” Eminent obstetricians, pedi-
atricians and deans [rom all over the
country are supporting the bricl.

The two physicians received further
support from the president of the San
Society, who

announced that a poll of the members
showed 100 favoring hiberalization ol the
abortion statutes and three opposed. On
June 28, Dr. J. Blair Pace, president of
the California Academy of General Prac-
tice, declared that the accused Doctors
Shively and Smith “should be commend-
ed rather than criticized.”

In October, the Northern California
Conference of American Baptists over-
whelmingly wrged a change in thera-
peuticabortion laws, permitting abortion
when the physical or mental health of
the mother or the child was threatened.,
At that ume, Dr. Edmund Overstreet,
professor of obstetrics and gynecology at
the University of California Medical
Center, announced the results ol a ques-
tonnaire that had been mailed 1o 913
diplomates of the American Board of
Obstetries and Gynecology in California.
In reply 1o a question as to whether
therapeutic abortion  was  justified  for
material risk ol significant fetal abnor-
mality, 77 percent of the polled physi-
cians replied in the  afrmative.  Dr.
Oversureer asked the respondents i they
had actually performed therapeutic abor-
tions, and of the 730 answering the ques-
tion, 590 said yes.

A atizens’ committee 10 raise funds
lor the delense of the accused is being
formed, with Chauncey Leake and Wil-
liam Cobleniz, two distinguished  San
Francisco laymen, as co-chairmen, Dr.
Overstreet said that he and more than 30
other obstetricians are prepared 1o el
the State Board of Medical Examiners
that they have performed abovtions just
like those Doctors Shively and Smith are
accused of doing.

In addition, an ever-increasing ground
swell of support for new legislation is
apparent.  ‘The champions ol  change
favor legislation proposed by the Amer-
ican Law  Instinne in 1962, The In-
stitute’s Model Penal Code proposes
legalizing abortion performed in a li-
censed  hospital by a licensed  docor,
when two other physicians certify its jus
tification on the basis of one of three
cruses: (1) il continuation ol the pregnan-
¢y would “gravely impair” the physical
or mental health of the mother: (2) il
there is “substantial risk” that the child
will be born with “grave physical or
mental defect”; (3) if the pregnancy
results from rape or incest, certified by
local  awhorities.  Such  a  proposal
15 agmin  bemg inroduced by sute
legislator Beilenson.

Gerald Mason Feigen, M. D.
San Francisco, California

The Califjornia state legislature is one
of 12 that have introduced legislation this
session {o liberalize antiquated abortion
statutes. ANl the proposed therapeutic-
abortion bills ave similar in that they
offer no more than the minimal veforms
recommended in the Amevican Law In-
stitute’s Model Penal Code (accurately
described in Dr. Feigen's letter).

We agree with Dv. Lonny Myers ( pre-
vious letter) that the law should only
designate “who s qualified 1o perform
abortions . . . not on whom they may be
performed’:  however, we think  that,
until the legislatures are veady to accept
this truly humane point of wview, it is
first necessary to aclieve the rudimentary
reforms contained in the thevapeutic-
abortion bills, We therefore urge rravsoy
readers who wish to support abortion-law
reform an the states considering it to
write to thewr state senators and vepre-
sertatives and to the following legislative
leaders:

California: Senator Hugh M. Burns
and Assemblyman  Jesse Unruh, Sacra-
mento.

Colorado: Senator Frank I.. Gill and
Representative  John D. Vanderhoof,
Denver.

Connecticut: Senator Edward AMarcus
and Representative Robervt Testo, Hart-
Jord.

Georgia: Senator  Julian Webb and
Representative George L. Smith, Atlanta.

Mamne: Senator Havoey Johnson and
Representative David ], Kennedy, Au-
gusta.

Maryland: Senator Howard Hughes
and  Represemtative  Marvin - Mandel,
Annapolis.

Minnesota: Senator Stanley W. Holm-
quist and Representative L. L. Duxbury,
St Paul.

Newvada: Senator B. Mahllon Brown
and  Assemblyman Mel Close, Carson
City.

Oklahoma: Senator Roy Boecher and
Representative Rex Privett, Oklahoma
Crty.

Oregon: Senator Al Flegel and Rep-
resentative F. F. Montgomery, Salem.

Pennsylvania: Senatov Stanley Stroup
and  Represemtative Kennelh B. Lee,
Harrisburg.

Rhode Island: Senator Frank Sgam-
bato and Representative John J. Wyenn,
Providence.

Rills were l‘(‘t't'?l”}' tft‘,ft‘d'h‘t.f, veloed or
killed in commitiee in Avizona, Indiana,
Nebraska, New Mexico and New York.

We will publish progress veporls on
these bills in “The Playboy Forum,” as
well as information about new bidls as
they are proposed.

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues rvaised in Hugh
M. Hefner's continuing editorial series,
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy.”
including installments 1-7, $§-12, 13-18
and 19-22, are avatlable at 50¢ per book-
let. Address all correspondence on both
“Philosophy” and “Forum™ to: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Awve., Chicago, Ilinois 60611.



World’s fastest sports car
priced under $3700.'

With a gung-ho V-8 and a sure-footed British chassis, our
Sunbeam Tiger puts high-priced competitors on their very best behavior.

Go ahead. Search under
$3700 for a sports car that (1)
delivers ultra performance,
(2) does0to60in 9.2 seconds,
{3) turns 164 hp @ 4400 rpm.
There's one—Sunheam
Tiger V-8. It puts you wheel-
to-wheel with E-a'--“
the $5500
$7000
jobs. :
Tiger's / ...r D
secret?
Sunbeam (((57 ":
and
Chrysler
Motors Corporation started
with a very tough Class F
Alpine, built to sell in volume.
(A truly hot car, yet priced
under $26001 in the "
United States!)
They gave it a potent |
V-8 and matching J
powertrainand modi-
fications to accom-
modatesame, andout

came Tiger's ~
unigue perfor- .
mance/ price

proposition.

€
]
|
i3

Spectacular
specs

Tiger's own ./l
four-speed

gearbox is close ratioed,
starting with 2.32:1 in 1st.

4 With a 2.88 axle and quick |
clutch, things happen in_—" i

a hurry here. t\
Thatincludes brak- "}
ing. Girling self-ad- (\\

justing discs (9.85")
up front, 9" drums
behind. And they're
power assisted at all
four corners besides!
* |t also includes steering.
Rack & pinion, 3.1 turns lock-
to-lock. Very positive.

On the road, Tiger reacts
without surprises in an ess-
curve or a drift, and is sur-

ROOTES

Sunseam

Uk, ™

prisingly smooth
over both bad roads
and tar strips.

Comfortable cockpit

With this much punch at
the price, you might suspect
some shori-changing inside.
Not so.

Westartwith

handsomely -

pleated,
foam- padded bucket seats.
Then make them fully adjust-
able—with reclining backs.
Then we give you a tele-
scoping steering wheel.

Jls

CH FIYSLEFI

MOTORS CORPORATION

Adjustable foot pedals. And
footwell ventilation to take
the curse off a hot day.

You also get a two-speed
heater (standard) for cold
days. Plus niceties like a
lockable console. A walnut
dash. An easy-to-work top.
And a big
trunk.
Take

TigerV-8
~“at your Sun-
beam dealer's.
Treat it gently at first—it's
equipped with instant fangs.
But before long, you'll have
sold yourself a $2000 head
start on competition.

tBascd on mir's sugaested relail ['H[ 5, East
Coast P.O. E., \I w |r|| Ioc.)} I 1 . destina-
tcln charges ai )

3hily run r FOH MONEV SAVING
EU OPEAN OELIVERY, ask your dealer
avout Sunbeam's Overseas Oelivery Plan.
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DONOVAN /e sound of sunshine

THE CURLY-HAIRED YOUTH INTONES, in a quietly intense voice
that makes teeny boppers sigh and hippies nod in approval,
“Fly trans-love airways, getcha there on time.” Known to the
world on a firstname basis, Donovan Leitch, 21, is the min-
strel of a wide-awake generation that loves its freedom and
seeks 1o Tree its love. The Glasgow-horn singer-writer put
aside his art-student paintbrushes a the age of 18 and ser ol
1o roam Britain with his guitar and his longtime buddy,
Gypsy Dave, absorbing sunshine and folklore and celebrating
both in song. Since scaling the international folk-music charis
with Catch the Wind, Colors and The Universal Soldier, he
has graduated to the world of psychedelics and electrified,
Oriental-flavored music. Sunshine Superman, Donovan’s first
Epic album—Iike its title song, a number-one seller—con-
tained Iush, mobile arrangements utilizing  brass, strings,
woodwinds and amplified instruments from around the world.
The songs evoked a sensory kaleidoscope, and despite occa-
sionally obscure images. the themes of universal love and drugs
as aphrodisiacs of the soul were clear enough. Donovan sang
cuphorically of “happiness in a pipe.” His latest hit album—
named for his million-selling single, Mellow Yellow—lurther
extends his communion with the workl around him: at var-
ous moments he is humorous, lyrical, introspective and
socially opinionated (“Yoursell you touch, but not too much
—vou've heard that ir's degrading,” he sings o a svmbolic
single girl). Both LPs fuse clements of traditional ballads,
blues, ragas, jazz and dassical music: the key 1o Donovan’s
success is that his keening melodies and flexible formats ap-
proximate the shifting moods and lile textures of his ume.
What's more. the bulk of his output is simply “happv.”
Resisting critical tags such as “message’ singer (“the word
‘message’ is for the older generation”), the trend-conscious
Donovan has made unique contributions to the growing body
of “personalized” pop music. Now experimenting with films
and stage productions designed to “engull” the audience, the
mild-mannered hit maker seems set to live his own lyric and
“follow through a dream to the end.” Considering his tender
age and manifold abilities, odds are that the sunshine super-
man will continue to set the style for his contemporarics.




THE MAMAS AND THE PAPAS /¢ sound of shekels

NOT SURPRISINGLY, the pop-music scene is involved with
“sounds.”” There is the surfing sound of the Beach Boys.
There is the Lovin® Spoonlul’s good-time sound. There is the
Detroit sound and the Chicago blues sound, and there are
hardrock, psychedelicrock, raga-rock and folk-rock sounds.
And a while back. the scene was buzzing with talk about the
newest sound—out of California. The Mamas and the Papas
had just released California Dreamin’, their fivse big hit, and
the word was: Dig the California sound. Oniy trouble was,
the new group’s roots were in Greenwich Village, where it
started out. I the new style needed a tag, “the sound of the
Mamas and the Papas™ was the most accurate: The sound is
a unique blend of voices that, in the old advertising phrase,
has been seldom imitated, never duplicated: it belongs to
them alone. “Actually.” says bearded Jolhn Phillips, bari-
tone, songwriter, arranger and leader of the group, “l've
alwavs kind of thought of it as the Virgin Islands sound.
That's where we worked most ol it out, lying around the
beach two summers ago. That was 1963. We came back in
September, lormed the group officially in October, recorded
i November and had a hit in January.” Michelle, John's
wile, provides the soprano that skitters around above the rest
of the sound. Denny Doherty is the wenor. And Cass Elliott.
Big Momma Cass. The mother of mankind, producer Lou Ad-
ler called her. Hers is the lusty comralto belting out leads,
working around the other voices in the enscmble sections of
numbers such as their Grammy-winning version ol Monday
Monday. Living in poverty only two vears ago, the Mamas and
the Papas today luxuriate in Underground splendor in their
Southern Calilornia superpads. Where they used to scrounge
for the bus [are uptown from the Village, they now own ex-
pensive forcign sports cars, Thanks to advance sales, their
records win gold million-seller awards even belore they are
released. Through it all, the Mamas and the Papas manage to
keep their cool. Cass says, “Oh, yeah. We had problems. But
we aren't lorcing it anymore. We worked only six weeks of
concerts last year and that's more than enough.” On tap:
more records, some television, including an hour special on
NBC scheduled lor September, "and a lot of groovy times.”

SIMON AND GARFUNKEL ?/¢ sound of the city

IN A LOT oF ways, Simon and Garlunkel are weirdies. In this
day of Electric Prunes and Grateful Dead. for example, Simon
(left) and Garfunkel use their real names. For another thing,
they do their own material, their own way. They don't go in
for freaky frills: no long hair, no wav-out behavior, no odd
clothes. In concert, they eschew theatrics in [avor of a straight
delivery based on a rapport built up over vears of working
together. Their LPs show a consistent pattern of growth that
can’t be bagged: not folk, not rock, something new and dif-
ferent. “It's not really all thar strange,” says Paul Simon, who
is the songwriter and guitarist of the pair. “We just try to be
ourselves.” Art Garfunkel, who does the arranging (when
he's not studying at Columbia for his impending master's
degree in mathematics), agrees: “We don’t want 1o get too
hung up on anything.” They both sing, of course, and at 25,
with ten vears ol experience and almost 6,000,000 records be-
hind them, they are riding high atop a wave of enthusiasm
that shows no sign ol cresting. Simon’s songs—understand-
ably, given their popularity with the teeny beats—are about
the pathos of being young. He writes about growing up
ridiculous in an urban environment thae 1s seldom control-
lable or comprehensible. His songs are about love and in-
difference and sex and absurdity. In compositions such as The
Dangling Conversation, he cries out at man's failure to com-
municate: "I cannot leel your hand/You're a stranger now
unto me/Lost in the dangling conversation . . .” Or, in a
song such as [ Am a Rock, he captures the defensiveness and
sell-protection that is a sorrowlully important part of life in
the modern metropolis: “. . . 1 have my books and my poetry
to protect me,/I am shielded in my armor, hiding in my
room. I touch no one and no one touches me.” Gar-
funkel's arrangements provide apt settings lor Simon's lonely
lyrics: the hnely wrought harmonies he conceives, [ull ol un-
expected turns and quiet understatement. have become the
duo’s hallmark. On stage, Simon, short, playlully aggressive,
commands the audience, makes 1t his; Garlunkel, all,
lithe, caresses the aowd with his sentle voice and supple
gestures. Together they create gems ol song, writien by a
youthful moralist and performed by a polished musical weam.
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AMERICA'S INVISIBLE GOVERNMENT (continued [rom page 132)

its mancuvers on the side of rightism and
reaction.

The CIA is proud of its record in
Guatemala, where it claims 10 have
masterminded the overthrow of the Com-
munist-influenced government ol Jacobo
Arbenz Guzman in 1954, Yer who was
it our CIA agents backed afterward?
A ruling junm led by Colonel Castillo
Armas! He routed the Communists, all
right. Then he set up a committee that
scizedd without compensation some 800,000
acres of kand from the peasants, returned
rich holdings 10 the United Fruit Com-
pany. repealed laws guarantecing  the
rnghts of workers and labor unions to
bargmn for their wages and, within a
week after taking over the government,
arrested 4000 persons on suspicion ol
Commumst activities. In Guaiemala to-
dav, 2.000.000 Indians continue 1o toil
lor stwrvation  wages  while  ulrarich
and anudemocratic landowners flourish.
Thewr wealth is moreasing. but, according
to reports, anti-United States, pro-Castro
sentiment has been smoldering  under
the surface.

In the davs when John TFoster Dulles
was  practicing  brmkmanship in the
State Department and his brother, Allen,
was heading up the CIA. some fancy
prose works were issued to jusiify the
operation ol the CIA adventure. In a
book entitled The Craft of Intelligence,
Allen Dulles cited the story in the Book
of Numbers about Moses sending spies
1o the Land of Canaan, offered a solemn
history of medieval Europe. alluded to
Disrach’s coup in connection with the
Suez Canal and, in general. built up a
air-raising piaure of clear and present
danger 1o justily the freeranging powers
of his agency. Mr. Dulles made eloquent
arguments, bur on the wrong subject.
We who call for Congressional supervi-
sion of intelligence activities are not so
much disturbed by the fact thar billions
ol dollars are being poured into the col-
lection of inlormation. We are more dis-
turbed by the faa that the CIA is not
satished 1o be our waitchdog, but wants
1o be its own master. It has taken on the
character ol a second government, an-
swerable only 1o itself.

The CIA was never intended 1o direct
the foreign policy of our country. It was
organized  as  an intelligence-colleciing
agency only, not as an operating, policy-
making branch of Government. Congress
acated the Agency in 1947 because of
the Lulure on the part of our intelhigence
1o anticipate the bombing of Penl Har-
The dutes of the CIA were set
forth in five short paragraphs:

bor.

1. To advise the Natonal Securi-
ty Coundil in matters concerning
such intelligence acuvines ol the

Government depariments and agen-
cies as relate to national security:

2, To make recommendations to
the National Sccurity Coundil for
the coordination of such intelli-
gence activities . ..

3. To correlate and evaluate in-
telligence relating to the national
security, and to provide for the ap-
propriate dissemination of such in-
telligence within the Government
.« . provided that the Agency shall
have no police. subpoena, law-cn-
forcement powers or internal-secur-
ity funciions . . . ;

1. Fo perform, for the beneht of
the existing intelligence agenaies,
such additional services of common
concern as the National  Security
Council determines can be more
cthaently accomplished centrally;

5 To perlorm such otha func
tions and duties related o intelli-
genee alleaing the nattonal security
as the National Security Council
may from tme to ume direa.

There is nothing in those paragriphs
about  overthrowing  foreign  govern-
ments, or mounting invasions, or oflering
$3,000,000 bribes—as was done o Prime
Minister Lee Kuan Yew i Singapore.
There is nothing about interlering in
the affairs of the Dominican Republic
or Vietnam—where 1 heard from an
American official in Ociober 1965 that
Vietnam Nationals emploved by the CIA
had, in one instance, posed as Vier Cong
and committed atrocities in a South Vier-
namese village, cither to discredic the
Viet Cong or to prove loyalty to them,
Whether such allegations were wrue, 1
cannot  say.  Other  Senators  visiting
southeast Asia heard similar reports. All
these powers were usurped on the basis
ol the litde phrase “other functions.”
That is oo broad a dehmuon for me.
Even President Truman, who called the
CIA into being in 1947, wrote in 1963:

I never had any thought that when
I set up the CIA that it would be
mjeced  into peaceume  cdoak-and-
dagger operations.  Some  of the
complications  and  embarrassment
that I think we have experienced
are in part auribatable o the fact
that this quict intellipence arm of
the President has been so removed
from its intended rvole that it is
being interpreted as a symbol ol
sinister and  mysterious  foreign in-
igue—iand a subjece lor cold-war
enemy propaganda.

The far-flung power of the CIA oper-
ates not only in foreign lands 1oday but
even within the continental limits of the
United States; 70 percent ol all those

thousands of employees arc  wearing
their doaks and carrying their daggers
right here ar home. There are regional
CIA ofhces in most of our major cities.
There is CIA money subsidizing college
programs, subtly and sometimes not so
subily mnfluencing academic attitudes.

Such was the case when Michigan
State University was used from 1955 to
1959 as a cover lor CIA opernions
connected with our acuvities in South
Vietmam. At Michigan State, the CIA is
reported to Tuve spent millions of dollars
to train policemen and officials for Presi-
dent Ngo Dinh Diem: the university
neglected its Tunctions of scholarship 1o
groom leaders {or a foreign government.
So, at least, were the accusations in an
article in the April 1966 Ramparts, writ-
ten by Stnley K. Sheinbaum, former
coordinator of the university’s Vietnam
project. Mr. Sheinbaum certainly oughit
o know. R:llph Smuckler, acting dean of
the Ofhee of Internavonal Programs at
Michigan State, has deprecated the sto-
ry, asserting that everything in it was
false and distorted. Other responsible
department heads at the university say
that there was substance in Sheinbaum's
charges. The most disturbing  part ol
the story is that there is no wav 1o get at
the real vuth, There must be good rea-
sons. however, lor Harvard and other
reputable universities to have relused 10
have any institutional invelvement with
the CIA.

Even more shocking was the disclosure
in February that for 15 years the Cenwal
Intelligence Agency gave searet hmanaal
support, totaling millions ol dollars, 10
the Navnonal Student Association, the
mation’s largest student organization, and
additional millions 1o other youth, labor,
education and church groups. The dis-
covery of such maladroit maneuvers on
the part of the CIA reduced virwally all
scholarly and  prolessional  groups in
America to the ranks ol the suspect.

Such CIA interference in organizations
outside s junisdiction is inexcusable and
indelensible. In this case, it brought
embarrassment upon  us at home and
humiliation abroad. And it still poses a
serious threat 10 academic freedom. Cer-
tainly other means could be found to
handle financial assistance lor these or-
gamizations and lor similar ones when
our country needs to be represented
abroad. What the CIA did was not only
immoral but in the end worked 1o the
detrmient ol our national imerests, It
seems at least o possibility, Tor instance,
than the Natonal Student Association will
disband. Certainly its overscas operations
will be drastically curtatled. Hencelorth,
the credibility ol all the organizations
that received CIA Tunds—in some cases
unwittinglv—will be diminished.

The CIA also supports foundations
and  cultral gvoups, a publishing firm
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and even a few wade unions. The CIA
director can bring 100 foreigners into this
country every year, totally exempt from
our immigration laws, Some supposedly
.‘\!'I')lll-'lll(.'(!ll.‘o Il(,'nl()llﬁll'(lli()llh Il}' inlli’
Castro Cubans and others may well have
been inspired by the CIA. There is no
way of finding out lor sure.

What kind of minds conwrol this vast
organization? For the most part, they
have been military in orientation. The
first director ol the CIA was Rear Ad-
miril Roscoe S, Hillenkoeuter, o brills
Aunapolis graduate who speaks  three
Languages. He was succeeded in 1950 by
General Walter Bedell Smith.

In February 1953, Allen Dulles was
appointed by President Fisenhower to
head the CIA. Dulles certainly brought
remarkable experience and tremendous
z¢al 1o his post. He had earned a bril-
liant reputation as chiel of the OSS in
Switzerland. Educated at Auburn, Paris
and Princeton, a lTormer English teacher
in the Far East, a successful internation-
al lawyer who knew personally many of
the political and industrial leaders ol Eu-
rope. he was eminently qualified lor the
job. Besides, his brother was Secretary of
Staite.

Dulles' successor was John McCone, a
man with white hair and a kind face.
The American public learned litde about
him. He was not in the habit of giving
imerviews or making speeches. It s
known, however, that he is a multimil-
lionaire who made money in the ship-
building business i wartime, directed
the Panama Pacihc Tankers Company
(which carries oil to the Middle East);
and that he received an engineer's degree
from the University of California in
1922,

McCone was followed by Vice-Admiral
William  Francis Raborn, Jr., U.S.N.
(vetived). Admiral Raborn had been a
Navy man since he received his ensign’s
commission in 1928, He had served his
country with distinction as Naval olhcer
through the years. He helped  develop
the Navy's guided missiles and aviation
ordnance. He became Director of Central
Inelligence in 1963 and was formerly
deputy chiel of Naval Operations.

The present ruler ol the CIA empire is
Richard M. Helms, 53, a Phi Beta Kappa
graduaie of Williams, who speaks three
languages and has been in the spy busi-
ness fTor 25 years. During World War
T'wo, he worked for the Oflice ol Strategic
Services and—alter a briel stay with the
War Deparument’s intelligence unit—he
joined the CIA when it was founded in
1917. Unlike most ol his predecessors,
Helms is not a professional military man,
As a avilian, he is presumably better
suited to head this civilian agency.

What kind of people work for the
CIA? On the one hand, there is the vast
number of employees who work in the

headquarters at Mclean, Virginia, and
in the various regional offices. Many of
them are recruited on college campuses
from the cream of the student body. All
are young people with excellent educa-
tions, many of them Ph.D.s. Quite differ-
et are the agemts in the field. The
“carcer”  secret agent must have  an
unusual combination of skills. He must
be keen and sensitive, adept at  lan-
guages, at geography, at duplicity. He
must  be  highly  motivated  and  pa-
wriotic. willing to undergo dangers, yet
always remain anonymous. But [rom the
report on CIA operations in countries
like Laos and Guatemala, there is dearly
a streak of the advenwurer in many ol
these individuals. They may not be as
colorful or sartorially impeccable as
James Bond. but a number of them have
certainly shown themselves capable of
cqually highhanded, picaresque behayv-
ior. While many have proved themselves
competent spies, few are the type 1o
whom the American people would be
likely to wurn for the fateful decision-
making powers that have sometimes
been left in their hands.

At the CIA’s $46.000,000 “hidden”
headquarters in Langley, Virginia, the
interior architecture is so designed that
half the time, T am informed, one CIA
emplovee hasn't the slightest idea what
anyone clse in the place is up to. This
secrecy within secrecy may reinforee the
scaurity ol the operation, but has been
known to interfere with its efhiciency and
cconomy. The building contains some
fantastic  facilitics—enough 1o gladden
the heart of any spy-movie director in the
world. There are special explosives,
miniaturized weapons, invisible inks, an
clectronic brain, a phototype robot with
the thrilling designation of Intellofax,
and a huge library containing 200,000
newspapers, books and other periodicals,
The CIA's electronic hrain can call up in-
formation stored on 40,000,000 punch
cards. [ was amused 1o learn also that the
CIA library harbors a gigantic collection
of spy and mystery stories. [rom Edgar
Allan Poe 1o lan Fleming. It is comlort-
ing 1o know that if our boys ever run out
of their own ideas, they can consult the
creative masters in the field.

All of these resources, of course. help
account for the staggering sums [un
neled through the CIA and the other
agencics in our intelligence effort. Don't
misunderstand me. 10 the CIA is our
most hush-hush agency. that is surely as
it should be. IF everything about it is
kept under cover, the needs ol the opera-
tion would scem to require this. 1 would
be the last 1o want o hamper CIA em-
ployees Irom  satisfactorily performing
their important duties. But how can I, as
an clected representative of the people,
be suve that this s happening? 1 know of
ample evidence, which has come 1o light
just in the past three years, to cause me
to doubt the cfficiency and good judg-

ment of some CIA  employees and
officials. About some of the details T pre-
[er to exercise the charity of my own si-
Ience. The purpose of this article is not
to impugn the motives of our intelligence
people nor to hamper their legitimate
work in protecting our interests. but to
suggest a bewer form of conuwol. Many
millions of axpayers’ dollars are being
spent for the maintenance ol this opera-
tion, and the taxpavers are entitled at
least to reliable assurance that money lfor
the CIA 15 at all umes being  spent
wisely.

Twelve years ago, the Hoover Com-
mission recommended  a joint Senate-
House “watchdog™ commitiee 1o supervise
the CIA. Primarily beawse officials of the
CIA opposed it, this recommendation
wis never implemented,

I recently introduced a legislative pro
posal providing for a joint Congressional
committee 1o serve as master to the CIA
watchdog and 10 monitor its activities
and expenditures. My bill proposes that
a special committee be set up, composed
ol 12 Senators and Representatives, one
majority and one minority member of
cach of the House and Senate commit-
tees on Armed Services, Appropriations
and Foreign Relations. This joint Con-
gressional committee would be empow-
ered to hold regular executive or sccret
sessions and would be provided with
adequate Tunds, space and suaff.

The present two informal committees
—one in the Senate, the other in the
House—have no staff whatever. They
are composed of the chairmen and rank
ing majority and minority members ol
the Appropriations and Armed Services
commitices ol both houses. The mem-
bers ol these two committees already
have a wemendous work load. 1 must
say, I was surprised when T learned that
one very influential member ol Congress,
with considerable seniority and a fine
record ol personal and political achicve-
ment, had stared sometime following his
appointment to this committee, “I don’t
know much about the operations ol the
CIA and I don’t want to know.” That's a
shocking state of allairs.

Our founding fathers, who were the
architects ol our Constitntion, gave the
Senate the power to offer advice and
consent to the President in making trea-
ues with foreign nations and to advise
and consent o the appointment of cer-
tain high ofhcials in the Exccuative and
Judicial branches of our Government.
The Congress alone is the source and
must remain the source of all foreign-
policy legislation. Congress alone must
decide the proper appropriations lor lor-
eign assistance. I i s true that the CIA,
however induwecaly, is inlringing on the
responsibilities of the Stae Deparunent,
the Delense Department and the author-
ity of Congress, this infringement must
.'tl.Ul).

I have no way of proving that the CIA
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is overstaffed. T have no way ol proving
that the CIA s spending oo much ol the
taxpayers” money. Neither can any other
Senator or Represcnnative. But we have
good reasons lor suspicion. We do not
necd two governments: one is enough.

In their eveopening book on the Cen-
wal Intelhigence Agency. The Iniasible
Government, David Wise and Thomas
B. Ross state:

Can  the  Invisible Government
cever be made Tully compatible with
the democratic sysiem?

The answer s no. It cinnot be
nade Tully compatible. But. on the
other himd, it secms mescapable that
some form ol Invisible Government
is essential o monal security i a
time of Cold War., Therelore, the
urgent necessity in such o national
dilemmmia is 10 make the Iavisible
Government as reconalable as possi-
ble with the democrtic system, aware
that no more than a twenuous com-
promise cin be achieved.

What, then, is o be done?

Most important. the public, the
Prosident and  the Congress must
suppart steps w0 control the el
ligence  establishment, 10 place
checks on s power and 1o make it
truly accountable,  particulaly  in
the arca ol specdial operamions,

The danger ol speaal operations
does not lie in tables ol organizuion
or questions of technique, but in
cmbarking upon them oo readily
and without  elfective  Presidential
control.  Special — operations  pose
dangers not only 10 the nations
against which they are divected but

to ourselves. They raise the ques
ton of how Lo a hee socicty, in
attempting 1o preserve itself, cim em
ulne a dosed society wnhout be
coming indistinguishable from i1,

In our Iree socdiety, the end cimnot be
construed 1o jusuly the means. The dan-
ger ol emulating the methods of our ene-
nues is that we may hnd ourselves also
parroting their morality. Those inside the
scoret ring ol the C1A are all oo likely 1o
succumb to the simple human Lailing of
rationilizing their own dedgsions and be
havior. Objective evaluation by respon-
sible cleaed representatives is the best
way to counteract this, That is the whole
point ol our constitutional  system  of
checks sond balances. Swashbuckling, du-
phditous, highhanded, adventurous  be-
havior is wemendously amusing in books
mnd movies—the more the bener. But
when dealing with the real world, and
real human hives, seaecy and duplicity
cnnot be allowed to run amuck with our
salety, our prestige and  our national
wellare.

A small joint committee on the Cen-
tral Intelligence Agency. such as I have
proposed, would provide the safeguards
necessiny 1o prevent abuses ol power by
the CIA. It would assure that Congress
is included in dedsions vital 10 our na-
tional security, in accordance with the
provisions and intent ol the Constitution
ol the United States,

In the CIAS vast hideaway in Virgin-
ta, the marble insaription on the lefr wall
reads: AND YE SHALL KNOW THE TRUTIL
AND THE TRUTH SHALL MAKE YOU FREE.
How about that?

a

GRAND PRIX

(continued from page V1)

concept ol true motor racing as i com-
petition by fast cars over ordinary two-
lane roadwav had been established  as
the ideal. Tt sull is.

Some  courses, like Le

Mans  and

Rheims in France, incorporae regular

highway: onc, Silverstone in Englnd, is
bied on o World War Two airport: Wat-
kins Glen in the United States and the
Nurburgring in Germany woere designed
and buile [or racing, and simulate voad-
way. The length of the comrse cin be
anvihing: Monte Gulo is 1.9 miles 1o the
lap. the Nirbwgring is 1120 A race at
Monte Carlo, or, properly, Moniico, 1s
160 Japs. The Grand Prix ol Gernany
at the Ring is 15, This vear’s T1 races
(there were 9 last year) will be run in
France.  Monaco,  Holland,  Germany,
Belsium, England, Tialy, South Alvica,
Canada, the United States and  Mexico.
These are the races that count toward
the world championship for drivers o
the dvmpionship for consiructors, the
nunulacturers ol the s, on a system of
points for winning and placing. They are
properly  called  grandes  épremses—ihe
word means “test,” or Twrial”"—ind purises
argue that only the old European vices
are wrandes  éprewves, excduding  such
social climbers as Mexico and the United
States. That aside, a country can have a
number ol Granud Prix vaces. that is, races
run to the stndard ser up by the world
governimg body ol the sport, the Fédera-
tion Internationale de 'Awomobile, b
it cin nominate only one as its giande
éprevve, and this one i designied with
the name ol the counwry: the Grand Prix
de France, and so on. The G. P of the
United Stues s run over the 2 35-mile
course in Watkins Glen. the Upstate New
York village where American road rawing
wits re-established in 1948,

The fist 1967 Grand Prix was 1he
South African, run January 2 a1 Kyaliomi.
Pedro Rodngues won in a (:unpcr—
Maserati. Rodriguez had not won a G I
betore. His primary reputation, and it is
i formidable one. s as o long-distnce
specialist. Pedro and his vounger brother
Ricudo  Dbegan their aoeers on the
Mexicm motoreycle arcuits, They moved
to sports ans and Ricardo won o race
Riversude in Calilorma
old enough to hiave a hicense 1o diive on
the road. He was killed in practice for
the Grand Prix ol Mexico in 1962,

The drivers” warld- championship svs
tem was set up only recenly, in 1950,
and nine men have held the e since.
Oune, Juan Manuel Fangio of Argenting,
won it Iive times; Jack Brablion of Aus-
malia. the correne holder, three times:
aned Jim Clark of Scotland and Alberto
Ascari of Tualy, twice each. One Ameri
cin has been champion: Phil Hill in
1961, Fangio won 24 Grand Prix races
during his carcer. Cluk, next highest

belore he was




vanked, has so lar won 200 Bricsh drivers
have dominated the ield for more than a
decade.

It is wsual. in American journalism. to
qualify the champion’s utle. the ordinary
form being “road-racing champion of the
world.” This is a gratuitous and egregious
crror. The Tact is that the champion
of the world is just that: the univer
sal boss, properly ranked over the lesser
talents who drive only stock cars. midg-
dirt-track  cars, sports e, Indian-
apolis cis. and so on. The Grand Prix
dviver's car, and the werrain over which
he moves it, demand all ol the separate
skills of the other and lower categorics,
raised to 1he nth power. It is basic 10 an
understanding of the fantastic level of
skill required to drive a G.P. car flat out
to know that it has nothing whatever to
do with driving a two-seater sports cr at
100 miles an hour on a pirkway: there is
virtually no connection between the two
things, save one so tenuous as to be analo-
gous 1o that between a hand-cranked
hurdy-gurdy and  a  cuhedral - organ.
Thus, the really great Grand Prix dviver
cin drive anvihing. He can outmatch
the specialists in their own fields. Exam-
ples abound. Stirling Moss of England,
probably the greatest driver who ever
lived, was as capable in sports cars as in
Grand Prix. He won the most demanding
of all sports-car 1aces, the 1000-mile cross-
country Mille Miglia, ar the highest aver-

cls.

age speed ever recorded. almost 100 miles
an hour, which meant doing 175 on slip-
pery two-lane rouds. and going into cities
at 150, He won the coveted Coupe des
Alpes of the Alpine Rally, a stock-car
event, three times in suceession lor not
having lost a single point. a feat accom-
plished only once belore. He drove land-
specd-record cars and he drove Rarts.

When Jimmy Clok cme o Indin-
apolis in 1963, moguls of the “500”
establishment.  pavochial  as Tibetans,
unlettered and naive, were merry a the
prospect of a “sportv-can” driver pitred
against the brutal reality of the “Brick-
vard™ and the hairv men who van on 1.
It was instantly obvious that as L as
skill mattered. Clrk could blow ol any
driver in the place when and where he
pleased. Two vears Later, having sorted
out problems ol rules, rubber and it
crews. he did just that. There were those
who were astonished, beciuse Indianap-
olis was the first big wack race Clark had
wied. They need not have been. Jack
Brabham ran for vears on Australian dirt
tracks. Tt was valuable schooling, but he
didn't learn how to drive, in the full
sense ol the word, until he went to
Europe.

Of every 100 men who attempt a seri-
ous stah at Grand Prix racing. ulented
men with good backgrounds in other
kinds ol driving, two or three will, in the
course ob anvihing up o five yeurs, make

it: They will step into the ring of 20 or so
drivers who are intermationally “ranked,”
which is to say, licensed 1o drive Grand
Prix cars. OfF this number. perhaps half
will be good enough 10 be serious con-
tenders lor the world championship: one
out of five of this group will almost cer
tainly win it. In some years there may he
ane out ol the top hive—hke will not nec
essarily be the champion—so incredibly
skilled that he approaches the ecrie. In
its 72 vewns of exisience, motor racing
has produced five such: Tazio Nuvolari,
Rudoll Caracciola, Juan Manuel Fangio,
Stirling Moss and  Jimmy Clok, Al of
them  were cearly gifted  [ar hevond
common capacity, and all remarkable for
obsessive  single-mindedness and  blind-
g concentration.

Concentration is the single most valu-
able atribure ol a Grand Prix driver, as
suming he has the ordinary armorarium
of needed skills. It is casy to see why.
Think of vowsell in a car that will do
1490 miles an hour, on the Bonneville Salt
fluts, with a completely clear, billid-
table-level ten nules ahead, marked on
the avstal surlace by a sivcinch-wide tar
black line. One mile from the end of the
course. vou have amranged for two bright-
red fligs to he stuck nto the salt, so thin
you will have time to brake. You have
onulv 1o crank the cr up o 190, keep it
reasonably close 1o the black Tine, and
stop it gradually.  For miles around,
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PLAYBOY

there's nothing you can run into. In this
simple sttuation, so placid in the telling,
you will find yoursell concentrating unul
your head hurts, because once you have
passed 125 miles an hour, a single coarse
movement of the steering wheel, a bun-
gled gear shift, a panic lunge at the
brake is enough to start the car sliding,
to roll ir, and to kill you.

Now, put yoursell in the situation of a
Grand Prix driver running in the race
that usually opens the scason: the Grand
Prix of Monaco. You are wearing flame-
prool underwear and flameproof over-
alls, leather gloves and the best helmet
the aviation industry can produce and
money can buy, Your gogeles cover the
top hall ol your face. For the rest, vou
tic on a mask of white ameprool cloth.
You are now fireproof—Ilor a maximum
ol 30 seconds, If you're not out of the
burning car by then, all bets are off. You
have lowered yoursell into the vehide
by siretching your arms over vour head
and wcking them into the car alterward.
You have just cnough irm movement 1o
turn the steering wheel through the lim-
ited arc it requires and 1o llip the gear-
shife lever through its 4, 5 or 6 slows. You
are going to get tired of that, because
you'll have to shift every three to five
scconds [or two hours and 10 minutes:
abour 2300 times—and 2500 clutch-
pedal movements. You'll put the brakes
on as hard as vou know how 600 times.
The cur has been set up, or chassis-
tuned, to your precisc requirements,
which may have made it almost undriv-
able by another man. You may prefer that
it understeer a bit in the corners, tending
to go siraight, or plow, where another
driver would rather have the rear end
swing out. Within reason, vour mechan-
ics will adjust the car to do anvthing you
like, 10 help vou in your basic problem,
which is to make it go just as last as it
possibly can every foot of the way. This
means holding it at a speed just a hair
under the vate at which it will lose all
tire adhesion and fy off the road into the
scenery. Il you go slower, everyone will
pass you: faster, you'll be out of the race
and probably into the hospital. Every-
thing is complicated by the fact that you
are going to race through city streets,
nowhere more than two cars  wide.
Monte Carlo is a hilly city, and you are
going 1 go steeply up and sweeply down;
you are going to go through right-angle
cornars, hairpins, fast bends; once a lap
you are going through a wnnel {at about
115) so curved that you can’t sce the exit
from the entrance, and will have w hope,
100 times, that no one is sliding crosswise
in front of you. Out of the tunnel you
will howl along an unfenced water front.
High curbs, marble and granite build-
ings, plue-glass windows, wees and wa-
ter border the circuit. There is not a yard
of ground n which a driver can make

160 the slightest mistake and not pay for it,

in lost time, damage to the cr or injury
10 himsell.

No two circuits are alike. The Niir-
burgring has 176 bends, and rises and falls
3000 feer. Zandvoort, in Holland, lies
in dune counwry. A strong wind blows off
the sea and lays sand, nearly as slippery
as oil at high speeds, on the corners. At
Spa. in Belgium, it nearly always rains.
Last year the weather was clear at the
starting line, but hallway around the
8.7-mile crcuit the whole field of cars,
running about 140 mph, slaimmed into a
wall of rain. Because he must constantly
adjust to changes in his cnvironment
ranging from minor to startling (driving
a G.P.ocar fast in wafhic requires about
five decaisions a second), the driver must
function at a high efliciency without in-
terruption, and he must have unusual
cquipment to begin with, Most G. P. driv-
ars are slightly but swongly built. (Big
men e unusual) They have notable
endurance and they recuperate quickly
from injury. They are rarely ill.

It's hard to think of one who is not
physically compelling in one way or an-
other, and since women are irresistibly
attracted 10 men, no matter what they
look like, who are conspicuously wealthy
or conspicuously  brave, racing  drivers
can move centered in shoals of good-
looking women. The committed ones—
wives, mistresses, [riends—cluster around
the pits, and the closer they are to the
drivers the more likely they'll be actively
helping, scoring, timekeeping, whatever.
They want 0 be busy. they don't
want to think about what it's like on the
circuit, about whiat may happen out
there. The others, most of them attached
to men of lesser rank than drivers, men
concerned with the sport in any capacity
[rom team manager to spectator, float
about looking madly glamorous in hip-
huggers or golden-leather miniskirts. The
drivers are not more thin momentarily
diverted. The girls, they know, will be
around forever, but this race, today, will
never be run again,

A London psychologist, Berenice Krik-
ler, made the only study of the G. P, driv-
er I know, using as a sample five of the
top rankers, including two world cham-
pions. She found that they were well
above their natonal levels in intelli-
genee; that their motor reaction times
were, on average, no laster than those of
a conwrol pgroup ol nondrivers, but that
they were capable, when motivated, of
reaction times quite beyond those of the
control group, and were particularly fast
in oot reaction; that their concentration
was superior, equal to that of college
graduates ol higher intelligence  than
theirs: that their mental speed was he-
low average in relaxed circumstances but
extraordinarily high when they were put
under stress. (Most people, ol course, react
oppositely.)  They were nonimpulsive,
attentive o decudl,  patient,  persistent,

and very realistic in the goals they
sct for themselves. They felt somewhat
detached from ordinary lile, and took a
great sense of exhilaration, power and
conrol out of driving, so much so as o
indicate that retirement is probably hard
er for a race driver than for anv other
comparable prolessional. The root lasci-
nation for the driver lies in his comrol
over a vehicle that combines hrute power
and  grear  delicacy, with  high  siakes
riding on his maintenance of this control:
weilth, [ame, life or death.

Wealth is probably the least of it. One
or two drivers ar the op ol the wee may
get imto the 5100000 avear  bracket,
sometimes perhaps quite a littdde wav into
it. but most are pleased to do S20L000 or
530,000 a year. On European circuits,
first prize for a big race may be less than
53000, to be shared with the owner of
the car. (First prize at Indianapolis in
1966 was worth over S150.000 1o Gra-
ham Hill, the 1962 world champion who
won.) The driver will take up to S1000
in “starting money,” paid il he beging
the race, regardless of wherve he finishes.
A topranking driver will have contracts
with manufacturers of everything [rom
tires to toothpaste, and these can bring
him $50,000 a year, or S1000, depend-
ing upon how well he did the scason be-
fore. The percemages of owner-driver
splits are tighdy held secrets, but they
are not often as good as 50-50. The driv-
cr's solution would seem to be to race his
own Gir. but the cost is so nearly prohibi-
tive that there are only three men uving.
Joakim Bonnier, a Swede. and  Guy
Ligier, of TFrance, are independenty
wealthy: Bob Anderson, an Englishman,
actually makes racing support him, a feat
for which he is held in awe.

Another factor militating against pri-
qatcers is that the race-car manufac
turers will not sell cars as good as those
they propose to run themselves. The
only priviwe patron still uying 1o buck
the lactories is Rob Walker of the John-
ny Walker Scotch whisky firm. Wilker's
financial resources are of course ample,
but no amount of moncy will buy a du-
plicate of Enzo Ferrari’s or Juck Brab-
ham’s number-one car. Walker has had his
uiumphs—one of Moss' greatest taces
was Monaco 1961 in a Walker-owned
Lows, the second time a Walker car had
won that Grand Prix—and, in the old
British sports tradition, he will probably
go on as long as he has a chance ol win-
ning and as long as the tax people will let
him: bhut when he finally sieps aside, it's
unlikely anyone will ke up the wrch.

The major firms currently  building
Formula I cars awe Honda of Japan, Fer-
vart of laly, All-American Racers of the
United States, McLaren, Brabham, Lo
tus, Cooper and BRM of Great Britain.
Farrari and Lowus sell passenger cars in
limited numbers, as does Honda, which
also has a broad supportive base in
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We're not saying you don’t need and self-conscious? And started to
a conventional tuxedo. But there are squirm. IU’s not that your tuxedo was
times when you need something less light. I1's just that vou weren’t loose.

Or how about the
times your wife gotall
dressed up in a new
cocktail dress that just
knocked you out? And
vou put on your good

—well, less formal.So we
added a new kind of for-
malwear toourcollection.
We call it the Informal
Formal.
What you get with the

Informal Formal is a : A (ropical suit. And
whole different look. Which, in turn,  you just didn’t make it.

gives you a whole different feeling. You'd have made it iman
You know, all dressed up. Bul in a Informal Formal.

What vou do is hang one
between your tropical suit
and your tuxedo. And
when the time comes
(as itmust in every man’s
life) when you don’t
know whether 1o
reach for the tropi-
cal or the tux, you reach for this.

You can wear the Informal For-
mal to lots of places.

Forexample, dinner and dancing
at the Club—on a Tuesday night.

At a romantic candlelight dinner
for two — with domestic champagne.

To a very expensive supper club

casual kind of way. And how many —when voure only sitting at the bar.
times have you wished for that? You get the idea.

How many times. for instance, Now. why not get the Infor-
have you felt just a little overdressed mal Formal?
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keeps its crease, resists wrinkles . . . looks as good at 9 PM as it did at
9 AM. Distinctively styled for the man in a hurry .. . ideal for Spring
and Summer's busy schedule. See it at fine stores everywhere.
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industry. Brabham  manuflactures  race
cars for sale and has sold 250 of them
(Formula 11, Formula 111, Formula Jun
ior), which makes him a General Mo-
tors—hike giantin a held in which the sale
ol a dozen cars is a2 big deal. McLaren—
a lorm headed. ke Brablam. and Dan
Gurney's  All-American Racers. by a
driver, the New Zealander Bruce M
Laren—makes Grand Prix cars. Coopay
has a profiable backup in modifving
passenger cars o go laster than stand.
arde All-Ameriam Racers sells Indianap-
olis cars, Gurney-Weslake evlinder heads,
and has had oil and tire sponsors.

In the beginning, race s were last
versions ol passenger curs by the same
builders, and their costs were reasonably
charged 10 advertising. In the 19505, the
Ialian and Gennan governments under
Mussolini and Hitler subsidized Grand
Prix eams as instruments ol amional
propaganda, a gambit that rveached s
renith in the monster Auto-Union amd
Mercedes-Benz cus running just before
World War Two. One ol them, the
WI25 Mercedes-Benz ol 1937, weighed
less than 1650 pounds and produced 646
horsepower. The Gernun cars were un
beatable, and they did serve a provably
usclul propaganda purpose. Today prop
aganda is sull the root support behind
motor rcing, but it is commercial, not
nationalistic in purpose. An oil company
may allocite S500L000 4 vear 1o racing. 1o
Le able w advertse that So-and-So won
the G.P. of Whaisit on Blotz gasoline
and oil. 1t was to make this support pos-
sible that exotic luels based on alcohols
were Torbidden in Grand Prix racing a
few years ago in Lvor ol gasoline—avia-
tion gas, 1o be sure, bur gas just the
sune. The conneaion bertween the 130
octane luel i a GoP. o and the vegular
man MG in Birminghan is meaningless,
ol course, but it sells gasoline. Only
three companies make racing tires today
—Firestone. Dunlop, Goodyear. The com-
petition among them s fierce and on a
24-howr-aday  basis. Spark-plug  nuikers,
battery companics, all mauner of people
lumped s accessory supplicrs e willing
10 buy some ol the publicty value ol
Gramd Prix racing, For the builders of
whole cars, it's a linde tougher. A sports
croor o gran {urpsme car can look a lot
like a stndind  showroom  sedan-—ihns
the millions it cost Ford 1o win Le Mans
were incelligomly and uselully spent—
but it's hard lor the average motorist 1o
relate his stition wagon 10 a Lotns. A
Grand Prix car is not a desivable con-
umer device,

Advocates of sports that are dull, dan-
serous or immoral have alwavs been e
sourcelul i fosteving  and  delending
them. Boxing, as ugly an endeavor as
lis heen sanctioned Tor public display in
our time, is outed as character-building.
Until it became wrally absurd, the cliche
waditionally supportive of horse racing




was, it improves the breed.” TFlecter
carriage horses, sturdier draft animils
were available, our grandlathers were
asked to believe, of the Men-
delian pressures hutlt up on the 1racks.
The boredom ol baseball was excused on
the ground of patriotisim, the gume was
held o be as American as apple pie—a
Luropean  culimany invention., by the
wav. Motor racing has its own diché:
today s the passenger
I'his line 1s most often

hecause

“The race car ol
car ol romorrow.”
hustled by motoring jourmalists anxious
o inflate the importance ol the ficld they
cover and by race-track promorers. It s
completely without substance. The late
Lawrence Pomcirov, the loremost world

authority on Grand Prix  automobiles,
wrote, “Nearly all the worthwhile
ventons  of  auwtomobilism  had  bheen

lodged in the Patent Olhice belore the
first Grand Prix ol 1906, and the lew re-
maining  discoveries virtually  coincided
with the carly period of Grand Prix rac-
ng. " He 12 Dhasic

inventions, all ol which have repeatedly

goes on 1o list
heen claimed as originating in racing,
and none of which did. He might luve
added 1wo dozen other things, from the
awtomatic transmission ad power sieer-
ing 1o the limitedslip differential, to disk
brakes, all ol which ¢aime 10 racing long
alter their use by civilians, 1 did believe
for years that Liad
wributed one thing 1o the general wel-
lare:  the believed
and even, miea culpa, lay down on paper
that Ray Harroun, who won the lirst In-
dianapohs “H007 race, had devised the

MoLor raang COn-

rearview  maror, |l

review muoror because he proposed o
run the race alone, without the usual rd-
ing mechanic o tell him what was going
on astern. This jolly livde fable was Late-
Iv blown out ol the water by one Thom
Skeer of Woodbridge, Virginia. Writing
1o the magazine Road & Track, M.
Skeer avers that the rearview was pat
ented (Noo 516.910) i 1894—Ilor use on
bicycles. He deserves a voie of thanks. It
that
producad such nonutilitarian devices as

15 cnough automobile racing  has
scats made our of gas ks and engines
that will turn at the unlikely rate ol 200
umes a sceond. The rest s hypocrisy.
One does not hear the Swiss argue that
ropes developed lor mountain dimbing
luve the

houscwile. The Spanish would deny that

meant stouter clotheslines o
the corvida de toros has improved the
breed ol anvihing except the bulls, and
that ounly 1o make them more Ill.';Ll'l)' aly
solutely uscless Tor anyihing except kill-
ing horses and men, Grand Prix racing
similarly should be its own justilication.
There are Tew endeavors in which men
voluntarily add lide risk 10 the produc
tion ol an aesthetcally moving spectacle.
Thin
asked,

is cnough. More should not be

straight and
narrow slacks

not for the narrow-minded
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Lee-Prést Leens have the
look that calls for courage.
A neat hip-huggin’, low-
riding look that's strictly
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straight-and-narrow only
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press, Leens never
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ever seen. B Carefully upholstered with deep, plush
fabrics featuring the rich, pelted look of precious fur
by Norwood Mills. (Looks and feels unbelievably real.)
B Available now for immediate delivery at fine stores
' . everywhere. Write for more wild information: Howard-
i Parlor Furniture Co., 3737 S. Ashland, Chicago 60609.

HOWARD~PARLOR

PLAYBOY

VWU%PP

TAME
ROOM

o T — s A Ay A N |

N P i AR SN A L

Y oA it UL B L ] S et ) gt
. T b b e e m‘wm;:w;:;m

R e, B i

164




l.m[m F “m‘\“ {continued from page 82)

say so, fortunetcllers say so. 5o they
wait.”
“But if
the .., &
The dry leaves in the old man’s throat
were rustling again, and when the doctor
wanshed he was carelul and suddenly
formal. “He welcomes vou to village, He
congratulaies vour Anmy for victory. He
his

the boy has gone  with

promisc  cooperation  his  lamily.
fricnds. He asks only permission (o
wait.”

said the
for.

“To wait? Sure he can wait,”
sergeant. “Whatever he's waiting
But twell him he can start cooperating
right now. Tell him that we goua spray
this place and them with DDT now.”

The doctor looked away. “Nobody
sick here. Looks cean”

“I know, bur we got orders.”

“OK.” the docor said, "OK."" And he
spoke again to the weathered face ol the
father. All this ume the girl sat unmov-
ing. But it was not repose: It scemed 0
still for that. Even her breathing was
controlled, invisible. She was wound up
tight, concentrating on the moment, ab-
sorbing every word, hearing cvery dink
and shufltle behind her. T was sure that
she knew, without turning, how many of
us were there, and what we carried and
wliat we looked like: and suddenly 1 had
the sensation that she also knew what 1
was thinking, and at that thought desire
plunged through me. followed by shame.
But then the doctor started translating
the father's words and all reverie ended.

“I told him what vou sav. He says,
No. He says you cannot enter house to-
day. He says, you go in house, vou try
ouch girl, he will uy Kill you. He says,
maybe he can't kill vou. maybe you
shoot him, but he will try. He says you
come in and touch girl. you must kill
him and young boy. and maybe girl,
1ov."”

We all stared into the seamed face of
the old man. His glinering eyes stung
cach of us in turn and passed on. For a
fong moment no one moved, no one
spoke; we stood in a fricze, an invisible
line drawn hetween the three people in
the house and the four ol us in the mud
ol the courtvard. There was 1the sun-
shine, dazeling on the white garment of
the old man, a gleam of red lacquer

deep in the shadows ol the room beyond
the givl, her blue-black hair, and the
prattle of the stream. T felr the dust gun,
heavy in my hand, and heard, from the
woods behind the house, an unfamiliar
bivdcall, lonesome and sweer.

Finally the sergeant found his voice.
“Tell Papa-san we have o spray and
there’s nothing he can do about it. Tell
him what DDT is, about typhus and lice,

and about all the people who are sick in
his village. Tell him it won't hurt her.
Tell him."”

The doctor sighed and began. He
spoke soldy and the old man warched
and DListened, and sull the givl didn't
move and the voung boy glared. We
were damp with sweat, our unilorms
grimy. We cnried weapons and the rude
dust guns, and our boots were covered
with mud and filth. And then T looked at
the old man in his brilliant white robe,
and at the girl in her carmine skirt and
cmbroidered vellow jacket, and at the
bluesilk cushion and the ribbon in her
hair. And I wondered if the hvgiene les-
son was as incomprehensible o them.
who understood the language, as it was
o me. lor whom the sounds were
meaningless.

At length the doctor finished and ic
was the old man’s tmrn. He gestured to-
ward the girl, and 1o us, and it seemed
he shook his head. "OK.” said the docor.
“1 think DDT OK. But he say girl clean,
she wash body every day, no lice, no
wyphus here. This cean house, he say.
This virgin girl. Man never touch her. If
man touch her wedding dress, specially
il GI wuch her, she cannot marry. But
he say DDT OK. but he will give DDT.
You DDT boy, he will watch, then he
will DDT the girl”

The sergeant sighed. "OR.”" he said.
At an order from the old man, the boy
stood up. Taking my dust gun, the ser
geant stepped up on the flat stone under
the portico. The boy came to him and
the sergeant pumped powder into the
boy's sleeves, and down his neck in [rom
and back, and up the legs ol his trousers

and down around the waisthand. For
each operation, he genly turmed the boy
so the old man could see what he was
doing. The boy’s eyves narrowed and his
lips set tight; and still the girl had not
stirred. When the sergeant was flinished,
he walked over and handed the duster
up to the father. The old man 1ook it
holding it backward, and muttered
something.

“He s very sad,” the doctor rans-
Led. “He savs again, she wash every
day, not sick. He think mavbe DDT very
bad thing for bride. for virgin.”

The sergeant’s voice tighiened. “You
just tell him iv won't hure her, and that il
he don’t do it I will” And he hitched
his carbine around so that the old man
would be reminded ol it

The father studied the sergeant. nod-
ded slowly and walked around 10 face
the girl. Words fluttered Irom his mouth,
long sentences. and he seemed 10 bow
slightly. We waited. And then, in slow
motion, like wood smoke drilting up-
ward on a cilm dav, the girl rose 1o her
[ull height. tall as the old man, taller.
The fall of black hair hung suaighe lor
half her length, glossy and cool. amnd the
pink ribbon at the end swayed saualy, A
small red Hower, like those of the gar-
land on the gate, fell lrom her lap o the
floor. Her fgure was hidden within her
billowing red skivt; but in the solt con-
tour of shoulder and neck. there was
sign enough ol vouth, grace and beauty
to kindle us all. We knew she felt our
stares and that somehow she was Iencing
with our lust: Tall and erect though she
stood. she was poised to spring away if
we approached oo near. or to vanish en-
tirely by some stroke of girlish magic. 1
heard the strange birdeall again, nearer

“I never met a man I didn't like.”
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now, and lnded that it came Irom with-
in the houwse.

The old man spoke and the girl lified
her arms toward her father. Her hands
ceemed  strangely small and pale. Nerv-
ously, the old man cdeed the snout of
the dust gun under one cull and looked
at the sergeant. The sergeant nodded,
The man awiddled  the handle  and
Llinked in bewilderment when nothing
happened.

“Harder,” said the sergeant. making a
hist and pushing the air. The Luher mut-
tered what sounded like a curse, planted
Lis feer wide and pumped the gun vigor-
ously. His eyes were moist, We could see
some white powder pufl our through the
pores ol the long lemon-vellow sleeves,
but the girl stood rigid. The old man
glanced at us again, ook a deep breath
and started on the other sleeve. Abrupt
y, the doctor trned away and studied
the label on a boule of pills. But the
three ol us, hoping that the girl would
have 1o turm, could not unbasten our eyes
Irom the back of her head.

When the sleeves were done, the old
man wirned pleading eves on us again,
but the sergeant pulled at his own bele
and pointed inside his trousers and into
his shirt. For a second longer, the old
man witched the sergeant’s Tace. weigh
ing, wondering. Then he spoke soltly 1o
the givl. Her arms came down and the
back of her high waistband tghiened as
she pulled it out in front. Over his
daughter’s shoulder the father  gazed.
looking at us and bhevond. as il he could
somchow lessen the insult ol the thing

by counting the wrees along the hilltop
across  the  wvalley:  and  the
worked briskly in his hands,

It could have ended there, T suppose.
No one really thought that the dusting of
the ginl was essential. and 1 am swe that
the sergeant, when he fost insisted. had
not imagined what it would lead 1o.
Now he had obeved his orders and he
could have halted the performance. But
the evemt was running and no one
thought to turn it ofl: we were all canghy
up in it. desperate 1o see the Tace of the
girl. So when the father looked to us
again, the sergeant pointed to the girl's
biek with one hand and 10 his own with
ihe other.

And now the old man had a problem:
to turn the givl or 10 come around and
dust her from our side. He considered,
and whispered o phrase. Smoothly, as if
she were on o wirntable,  the
moved around to lace us, her h:
tenimg in the sunlight.

The lace we saw was small. eternal
and composed. the living model for all
the ivory dolls in all the curio shops in all
the Fast. It was a shockingly young [ace.
acam smooth and glowing with a sold-
cn tine that was only partly embarrass-
ment. Her lips, damp like the red llowers
she had gathered, were slightly pareed,
but she knew the danger of smiling e
strangers on her wedding day. From her
moist brown eves—wide, profound and
serene—an oceanme gare lived over us,
floating us one by one to an ancient
peacelul Lind ol pagodas aad silks zind
strange music, the Orvicut of the picture

.‘al)l';l}'(_'l

bride

r glis

“Wait'll she gets dirvectly underneath it.”

books. 1 thought T heard a temple bell
and for a long dream, in the instam she
looked at me, the guns had never fired,
Then the tide of her eves receded: she
dropped us one at a gime and we were
discarded, floundering and gasping. in
the warstruck  village  at the  valley's
head.

It was over in a minute. The givl stood
motionless and patient while her Tather
pumped DDT anto the back of her
Blouse and skirt. Then her small, solt
hands gathered the lolds ol her skirt 1o-
egether. But belore she knelt again, she
looked out over our heads, and at tha
instant 1 heard the bird once more. The
girl heard it o, and Gught hey breath;
a smile tugeed at her lips, and she spoke
one word.

“Whit did she save”
came from three ol ws.

“The bird.” said the doctor. “What do
vou call itz Nighungale, T think. She said.
‘Nightingale.”

Again the girl spoke, and this time she
looked at us.

“She asks, do vou have nighiingales in
your cownry?”

“Nightingales:” asked the sergeant.

“No,” I said. " Tell her we do not hawve
nightingales in our couutry.”

The docror translated, and the girl Lis
iened, She stll swood with the lolds of
the carmine skirt gathered in her hands,
and when the doctor had fimished, she
sank gently down again 1o kneel upon
licr blue cushion, and rocked back upon
her heels, and regarded us Tor the last
time. She was not smiling now, but
when her wreasure-laden eves made Tast
o mine, there passed between us a wave
of such wenderness that 1. mistaking it,
began w rejoice—and then I saw the
sorrow in that gaze, and felt the pity in
it. and could not bear to look it her. She
spoke then. and her voice was griel, and
one white hand wok the fallen flower
and carried it gently back to her lap,
Deep in the woods the nightingale sang
again. Then the old man shid shue the
paper door on lis child.

“She  said,”  the docor stammcred.
“She said . L her words, Like this: 1T am

The question

sorry for you. What a poor country yours
must be il it has no nightingales.””

We dusted the old man and we hur-
vicd out of thar cowrtyard, and we hur-
ricd through the remainder ol our task,
the passing out ol rice, the burials, the
inoculations. I do not remember that
part clearly. But in the davs and weeks
that Tollowed, 1 know I listened olien for
the song ol the nightingale, and some-
times I thought I heard it, in those rare
momems when the mortars were sull.
when T waited, sweating in my loxhole,
lor an auack 1o begin.




QUARREL (continued from page 93)

noises. She just said, “Hi. Buckley,” and
stroked the top of his head with a thumb
and gave him back and I put him back
in his pocket and pretty soon heard the
little crackling as he got poing on one
of the peanuts. So then the Ellie basket
looked at her watch and gave Kaberrian
a litde housewiley smacko and went off,
and he looked dreamy as he saw her de-
part, and it is worth admitting that she
walked very girl in every way.

“Muscum,” he explained. “Front desk.
She drew the Sunday trick this week.”

I sat down beside him and said, with
mayhe a lile aeak in my voice, “What
happened, Kaberrian? What happened o
vou?"

So he told me he got married. He told
me they had an aparument, cven, He
told me he had a job. In a store. Selling
high-fidelity  schlock.  Tape  recorders,
certainly, Those years aazy Kaberrian
spent uving 1o use tape recording to
make accidental plays the way painters
get  accidental  paintings, he  learned

enough he could tell Ampex which way
to go.

It hurt me. So 1 explained how every-
body has this terrible tendency to give
up the fight, man. Square it out, and fink
off. and start dyving ol conformity and
plastic  colfee.

But when he started

vawning. I had the idea T wasn't getting
1o him.

“So T know what happened, Kaber-
rian. So now tell me how.”

So he yawned again. looking sleepy,
happy and sold out in the park in the
sunshine, and he talked about months
and months ago in that walkup pad he
had on 12th Swreer. a room 10 by 12,
maybe, and so full of electronics one
guest at @t time was absoluie tops, and
then it had to be a very friendly guest.
An empty room on each side of him.

“On the same day, Noonan, into one
moves this Ellic bird, and into the other
moves her buddy. this Geoltrey  Free-
man. plavwright. It is always Geoffrey
the whole name, and he has never got
past a second act on anvthing, but alls
himsell a playwright, by God.”

“The inner reality is the truth by
which we o

“Shut up, Noonan. What it is, I find
out as soon as 1 breadboard me a ng
with some sensitive induction mikes, is
Jlove. She will not exacly live in the
same room with him. but she is the only
one earning bread. and she pays both
rents, cooks. cleans, everything. I think
finallv T got the play I've been looking
for, on account ol it is a comment on
everything. Youn cmnot  helieve  how
squarre is that littde bivd. She has such a
deep beliel in all the old-timy values, it

could make you lie down and cry your
eves out for the pity of it all, or make
you laugh yoursell to sick. They do not
get along so great. The playwright s us-
ing the linde bivd. If he finishes a play i
will be crud, so the safest way is never
finish one.

“I think that the fights are going to
give me a stack ol hall-mil {ourtrack
thirtysix-hundred-foot tapes, U'll have to
scrounge the whole village to keep up,
and I think that sooner or later they are
going to say evervihing anvbody can say
about the lousy man-woman  relation-
ship. I am going to call the play Quarrel.
I am going 1o edit so they arc always
answering each other on different levels,
Nice resonance, Noonan  baby. The
shape of it is he fakes up this hurt pride
on account of being supported, and then
she gets all humble, and then he calls
her a peasant who can’t understand like
the delicaue fiber of his ereative soul. and
so on and so on. So I get me five ugly
sessions, 1 think three in her pad and
two in his. You know what? Hallway
through number six, I kill the tape. It is
the same quarrel! Every uime the same.
A couple of liule switches here and
there. Not enough to matter. I tape onto
tape and oy editing and keep coming
up with nothing. Spead changes, echo
effects, nothing.

“One ume I am just lisiening, trying
to figure out a route, and I get a burr
in the pickup. he sounds like a rusty

are you
the
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haritone sax. So all of a sudden I've got
it! A new approach to the whole schmear.
I am going to call it Duet. Remember
Snake? What he can do with that dari-
net when he's on just the right amount of
pot? 1 put together the best hunks of all
the quarrels, made forty minutes of it
then got Snake up 1o listen. He dug it
twice through, and then the third time
around he got the idea of how to do i,
and I had him play right with her each
ume she walked, and recorded it on an
empty track. Man, he did that oying
part at the end just perfect! Snake dug
up a type named Walker, who needed
gin instead of pot to warm up, and
Walker did the playwright lines on an
English horn.

“Noonan, it took me three weeks of
work 1o get that thing mixed and re-
taped and edited and smoothed out just
the way I wanted it. Duet, a tone poem
lor voice, dlarinet and English horn in
three movements.  First  movement |
started  with straight voice, Elhe and
Geoflrey chewing on each other, and 1
faded him out and brought up the horn
to take over lor him. Walker made that
horn bleat and moan and grumble just
like the plavwright, Second movement,
voices again, but with her fading out and
the clarinet coming up to take over lor
her. The third and last was the great
one. I faded both voices and it
turned into an instrumental duet, and in
the last five minutes I'd bring in him in-
stead ol the horn. and then her instead
ol the darinet, and 1 found a way to
wind it up just vight. I had one place

out

where she said, close to tears, “Why do
you hate me s07” So 1 put that on repeat,
and when she said it the third time 1
mixed in the cdarinet for that same
phrase. Three together. and 1 faded
them just a littde bit and brought him up,
saying, “You've never understood me.” |
had that on repear, and they ook exactly
the same time, so T overlapped for a
counterpoint effect. brought up the horn
to go along with him and then——get this
—1 mixed the clarinet with Ais line, and
the horn with hers, and brought up the
gain o all the wape would ake. and sud-
denly chopped it off into dead silence,
and, man, it would make lor the blood 10
run cold, indeed.

“Noonan, everybody was nuts about
it. But vou know what the real test had
to be. Sure. So one night 1 nailed them
in the playwright's pad and said 1 had
something they should hear on tape, and
when they were wrying o brush me, 1
said they were on the 1ape, so she turned
pale and he wurned red and they let me
set up my good portable T built most of
and bring in wtwo ol the speakers Marty
built for me that time, and I set it up
and kicked off. They were on the couch.
The fist couple of minutes he kept
urying to jump up, velling about suing
and invasion and degenerates, but she'd
hush him and yank him back, and listen
with her head sideways and her eyes
narrow and her lips sucked white.

“They got real sull, and all ol a sud-
den after about the first two minutes of
the straight instrumental duet, the linle
bird threw her head back and she started

“Now, let’s see if I have this straight, Mrs.
Ames—you say your husband is accusing you of infidelity?”

roaring with laughter. It was the biggest
gutsiest happiest laugh you ever heard
come out of a liule bird like Elle.
Then he was trying to shush her, and he
couldn’t and he missed the end because
he went running out and banged the
door behind him. The end broke her up
the rest of the way. She laughed so hard
she cried. Not hysteria. The other kind
ol Lwgh-cry. Me, oo, Laughed untl we
hurt. She doesn’t call it the time we
laughed. She calls it The Cure. Once
you laugh that hard with a bird, Noo-
nan, all you can do is marry it. Which I
did.”

"What, what, whatz” I said.

“The beard got smaller the more she
kept putting on buttons instead ol string,
so it’s gone all the way. Man, we laugh a
lot. Ellie and me, it's all a swinging place
for us. We start to fuss some, and cither
she says, "Why do you hate me so?" or 1
say, ‘You've never understood me,” and
then we both say, "Poor Geoffrey,” and
we laugh.”

We stood up and T had given up on
him. Crazy Kaberrian was no more. This
was a happy laughing sales-talk  clerk,
buttoned up and bird-happy. like no-
body could have guessed would be lus
future. He asked me how things were at
Columbia. and T said T was auditing the
Orientalreligions thing again, the same
course  Kaberrian and 1 had aundited
mavbe seven years ago together, which
is how we met. I said they had changed
it a little, bue it was still sumulating,

So I asked him if I could maybe stop
by his place il he'd give me the address,
and I would like 1o hear that tape. The
last masterwork of Kaberrian.

“Oh, one night a month ago I got up
in the middle of the night and I dug it
out and put it on the box and erased it
clean.”

“Why, why, why?”

“In it my Ellie too many times is tell-
ing that clown how much she loves him,
when she found out later love is some
thing a lot different. We both found out.
man.”

I sighed. Shook the head. Stuck my
hand in the Buckley pocket and rubbed
his head a little. “Maybe it could have
made a fortune, vou crazy Kaberrian.”

“A fortune!” he said. "Off Ellie, like
that way#” His eyes looked like the Ka-
berrian ol old, the one who expressed
revolt one time by running onto the To-
day show when it was live and holding
up in front of Lescoulie a sign saying
FINK CAPITALIST STOOLIE. Kaberrian's eyes
had that old gleam. “Noonan, you fink
ol your way and I'll fink off my wav.”

O he went. That's the last we'll ever
see of him. Who's going 1o keep up the
good old tradivions if we keep on losing
the Kaberrians one at a time? Who can
laugh in a world like this one?
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

PLAYBOY: Has your wile been forced 1o
disguise hersell as a Milky Way or a
Three Musketeers in order to . . . ?
ALLEN: She doesn’t have to. My wife is
very sexy.

PLAYBOY: Alany stars have prodaimed
the virtues ol Wheaties as an aid to viril-
iy. What is your position on Wheaties?
ALLEN: 1 agree with Kierkegaard and the
findings in his essay On Wheaties. Kier
kegaard speaks for me on all nujor
matters relating to breaklast cereals.
PLAYBOY: [How do you get into shape lor
the love act?

ALLEN: Like iy other aa I do. 1 write it
frst. Then if I think icll play, I do it
PLAYBOY: We were relerring o physical
preparations.

ALLEN: 1 work out with the New York
Rangers.

PLAYBOY: But they have a long ofl season.
ALLEN: That's so. Bur 1 only have sexual
intercowrse during the fall and winter.
Lvery once in a while, though, T barn-
storn.

PLAYBOY: Could you possibly have any
respect lor a girl who wants you solely
for your body?

ALLEN: Aly body is a miracle of engi-
neering comparable to the aqueduce. 1
see no reason to Lt a girl because she
finds it unbearable 10 suppress an wrge w
taste nirvana.

PLAYBOY: While we're on the subject of
physicality, 10 what extent do you think
your success s a performer depends on
your physical appearance?

ALLEN: Well, T {eel T must show up belore
I can really do anything.

PLAYBOY: Our rcaders might be [ascinat-
ed 1o learn just how big you are. Would
vou tell us?

ALLEN: I'm five feet, six and [lucuate be-
tween I8 and 125 pounds. The exact
poundage depends on certain shilts in
the carth's aust. It's very involved,
PLAYBOY: Whut's your chest measurement?
ALLEN: Light inches. Ten, expanded.
PLAYBOY: How do you keep your body in
such superl physical condition?

ALLEN: Every now and then I have a rep-
resentative ol a metallurgical cinel come

and give me an acid bath. And T buit

mysell regularly with Ajax,

PLAYBOY: Ddo you oil your body belore
posing for pinup shotse

ALLEN: No. | seacte a natural grease. |
sweat Vicks—an unusual  phenomenon.
On a sulwry day 'm hke a swamp.
PLAYBOY: \Who requests these pinups?
ALLEN: Begoars, convicts, an  occisional
shut-in and the sort of unsivory types
whose names appear regularly on the
bloners ol the morals squad.

PLAYBOY: You were once quoted as say-
ing, "I'm an inelleaual Cary Grant”
Is that true?

ALLEN: [ never said that. Some writer did

(continued [rom page 72}

in an interview. But T believe it. Hell,
the mirror doesn’t lie.
PLAYBOY: You also claim
amimal  magnetism  that
irresistible. What's it like?
ALLEN: It's what I'd call “the new sex
appeal.” I'd link it to the Michael Cuine
or Belmondo look, not commercial or
wiaxy. Women sense in me a willingness
o be violent.,
PLAYBOY: Do
mashers ofien?
ALLEN: Yes, because T deliberately place
mysell in jam-packed subways and buses
and wry to look as bewitching as possible
by wearing a cuddly sweater or cardi-
gan. You'd be surprised how olten it
works.

PLAYBOY: You once said, “I could be
mugged and three weeks later come up
with something fuuny about it.” Can you
say that now?

ALLEN: I felt that way until I was mugged.
The only thing I came up with was
my lunch.

PLAYBOY: You look like you're stll wear-
ing the suit you were mugged in. What
do you say to baberdashers who lamem
your rumpled appearancer?

ALLEN: To be wrathiul, I have a supreme
nonimerest in clothing. My Livorite item
ol apparel is my Hathaway hair shirt,
which I use 1o mortily mysell over a lfan-
tastic guilt I have, based on aceepting a
cupcake once when I didn't deserve it
When I do buy dothing, it's because it
looks great on the dummy. I've even
gone o partics with the clothes sl
on the dummy.

PLAYBOY: Were you a hit at these partics?
ALLEN: No, but the dummy scored heavi-
ly. T still possess brand-new clothing |
purchased three years ago, unworn 1o
this day. My aparument is a wreasure
house ol unworn cdothing.
PLAYBOY: How do you
ensemble du jour?

ALLEN: I'm 2 first-hanger man. I ics on
the first hanger, I wear it If the hirst
hanger is empry, 1 wear the hrst hanger.
In addition to my hair shirt, 1 adore my
huge wirtde shell. Ir's wonderlul when
the weather's cold and, besides, it pro-
teats me [rom my natural enemies, squid
and barracuda. As for shoes, il T find a
pair that tus, I wear them relentlessly.
It's also more comfortable 1o wear them
with the shoe trees inside. Gives me @
seductive shuille when 1 walk.

PLAYBOY: Upon rising, do you have a
regimen for cleanliness?

ALLEN: T he left side of me is cleaned com-
pulsively—the lelt of my nose. mouth,
chest, navel. et Evervthing on the right
side T let remain steeping in my natural
body oils.

PLAYBOY: You do this,
nmuke yoursell sexually

1o exude an
women  hind

you come across female

choose  your

presun bly. to
irresistible. Yet

we're told that you got an unlisted phone
number when your carcer ook s sen-
sational upturn. Why?

ALLEN: When it was listed, some of my
loyal adherents would call at all hours.
But then [ began to get aank aills,
people shricking that they were consider-
ing commining suicide.

PLAYBOY: How did you handle them?
ALLEN: I'd try 0 be soothing and suggest
various \ But I mysell am  not
suicidal. T have an animal Tear ol death.
PLAYBOY: Still, il you had 1o choose, how
would you prefer 1o go?

ALLEN: Smothered by the llesh of Talian
ACLTUSSes.

PLAYBOY: Besides the cank calls, have
yvou ever gotten any hite mail?

ALLEN: Once in a while. It generally
comes  in two  categorics—either  un-
signed or [rom my lamily. And every so
often 1 pet a sexual proposition.
PLAYBOY: Do you unn them down?
ALLEN: It depends on the photo with the
letter.

PLAYBOY: You certainly come off as a
cool. jaded, worldly type. Are you?
ALLEN: My nerves are like ice water. Al
though I do have a propensity lor throw
ing up under pressure, I'm basically very
cool.

PLAYBOY: What procedures do  vou
recommend in osetting  the stage for a
seduction?

ALLEN: (1) Fand o girl. This method will
also work on a camel or a bacon rind.
but a girl is probably the most saislving,
(2) Lean her against something soli—
prelerably another girl. (3) Put on the
most scductive recording you can find of
Sheep May Safely Graze. (1) Blow into
her car with a bellows. (5) Slip imo
something provocative, like a mink pos-
ing strap. (b) Assume a false name like
Laslo ov Helmut. (7) Impress her with
your collection ol post-impressionist
chopped meat. (8) Ar the aucial mo-
ment, bring the New  York  Rangers
out ol the doset.

PLAYBOY: How do you tell a girl 1o be
gentle at the moment of surrender?
ALLEN: I explain to her that (1) it won't
hury, and (b) iCll all be over in eight
seconds.

PLAYBOY: Would vou warn a girl, “Baby,
I'm no good for you™

ALLEN: | wouldn't have to. Rough going is
written all over my lace. A gind stts in
with me. she knows what the score is. 1
carry an atonitie and leave town fast. 1
also have a tendency o dribble—that
hurts my chances sometimes.

PLAYBOY: Has it always been easy lor you
to ger dates?

ALLEN: No, generally it's been had. I'd
rather not say how I met her, but 1 once
dated a lady embalmer for five months.
Neither one of us had any complaints.
PLAYBOY: In this connection, do you have
any repellent personal habits or indulge
in unspeakable acts of perversion that

Wilvs,
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your PR men have tried 10 cover up?
ALLEN: | enjoy <hewing gum  alrcady
chewed by o midget. And sometimes 1
dress up in @ norse’s uniform and talk
banwely.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any other seaet
vices?

ALLEN: Yos, Keeping 200 Live Chinese in
my bedroom at all times, prison [ood,
cating out of tin plues—small, tasteless
portions ol beans, watery  soup—and
being pummeled by sadistic guirds who
look like Barton MacLane. 1 also love
herbs, roots, locusts and larvae.

PLAYBOY: Are vou on a nawure-food Kiek?
ALLEN: Yes. The best thing is a good picoe
ol umber—sequoia, if possible; il not,
some of the hairier lichens. The best diet
is fany and cholesterolrich, with gigan-
tic amounts ol sweers. Heavy smoking
on top of all that builds the body. Expo-
sure to radioactvity doesn’t hurt. cither,
PLAYBOY: What physical feats can you
perform?

ALLEN: | i stand on my cve. I cm

sneeze backward. T can touch both cars
together. T am able 1o Lift Lirge quanti
tics of decayed matter. I both lie and
make love pathologically,

PLAYBOY: Hitve you cever experimented
with the mind-expanding drugs?

ALLEN: | take a chocolate-covered St Jo-
seph’s baby aspinin now and then, and
groove mysell out of my skull. Te's [an
tastic; it heightens my orgasm. I see col-
ors more vividlv, the veins in leaves, the
birth ol bacteria on Formica 1abletops.
Gradually T hope to up the dosage 1o
WO per trip.

PLAYBOY: S0 much for your predilections.
Do you have any aversions?

ALLEN: I do not like turning rapidly to my
left; T move right in a 270-degree arc
until I'm Tacing lefi. T am fond of the At
lantic Ocean, but not the Pacific, which
siys nothing 1o me occanwise. I have a
psvchological Tear ol dancing with a mail-
mate Had i since dhildhood. Oh, amd a
morbid phobia ol bhreaded veal cutlets,

“I feel sorry Jor her, but I just don’t
want to get imvolved.”

PLAYBOY: What else bugs vour
ALLEN:  The fact  that my  jokes
constntly  being  purloined by other
comedians.

PLAYBOY: Do they do vour bits wellr
ALLEN: T hey lack my comnund. authoriny
and great nataral warmuh.

PLAYBOY: Are vou leuding with anyone in
the business?

ALLEN: Onc leud, a long-suinding one with
the nearsighted Mr. Magoo. No one will
mvite us to the swome party.

PLAYBOY: Yes, we saw that nem in Win-
chell. Do vour per peeves indude pets:
ALLEN: 1 don't find pets distastelul. 10 1
could have any pet. it would be a clam.
They're unusually affectionate, loval and
keep burglos awav. Thevie quite re-
sponsive 1o commands. more so  than
dogs or chimps. OF all clams, cherry
stones are the most dependable.
PLAYBOY: Let's talk abour world aikirs.
Whar do vou think ol De Gaulle?
ALLEN: | don’t tust anvone who speaks
French thar good.

PLAYBOY: How about L.B.J. and his
crew?

ALLEN: Hc's got a ranch and one ol those
hats. Terriic!

PLAYBOY: DPraver in schools?

ALLEN: I'm in favor ol . There are no
atheists during mid-term exins.,
PLAYBOY: How do vou leel abour
bussing ol school children?

ALLEN: | would just run over the more
precocious ones.

PLAYBOY: Imvaston ol privicy?

ALLEN: My views on invasion ol privacy
must and will remain private. I deeply
resent your boorish intrusiveness,
PLAYBOY: Black powerr

ALLEN: | know notling about chess.
PLAYBOY: The Red Guards:

ALLEN: Or checkers.

PLAYBOY: What's vour dralt status?
ALLEN: 4.1, In the event of war, I'm a
hostage.
PLAYBOY: |f
consider
avold

dre

the

vou were 1-A, would
burming vour dvalt crd 1o
inducnonr

ALLEN: | regind the dradt boinds as 1 re-
gard hoards of education or any othe
ianinute objects—as sinister. As far as
burning a card s concerned, T wouldn’t
be able o make a hre. T an't see feign-
g homosexuality;  a stwd  like me
wouldn't know how 1o begin. Bur il T did
go into the Army. my natural tendency
would be 1o be a hevo—il they gave om
medaly for desertion. Actually, I'm at
work on an inaedible secrer weapon 1o
use agiinst the Vier Cong—an clectronic
beam that will give them posinasal drip.
PLAYBOY: \Where do your sympathies lie
in the debate between the Hawks and
the Doves?

AUEN: To be honest, my svmpathies lic
with myseli. I have o werrific empathy
with mysell. tend 10 identily with mvsell
more and more. Anvhow, 1 don’t know
who the Hawks and the Doves are, but

‘ou
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when 1 find out. I'm going to ring their
doorbells and run.

PLAYBOY: Lately, we've seen the emer
gence of an apocalyptic strain ol comedy
termed black humor. Have vou had any
particular vision of the apocalypse?
ALLEN: Death has visited me in the form
of a shrouded figurine. I'm playing him
gin rummy for my soul—at a penny a
point, just to keep it interesting.
PLAYBOY: Are there amv cultural wrends
vou find pernicious?

ALLEN: I'm against evolution. The present
progressive evolvement of the spedies
toward higher Torms is a dangerous
trend that should be srested—reversed,
il possible. 11 T had my way. this Mr.
Scopes of “monkey rial” fame would
have been convicared.

PLAYBOY: Speaking of the monkey, do
vou frequent discothéquest

ALLEN: Quite often, My body generates
a rhythm that cin best he deseribed
as Indonesian. Onee Svybil Christopher
stopped [rugging at Arthur 1o wairch me
with ill-concealed envy and  hostility.
PLAYBOY: How do you [eel about Mod
fashions?

ALLEN: | like short dhesses, but only on
extremely Tat girls with bulbous thighs.
huge muscular calves and  thick  vare-
cosed ankles.

PLAYBOY: \What's your position on long
hair for men?

ALLEN: I'd vather see a4 man in long hair
than a pageboy.

PLAYBOY: l'or many voung pecople, long
hair seems to be a symbol of nonconform-
ity and defiance ol the  establishment.
How do vou feel about student protesi?
ALLEN: I'm all for it—and student riots,
100.

PLAYBOY: How do vou [cel about “the
new morality”™ on campus?

ALLEN: The present sexual revolution in
the colleges has almost caused me 10
reregister. When [ was in college, there
was no allowr sexual revolution, just
some spordic guernlla warlare. And 1
wasn’t very good in ambushes.
PLAYBOY: What, in vour eyes, is the major
cultural contribution ol the 20th Cenury?
ALLEN: The movie version ol At One.
PLAYBOY: What would vou place in a
time capsule o represent the beste ol our
age?

ALLEN: 1 would hll it with leathers. Plenty
ol leathers.

PLAYBOY: Mluster Hevwood Allen, with
vour hit play, vour movie scripts, vour
acting roles, your mght-club and concert
engagements  making  your name  a
houschold word. vou stand astride the
enterzinment world, as one aritic has
phrased it like “a Colossus ol Toads.” Is
all this enough for you, or do you have
some preater mission in lile?

ALLEN: Yes, to invent a better vo-vo and,
even more important than that, 10 accu-
mulate the world's biggest ball of tin {oil.



WISE CHILD
(comtinued from page 125)

professional, you understand. Last month
the doctenr vead a paper o the Sociéle,
‘Observations on the In‘eritance of Ac-
quired Abilities,” he call iv. La matiéve—
z¢ stull—she is good. But z¢ manner—
mon Ieu! Maladroit—not make them
to understand what he say. They listen
polite. but afterward they shake the heads
and laugh. “Is Lysenko-ism.” they say
“Why he not go to Russiaz Is crackpot.

Marcel paused again and shook his
head sadly.

“Le docteur is not crackpot. Is clever
man. Is great thing he does—very great,
jormidable! But he is tout a fait égoiste
—you say, ver’, ver’ selfish, Do it "imself.
No one clse. So all glory, all delat is for
him.”

Mrs. Solway
that. She said:

“But I thought vou said he has proved
his ideas, Marcel?”

“Oh, yes. Little prools. But necessary
now is big proofs—Dbig-scale tests. Such
is not possible here. With big tests they
take notice. Is way ol common sense.

“These things I well 'im. "Put your
work to Société, 1 say, ‘to Uwiversité o
make test, then vou have prestige.
official standing. Then they listen.” He
do not like. Is not my business, he say.
I say his discovery s my business—is
every man's business. Is iimportant. too
mmportant for small thinking. Is pity ‘e
do not speak French. I explain then more
gentimenl—more  tactful, peraps.” He
shrugged. “"Or maybe not so. Anyway, so
we ave big row. So I think I get sack.”

“Oh, I am sorry, Marcel. Perhaps he
will have cooled off by tomorrow.”

“Me, T am sorry. o, But I do not
think he cool off zis ume. He is preat
man,  your huwsband—also  very  little
man . Alors . . 7 He shrugged his
shoulders. “So four, five weeks, perhaps,
and I thank [ go away . . .7 He brooded
for a moment, then his one lighiened:

“But now is enough ol this . . . Let us
1o talk of other things more interesung
than sacks .

did not disagree with

Dr. Solway's “hour or two” was, as
usual, more nealy lour, so that it was
alter 12 when upstairs.  He
found his wife in bed, but still with the
light on, reading. He sat down on the
side ol the bed and started o unflasten
his shoes.

“The childven all vightz” he inguired,
“1 thought I heard David cough as 1
came past.”

“It's nothing,” she told him. “Just the
vestige of his cold. Not a peep out of
them the whole evening.” She  consid-
cred him. “You're looking tired, Donald.
You work oo hard, You rcally ought 1o
case ofl, you know."”

he came

“1 am tired.” he admined. “But it's
really finished—the important pare of it

now. Just a matter ol checking and
cross-checking results so that none ol my
dear colleagues can pick holes in them.
What I must have is evidence that s
accurate, plain and indisputable. Some-
thing that can’t be ignored—ihat, and
the opportunity of a fair hearing .. 7

He sat moodily swinging his shoc on a
finger hooked inside the heel

“If only T could muke a surt by
knocking into their thick heads what I'm
talking about . . " he muttered more to
himself than to her. “Every time 1 ac
tempt a public explanation, it's the same
old storv: A lot ol dimwits who've not
been listening to what U've been telling
them dismiss the whole thing with parrot
cries ol ‘Lysenko! Lysenko!—and  a
number of still dimmer wits rally round
1o congratulite me because Lysenko is a
Russian, and Russians are wonderlul, so
he must be right: and off they launch
into dissertations on the inheritince ol
acquired characteristics . . . And after a
bit I lose my temper and shout ac them,
and evervone thinks it's uproariously
funny. and all that happens is that they
go away more convineed than ever that
I'm orcked | ..

“They won't one day. I can promise

them that. But in the meantime, the re-
sult is that they're all 100 prejudiced o
give my evidence a fair hearing—damn
them!™”

Helen, regarding him  thoughtfully.
said;

“But vou do have cnough cvidence.
Donald?"”

“Plemryv—for a fairminded man. The
rouble is they can’t clear their addled
brains cnough to be [air. Again and
again I've explamed o them than ic's not
acquived  characteristics I'm concerned
with—it's the inheritance ol acquired
abilities, which s uterly diiterent, and
they ought o have the wits 10 see 1
15 el
“Well. 1o someone like me, 1t does
sound ke vather  a
Donald.”

“They're not supposed 1o be someone
like vou, my dear. Their job is 1o think
about such things, prolessionallv—oniv
they don’t.

“The diflerence is as wide as an occan.
Helen. Look, everyone knows that il you
were o amputate a mouse’s right Toreleg
for wn, wenty, hity pgenerations, 1S
oflspring still would not have acquired
the characteristic ol being born without
a right forcleg—and never would . .
But compare the case ol a bird that

hine  disunction.
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builds a particular kind of nest. Some-
where back along the line, its ancestors
learned to build their nests like that, and
the present bird builds nests that are ab-
solutely the same 1 construction—no-
body wught i 1w mherited the abilivy
that s ancestors had acquired.

“Very well, then, some species can do
that—then why not othersz Is it not
utterly preposterous that while a spider
am endow s offspring with the ability
o construct such a complicated  engi-
neering  proposition as g web, a oman
should not have the power to hand on 10
his son even the ability o do simple
arithmetice Of course it is. It was quite
dear o me that there must be some way
ol inducing such o capacity.

“Look at the waste that's caused by
lack ol it! No conservation or progress.
Every  child begin  exaaly
where its parents hegan: generation alter
senennion tediouslv having 1o leon its
A B, Coand awo-plustwo, and  cesat-
on-themat over and over again,  just

having 1o

as il no one had ever learned it be-
fore. 1Us a nonsensical way of going on.
It simply can’t be more difficudi 10 hand
on the rudiments of reading, writing
and hguring than it is for a bee to
hand on the complicated social knowledge
required 1o run a hive.

“1 argued thar there must be a reason
why in some species the capacity o
hand on an acquired characteristic was
vary strong—ceven though it mav have
ossified later—while in others it is vir-
tually indiscernible. Do vou lollow me?”

“Yes, 1 think so, Donald. It really
amounts 1o asking why some kinds of
creatures have very, very complex in-
stinas and  others only  the simplest,
doesn’t "

“Roughly, yes—though ‘instinct’ is a
treacherous word—Dbur it is, in effect,
what I asked. and what 1 set out to dis-
cover. Well. T admit 've not discovered
the why—though 1 may do so vet. But
on 1the way [ did come across something

“Don’t give me that off-lo-the-Crusades rouline—
youre gomg drinking and wenching with those Norman
bums from Paris again!”

else: I found the means ol producing a
vesuli, while still not understanding the
cause. And now I am able 10 show that it
15 possible, even with mammals, o in-
duce the capacity 10 transmic an ability
to the offspring. I can prove it with the
results of o dozen experiments.”

“1 don’t quite see-—I mean, how do
vou prove a thing like thaz” Helen

asked, with a Irown.

“Well, one quite simple way was with
vats. I waught o male rat and o lemale rae
o Ind dheir way through a maze 10
reach their food. Just a simple maze at
first, which I gradually made quite com-
plicated. T praciiced them until  they
could hnd their way to the Tood with
never a false turn or a hesitation. Then [
treated both of them amd mated  them.
When the oflspring were a few weeks
old, T let them get hungry. then 1 ook
cach in turn and set it down aw the en-
rance 1o the maze. One alter another.
they bolwed through it o get the food—
not one of them ook a single wrong
turning. They Enew their way, although
they'd never seen the maze helore .
Later on, T mated two of the young ones,
and thedr olfspring wckled the maze fivst
shot, Just as well as their parents had.
Well, vou see what thar means?”

His wile ignored the question to put
one ol her own.

“You said vou ‘wveated” the original
two. How did vou do that?”

“I doubt il vou'd understand the de-
tails. my dear—and in any case. they're
my own secret at present, but the admin-
istration is quite simple. It can be done
cither by direct injeation or by introduc
ing the agent mio the diet—ihe lauer is
slightly preferable on account ol the
more gradual assimilation into the svs-
tem. But vou do see what it means, don't
youz” he vepeated.

"Il ic were 1o be applied to human
beings, theiv child would not lave 10
start vight from the beginning like other
childven. He'd be borm with a—a sort of
built-in background. Think of the point-
less drudgery thae that would spare him.
The rudiments, ac lease. ol all the thines
we've hid o learn one generation alter
another wounld be there alveady. He'd be
able 10 read as soon as he was born—
well, not quite that. but as soon as he
had learned the physical conirol ol his
evesight—talk as soon as he could man-
age his tongue, and coun, 1oo. Just think
where he mighe get o with such a
flying start over his contemporaries.
School over ina few vears, university by
the time he was mine or ten. He'd be a
wonder child . . . Awd in the lace of
evidence like that, any doubts about
the tansmissibility of acquired  abilities

would simply be swept away . .
He paused and glinged ac his wile.
She was regarding the open pages of her



book with a curiously fixed intensicy. He
WenL on:

“One can't tell in advance. ol course,
to what extent actual knowledge would
be ransmitted. That’s going to be one of
the interesting things to find out. That
the abilities that have become almost un-
conscious skills would be inherited, 1

have Tinde doubt. but 1t might go lurther

... hdsn’t impossible that he would
find himsell alveady equipped to the ex-
tent of what we consider to be average
cducation——"

“Ole yes.” his wile broke in unexpect-
edly, “and perhaps he'd be equipped
with a taste for cgarcues, lor sherry be-
fore dinner—and  what about built-in
political loyalties?” she suggested.

Dr. Solway blinked.

“Well, why notz” she  demanded.
“Have you any method of selecting what
is to be transmitted from what 1s notz”

He Trowned. a litde put out.

“Possibly one would have w be cire-
Tul.” he admived, “bue T imagine that il
when one was under treatment, one took
trouble 10 pracuice only those abilities
that are desivable and have, as T sad,
become almost unconscious skills——"

“You imagine!” Ins wife merrupted
scornfully. “Donald. vou never gave a

thought 1o the extent ol the inheritance
until now. Well. 1 can do some imagin
ing. too—and the answer is "No!” Quite
definitely and comprehensively, "No!™ ™

.
-

"
i
-
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agiin.
know what you

Dr. Solwav blinked

“My dear, I don't
mean ..

“Oh. don't preiend. Donald. Do vou
think alter these vears T don’t know vou
well enough to see what you're working
up to? It's a positively revolting sugges-
ton. No man who had any respect for
his wife would even think of it. I wonder

vou're not ashamed 1o make ic”
“But. myv dear. I've not made any
suggestion. I only said s

“Oh. it might have taken you another
ten minutes or so to get round 1o i Bue
it was coming. And I must say, I never
heard of anvithing more sordid and dis-
gusting. Putting me. your own wile, on a
level with your guinca pigs and rats.
Perhaps vou'd like me to go into a cige
in the lab, with the rest of the experi-
mental material oL

“Now really. Helen, there's no need to
take it like that. T admit I was going to
ask vou whit vou thouglt abow i .
Aler all, 10 become world-famous: the
first pavents ol a new race of, well,
geniuses wouldn’t be overstating i, 1
should think-—-"

“Indeed. Well. now you know just
what [ think—and thar is thae it is a
shamelul as well as a revolting  idea.
Only tus evening Marcel was telling me
that people are saying you're a crackpot.
and T must say alier hearing this, I'm not
surprised.”

The doctor [rowned.

“Oh. so Marcel thinks——"

“No, he doesn't. Marcel believes in
yvour work. He savs vou are a great mian.
T hough what he’ d say il he heard abow
this idea I don’t know—at least, I do.”

“Whatever that mav mean—Dbut since

he is not likely to know about it unless
you tell him. does it matier?”
How would vou

“Of course it matters.
like it il someone you'd promised to love.
honor and obey suddenly wanted to put
vou in with the laboratory animals:”

“T wasn't saving that that didn’t mat-
er. It was about Marcel knowmng—I
mean, not knowing-——oh, Lovd, what's he
got to do with it. anywav? Look. I'd no
idea it would upsct vou like this. |
thought the opporwunity o take a pant
in the Liunching of a world-shaking dis-

covery—oh, well, dearly that isn’t how
vou see i’

"It certainly isn't. 1 think it's the
most i

“Yes. yes, vou 1old me that. T can’t say

that I understand vour poimt of view—
alter all, T would be juse as much in the
experiment, and 'm prepared to play my
part—but, of course, il the idea doesn’t
appeal 1o you, there's no more to be
sand.”

“Doesn’t appeal, indeed! There's a
whole lot more 1 could say. Never did 1
think. o

“My dear, I've wold vou I didn't mean
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to upsct vou. I'm sorry I did. 1 apologire
for it. The whole idea was obviously a
mistiake. Do vou think we could agree 10
wish it right out and forger about "
He looked at her with such  earnest
appeal that she was somewhat mollified.
“Well, T don’t know,” she said. “It
wasn't at all & nice suggestion 1o have
made, not an casv thing to lorget. But 1
suppose i man wouldn't properly under
stand. Now, il vou were a woman— "
“IE T were a woman, the proposition
could scarcely have arisen.” he pointed
out.
“I darve say. But all the same . . )
“"But you will try o consider it all

»

“I—oh. very well, 'l do my best. But
really, Donald . . . 1"

Later. when he had finished preparing
lor bed and was in the act ol dimbing
i, she said:

“Marcel seems to think you are going
to dismiss him.”

“Alarcel is perlectly right,” he told
her.

“Oh, dear,” she said. “And he is so

.. .and then he said, “What the hell —you only
live once,” and I thought "how true . . " and so . . .

b3 )

much nicer than those nals we  had
before. Is it just because vou had a bit
ol @ row ths afternoon?”

“It is not. I employ Marcel to assist
me—not o direct me. We've got to a
point where we dilfer on a matter of pol-
wy. I can’t keep him here if he is going
to pull a dilferent way all the time, so 1
shall well him he can pack up at the end
ol next month. That'll give Inm nearly
seven weeks to ind something else. He'll
not have any difhculty with thar these
days.”

It seems  a o pity.
against his work?”

“Certaunly not. He's a good worker.
He should do well—il he can bring him-
sell o stop interfering in matters of
policy that are not his coneern. No, I've
had enough ol it. I'm giving him formal
notice  1omorrow—aned  there'll be a
good relerence il he wants one . . "

. - -

You've nothing

The weeks went by, Dr. Solway's
thought of extending his experiment
from the laboratorial 1o the domestic
ficld took its place with other little lapses

that could be forgiven. though recorded.
Marcel bestivred himsell 10 seck other
jobs. and was pleased 1o be aceepred for
one in France. Helen Solway drove him
1o the stmion on the last day ol the
[ollowing month.

“He was quite cheerful-—no hard feel-
ings at all” she reported. 1 think he’s
happy at the prospect of getting home
again. I doubt whether he would ever
have seuded  properly here. He savs 1t
makes him tired trying 1o express himsell
in Loglish—or what he thinks s English
—and he doesn’t like English weather.
or tei, and he doesn't think English food
has been suiting him, so what with one
thing and another ™ She broke oft as
she caught a sudden expression on her
husband’s lace. “Oh, he was quite nice
about it—nothing personal. Alter all, a
lot ol people who've been brought up all
their lives on one kind of food do find it
difheult 10 ger used 10 another. Plemy of
LEnglishmen regard all French dishes as
‘toncoctions.” "

“H'm.” said her husband. “All the
same, s a picce ol damned imperu-
nence for him 1o criticize our cook to
you."”

“He really didn’t mean it that way.
Donald. Though, as a mauer of lact, |
don’c think things have been quite up to
her usual standard Lately. I must look
into i

Dr. Solway shook his head.

“I can’t see any need lor that. Her
meals always seem  perfealy good 1o
me."”

“All the same, I think just a word
wouldn't come amiss.”

“Better not to risk upsewting  her.
Cooks of any kind are preuy hard 10
come by nowadays,” he suggested.

“Harder than assistants are? No. this,
at least. is my department, Donald.”

“Yes, ol course. my dear. It's only that
cooks are so touchy . . 7"

Curiously, it was quite some little time
later—a week or so, in lact, after Helen
had discovered hersell 1o be  pregnant
again—ihat an appalling thought struck
her. It came from nowhere and im-
pinged with a vivid darity on her hall-
awake mind in the small hours of one
morning. A revelationatype  thought:
Once it had swruck, she knew with a
positive conviction that it was right. It
caused her 1o lift herself on one elbow,
switch on the light and thump her sleep-
ing husband hard on the back. so that he
started up, dazled and bewildered.

“You cad!” she told him. “You dirty
cheat! It's the meanest. most despicable
irick I ever heard of. I'll-I'Il— "

Words deserted her while her hus-
band saewed up his eyes at her. His
own temper had risen.

“"How dare you do

that!”  he



exclaimed. “It's a most dangerous thing
to startle a sleeping man like: i

“How dare I! That's good. 1 suppose
vou're going to deny i

“Deny what?” he inquired.

“Yes, I thought you would. Well, let
me tell you it's no good. I know when
vou're lving, Donald.”

He peered at her more closely.

“For heaven's sake! What on carth is
all this aboutz”

“You know very well.”

i L 2

“Oh, yes you do. No wonder cook
gave notice. It was you all the time. You
were doing something o the food—
“treating” it as vou called i And ol all
the  low-down, rcpulsi\'c, rotien,  sly
things to do! You knew just what I
thought about your idea, and you delib-
crately sneaked in and did it behind my
back, and left cook to carry the blame.”

“I never blamed anvone. I ssud——"

“Don’t you try to justily it. I'm not lis-
tening. How dare vou do vour beastly
experiments on me! Oh, I was never so
humiliated!™

Dr. Solway gave it up and ceased to
dissemble.

“All right, then. I did. But it wasn’t
just on you. it was on us—me, too. And
1o call it a *beastly experiment’ is simply
cmotional nonsense. It is immensely im-
portant: The outcome of it may enable
the whole human race to take a great
leap forward.™

“What do I care whether it leaps? I'm
interested in me and my baby. You kuew
perfeailly well what my feelings were,
and you didn’t care a damn. You just

cold-bloodedly cheated . . . All right, if
that’s all you care about me, we've come
to the end . . . I shall leave you . . . 1

shall gee a divoree - . . 1 shall—'

“Ah!” saud her husband.,

She checked, suddenly.

“What do you mean, "Ah!" like that?”
she demanded.

“I was thinking ol the publicity. It will
be bound to arouse great interest in the
resules.”

She glared at him.

“Well. then, I probably shan't get a
divorce. Though il treating one’s wife
like a laboratory animal isn't good
grounds for divorce, there must be some-
thing very wrong with the law . . .

“But I shall go. T shall certainly go—
and ke the children with me. Who
knows what you might do with them
alter this. T shall go this very morming. [
can’t bear to be in the same house with
yvou another day . . ."

But. somchow, with the coming of
davlight and the Tamiliar routine, the
need to shake off the dust did not seem
quite so urgent. There were the diffi-
culties of knowing where 1o go, and
what to do about the children’s schools,

and getting things packed, and not hav-
ing enough ready cash available, and one
thing and another that caused her to de-
cide that next week would have to do.
So she only got as [ar as moving hersell
into the spare bedroom for the lew days
it would take to make the arrangements,
Then what had looked like a simple, de-
cisive action seemed to sprout complica-
tions. The matter of the coming baby
presented an additional problem, making
the whole thing seem 0o much o cope
with just then, and she decided she
would have to postpone it till that was
over. So presently she moved hersell back
into the best bedroom and  banished
Donald to the spare room, making it
quite clear that she had no intention of
forgiving him, and keeping him aware
of it

“It’s the underhandedness, the disloy-
alty of it more than anvihing.” she com-
plained. “How can I ever trust you again
after an unforgivable thing like thae?
And what sort ol a marriage is it when

“You

people don't wrust each other? You've
simply broken up our lile together by
trying to cheat me into furthering your
own career. It was a low, nasty thing to
even think ol doing, and 1 pray every
night that you'll be disappointed in the
end. IF there’s any justice, vou will . . .7
- - -

In due course, the baby amived.

When Helen Solway had lele for the
nursing home, her misgivings—though
she determinedly disguised them  from
her husband under a confident noncha-
Lance—had been considerable. When he
visited her there, her anxicties had
already been relaxed, and when she re
turned home, it was in a mood of tri-
umphant satisfaction. She lost no time
at all in dimming any hopes he might
stll have.

“And so0,” she concluded, “all your
silly scheming was simply wasted  after

all. You made all that unpleasaniness for
nothing. It serves vou right. He's a love-
Iy baby. 1 had the doctor there give him

certainly are one of New York's finest!”
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a specially crrelul examination. and he
says he's a very fine baby, and perfectly
normal in everv way."”

Dr. Solway looked down at the baby
as she held it. He opened his mouth to
reply, thought better of it and contented
himsell with inspecting the small coun-
tenance closely. It looked. he found,
quite disappointingly like almost any
other baby.

The houschold setiled down again,
and the new baby wok its plice in it

Doctor Solway's hopes had undoubit-
edly flickered low, but he would not let
them die. He adopted a habit ol visiting
the baby several times a day lor the pur-
pose of studying it lengthily and imently.

Alter a lortnight or so ol tiis, his
wile forbade the practice on the grounds
that it disturbed the baby and made it
nervous.

“It frightens him so that he geis rest-
less,” she declared. “Just think how
vou'd fecl if you were his size and had 10
look up at a great solemn lace staring
down at vou [or hows it day. It isn't fair
on him.”

So Dr. Solway saw less of the baby.
And by degrees it somchow came about
that he was scarcely seeing anything of it
at all. One dav it occurred 10 him that
his wife was looking a little peaky, and
that Ied him on 10 notce that she was
unusually quier and a liule distrait in
manner. A slight suspicion began to take
a frmer hold. He made a lorthright
approach:

“Just why are you keeping the baby
hidden awav so much ' he in-
quired, covering his sudden hope with
artiliaal calmness ol manner,

“"Hidden away!” she repeated. “Why,
Donald. what nonsense! It's just that he's
bewer when he's quict. He so casily gets
upset. I think he must be very sensitive.”

Her husband  regarded  her lor a
moment,

“That doesn’t sound very convinging,
my dear.”

“Well, really! T don’t think I quite
understand vou, Donald.”

“No? Then I'd beter explain, hadn't
I? 1 rather think you don't want me to
see the babyv—not for more than a mo-
ment at a time. Now why could that be?

now?’

Could it, perhaps, be beciuse you don't
want me to perceive certain signs that
our experiment was not entirely unsuc-
cessful afier allz Could it be thatz”

“Of course not, Donald. What rub-
bish! I told vou the doctor said he was a
perlectly normal——"

“Ah, ves. But that was several weeks
ago. my dear. Come 1o think of it, one
was perhaps a liide oo eager. An un-
usual ability could not very well he
prreeptible until some means o express
it had developed. could i?”

“You're talking silly nonsense, Donald.
He's just a nice, perfectly normal, happy
little babv.”

“1 thought vou said he was sensitive
and casily upse?”

“Well, T mean he could casily be
upset. It's better not o distnh him.”

“All the same, 1 think I'll go up and
take a look at him.”

“I'd rather vou didn’t, Donald. He's
just gone to sleep.”

“You are anxious to keep me away
from him. I'm sorry, my dear. It's no
good standing in my way like that. 1 in-
tend 1o see what this is all about. You
come, too, by all means, if you wish to.”

He went past her into the hall and
started up the stairs. Helen stood for a
moment clenching her hands, working
them  wietchedly togethier, then  she
turned and followed him with a drag-
ging step.

Dr. Solwav's imposed calmness was
breaking down. Exctement surged up in
him as he approached the door ol the
baby's nursery. Helen's reluctance had
been so transparent that she might al-
most as well have confirmed his deduc
tions in words. He no longer had any
doubt that the experiment had not com-
pletely failed. but the extent of its suc-
cess—whether it would be  dedsive
cnough to let him [ace his critics with his
own son as living evidence in support of
his theorics—that was what he  was
about to hind out . . .

His hand shook as he reached for the
knob and let himsell into the room.

The baby was not asleep. He was
lving on his back, blue eyes very wide
open. making quiet baby noises. He be-
cime aware ol them as they approached
the cot and stood beside it. The blue
eyes focused, and he smiled up at Dr.
Solway. Then he rolled his head on his
pillow so that he was looking at his
mother. The smile widened and then dis-
appeared. The liude lips opened and
shut,

Dr. Solway was tense with  excite
ment. He was convineed in that moment
that the baby was trving 10 speak.

He bent closer, determined 1o cuch
anything that might sound even remote-
ly like an auvempt at a word. Helen Sol
wity stood with her hands sull dasped
ughitly together, an imploring look on
her face.

“Ma——"" said the baby, but got no
[urther.

The tiny lips opened and shut again,
as il it seemed to Dr. Solwav, working
up lor another wy. Then the mouth
pursed. The baby’s blue eves looked up
yeirningly atr his mother. Then the lips
opened once more. The aruculation was
not sharp. for lack of teedh, but he spoke,
the words were quite cdear:

“Maman,” said the baby, “jat faim.”




OPEN YOUR MOUTH—

(continued from page 111)

diseases. but I got contaminated and they
deported me. Nice talking to you . . .7

“Well. Louise is pregnant: I guess you
could all that new. Too damned new,
what with me having been gone these
past six months. Isn't it funny that you,
ol all people, whom I've always consid-
ered my [riend, should ask? That you
should put it that particular way? With
all the things you might have asked, isn't
that a damned peculiar  coincidence?
That you would us¢ the word ‘new’ 1
mean, isn't that just a licde goddamn

SUERTIEE = o n 2

“Swre, I'm having a good time! I've
never seen such a wild party. The guy
must be loaded. Imagine giving transis-
tor radios as favors. And weren’t those
nude waitresses too much? I mean, man!
I completely missed the Burtons” spat
when I went over to say goodbye to So-
phia and Marcello. But it's gotien dull
the last hour, don’t you think? Oh, I am
sorry. No reflection, of course. 1 assumed
vou'd been here longer o

“Yes, 1 suppose today is a good day
for ducks. For healthy ducks. Did you
know that one out of every four ducks is
struck down by webular paresis, usually
in the prime of lile? And do you know
what causes webulay paresis? Water. Of
course, scientists are still trying to find
out what kind ol water. Have you ever
scen a duck with webular paresis? Be-
licve me, it's not a preuy sight. Now, |
realize that you're ofien asked to give to
worthy causes, but in my capacity s
local chairman of the Annual Swim
ol Dimes, I would like to . . ."

“How have they been treating me?
Wonderfully, ma’am. You see, in this
state they're beginning to adopt an en-
lightened attitude toward people with
certain problems. Right now, with the
aid of a psychiatrist, I'm going through a
withdrawal period, Thar means that |
don’t have to stop completely. but mere-
ly cut down gradually on my so-called
antisocial activity. Honestly, ma'am. you
have no idea how much this means 1o a
compulsive rapist like mysell . . .7

“Here, drink this. Fecling hetier now?
Good. I cin see the color returning o
Ve checks already . . . I'm 1crribly
sorry, but you did ask me what the good
word was. And under certain circum-
stances, that’s the best word T know.”
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THROUGH A GLASS

{lime, sautd¢ bacon and onion until bacon
is crisp and onion turns vellow. Avoid
browning onion. Drain mixture ol [fat
Add cheese. 114 cups beer, Worcester-
shire sauce. vinegar and both kinds of
mustrd. Heat in top section of double
boiler  over simmering  water, stirring
occasionally. unul cheese is completely
melted and favors e blended. In a small
bowl. beat egg volks and 14 cup beer.
Stir in a lew wblespoons hot cheese
mixture. Pour into pan and continue
heating, stivring constantly, until mixture
is thick, Place 2 picces of toast i cach
ol 4 individual casseroles or shirred-cge
dishes. Pour cheese over woast. Place an-
other picce ol oast on top each portion.
FRESIT MACKEREL. MUNICH STYLE
(Serves four)

2 fresh mackerel, 114 10 114 1bs. ¢ach

Sale. pepper. celery salt

I lemon

3 tablespoons buner

I small bay leal

15 weaspoon chervil

1 mediumssize onion. minced very fine

1 small clove garlic. minced very fine

3 tablespoons instant-blending Nour

%4 cup dark beer

tq cup clam broth

2 1ablespoons dry white wine

-

(continued from page 110)

2 packers instant bouillon powder

14 teaspoon  Worcestershire  sauce

Have fish dealer splic fish. removing
backbone. Cut fish lengthwise ino 4
halves, Place fish, cut side up, in shallow
greased saucepan or clecric skillet. If
Pan s not large enough to keep fish from
overlapping, usc a haking pan. Sprinkle
fish with sult, pepper and celery sali, Add
I cup water to pan. Sprinkle with juice
ol lemon. Simmer. covered, for 10 min-
utes. In another saucepan, melt butter
with bay leal and chervil, Add onion and
earlic and sautd until onion is vellow, Re-
move from  flame and stiv in Hour,
Slowly stiv in beer, clin broth and wine,
Bring 1o a boil: reduce flame: simmer 5
minutes, strring Irequently. Add bouil-
lon powder and Worcestershire  sauce.
Season o taste and set aside. Remove
ish Trom pan. Pour olt cooking lquid.
Retwrn hsh 1o pan. Pour sauce over
fish. Again cover pan and simmer. don’t
boil. 5 minutes longer. Plce hsh on serv-
ing dishes. Spoon sauce over fish.
BEER SAUCE
{Serves four)

SITUFFED CABBAGE,

I medinmesize head cabbage

I 1b. chopped beel chuck

Sal. pepper. monosodium glutamate
3 tablespoons rice

“Memo to May Grogan (comma) Assistant Shipping

Clerk

I heartily agree with your suggestion that

substantial economies can be made by thinning down
our execulive stafl (period) ( paragraph) In recognition
of your excellent suggestion (comma) effective the sixth
you arve hereby appomted Third Vice-President (period)
Effective the seventh (comma) in accordance with our
new execulive economy [mh'r_\' (comma) please be aduvised
that your sevvices will no longer be required (period)

Cordially, et cetera, et cetera . . .

1y

1 small onion, minced very fine
1 picce celery, minced very fine
14 teaspoon groumd sage
3 tablespoons bread crumbs
1 large Spanish onion. cut julicnne
3 1ablespoons butter
8.0z, can ronnuoes
1 cup dark beer
2 packets instant bouillon
tablespoons lemon juice
tublespoons vinegar
tablespoons sugar

3 whole allspice

Cut core from cabbage. Remove 8 barge
outside leaves. Cut ofl thick bottom ol
leaves, Use balance of cabbage for an-
other purpose. Lower cabbage leaves one
at avme into rapidly boiling water, Sim-
mer just until imp. Drain cabbage. Boil
rice tn salted water unul wender. Drain
and set aside. In mixing bowl combine
beel, rice. onion, celery, sage and bread
crumbs. Season with T teaspoon salt, 14
leiaspoon wppoer and L reaspoon mono-
sodium glutamate. Mix well. Divide meat
into 8 equal parts, Fill each cabbage leal,
lolding cnds in 1o make firm roll. Place
rolls, scam side down, i shallow pan or
Dutch oven. In another situcepan, Suee
Spanish omon in butter unul onion is
vellow. Diain tomatoces, reserving juice.
Chop tomatoes coarsely and add, with
juice, o onion. Add beer, instant bouil
lon, lemon juice, vinegar, sugar and all-
spice, salt and pepper o wste. Bring wo
a boil. Powr over cabbage rolls. Cover
and simmer slowly | hour.

0
3

BAKED STUFFED APPLES
(Serves six
2 cans baked uppll:s in syrup, 3 ;1pplcs
per can

I cup bread aumbs

Lo cup brown sugar

14 cup stout or dark beer

14 cup mehed sweer butter

1} teaspoon cinnamon

Juice ol i) lemon

Dash nuimeg

3 wablespoons dink Jamaica rum

Heavy sweet cream

Preheat oven at 370 . Drain apples,
reserving syrup. Inomixing bowl combine
bread crumbs, sugar, stout. butter, cdin-
munon, lemon juice and nutneg. Mix
well, Add more sugar 1l desived. Place
apples  in shallow baking pan or s
serole. Fill cavity ol cach apple with
bread-crumb mixwre and pile on wp w0
form a smooth mound over cach apple.
Heat apples in oven 20-25 minutes. Com-
bine syrup Irom apples with rum. Heat
over top llame up w boiling point, but
do not boil. Plice each apple in deep
serving dish. At wble, pass syrup and
heavy aream separaiely,

To which we can only add—let there
be dark, and plenty of it



SONICS BOOM (continued from page 114)

Thus, a sound of 50 db is ten times as
powerful as one of 40 db, and one of 100
db 1s a mullion times as powerlul.

When acoustics prolessors are trying
to wake up sleepy students, they like to
say that the softest sound the human
car can hear is that of a baby mouse uri-
nating on a dry blotter three feet away
—vroughly one decibel. Modern super-
scnsitive  microphones made by  Bell
Telephone, General Radio and others
can hear much softer sounds. They can
clearly pick up. for example, the noise
made by a Kleenex flutering down and
hitting a solid concrete floor 50 feet
away. A spy on the sidewalk outside a
ten-story building can hold such a mi-
crophone against the wall and—if it's
nighttime and there wre no loud noises
in the building—hear a conversation
being held on the top floor.

But most human hearing experiences
come [rom much louder sounds. Dry
leaves rustling in a breeze  produce
about 10 db; ordinary conversation. GU;
a  [ullvolume discothéque, about  80.
The discothéque volume is about the
loudest that the ear can take for a long
time without discomlort. The loudest
sounds we're normally subjected to are
about 10,000 times more intense, up in
the range ol 120 to 130 db. This is the
range where sound Dbegins o cause
physical pain and dealness. Sounds like
these are manufactured by such compa-
nies as the Leslie Company, the nation's
biggest maker ol foghorns and  ship
whistles; and Federal Sign and  Signal
('.ol'])or;ll.inn, the biggest maker ol sirens.
The Queen Mary's whistle, says Leslie,
produces 12314 db ac a distance ol T
feer (the standard distance lor
uring such noisemakers). A big-city :
raid siven clobbers the cars with 125 db.
A large Coust Guard foghorn has about
twice that power: 128 db.

A sound that big can cause tempo-
rary or permanent dealness, depending
on its duration and frequency (the ear is
most sensitive to sounds in the middle
and upper range ol a piano). It can also
cause other odd effeas, such as blurred
vision from osallation of the eyeballs.

Louder sounds cause sull  odder
elfeccts. A decade and a hall ago. a
saentific group at Pennsylvania  State
College mide a shrick so colossal that it
could brew coffee, smash  inseas and
kill mice. “On looking back. I find the
whole set ol experiments kind ol ma-
cabre,” says the chiel noisemaker, phys-
ics professor Isadore Rudnick, now at
UCLA. “We were developing intense
sound that ume, almost
nothing was known about the ellects of
intense sound on humans. Occasionally
we'd remind ourselves of the carly days
of nadioactivity, when vesearchers un-
knowingly exposed themselves o aip-
pling doses. and we worried.”

sources. At

To find owt what a big sound might
do 1o people, besides dealening them,
Prolessor Rudnick and his colleagues
built the most powerful siren ever con-
ceived to that date. It made what was,
as [ar as anvbody knew, the loudest
continuous sound ever heard on carth
up to that time: 175 db, some 10,000
times as strong as the earsplitting din
of a large pneumatic riveter. The fre-
quency range of this enormous howl
was from about 3000 cycles per second
(near the top range of a piano) to 34,000
cps, in the ultrasonic range.

Strange  things  happened  in this
nightmarish sound field. Il & man put
his hand directly in the beam ol sound,
he got a painlul burn between the
fingers. When the siren was aimed up-
winrd, 94-inch marbles would Hoat lazily
about it at certain points in the hur-
monic field, held up and in by the out-
rageous acoustic pressure. By varying
the harmonic striucture of the  field,

Professor Rudnick could make pennies
dance on a silk sereen with chorus-line
precision. He could even make one
penny rise slowly to a verucal position
while balancing another penny on s
edge. A couton wad held in the field
would burst into flame in about six sec-
onds. *To satisfy a skeptical colleague,”
reports Professor Rudnick, “we lit his
pipe by exposing the open end of the
bowl to the held.”

The researchers were careful o keep
themselves out of the ghastly sound
beam, and they wore car plugs and
pads. All the same, they were troubled
by odd physical clffects while working
next to the beam. They were plagued
by dizziness and blurred vision, Fatugue
set in quickly. There were tickling and
“sizzling™  sensations  in mouths  and
noses, sometimes acutely disagreeable,

Working with the group was Dr.
H. Frings. a zoologist interested in pest
control. He discovered that a mouse ex-
posed 1o the colossal sound died in
about a minute, mainly ol internal

“She’s truly a callgirl’s callgirl.”
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CLARKS ORIGINAL DESERT® BOOTS ARE
UNNECESSARILY HANDSOME.

But with proper loving

neglect you can make

them look like this in

three or four years.

Deserl Boots come in

Sand, Oakwood, Brown
or Loden Green Suede

with Plantation Crepe

Soles at $14.95

at better stores

coast to coast

DESERT Registered T.M. of CLARKS

Clanks

OF ENGLAND
337 BOSTON POST RD., NORWALK, CONN.

Effective immediately:
the breath freshener
that works as fast as
you can draw a breath

5¢ drops in %2 glass of
water give your breath

a fresh start twice a day
for 120 days.
Binaca

HOME SIZE

Very cocentr‘ ted

Golden Breath Drops.

overheating. Inseats were virtually dis-
integrated in ten seconds. According 10
the rescarch wam’s yeport. a ypical

mosquito sulfered the following catalog
of mislortunes: “Both wings comple u]y

shattered.  Abdomen full of bubbles.
Body Dbadly batered.  Seales  gone,
Antenmnac in very bad shape ., 7

A scream like that is a porential mili-
tary weapon. and since the mid-1950s,
such supernoisenuikers have been mul-
fled in scaccy. “There's no  question
that a loud sound can do damage. or at
least could be wsed to disorient enemy
troops or flush them out of a hiding
place.” saul an Army officer one night
recently in Washington, gazing pensive-
ly into a martini. “The question s,
would such o weapon be pracical? It
tikes a lot of power to generate a dam-
aging sound. Bullets are a lot cheaper,
vou know.”

Sull. superscrcams  are now  being
generated in military labs. Robert Gil-
christ. president ol Federal Sign - and
Signal. tells ol ramalizing rumors that
have circulated in the noisemaking husi-
ness over the past few years. “We just
heard about a siren of some kind. sup-
posedly intended for Viernam.” he savs.
“Ir's siid to produce something like 200
decibels™  That would  be  several
hundred times as powerful s Professor
Rudnick’s monstrous screamer.

Gilchrist is a quiel man who escapes
from his loud business by ecating in
quict  restnoans, Scuting down s
collee cup with care so as not 1o make it
cling on the saucer, he starts to 1ell of
cses in which his company’s small civil-
ian sirens have been used as weapons.

“There case in Hlinois a lew
months recalls. "\ race riot.
The local police broke it up by simply
driving their cus into the mob with the
sirens going. A sound like that is like a
bucket of cold wmer in the face: It
breaks a man's train ol thonght. The
rioters couldn’t pay attention 10 what
they were doing. They stopped fighting
and just milled around. The police got
the two gangs separmed and  drove
them in opposite direaions with the si-
rens—actually pushed  them down the
street with sotned.”

The subjea of sonic weapons is a
touchy one. Il vou ask questions on a

wis a
agn.”” he

sober morning in the Pentagon, vou re-
ceive dry  chuckles in reply. “Sonic
weapons? Haw, haw. You've been read-

g 1o much saence fiction, pal’™ But
questions asked ol organizations
such as MIT. the Bell Telephoue Labs
and RCA reveal the oddly contradictory
information that all have Governmem
sonics contracts that they aren’t allowed
o talk about. Some ol these conmvcts
have to do with well-known military
applications of sound  such as sonar
andd other echo-vanging svstems. Other
sonics research is more bizarre.

The Nazs in World War

big

Two were

interested in the military promise of
sound, though they were never able to
use it clectively, Early in the War, they
experimented  with  anachments  that
would make bombs and artillery shells
scream. moan and  warble. The hope
was that these loud sounds wounld make
troops and city populations panic. It
didn’c work. excepr on small children.
Toward the end of the War, as the
Reich ran out ol ammunition. reports
circulined  that German bombers were
dropping beer botles. The botddes made
a high-pitched shrick as they fell. the
reports said, and were obviouslv imend.
ed as a scare weapon. Two American
saientists,  Harold  Burris-Mever  and
Virgil  Mallory, investigated the ru-
mor. Mallory stood on the shore ol a
smitll Iake in New Jersey one afternoon,
and BurrisMeyer flew over inoa plane
and dropped bottles of assorted sizes and
shapes into the lake. 1 heard no sound
that was remotely Irightening.” reported
Mallovy. "In lact, it was quite a pleasant
musical alternoon.”

Near Dachau, site of the notorious
concentrittion camp. a eam of Nazi sci-
entists experimented  with the use of
powerlul sirens 1o control aroups of
prople. The hope was that, il a sound
could be made loud enough, it could be
uwsed 1o disorient  or paralyze  enemy
voops mcertain battleheld situations.
There may have been more sadism than
scicnce in these experiments, for the only
known resulis were that several Jews
used s test subjeas were dealened.

Research since then has been more
uscful. At an Air Force medicad lab in
Ohio, lor mstance, a group led by Dr.
Henning F. von Gierke has been mak-
ing similar studies ol the elleas of
sound on man. Dr. von Gierke's main
concern s with the unwanmted clfcas of
loud aiveralt noises and other 20th Cen-
tury sounds on the Air LForce's own
men. but - militwy  planners have
witched this and velated studies with
an cye on weapons possibilities,

One rather weird finding 10 come
from such rescich is that various parts
ol the human body resonate to certain
[requencies of sound. (A resoniance is an
amswering vibravon: Hold 2 banjo near
a piino and plav an A on the piano. and
the banjo's A swring will sing.) Some
body resonances e mildly  uncomfort-
able. Some

In New York recently, an acoustics
demonsiemed  one such  reso-
nance o a group ol Columbia Universi
tv students. He sat them in a room and
bombarded them with massive sound
a Trequency of abour 75 vibetions or
cycles per second—roughly the pitch of
the next-ro-lowest D on o prmo. Within
scconds, hall the men were hunying ow

e Wolrse.

enginect

ol the room. Sevemyseven is the [re
quency at which the average homan
amal  sphincter  resonates. When it



resonates hard enough, it can no longer
be controlled.

Such a sound could conceivably be
used 1o demoralize e¢nemy  troops—or,
more likely. to cool off mobs and quell
riots. It would be a weapon with a sense
of humor—certainly with a bigger smile
than other police crowd-control weap-
ons, such as cattle prods, night sticks,
fire hoses and ear gas. “Any such weapon
will hive to wait for another step [orward
in sound-making technology  belove it's
praciical.” says Lewis Goodlriend. At
present it's 1oo expensive 1o make big
sounds.” All the same, at least one siven-
nuking company is now reportedly ex-
perimenting with a huge low-Irequency
boomer lor crowd control.

Other body resonances have other
clfects. A New York journalist, George
Riemer, recalls a pilgrimage he made to
the Newport Jazz Festival in Rhode Is-
Lind some years ago. Ar one late-night
party, among other interesting sights, he
saw a girl lving ear<down on the floor
nest to an enormous bass fiddle. The
bass man was playing, watching the girl
with inmeresi. Riemer squatted down to
find out what was going on. “Aren’t you
alraid you'll get stepped on?™ he asked
the givl.

She looked up at him  dreamily.
“That's the chance 1 take,” she said. "It
turns me on. 1 get it through the floor. 1
mean, it turns me on!” A year Luer,
Ricemer heard that she had married the
Dass man,

There is

that sull has 10 be
learned abour sound and the human re
sponse to it. Another odd elfcct, not
all dearly undersiood, is that a loud
sound cain drown out other body sensa-
tons, such as pain. A denuse i Cam-
bridge. Massachusctts, a big, genial man
named Dr. Wallace Gardner, chanced
on a1 way to use thas effect m 1958, He
had a patient named Joseph C. R. Lick-
lider. a psychologist from the acoustics
frm ol Bolt. Beranek and Newman.
Licklider cidn’t like the sound of a den-
tal drill, and he theorized that patients
might be happier in the chair il they
couldn’t hear that menacing whine, To
gether, Gardner and  Licklider  devel-
oped gadgerry for masking the sound.
The cringing patient put on a pair of
carphones. By turning knobs in a con-
vl box on his Lap. he could hear either
tape-recorded music or white sound. He
could turn the sound up o thundering
volume il he liked.

First: Licklider and  then other pa-
ticnts tried the idea. To Dr. Gardner's

much

surprise, they reported that they not
only couldu't hear  the drill.  they
couldnt leel it, either. Somehow the

sound misked the pain. A year later,
Dr. Garduer lor the first time pulled a
tooth with mno anesthetic other
than sound. The man listened o white
noisc and a Beethoven symphony and

man's

reported  feeling perfectly comfortable
during the operation. Today, dentists
throughout the country use this “audio-
analgesia.” It doesn’t work with every-
body, but it works so well with some that
dentists have used it to pull entire mouth-
luls ol teeth without hearing a word of
complaint.

Why does it work? Nobody knows.
Dr. Gardner’s theory. supporied by
some psychologists, is that there is a limic
1o the human brain's sensation-receiving
capacity. I the brain is receiving a huge
amoumt of sound, it may have litde
capacity left 1o receive pain sensations.

Sound may also leave the brain liule
capacity 1o think. This is why a siren
can break up a viot—and it is also why
people who live or work in cities, or in
industrial plants or near airports, are mak-
ing more and more noise about the noise.
“The more rtecdhnology advances.”  says
Frederick Van Veen of General Radio
Compiny, which makes sound-measuring

instruments, “the noisier it gets. And the
noisier it gees, the harder it is on people
who work with their brains.”

Van Veen ook one of his company's
noise-level merers to Manhattan  one
day recently. He wanted to know the
extent 1o which aty noise in the mid-
1960s interferes with conversation, and
he had his meter set to pay special ar-
tention to frequencies of sound that in-
terfere most with talk. With this serting,
any sound clocked av 70 db or more is
one that will require some degree ol
shouting or will drown out words entre
Iv. On a sidewalk v the corner ol 17th
Swreet and Second  Avenue, Van Veen
got readings ol 70 o 71 db. This was m
2:50. a relatively quiet time ol afier
noon. In a bus going through a tunncl.
he clocked 75 db. On a subway plat-
form, ten leet Irom a passing train, he
read 90 db.

Citizens ol New York and other hig
cities don’t really need decibel readings
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to tell themn noise levels have been ris-
ing. One summer morning last vear, an
angry Manhauanite, tormented beyvond
endurance by the vast cacophony ol his
city. rose from his bed. ran outdoors
and jammed a noisv Sanitation Depart-
ment man head-downward in a garbage
can, “I'll make this goddamn city whis-
per!” he roared. “All right, all right,”
said the mournful veoice in the cn,
“quit shouting.”

Cities have alwavs been noisv. The
Greeks  of cient  Svbaris  arrested
people Tor shouting in the swrees. The
Romans told dirty jokes about the Svba-
rites” sensitive ears, holding that Rome's
noise was prool ol its virility: but Juve
mal. Cicero and other thinking Romans
had to fice to the counury to get any
work done. In  later times. Mareel
Proust pancled his study with cork 10
shut out the “terrible voice™ ol Paris.
Charles Babbage., 19th Cenwury English
mathematician who lathered the mod-
ern digital computer, made himself no-
torious with incessant complaints about

the noise of London. Bands of street
musicians would come miles out of their
way to play gleefully bencath his win-
dow. He and his ladylriend. the Count-
ess ol Lovelace, a daughter of Lord
Byron. pelied the musicians with rotten
fruit and meat bones. “God. oh God.
why did vou give me cars:” Bubbage
would howl.

IT things were bad then. they're near-
Iv imolerable now. It's esumated that
the average noise level ol the average
aty has inareased by about one decibel
per vear for the past 30 vears. This has
csed all Kinds ol problems. Constant
noise  damages  the hearing. It robs
prople of sleep. It makes them irritable.
The World Healith Organization in 1966
warned that “noise pollution™ is one of
the worst health hazards in ciies all
around the globe. Some  psvchiatrists
have even suggested thar the past dec-
ades’” increases in violent crimes. con-
mon 1o cities ol all industrial nations.
may have resulted ar least partly from
too much noise. “Even such a thing as

“But what if he isn't Clark Kent—?!"

interrupted sleep may be dangerous,” a
psvehiatist told a New York mental-
hvgiene committee in 1966. 11 people are
prevented from dreaming. severe sy
chotic symptoms may appear.” Noise, in
short. drives people nuts,

The nead for ar least occasional guict
seems to be universal umong animals.
Some  vears  ago.  1two  psvchologists
rigged up an experiment 1o show that
nan is not the only aeature with an
alvuisnie love lor his fellow creatres,
They hung a vat by his il He
squenled, Other rats in the cage could
lower him 1o 1the lloor by pushing a re-
lease lever, and alwer a linde pracuice.
they learned 1o do this as soon as they
heard  their buddy  squealing. ~Aha.
alouism!™ said the psvchologists. A year
Later. two other psychologists at the De
tence Rescarch Medical Labormories in
Foromo duplicated the experiment. Bui
instead of hanging a rat by the ail, they
wed recordings of white noise. The rats
learned 1o push a lever and stop the
noise even more quickly.  Condlusion:
alraism, shmaltrwism. The  vats just
couldn’t sund the damned noise.

B. F. Goaodrich. maker ol Deadbeat.
has vecently been publicizing a guess
that noise costs the naton's ndustries
S2Z.000.000 o day in decressed human ef-
ficiency and in compensation lor injurics
(not only damage 10 the car bue also in
juries resulting from not hearing a dan-
ger signal or warning shout). Things are
bound 1o get worse helore they get bet
ter. Californta and a few other staics,
New York and a lew other cities, have
recently passed noiselimiting laws, but
these are only now in the stage of being
tested i court. While the tests go on.
technology will get noisicr. In about
two vears. 1o mention only one example,
supersonic jet aivliners will probably be
lying over our already noisy towns and
cies. A plane flying faster than sound
(V60 mph at an alide of 35,000 feet)
causes a sonic boom. a shock wave thaa
is sometimes loud enough 1o break win-
dows. Somics experts have spent veirs
trying 1o hnd a way o climinate this jar-
ring noise. but they're no doser o a so-
lution than when the st booms were
heard i the United Stnes in the early
1950s.

“There's a lot to be done in this busi-
ness” Lewis GoodIriend told a reporter
recently, as they suolled down a
walk on the way 1o lunch. “Th are
two big avenues ol vesearch: learning
how 1o use sound and learning how 10
get away lrom it when it isn't waned.
Aciually. I think were just on  the
threshold of. i

But i1 was 12 o'clock, and a noon
whistle began 1o saeech from a build-
ing nearby, and the rest of Goodlriend's
words were lost in the din.

sidle-




That’s the motto of the Continental
States of America. If you never heard
of such a country, that’'s understand-
able...because it isn’t really real. We
invented it, so you’d know where the
Proud Birds of Continental Airlines go.

Though the C.S.A. isn’t real, the
motto is! “Always with pride” de-
scribes the difference between Conti-
nental and the other major airlines.
Continental’s people take an almost
patriotic pride in their airline.

You can feel it in the way they do
things above and beyond their

Growing with pride
The Continentel States of A

Semper cum
superbia

always with pride

. ¢ _ :‘:;]I/ ‘,-\;’ { / -}';‘

expected duty. In their thoroughness.
Their attention to detail. And you feel
good. Comfortable. Confident.

In the C.S.A.—come travel with us,
and feel the difference pride makes.
Your travel agent or Continental will
arrange it...please call. Then you
too may have a motto—Semper cum
Continental.

the proud bird with the golden tail
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Especially thesF Cambr!dgg Classics o.f.wrlnkle—free Fortrel. Nover need | | seipivels. He worked for Hedht years ago
pressing. Classic lvy styling in the magnificently casual San Francisco manner. when Hedht Lancaster was called Norma
Wide range of rich, action colors and patterns. 50% Fortrel® polyester and 50% | | Productions, during the days ol Ten
: Fall Men and Flame and the Arrow, re-
combed cotton. (AhUUt $"]‘} Write for name of the store nearest you. joined Hecht after a decade to assist on

Cat Ballou. The next morning, Linde-

— nrnn took me on a tur of the Columbia
e p excoutive building, introducing me as a
ELANESE ORTREL young writer  whom Hecht had the

2 GAGTUS @}uASUALs A CONTEMPORARY FASHION FIBER chutzpah to bring down from Seattle.

It turned out that he, among many.
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TR N vations  coneerning  the  Stacy  Tower
l . . ¥ ! outhne.
[ , A “What are you going to do instead?”
' he inquired at one point.
“I don’t know vet.” I told him.
“There's a real film 10 be made abow
! student unrest—the problem is 1o make
= that picture.”
e “Yes.”

“Want some advice? Get out ol this
town while vou sull have a chance.”

Shortly alter our tour, I was taken to
lunch by Hecht in Columbia's executive
diming room, a Florentine-wallpapered
suite. where waiters sport Bl Morocco
uniforms.

Hecht, shang  a blood-rare  steak,
asked il Il had any recent thoughs
about the college storv. “Usually when |
start. on something long, it's been fer-
menting in my mind lor a lew months,
sir. I [ were to do another college script,
I'd like 10 wuy one about the recent
Berkeley scene.”

“That's what part ol the Sacy out-
lincs about, isn't iz”

1§

Hecht chuckled. When he is in a good
mood. he will somerimes chuckle through-
out an  entire conversation. But even
when  angered. should  you  suddenly
deade 1o el him where 1cs at, he will
not in response slap vou down with a
Listen, you young smare ass, [ was han-
dling Chayelsky and Odets belore you
could even hold a cayon. Once he
would have. and did during the caly
vears with Lancasier. I vou tell people
2 who knew Hecht ten vears ago thar he
- strikes you as i gentleman ol siyle, they
cough o their hsts.

On owr way back from lunch, Hecht
deposited me in Lindemann's office, then
disappeared.

“Come in.” swd  Lindemann, “and
meet o friemd.”

'fr‘:";;., The friend is Lee Marvin, thin and
g tall and sunburned. dressed casually in
white denmmms, a bandage covering  his
left ear. He stands, gawking forward
shighily, and shakes mv hand. I sit down
ad say nothing as Marvin and Linde-
mann conumue their discussion of Mar
vin's Tuture acung  plans. Lindemann
sces AMarvin as a new Bogart, now at the
188 perk ol his career after Cat Ballou and

§




Ship of Fools. Marvin, lounging in his
chair as il scated on a horse, scems
bored by any mention of his ceer. He
has stories to el and they interest him
more. Lindemann—in  carthy  rerms—
informs Marvin of the Paxton Quigley
plot. Marvin looks at me, one hand rising
spiderlike to mask his lace.

“Now thal, Steve,” he says, “is a con-
cept. Revenge, right? Right. Chicks,
theyv're too much.” Marvin is out of his
chair, he swoops about the office like a
giralfe, his arms flailing as he gets the
image into locus. Then he's off, he's each
of 1he three girvls sncaking up the attic
stairs 1o ravish Quigleyv. He stops. Then
suddenly he's Quigley listening to their
footsteps. “Now dig.” he keeps saying,
but it's unnecessary; Lindemann and 1
are both right there in the attic. Marvin
reseats himsell and lights a Tareyion,
sucking in the air with a hiss. The ciga-
retie goes into an ashtray and he's off
again, this time acting out an anecdote
that concerns a certain director’s party at
which there's a gauche loudmouth. Mar-
vin is the loudmouth and we hate him,
then instantly he's the object of the loud-
mouth’s abuse and we ainge I sym-
pathy for him. The anccdote is over;
Marvin, arms outstrerched, balls his hands
into 1wo fists, then lets the hngers float
out. “"Wheeeeeee ., " he says, and we
watch an airplane take off.

For an hour Marvin continues thesc
vignettes; they are sometimes coherent.
sometimes not, but  unanimously  bril
liant. “It's time for a touch ol spirits.” he
decides hmally. and the three of us head
down the corridor 10 Hecht's private
office. Marvin sitys to me confidentally
as we're abour 1o enter: "Don’t get
caught up in this town, Steve. Bad news.
The cruds.”

A moment later, Heeht is on his phone
telling his secretaries he's not taking any
calls. Marvin swops before Hecht's re-
frigerator, comes up with a boule of
vodka.

“They asked Bob Mitchum in an in-
terview il he Tollowed the Stanislavsky
Method, dig? Mitchum looks ‘em in the
eye and says, ‘Stanislavsky hell. T Tollow
the Smirnofl Method” Too much © . "

The vodka bottle is oracked, NMarvin
and  Lindemann begim several  toasts,
Heche this alicrnoon has no time lor
such diversions: Impatiently he fidgets
behind his desk, shvly eying the dock
over the door. But Hedn makes no move
1o hurry things along, mercly refuses the
bottde with a curr smule. I sit 1o one side,
now watching Marvin as he goes ino his
bits, his mind a series of Tedhmcolor
shorts, now watching Heche play hnger
gumes,  forming
wrinngles. Av tmes Hecht brings the back
ol one hand to his mouth to smother a
yawi.

Three Lter, still in
Hedht's oflice. Outside, the sun is setting,.
Through it all, Hecht has sav Inooding,

tepees and isosceles

hours weooare

Discover new dimensions on live-action lightweights from Harley-Davidson.
Like this hot, new M-65. And Harley-Davidson has real depth, from 65cc all

the way up to 1200cc . . . all at prices that
let you make the move. Check the Yellow
Pages for your H-D dealer and add a new
dimension to your life. It’s time to move!

HARLEY
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amdd 1 realize now that he is oo well
versed in the subteties ol his profession
to voice any vexation. Marvin remem-
bers a doctor's appointment. Today he
has the stitches taken out ol his ear. He
pulls the bandage from the car—a thin
stream of blood trickles down his cheek
—then he tiptoes toward the door. say-
ing. “Don’t wake the baby,” with Linde-
mann i me in close pursuit.

“One second,” Hecht savs to me. 1
turn and go toward the chair as a secre-
tiry's arm reaches in to dose the door.
Hecht recaps the vodka bottle, returns
it 1o his relrigerator. I must apologize
lor this.”

For what? “Don't, 1 enjoyed it.”

“Did vou:" Hecht studies me. then
takes that sane boule our of the refriger-
ator and says, “Let’s have a drink.”

By unspoken agreement. from  that
alternoon on, Hechr and 1 accepred each
other on a listen-now, laugh-luer basis,
During the next two davs we engaged in
a delicue lencing match, Hechy thrusting
at me lighty with his “thoughts™ about
the college storv—"1 sec Kids running
all around, from here 1o there, with
nobody 1o listen to them because these
universities have just become oo large.
Don’t vou:"—while I parried with a lew
concepts of my own—"I'd like 10 do a
Strangelove Kind ol thing about  these
monster multiversitics, I think. How does
that sound:"

“Fine,"” said Hecht, “Strangelove was a
brilliant movie, didn’t you think?”

“Yes, sir.”

“1 only hope we dont wind up with
anvthing oo special,” Hecht added.

It came down at last 1o a mater of
aestheties. 1 would have much preferred
1o sell out for money, but Hecht elimi-
nated that possibility, and so 1 was lelt
to debate between drizle or sunshine,
Douglas firs or shelering palms, Theo-
dore Roethke or Nathanael West. And,
the locusts won.

alas,
i = ga

1 returned to Seatle Saturday night.
AMonday morning. my 1957 Volvo loaded
with books, ashirays, record albumms and
mvriad manuscripts, 1 was driving down
through Orcgon orchards woward Berke-
ley. where 1 spent ten days taking notes,

Arriving in Hollvwood during the fivst
davs of Ocaober, T lound an apariment
one block below Sunser. not more than a
mile from Columbia Studios. The land-
lord kept calling me Pee:

“You won't find another place like
this. Pete, on the whole street. Look,
see?”

“What?"

“Out in Tront, sec? No lights. Tt's a
class building. You think I'd pur in them
red and orange floods under the bushes
to make "em look like Christmas wrees?

Never, Pere, this ain't no whorchouse,
you should pardon the expression. No,
no. vou'll love i

It came up in the course of introduc
tions that I was about to start writing at
a studio.

“A writer, hul? Listen, Pete, you
couldn’t believe who died in an apart-
ment just four blocks [rom here.”

“No idea”

“F. Scott Fitzgerald. You hearda him,
right? Over on Laurel Avenue, 1403,
You should take a walk by there some-
time,”

« a .

Hecht and T met early the following
week, our first reunion since my remnm.
He wore a1 monogrammed crimson pin-
stripe (shirts by Lanvin in Paris) under
i worsted pewter sports coat (Dominic
Pinaro, the tailor). Hecht was sitting
on the wfted couch drinking an Alka-
Seltzer when I entered. T sat mysell at
the opposite end of it

“Don’t sit there, Sit across from me in
one of those chairs, where I can see vou.”

After inquiring where P'd  sewded,
Hecht handed me a hilmscript that he
wianted me to read. The conversation
drilted 10 writers whom he'd employed
throughout Iis career.

“I'll tell you something about writers.”
Hecht said: “They hate me, most of
them.”

Try paying them, My, Hecht, “Why's
that, sir?

“A writer’s script is all he has. If voun
take it our ol Ins hands, he's got nothing
left.” A pause, then:

“You'll hate me, too, someday. All
writers do.”

The air was geriting a bit thin, Hecht
quickly changed subjects.

“Did you bring mn an outline with
you?”

“No. I've got a bag ol notes T took at
Berkeley, but I'm not wo good at out-
lines.”

“Do vou want to talk about the script
you have in mind, or would you prefer
to show us vour notes:”

“Why don’t 1 tvpe up what I have?”

“Why don’t you. Stephen.”

As I walked 1o the door. T thought
mavbe I should reassure him: “Have gt
little fauthe 10 me, Mr. Heche, T think 1
might have something going.”

“Faith? You have to earn my faith, the
monev is dedncible.”

His mouth opened  and  puckish
laughter erupted without warning from
somewhere deep within, auckling against
the air like kernels ol popeorn.

For three davs, working at my apart-
ment. I rearranged those Berkeley notes
into a hagmented “outline.” My charac-
ters, however, were still adrile in plotless
limbo.

Hecht welephoned, finally. “Where've
vou been hiding? We're anxious to sce
what you're doing.”

“Well, I write things out in longhand,
Mr. Hecht, and T don't type wo [last,
so iUl ke me another day to type it
all up.”

“That shouldn't be necessary. We
have secretaries here. One of them will
be able to read your handwriting, don’t
you think? Why not bring it in now
and we'll vead it overmght, then we'll
meet omorrow afternoon. What about
four-thireyz”

“Well—"

“See vou then.”

What I handed in to be typed con-
cerned o campus agitator named  Zino
Soweer and  1two  undergraduate lovers,
Trina and Adam, who are cohabiting
nly us o result of their beliel that by
w together they may actually be able
to mature despite four vears of transis-
worized education under the guidance of
[aceless administrators. Zino the activist
lives at home with Mom: Adam the folk
guitarist cuts and deans his fingernails,
and  Trina. his woman, keeps a tidy
apariment. The 27-page synopsis seemed
o me to have only one atwribute: It
olfered nothing for a young Dick Powell.

Yet.

- - -

When T went into Hecht's private
ofhce the following aliernoon, he and
Lindemann were mumbling 1o each oth-
er. Hedw saw me, catapulted from his
leather chair and strode o the coudh, a
dancer’s stride. 1 was ready lor anything
except  for  what  happened.  Hecht
grinned in my direction, apple-cheeked,
and  smd:

“We've read yvowr notes and we're de-
lighted. Just delighred.”

I blinked. Heeht, gleelul and buovant,
continued:

“You've aeated some real characiers. 1
think there’s a good chance that we'll be
able 1w do this hlm. Do you have :ny
questions:”

“Well. I—ah, I'm glad vou liked it 1
mean, it doesn’t have much plot yet. I'm
not such a great ploter.”

"You've gor enough: The administua-
tion doesn't want to get involved in
nving to keep students bom being 1o
gether. But Zino puts them in a position
where theyre forced to make an issue ol
separating Adam and Trina. Then Zino
forms the Free Sex Movement. That's
manvelous, making the leader of the
Free Sex Movement a virgin who lives

with  his  mother.  We  think  that's
nurvelous.”

“Thank you."”

Lindenunn smiled: “You've got more

story than you'll need heve™

“This Zino Sureet, what's his nationali-
1y Hecht asked.

“lalian”

Remembering something, he laughed:
“We made Marty halian. We were going
1o make him Jewish, hut 1 said it's betwer
for evervbody concerned if we make our
Marty lalian instead of Jewish. Keep
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Zino Ialian, that’s fine.”

“Is there anything here we can help
you with?” Lindemann asked me.

I mentioned a point in the outline
where my story scemed too contrived.
Lindemann came up with an alternate
course of action that neither of us bought.
Heche made his suggestion and Linde-
mann, skipping the chair arm, said:

“Great, beautiful! You're really cook-
ing today. Hareld.” Then, 1o me: “Har-
old’s given you the answer. Perlect
You're on your wit t

“There’s no objection o my having
Adam and Trna shacking up wgether?”

Hedht shook Tus head. “No, [ see no
reason why they can’t be living wogether,
il that's the way it is. Do vou, Miwch?”

“No, Harold. Kids do these things.”

We were all smiling, How did I want
to proceed, Hedt asked? No more out-
lines. siv, I told him: let me go right into
the sareenplay itself. Fine, Hedit agreed,
il you get stuck at all, come o Mitch or
me: that's what were here for. Thank
vou. Mr. Heeht, is there any chance now
I might be able to get a permanent place
to work around here, my apartment’s a
little noisy: Of course, said Hecht, pick-
ing up the phone.

There were no olfices available in the
executive building, but they could put
me i a dressing room on the back lot. 1
was sent to a man who led me outside
past several sound  stages. through a
doorway bordered by a small infirmary
and the studio Automat, up a tiny eleva-
tor to the third lloor. down a butter-
scotclirugeed corndor o dressing room
306. The man unlocked the door.

“This 15 Sieve McQueen's  former
dressing room.” he told me. “"We might
have w move you out of 1t imo another
il Casting wants to reclaim  it. But
unil then ., , "

The man handed me the key and lelt.
I enwered what looked hike a large bed
less motel room. adjacent 1o a mirror-
witlled arca where an elaborate dressing
table stretched the length of the room. A
white-tiled  bathroom, complete  with
shower and infrared heawer, was visible
through an opened door at the opposite
end. There were also three dosers, a
leatherine  couch, wwo  stuflal  Jounge
chairs, a built-in bar and a refrigerator. |
searched cverywhere for some wrace of
Steve. Nothing, it seemed. But opening
the relvigerator door. 1 spotted one can
ol vanilla Mewrecal. alone on the bottom
shell. T was tme 1o write home: “Dear
AMom and Dad: Here's something to tell

vour [riends about Steve  McQueen.
You're probably wondering how 1 hap-
pen to know this. Well - . "

The beige 1elephone rang. Hecht's
blonde secretary was calling for Mr.
Hecht to inquire did I own a car? Yes.
Would it be possible for me 1o give Mr.
Hecht a ride home, his wile has his auto-
mobile and he dislikes axis?

An hour later, in my '57 Volvo, Hechit

and I were driving down Sunset Surip
through the haze ol a smogey autumn
twilight toward Coldwater Canvon. We
passed  It's Boss—oONLY NIGHT CLUB IN
AMERICA WHERE YOU CAN BE ADMITTED
AT li—continuing west:  Sneaky Pewe’s,
the Body Shop. Gazzarri's, Hollywood-i-
Go-Go, The Trip, Pandora’s Box; they all
blurred by, their marquees splashing lorth
The Lovin® Spoonful, The Byrds, The
Kinks, The Chosen Few . . .

“You know, Mr. Hecht. 1 get the fecl-
ing one hot day this'll all just melt into a
great styrene glob.”

“No. it used o be that way.” Hecht
corrected me. looking straight  ahead.
“But the town's changed lately. For in-
stance, unul wwo vears ago, you had 1o
kill voursell 10 do a good film. But now
it's casier, H's more open, there’s a real
possibility.”

“Yes, but

“You're a voung writer. You came
down here to do something good, didn’e
youz"

“Yes, but .

“Three vears ago. it would have been
much more dificult. Things are chang-
ing. This year is the vear of the writ-
cr. His receptivity has enlarged. Films
have become a respectable art form.”

“But il writers out here are generally
treated like—I1 mean, il others are still
brought in 1o work on their material
without their having any say in the
nutier E

“yegs

“The thought of that might scare off a
lot of voung writers. no?”

“No. I don’t think so.”

And that was that. Neither ol us spoke
until we'd wrned omo Coldwater Can-
von Drive. Hecht, glancing at the dash-
board, said: “"The main reason that I'm
interested in doing this university picture
is, I never had a chance to go o college
mysell.”

“Places like  Berkeley, My
they're veally ripe for a satire.”

Hecht nodded: 1 don’t think anvone
would mind us poking lun at universities
—the laculiy and the administation and
the students—do vou? If we make a fun
picture that evervone can enjoy. Do
you?"

“No."

“I think we can do it.” A pause. “You
shouldn’t be overawed by anv of this.
Stephen. We're very  delighted  with
what vou've done and we have real
confidence in you now.”

“Thank you.”

"

Hecht,

That was the last time I spoke to
Hecht privately for two months. He
suddenly etherealized into a phantom pro-
ducer, dashing here, flving there. nego-
vating deals for this and that properiy:
Within weeks after T'd arvived. Heclht
had munaged w0 outmaneuver all other
interested parties for the righs 1o Fini-
an’s Rainbow and had also—alier more

than a  decade—succeeded  in raising
capttal for The Way West, based on a
novel by A. B. Guihrie, Jr. Aside from
these two current projects, Hecht was
also occupied with the sequel 1o Cat Bal-
low, having hired and hred six writers
thus far in an aucempt o “come up with
the right storv.” As Lindemann ex-
plained it: “We're not satisfied with any-
thing less than the best.”

On occasion, I'd spy the back of
Hedht's left car as he entered his ofhee.
or the corner ol his suit lapel as he exit
ed. He'd smile and say. “Hello, Stephen,
how's evervihing going

“Preay well, bui——

“Good.”

Each morning I rode up the antomatic
clevator 1o Steve  McQueen's  former
dressing room., did a few hours of re-
scarch on Berkeley. then settled down o
write.  Superstars were  everywhere.
soon learned 1o distinguish among them
by car. Jerry Lewis, for example, opens
his dressing-room door with a brisk click,
while Richard Widmark will turn the
handle slowly and methodically, like a
man who's appeared in one o many
gangster movies. They never dropped
by. they said onlv, “Go ahead. go . . "
when we'd ride the elevator together.

I found myscll. meanwhile, writing a
very suitic screenplay: Dialog was doing
all the work, mv  characiers  weren't
being pushed into action. In short, |
blew this epportunity Heeht had afford
ed me to write a hip film free from
outside pressures. No one stood  over
my shoulder muuering. “Tut-tm, vou
mustn’t do that . . " No one browbem
me with threats of instantincous dismiss-
al and I was lelt with only myvsell 10
blame for treading water when I should
have been racing ahead with a wild,
frenzied satinic side stroke. Lindemann
repeatedly informed me that while he
wsually stavs vary dose o Hecht's writ-
crs, the subject of my saeenplay re-
mitined outside his realm ol experience,
and therclore. I T get oo close right
now, I might cramp vour style.” He did
not cramp my sivie, T cramped my own,
Alter three weeks of laissez farve, which
I'd sorely abused, it seemed time to
cither seek help or chuck the whole en-
terprise. One alternoon I called Linde-
nunn and told him of my dissauslaction.
“Let us see what vou've done so far,” he
advised, and 1 handed in the st 40
pages of my screcnplay.

“That’s the worst mistake a Holly-
wood writer can make, you never hand
anything in,” said @ Driend. Bur since
Hecht and Lindemann were not ma-
ligning me in wypical Hollvwood Lashion,
I saw no reason 1o play possum. They
read my maenial over the weekend and
Lindemann scheduled the first of many
story conferences with me for Monday
ng in his ofhice. I
rold and 1 have looked over this
screenplay,” he began, “and we don’t
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really know what the hell you're trying
1o do. It's all over everywhere., But Har-
old thinks it shows grear wlent.”

“It's a mess, il you ask me, Miwch. I
still haven’t found any action for my char-
acters, I'm wreading water.”

“The scene you have bertween Adam
and Trina in their aparment, we like.
But what I want to know right away 1s
why I should tike these kids seriously.
Here's a line of dialog 1 wrote that you
might decide to add. Suppose Trina
savs, Dbelore she turns out the lighe:
“That's all we are, crummy picces of let-
tuce with nowhere to go’s How does that
sound?”

“Well =

“I want 1o care about your characters.
I've got 1o know by page hve what are
their hopes. their dreams and their aspi
rations. Because, if 1 don’t care about
these Kids. then why should T care what
happens to them?”

“Why don’t you care about Adam and
Trinaz”

“Theyre  just  bored, irresponsible
Kids shacking up together, as far as I'm
concerned.”

- sep’s

“Harold and I don’t understand what
vou're trving to do.”

“I think 1 know what I'm trying to do,
Mitch, but my hang-up is that I'm not
doing it yer.”

“What should 1 advise vou, Stephen?”

“Suppose I threw out most of that pre-
liminary stfl and went right inmo the
scene where  those  deans  issue  the
direcuve.”

“That's an idea.”

“Most ol what I've done so [ar is for
my own benefit, anyway: 1o find out
about the characers.”

Lindemann encouraged me to begin
with the issuing ol the direcrive. T don’t
care il takes vou a whole vear 1o write
this film, take as long as vou want, but do
a good job.” T wold him I appreciated his
willingness 10 fet me have my  head,
“Harold and 1 believe you can make it,”
he said.

I sat down and wrote a new opening,.
Lindemanu  read  the maerial—Hecht
Productions always tvpes up cight copics
on yellow onionskin—and  said:

“1 don’t kuow what the hell vou're
trving o do here. This is smart-alecky
and silly, making fun of the administra-
tion. Besides,  vour with  the
stuclents.”

“Maybe, Mitch, but il i

“1 could do in three pages what it's
taken vou hiteen pages 1o do. The whole
thing's o definite regression.”™

Wail a second, pal. “But

Lindemann's  twone  then  changed:
“Harold and 1 won't let you go any fur-
ther without an outline. We've got a sec
retary [ree. Diciate 1o her just about five
pages or so and we'll meet again tomor-

o'
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194 row. Tell us why we should care about

the kids in this flm, that's the main
thing.”

I should have called Hecht himsell at
this point. I should have refused to dic
tare a word. I should have demanded
complete autonomy. Buc instead. like
Kafka's eversuppliant K, I did as they
asked.

The next day Lindemann conlerred
with me about my dictated outline: 1
don’t know what the hell you're trving 1o
do here. This is smart-alecky. The real
story vou have is a love aflair between
Zino and Trina. The hrst time they meet
cach other they hate each other. but we
can tell there’s something between them
right away. Now, 1 sce a very Tunny
movie to be made out ol all this. But
how can we tell the story of what's hap-
pening in American universities today if
we base this screenplay on something
like that Free Sex Movement of yours? Is
that an important issucre”

“You both scemed 1o like it belore,
Mirch.”

“It won't work.”

Lindemann intended to help. as he'd
successfully  assisted  Walter  Newman
and many others in Hecht's stable. New-
man. responsible for creating Marvin's
boozing gunfighter. Kid Shelleen, in Cat
Ballou. considers Hecht and Lindemann
“the two most tolerant and patient men
I've ever written under.”

And yet. in the process of revising the
opening section ol my screcnplay under
Lindemann's muelage, through the five
drafts and numerous outlines that I kept
churning out unul Thanksgiving, strange
things happened. Lindemann would
read my latest dralt and call me in for a
story conlerence that reiterated  yester
day’s, anticipated tomorrow’s session,

“Stephen,” he'd sav, “vou still haven's
told Harold and me yet why we should
cue lor vour characters.”

“I don’t mean to be hard on vou.™ he'd
add. We both understood there was no
milice in his criticisms.

“What's the matter with them now?”
I'd ask.

“Trina’s a despicable human heing,
Adam’s a lump, Zino's stupid.” he'd
veply, then add: “They're nowhere.”

Lindemann olten reminded me that
this film would be seen by the peoples of
France and Spain—all over the world. in
lact—and  that we dido't want o el
them the universities in our country were
run by a bunch ol nincompoops. did we?

Lventualdly, Lindemann mancuvered to
his basic gricvance: “You can’t expect to
focus on wwo kids living rogether and
luive your audience accept this as the
way it is in college, Our morality is
different than thar”

“Why didn’t vou tell me so when 1
handed in my original notes?”

“We thought something mighr spark.
An explosion. After a lot of vears in this
business, I've come to realize it's the
clichés that work best: A princess [alls in

love with a commoner and you're in
business. Trina's the daughter of the
governor, she [alls in love with Zino, the
son ol an Italian worker who lives
with his widowed mother and you're on
your way.”

A princess meets a commoner— Jesus!
“Didn’t you bring me down here because
you wanted something a little newer?”

“"We brought vou down here to write
a good college script. And so far, all
you've done is putz around.”

“That's nobody's fault but my own.
However——"

“New, schmew, the New Wave you
can have. What docs Darling sav: It
says nothing. There's no warmth, no
wenufication.”

Mostly I just shrugged and said:
“Well . . " Sometimes 1 gazed out the
window. But one alternoon Lindemann
caught me by surprise. After the usual
preliminaries, he asked:

“What are vou trying to tell us? That
Adam and Trina are 1mwo Kids without
any real purpose in their lives, so they
live together because this might be a
way to get something meaninglful from
their education?”

Startled, I looked up: “Exactlv.
Mitch.”
Lindemann  rubbed  his  earlobe

thoughtfully: “That's no good.” he said.
“than’s a smart-alecky approach.”

At Thawnksgiving, Adam and Trina
were still cohabiting and my days at Co-
lumbia seemed numbered. Lindemann,
who wanted 10 keep me on the college
story, strongly urged that T stare all over
again  from scatch. Otherwise—"Pro-
ducers can be Highty men,” Lindemann
confided. an oblique reference to Heeht's
philosophy of hlm making, wherein the
writer is sufliciently expendable that he
may no longer be around by sunser. Ah,
well.

In despair, 1 phoned Landers: “Li
ther a princess meets a commoner or 1
perish. Hal™

My agent soltly cautioned me not 10
panic:  “"Have you spoken to Hedh
himsellz”

“No. I haven't secen him in a long
tme.”

“Call Harold and tell him  you're
stuck.”

“Will he remember my name:”

“Call him.”

Calling Hecht at home. T explained
that T was experiencing dilhculties with
my script. It was more of an cevasion
than an understarement.

“But that's what Mitch is there Tor, 1o
work with our writers,” Hecht's
terse reply.

“ONh 1 said, and nothing more. Hecht
agrecd 1o meet me the following Mon.
day morning. Monday. that’s four days

was

o
awvay. suppose in those fowy days you
wired togethey a  princess and a com-
Just suppose. Ny mind
lunctioning like that of a glassjawed

HiGHer. Wis
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“Il just so happens she prefers
97-pound weaklings!”

fighter on one knee, grasping for the
middle rope.

I's your secret that you finally sold
oul, gave up, capitulated—yowrs alone.
Hit 'em where they live. And thus, in a
frenzy of  self-preservation, during  the
Thanksgiving weekend T spewed lorth
the story of Trina, daughter of the chan-
cellor, who lives in a sorority house and
is about to mary an upstanding \WASP
headed for Yale Law. By accdent she
mects Zino Sweet, scholarship student,
low-life campus rebel. WHAMO! POW!
Sparks flv, they hate cach other's guts at
first sight, but deep down, where it really
counts, look out, it's love. OK. Ay,
Hecht, here's what you wanled, here's
what you got. Paxton Quigley. where are
you now? Hecht listened patiently 1o my
synopsis, then gave me the very lishy
look of a man who's sure he's being put
on. “T'll have to read it o make an opin-
ion.”" he said dryly.

One week later, on December 3, he
cilled me into his office. I remember the
particular date because after the third of
December, T was no longer a salaried em-
plovee ol Hecht Productions.

Directly over Hecht's quarters  they
were installing a steam bath for Colum
bia Studio executives. In order to faali-
tre the operation, many squares of cork
tile had been jimmied loose from the
ceiling. However, during past weeks, tor-
rential rains had flooded the unhnished
steam room upstairs and now, walking

196 into Hecht's office, T bumped against

huge buckets that were scattered over
the rug like helmets on a bauldefield, 10
carch water as it poured down [rom black
gaps in the ceiling.

“I know a good plumber.” T said. He
Liughed expansively. Then he picked up
my princess-commoner outline.

“I've looked this over.” Hecht said.
“and I'm not happy with v oat all,
frankly.”

What? Come on. don't say that. I
wrote il especially for you. Al the great
est expense .

“Why not, sir?”

“I's a story for the Roosevelr e,
Stephen. I'm way ahead of it. I've seen
it 4 million umes: The rich girl and
the poor boy: it's not very jazzy. I'm
afraid " Heeht seemed to be making
a gallant effort 1o smother his indigna-
tion. I sat and listened without comment
as Hecht then proceeded to fire me.

My agent received the news calmly:
“Where's the major problem?” he asked.

“I don't know anymore, Hal. When 1
finally succumbed 10 writing the kind ol
tripe they seemed o want, Hechr let me
have it. Five minuies ago.”

“Did you level with him, Stephen?”

“No, I've forgotten how to level with
anyone. it's been so long.”

“You should have.”

“1 didn't.”

“Let me call Harold and get this
settled. Now, what's the hang-up? Be
precise.”

“Well,

Hal, 1 assumed Hecht and

Lindemann were demanding the same
thing. But 1

“Never assume anything in this busi:
ness, Stephen. I'll ger vou an appoint-
ment with Harold wmorrow. Tell him
exactly what's on your mind, under-
stand?”

“I've really sarewed up.”

“You're not the fist. Just relax.”

Early the next morning, I was again in
Hecht's ofhice, both ol
amidst buckets. As I dosed the door. he
unbuttoned  his  blue-cashmere  double
breasted (°1 don’t have & good uulor, |
have a good alterer. He alters my old
clothes, T can’t afford new suns these
days.”) and sighed:

us Cconversing

“What seems to be the difhculy,
Stephen:”
That princess-commoner  outline, 1

told him, was an act of desperation on
my part.

Heche listened, then sat me down o
the cure: “Most writers out here hecome
scaretaries for their producers,” he said.
“A writer doesn’t follow, a writer leads
the wayv. You weren’t happy with what
vou were turning out, so vou leaned on
Mitch. Mitch works very well with some
writers. but anv producer or associate
producer will have vou writing his script
il you let him. 1 always try 10 interfere,
and alter twenty-two  vears, I'm finally
lening not 1o write somebody  else’s
script for him. I've messed up 100 many
in the past.”

“But my characters were despicable,
they couldn’t cohabitate, the Free Sex
Movement was out ;

“I don’t se¢ why Adam and Trina
shouldn’t lve rogether,” Hecht mused.
“It avoids the sentimentality ol thar Last
outline vou handed in. Sentimentality
hurt manv ol the best pictures Bun
and I made—Biadman of Alcatraz, for
example.”

At length, T muuered: “There’s been
some conlusion.”

Hecht nodded. It happens,” he said.
“You're just geuting vour leer wet. This
has been a good experience lor you.”

“IF I may ask, why did you bring me
down here”

“Why? I'm a fool. that's why.” Hedn
replied. and laughed.

Lindemann was Liughing, 100, several
days later, when he stopped me in the

corridor.

“1 understand you told Harold vour
producers were confusing you.”

“That's right, Miwch.”

“Whenever a writer out here gets into
trouble, he does just what you did.”

“He does?”

“OI course he does. That's the first
cop-out for a hack. When vyou left Har-
old’s ofhice, he sighed and said, "My, how
Fast they learn.” And then we shook our

heads . . "



MOBILE CASTRONOMY (continued from page 125)

Lake Superior whitefish. and beyond
Omaha 10 antelope steaks and sage-led
quail: but six or seven courses ending
with individual baked Alaska and im-
ported stilton was the accepted dimen-
sion ol hospitality, Second and  third
helpings were encouraged: and if there
was something vour heart desired that
witsni’t on the menu—say, vemison  cut-
lets or jack-rabbit pie—the management
would be delighted 10 run it up lor you.
No extra charge: Just think well of the
Burlington, the Soo or the Aulantic Coast
Line, as the cise might be. It was a
pleasure.

When Henry Mowrison Flagler, late
in the Eighties, discovered Florida and
commenced  building  the Flovida  LEast
Coast Railway 1o serve the eve-popping
resort hotels that vose along the Atlantic
littoral at Jacksonville, Palatka, Palm
Beach and. evenwally. Miami. gastrono-
my in transit reached new heights that

would have  gratified  Brillac-Savarin.
With bener than S200.000.000 in the

hard gold currency of the times deriving
from Standard Oil almost literally bhurn-
ing a hole in the pocker ol his striped
cashmere trousers, Flagler conceived the
notion of ¢volving a playground for the
Amcerican people  that would relegate
Monte Carlo and the French Riviera 1o

the estate of fleabag carnivals. One of his
caprices was that a guest in one of the
Flagler hotels m Florida was as good as
in his suite when he stepped aboard the
cars in New York or Boston. To further
the illusion, passengers on the through
Pullmans found themselves skirmishing
happily with fresh giant cracked crab
while wraversing the Jersey meadows and
acquiring a taste for broiled  pompano
with hot mustard sauce belore they
reached Washingon.

To mect this competition, the Sea-
board Air Line, which also wanted in on
the rich Florida pickings, was forced 1o
go to cqual or greater lengths of culinary
hospitality, and vacationists bound for
Florida 1ook 1o booking passage on the
carrier that promised the most ravishing
gala of gamstronomy en route. Dining-
car crews in those days moved with the
scasons, signing on the Florida runs in
December  and - January, their
seniority o be assigned to Aiken and
Pinehurst in carly spring, and landing
the Bar Harbor trains in summer. Stew-
ards and waiters alike knew the customers
personally: and the customers, knowing
that they might be assigned the same
waiter hall @ dozen times in the course
of the sociul year, tipped accordingly. It
was a happy relationship.

ST s
using

The author of this vignette was, in
the middle 1920s, accompanving his [a-
ther, a Boston banker ol Tormidable di-
mensions, 1o Palm Beach aboard the
Orange Blossom Special on the Scaboard
when, during the service ol dinner, the
courtly, white-haired dining-car steward
stopped  at our table and  remarked
deferentially: “Mr. Beebe, Ull wager you
can’t tell me what you were doing just
fortv years ago tomght.”

My father allowed that he couldn’t
without making an issuc ol it

“You were bemng married in the Ven-
dome Hotel in Commonwealih Avenue
in Boston, and 1 was serving the lobster
aspic at the recepuon.”

That sort of thing was good for 520 in
gold, any time.

The reason. of course, that food on the
diners in their golden age was, as noted
above, the best food being served in the
United States was that 1t was provided
with little or no attention 1o the econom-
ics of 1ts service. The idea ol undertak-
ing 10 so much as break even. let alone
wrn a profit on their dining cars, would
have shocked the mmibroad managements
of the time almost inexpressibly. Their
diners were the crriers’ finest and
most universally admired showeases, on
the theory that the railroad that most
clegantly sluiced and gentled its passen-
gers was more likely than not to be
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expeditious and reliable in the conduct
ol the freight tansport from which its
revenues derived. A captain of industry
who Eworably recalled the fillet of red
snapper en papillote encountered en
route to New Orleans on the Louisville
& Nashville and the obsequious solicitude
of the waiter at breaklast the next morn-
ing could order his [reight shipped via
the L. & N. The railroad that provided
the finest dollar dinner could expect the
approval and [avor ol the frock-coated
coal barons and ironmasters along its
right of way.

It was a scheme of things in which
cost accounting had no part and would
have evoked shouts of mirth if it had
been suggested. The hixed rule, until
the mid-"Twentes on the dining cars of
the New York Central. was that no siew-
ard was expected to turn in more than
four bits earned on every dollar he cost
the company. and this ratio was more
liberally imerpreted aboard such crack
fiyers as The Twentieth Century Limited
and the Southwestern Limited. In the
halcyon times before the 1914 War,
standard practice aboard The Century
allotted one pound ol aeamery butter
per passenger for the two meals served
en route between Chicago and New

York, an allowance that would suggest
that butter was used not only at rable
and in cooking but in the journal boxes
as well. Not only did The Century's but-
ter come - ample quantties, but it car-
ried with it a cacher of soaal clegance,
since it was provided from the manorial
Lake Champlain dairy farm of Dr. Wil-
liam Seward Webb, a Vanderbilt son-in-
law who sold his surplus ceam and
vegetables 1o the [amily enterprise. It
wias almost like eating at able with a
Vanderbile.

Extensive menus and liberal larders
were by no means  limited to  the
standard-gauge nuun-line name triains in
the solden age of which we sing. General
William Jackson Palmer’s narrow-gauge
Denver & Rio Grande Western, a pioneer
three-foot gauge through the Rockies be-
tween Denver and Sale Lake, atforded a
breaklast menu listing 50 separate items,
including: stwawberries and  cream, 20
cents: Southdown  mutton  chops, 410
cenmts: extra sirlomn steak for two, 51: eggs
and omelets in all stvles, 20 cents; broiled
mushrooms on toast, 40 cents; and [resh
calves” liver and bacon, 10 cents. The
Rio Grande pioneered the service of Iresh
Rocky Mountain trout, which later was
10 become standard on all railroads serv-

“Stop worrying, Marsha, who's going to know?”

ing Colorado. The resources and variety
of food that could be stored aboard the
diminutive diners as they rolled through
the Black Canvon of the Gunnison and
over the Wasatch was apparently limir-
less, and dinner entrees alone came to 28
separate  meat  dishes, including  Ivesh
chucker partridge, venison stew. antelope
steak, Mexican quail, prairie chicken,
blue-winged teal. bullalo chops and all
the conventional steaks, chops, barnyard
poultry and other domestic matters,
Perhaps, 1o the contemporary aware-
ness, the most incredible  amenity  of
mountain travel in the Nineties was the
club car Animas Forks ol the Silverton
Northern Railway, which kept Mumm's
Extra Dry and White Seal champagne
iced and available at $2.50 3 bottle, and
sparkling burgundy at 51.25 the tull bot-
tle. The Silverton Northern was 18 miles
long. It also maintained a sleeper. Or let
us briefly give our arention o the sump-
wously printed wine list for the vear
1893 aboard the equally sumptuously
appointed New England Limited, run-
ning on a cack schedule hetween Bos-
ton and New York over the joining railg
of the New Haven and the New York &
New England Railvoads. The Limited,
locally known as “The White Train™ be-
cause its cars were painted in eream and
gold and even the coal i its tender
was spraved with whitewash before cach
Tun, catered to the carriage wade of Bea-
con Sweet and  the moguls of  State
Street, and its groceries amnd wines were
recruited from the ancestral firm of S, §.
Pierce, which had provided the beuer
things for Boston’s dinner tables since
the davs ol the China trade. There were
four champagnes listed: G. H. Mumm,
Pommery & Greno, Perrier-Jouér and
Moet & Chandon. Each sold for $3.50
the Tull boutde. The white wines included
Brandenberg  Freres' Latour  Blanche
1874 and the Bordeaux was headed by
Chateau, Laroze 1878, also $3.50, and
there lollowed i {oot-long list ol spirits,
mineral waters and liqueurs, including
Lawrence's Medlord Rum, the holy sac-
rament of New England and the prool
spirits on which the wriangle wade from
time immemorial had been lounded. For
true connoisscurs, there was an 1842 co-
gnac that rewiled lor two bits the
pony glass, which would suggest that
gerting sull en roure was a positive econ-
omy. The dollar dinner included broiled
live Maine lobster and beel Wellington.
In keeping with its mame, The White
Train varied the universal practice clse-
where of having colored  dining-car
crews and carried an all-white stadl. not
for reasons ol prejudice but to establish
continuity and maich the over-all decor.
Perhaps the most radiantly effulgent
name pain ever placed in service was
actually called the De-Luxe, and rolled
once a week between Chicago and Los
Angeles during the winter tourist seasons
from 1911 unul 1917, when us glories
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were abated by wartime restrictions. All-
Pullman, all-bedroom, with brass beds
instead ol berths, its sailing list sirictly
limited to 60 paying guests, the De-
Luxe also commanded a surcharge of $25
in  honest-to-goodness  money, perhaps
the equivalent of four or five times as
much oday. Its Fred Harvey dinming cars
incorporated the first primeval resources
ol air conditioning, and dinner service
was comparable with that of New York’s
lordly Ritz Carlton, which opened the
same vear, although passengers refrained
from dressing formally for the evening,
as was the custom of the time on the
Blue Train between Paris and Monte
Carlo.

By 1911 the dollar dinner, which for
o long had been the standard of quality
from the Baltimore & Ohio’s Royal Blue
tra to the Southern Pacific’s Sunset
Limited, was only a [ragrant memory. It
had been done to death when, at the
time of its inaugural in 1902, The
Twentieth Century Limited had priced
its dinner at a staggering S1.50 as onc of
the most triumphant status symbols of its
time. Meals on the De-Luxe were strictly
a la carte and included such items as
fresh beluga caviar sur socle, $1.25; baked
shad and roe aux fines herbes, 60 cents;
larded tenderloin of beel, Montebello,
™ cents; roast capon, chestnut dressing,
75 cents; quails in aspic, S1: imported
roquelort and stilton cheese, 25 cents.

Although railroad  history abounds
with direct and unequivecal competition
between rival arriers seeking passenger
patronage over identical and closely par-
allel runs, none has ever been so evenly
matched as that between two candy
trains of the two most powerlul railroad
systems in the East, the Pennsylvania’s
Broadway Limited and the New York
Central's Twentieth Century Limited,
perhaps the most famous train America
has ever known. Running between New
York and Chicago, service on these two
matchless varnish runs was inaugurated
on the same day at the same hour in
June 1902, and lor well over six decades
the least detail of improvement in opera-
tion, cquipment or schedule in one wis
met instantly and unhesitatingly by the
opposition. Il The Century cant 30
minutes from its running time, the new
schedule was met the same day by the
competition.  If the Broadway com-
menced giving passengers two morning
papers to read with breakfast, The Cen-
wiry slipped a third, The Wall Street
Jowrnal, in ahead of the bacon and eggs.
The day in 1939 when The Century
discarded its last open sleeping section
in Livor ol allreom equipment, The
Broadway did the same. Down the years
the trains raced neck and neck,
sometimes quite literally on the speed-
way where their rights of way run paral-
lel around the southern tip of Lake

1wy

g0p Michigan.

But nowhere in the conducat of these
two hne Iu:(ur).I runs has l'i\';llry been
keener than in their dining cars. When.
carly in the game, The Century raised
the price ol its dollar dinner and started
serving the dairy products of the Vander-
bilt inlaw, the Pennsylvania  began
wheeling hot tables ol fresh bread and
exotic rolls up to its patrons, a dramatic
innovation 60-odd years ago. The Cen-
tury, many years ago, maugurated wo
table specialties that have been the hall-
mark of 1ts gastronomy ever since: a
particularly succulent variety of water-
melon pickle and a special entree ol
lobster newburg. You may be sure that if,
when traveling to Chicago on The Road
ol the Future, your dinner companion
commands the latter of these, he is a
traveler of experience and long standing.

In the golden noontide of railroad
travel, there were dining-car stewards of
more than  parochial celebrity, whose
fame as ambassadors for their carrers
was quite literally world-wide. Memory
at once evokes the image ol courtly and
venerable Dan Healy, a maitre d’hotel
aboard the  Milwaukee  Railroad’s
Pioneer Limited, who numbered presi-
dents and cabiner members mmnong his
first-name  Iriends and who, alter his
death, enjoyed immortality in the form
of a splendid dining car that bore his
name. There was also the legendary Wild
Bill Kurthy of the Southern Pacific, who
at various times rode with The Overland
Limited and the well-remembered Forty
Niner, and who rose 1o a pinnacle of
celebrity when he ran the diner on one
section of the City ol San Francisco
during the 1941 War. Kurthy was a man
of violent aspect and almost continual
incandescence. He fired every member
ol his dining-car crew personally, public-
ly and with a Ciceronian peroration at
least once on every run, a bravura per-
formance usually conduaed at  the
height of the dinner hour. His crews
stayed with him for years. He also bul
lied the passengers and the management
that employed him. During the  years
when there was supposcd to be a short-
age of such restricted items as steaks,
chops, butter, cream and imported co-
gnac for cooking, all these items were
available and  in  outsize  quantities
aboard Kurthy's section of the City. He
was popularly reported so 1o cow the
commissary at the tain’s loading termi-
nals that the entire allowance of meat for
the railroad system  went  aboard  his
diner.

Be that as it may, the City's diners
ran knee-deep in red points. Timid elder-
ly ladies who wanted tea and toast found
themselves confronted with 18 ounces
of porterhouse floating in melied butter
and commanded to ear it and like it
A request for a single three-minute
egg would be met with a double broiled

Minden mutton chop flanked by a baked
potato awash  with sour cream and
chives. Ordinary lamb chops arrived fes-
tooned with necklaces of Deerfoot sau-
sages, and flaming desserts (mark you,
this was still wartime) came to the ables
ol Kurthy's favored passengers in the
guise of the burning of Rome, with the
best Hennessy and shouted encourage
ment from Kurthy not to waste a
smidge.

At bedtime, Kurthy's passengers, fed
to repletion and numb with good living,
could expect the arrival ol a grinning
waiter with a wray loot high in rare-roast-
beel sandwiches and glasses of hall-and-
hall cream as a late snack. "Please eat
them. The wild man will fire me sure il
you don’t!” was the accompanying mes-
sage. Inevitably, news ol such plenty
circulated fast and personages of impor-
tance were at pains o ride the wain 1o
which Kurthy’s diner was assigned. To
the personal knowledge ol this writer,
Eugene Meyer, the Washington publish-
er, Senator David Ignatius Walsh  of
Massachusetts  and  Paul  Smith,  ex-
publisher of the San Francisco Ch ronicle,
all at various times spurned other accom-
modations to ride this [avored run. At the
War's end, Kurthy is reported to have
retived and set nmsell up as a restaurant
proprictor outside San Francisco. Oper-
ating on the same economic basis as he
had conducted his diners, he was shortly
bankrupied.

Today. save for the handful of survi-
vors named above, dining on the cars
has lost its onetime splendor, its ample
portions and the names of wonder who
were its patrons. An American aphorism
to the elfect that “real railvoading begins
west ol Chicago™ meant, in practical fact,
that the best dining-car food was avail-
able on the long-haul Western trains. It
may be that this is still true. As support,
let there be placed in evidence the [resh
Colorade Rocky Mountain trout that,
served as the Rio Grande’s Prospector
rolls down the escarpment ol the Shin-
ing Mountain imto the Denver yards, is
still a wonder and glory ol the region.
The charcoal-brotled whitehish on  the
Sunta Fe's Super Chief the first night
out of Dearborn Station is all that it ever
could have been in the davs ol the la-
bled De-Luxe. And il business takes you
to St. Louis, spurn the Wright brothers’
lolly and vide the Norfolk & Western's
Banner Blue through the golden heart-
land of daylight Ilinois. A recent merger
hasn't affected the chicken-pot pic on the
diner. It's good enough, with a couple
of well-chilled to create the
itlusion that happy times have come
again along the high iron ol the land.
Perhaps, in truth, they have.

martinis,
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E'LL GIVE YOU 3-TO-1 0DDS YOU DON'T KNOW
WHERE OUR HEROINE IS IN THIS EPISODE —
SEDIA SET NI TTLOH ABIHITANAT FHL L&

WE'LL GIVE YOU 4--TO-1 ODDS YOU DON'T KNOW
WHAT EVENT SHE WITNESSES WHILE SUN BATHING

ON THE ROOF OF HER HOTEL -

FONIdUNTIN &

WE'LL GIVE YoU 5-TO-1 ODDS YOU DON'T KNOW
WHY SHE'S SUN BATHING ON A CLOUDY DAY —
“ANNS 39 a7NoM Ll LPHE.L 5ado
I-02-9 NED LAOLTY HIHIVIM SEOIA SHT IHL

IMAGINE !
THIS MAN WE ARE
KIDNAPING KNOWS HOW
TO MAKE AN 1SOTOPE 50
CHEAP AND POWERFUL IT CAN
DESTROY THE UNITED STATES IN
26 SECONDS. WE MUST
GET HIM OUT OF HERE
BEFORE THE POLICE
spoT US!

YOoU MAY BE RIGHT,
BUT WHY TAKE CHANCES.
1 ONLY HOPE THERE'S
NOBODY UP HERE ON

THE ROOF TO SEE US.

sTOP
WORRYING

/ ABOUT THE POLICE.

IF I'M NOT MISTAKEN,
KIDNAPING IS
LEGAL IN NEVAOA.
EVERYTHING 15
LEGAL IN
NEVADA!

WHO wouLo
BE UP ON THE ROOF
ON A CLOUDY OAY 2
WHO IN THEIR RIGHT
MIND WOULD BE
CLOUO BATHING?
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THEY HE

THIS CASE.

MEN. WE'VE GOT TO FIND DR. NEUTRINO BEFORE HE'S

SAY THAT § MUST BE- WHISKED OUT OF THE COUNTRY. BUT WHILE WE'RE LOOKING, CHIEF !

DR NEUTRINO | THE CHIEF HAS | REMEMBER - WE MUST MAINTAIN THE MAMACULATE IMAGE THE FBI ¥ CHIEF! 1

IS AVERY | COME DOWN | HAS MAINTAINED THROUGH THE YEARS «+ CLEAN MEN WITH CLEAN i THINK WE

IMPORTANT | FROM FBI MINDS IN CLEAN BODIES -+ AND STAY AWAY FROM THE GAMING (A AV HAVE A

NUCLEAR | HERDQUARTERS k TABLES. THEY'RE DESTROYING THE MORAL FIBER OF THE NATION. VSNl BREAK IN

PHYSICIST. /IN WASHINGTON J\  IF YOU MUST FIND AMUSEMENT, DO WHAT | DD. GO TO P —\ THE CASE
TO PERSONALLY & THE RACE TRACKS. THEY'RE CLEAN. ) HERE.

SUPERVISE P

commies! A BIT OF
LADY f YOU'RE | THE CHORUS |\ THIRD DEGREE
A DISGRACE TO | LINES ARE WILL MAKE
THE WOMEN OF | TEEMING WITH | OUR LITTLE

¥V vounc

AMERICA . DID COMMIES. COMMIE- CATCH
YOU THINK You | ( READ MY HERE TELL
CcouLD GET LATEST U5 WHERE

AWAY WITH BOOK,"“"RED HER GANG

BurT,
BUT, BUT,
CHIEF ++
WE DIDN'T

CATCH HER,

SUBVERTING RATS AT TOOK DR.

AMERICAN R NEUTRINO

MOTHEZHOOD TO.

IN THAT RED - ( .
™ s

¥ | WAS ON THE sUN ALL RIGHT - WE'LL TAKE THE
DECK, YOUR HONOR, WHEN | COMMIE'S WORD FOR IT. | WANT
| SAW TWO MEN CARRYING | THE AREA CHECKED THORQUGHLY.
A BODY ACROSS THE ROOF. | BUT BEFORE YOU MEN TAKE OFF,
= I'D KNOW THE KIDNAPERS | | WANT TO INSPECT FINGERNAILS,
IF | EVER SAW THEM AGAIN. / EARS AND HANDKERCHIEFS. AND
THEY'VE BEEN AROUND 4 DONT TRY TO PULL YOUR POCKETS
THE HOTEL FOR TWO 4B DUT AND PASS THEM OFF
OR THREE DAYS. - AS HANKIES —

AGENT SQUARECHIN, YOU CHECK THE HOTEL.
AND GROLINDS WITH THE COMMIE EVEWITNESS.

YOU OTHER MEN WILL CHECK THE ROAOS ANO | SQUARECHIN,

OTHER HOTELS. »» AGENT TRUEBLUE, HAVE

ROOM SERVICE SEND UP A SMALL FLAG TO

MY ROOM. IF ANYONE WANTS ME, I'LL BE
UPSTAIRS PLEDGING ALLEGIANCE. GOOO
LUCK AND REMEMBER - CLEANLINESS

IS NEXT TO GOOLINESS !

AGENT

IT'LL BE SO
MUCH FUN
HELPING YOU

PLEASE, MAAM -~ Dio NO, BUT

: :
HAVEN'T

S5INCE WE'RE GOING You THIS

To BE WORKING HAD MUCH| TRY MORNING
TOGETHER WITH A LUCKWITH | THE | HIT A
CERTAIN DEGREE OF PooL- | JACKPOT
INTIMACY, OON'T CALL SIDE ON THE
ME AGENT SQUARE- SLOT  |UNDERWATER

CHIN. JUST CALL
\ " ME “SIR"




WE'VE BEEN

SURE!IFA Y
SITTING HERE

SLOT MACHINE

AND HE HASN'T | JEWISH

JOKE
ME OUT OF | DRINKING JOKE | AeouTr
A ABOUT ME.

WHAT KIND OF
AN ELEVATOR IS
THAT WHERE YoU
HAVE TO INSERT

BUTTON, YOU | WHAT'LL WE
A QUARTER? A

DO nNow 2

| SHOULD HAVE
NEVER GONE ON
VACATION! | SHOULD
HAVE NEVER LEFT
MY BABIES !

DO You
HAVE
CHILDREN,
DOCTOR ?

| THANK GOD
WE'VE FOUND
You !

ME!

SPOT ANYTHING
YET, ANAM?

Quick! |1
| SEE ONE OF THE
B KIDNAPERS!

HAVE You
BEEN
PLAYING HERE
G? 4

f WAIT ! HE'S COMING

{ OUT AGAIN! WE HAVE
A PASSKEY ! WHY
OON'T WE LOOK INSIDE
FOR THE KIDNAPED
SCIENTIST? 4

WHAT DO WE
DO? WE DO WHAT RUN
Fil COOL NERVE AND FOR
SIS UNFLINCHING COURAGE ; HELP
A TELL US !

Y NO, BOMBS! MY LITTLE BOMBS. | LEFT

THEM HOME AT LO5 ALAMOS WITH A BOMB
SITTER. WOULD YOU LIKE TO SEE A
PICTURE OF MY BABIES 2 | HAVE
SOME IN MV WALLET.

LEAPIN' LIZARDS!
THE KIONAPERS ARE
_ COMING BACK !

NO TIME TO
UNTIE THE
OOCTOR! LET™S
UNLOCK THE
DOOR TO THE
\ ADJOINING
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HOW?HE couLo
MNOT UNTIE

HCD

cxﬁ'«gfls iy HIMSELF IN THE

wm'rmse. HE'S ; %aﬁzrlrugpgﬁcgfﬁ
T

Gev oz, |ESCAPED:) oNE ! THIS

f LOOKS LIKE AN

s INSIDE JOB!

¥ ALL RIGHT, RAUL - \
I'VE BEEN SUSPICIOUS
OF YOU AND YOUR
CLEAN -CUT JAW.
ONLY AN FBI MAN
COULO HAVE SUCH A
CLEAN-CUT JAW ! )

~
YOU KNOW THAT
[ HAVE A NORMALLY
WEAK CHIMN BUT

MY GUMS ARE
INFLAMED.

HERE'S MY §

YOUNGEST BOMB,
BLESS Him! HE CAN
OVERKILL THE
POPLULATION OF

MOSCOW EIGHT
d TIMES!-TALK ABOUT
YOUR MISCHIEF -
MAKERS !

- INTO THE

BATHROOM,
QUICK !

Y THERE MusT
BE AN FBI
MAN IN

AT THE RISK OF SOUNDING LIKE A FULSOME
LIBERTINE, MI55, | MUST ASK YOU TO PERHAPS REVEAL
A BIT OF NUDE SHOULDER THROUGH THE DOOR -+
OK PERHAPS A BARED KNEE -

B wHo's \ |
IN THERE?

STILL AS A
MOUSE IN
THERE. |

KNOW WHAT

WHAT ABOUT YOU, CHE ! v LOOK ON THE FLOOR !
LAST WEEK WHEN YOU THOUGHT Y - A MEMBERSHIP CARD
NOBODY WAS WATCHING, | FROM THE EFREM ZIMBALIST,
SAW A NOBLE GLINT IN YOUR | JR. FAN CLUB! (SNIFF!)

AND THERE'S A STKANGE,
CLEAN SMELL COMING FROM
BEHIND THIS DOOR -+ LIKE
FRESH APPLE PIE MIXED
WITH KANSAS WHEAT -

EYE. ONLY AN FBI MAN'S
EYE COULD GLINT S0 NOBLY !

~ WAIT! WAIT! | SEE
IT AGAIN! DON'T

BLINK

WE'LL HIDE BEHIND THE SHOWER CURTAIN WHILE YOU TELL
THEM YOU'RE ABOUT TO TAKE YOUR BATH. MEANWHILE, I'LL
KUN THE WATER AND AMAKE STEAM --- LOTS OF STEAM !

BUT WON'T THEY THINK IT
STRANGE THAT I'M DRESSED 2

EEK! wHAT ARE YOU MEN
DOING IN fy ROOM 2 IF YOU OON'T
LEAVE THIS MINUTE, I'LL SCREAM !
CAN'T YOU SEE I'M TRYING TO
TAKE A SHOWER ?!

WE

HAVE
MAOQE A
MISTAKE,
SENORITA.

PARDON
vs!




YOU REALLY MUST
EXCUSE ME NOW WHILE

1 STEP INTO MV
SHOWER —

A THOUSAND PARDONS,
SseMoRITAY WE DEPART

INSTANTLY /

| WARN YOU -+ I'M A BLACK BELT KARATE CHAMPION,
AND WITH ONE BLOW OF MY HAND, | CAN — - YOU
DON'T BUY THAT ? OK -+ |N MY HAND IS A TiplY VIAL

YOU MEN STOP IN THE

HOLY MOLEY !
NAME OF THE LAW*'OR IF

CRIMINENTALIES !

ZIPPEDY 000 YOU'RE NOT STOPPING, THEN OF DEADLY — NO GOOD Z LET’S TRY THIS ONE. WHILE
DAH! TAKE ME ALONG WITHYOD ! / YOU MAY KNOW ME AS LAMONT CRANSTON, WEALTHY
_ e e YOUNG MAN ABOUT TOWN, IN REALITY | AM -

LOOK, SOMEBODY ! | HEREBY PRESENT THIS COVETED MEDAL TO OUR LATE, GREAT COLLEAGUE,
THERE GO THE KID- AGENT OTIS SQUARECHIN, WHO REALIZED THAT THERE 15 SOMETHING MORE
NAPERS WITH DOCTOR | MPORTANT THAN THE PHVSICAL LIFE OF A NATION - IT's MORAL CLEANLINESS!
v AGENT SQUARECHIN SACRIFICED HIMSELF IN THE NOBLE KNOWLEDGE THAT
NEUTRINO AND HIS SECRET | no MAN CAN BE CLEAN INSIDE HIMSELF WHILE HIS OUTSIDE SELF 15 SHARING
PLANS FOR A BOMB A SHOWER WITH SOMETHING AS OBSCENE AND DIRTY AS A NAKED WOMAN !

THAT CAN DESTROY
THE U.S. IN 2'6

WITH 47 BULLET HOLES IN Him 7 THAT’S NOT A
VERY GOOD IMAGE SQUARECHIN'S PROJECTING !

WHY ISN'T THE CHIEF FACING
AGENT SQUARECHIN 2
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the an-
swers to your shopping questions.
She will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your city
where you can buy any of the spe-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in pLaYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

daymar Sincks ....... 52

Kowasakl Molorcyches. . 16
R e

i Kool

HKowatron

After Six Formalwear . 16
Auwstin Healey Sprite . . .
ke I

Swank  J
Vi Heuse
Van Neusen Shifts . - 45
Vivitar Camerns 04
Volkswazen . . ar
Wostehox ... ..
: T, e Me
shtiire Winthrop
Hustlers Worsted-Tex
by Servus Rubber ... 58 Wrompler Jeans ... ... 26

Use these lines for information about other featured
merchandise.

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to answer
any of your other questions on fash-
ion, travel, food and drink, hi-fi, ete.
If your question involves items you
saw in PLAYBOY, please specify page
number and issue of the magazine as
well as a brief description of the iterms
when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

Playboy Ruilding, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chieago, Illincis 60611

PLAYBOY

PLAYBOY

[ 3 yrs. for 520 (Save 10.00)
O 1 yr. for 58 (Save 52.00)
[J payment enclosed [ bill later

1oy

name

address

ciy slate zip code no.

Mail 10 PLAYBOY

Playboy Building, 919 N, Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Illinois 60611

N180

NEXT MONTH:

}
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NUDIE MOVIES

PEACOCK DREAMS STATUS MAGAZINES

A PLAYBOY PANEL ON RELIGION AND THE NEW MORALITY—
WITH BISHOP JAMES A. PIKE, DR. HARVEY COX, RABBI
RICHARD RUBENSTEIN, THE REVEREND HOWARD MOODY,
DR. MARTIN MARTY AND OTHER CLERICAL SPOKESMEN

“PEACOCK DREAMS”’—THE WORLD’S MOST SWITCHED-ON HAB-
ERDASHERY IS THE SCENE, AND A SQUARE WHO WANDERS IN BY
MISTAKE IS THE CLOWN IN THIS COMEDY—BY HERBERT GOLD

4007’S ORIENTAL EYEFULS"—A LUSH PICTORIAL ON THE
ASIAN ATTRACTIONS OF JAMES BOND'S LATEST FILM, YOU ONLY
LIVE TWICE—WITH TEXT BY THE SCRIPTWRITER, ROALD DAHL

“THE CLIMATE OF VIOLENCE"”—ASSASSINATIONS, MASS
MURDERS AND RACE RIOTS POINT TO" A UNIQUE SICKNESS
ABROAD IN OUR LAND—BY MAX LERNER

“HORSE SENSE"—A LONGTIME BANGTAIL BETTOR OFFERS CO-
GENT WORDS OF COUNSEL ON THE HOWS AND WHYS OF PLAYING
THE PONIES—BY ERNEST HAVEMANN

“THE WRECK OF THE SHIP JOHN B."—IN A SCI-FI TOUR DE
FORCE, A SPACECRAFT'S CAPTAIN IS CONFRONTED BY A RISK-
ALL, SPLIT-SECOND DECISION—BY FRANK ROBINSON

“THE HISTORY OF SEX IN CINEMA"—PART XVI: THE NUDIES,
FROM BURLECUE PEEP SHOWS AND NUDIST DOCUMENTARIES
TO THE EPIDERMAL EPICS OF MANSFIELD AND VAN DOREN—
BY ARTHUR KNIGHT AND HOLLIS ALPERT

“BUSINESS IS BUSINESS"”—THE FIELDS OF ENDEAVOR MAY
VARY, BUT THE GROUND RULES FOR FISCAL SUCCESS REMAIN
ESSENTIALLY THE SAME—BY J. PAUL GETTY

“PIN MONEY”—A MEPHISTOPHELEAN TALE OF A CERTAIN
MYSTERIOUS DOCTOR DEE, WHO WILL SOLVE ALL YOUR PROB-
LEMS, FOR A DECEPTIVELY LOW PRICE—BY JAMES CROSS

A SNOB’S GUIDE TO STATUS MAGAZINES"—HOW TO SUIT
YOUR PSYCHE AND LIFE STYLE TO YOUR FAVORITE PUBLICA-
TION—BY DAN GREENBURG AND JAMES RANSOM

“PLAYBOY’'S GIFTS FOR DADS AND GRADS"—A HOARD OF
RICH REWARDS FOR PATRESFAMILIAS AND BACCALAUREATES



MICHELOB IS AGED
AT THE BREWERY

...not on a boat.

: S S e 3 :
Those expensive imported beers don’t “age™
on the costly boat ride over. They just get a
little older. Michelob is aged right here in
America. So, you don’t pay for a boat ride.
You pay for a great beer. Period.



Whatever you add to your vodka drinks...
start with the patent on smoothness.

Gordon’s Vodka
hasit. s

80 PROOF. DISTILLEQ FRO CRAIN. GORDON'S ORY GIN CO.. LTD.. LINOEN. N.J.
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