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PLAYBILL

“wHAT 15 MoRAL,” says Ernest Heming-
way, “is what vou leel good alter. And
what is immoral is what you feel bad
alwer.”

By this yardstick, Hemingway is a

man of unimpcachable morals. For
many years he has hit the botde,
tumbled  wenches, enjoyed such or-

ganized carnage as war and bullhighting,
and has felt pretty good about it all.

People with different  ideas  about
morality would call him a sinner, and
the wages ol sin, they say, are death. But
Hemingway has cheated death time and
time again, to become a scarred and
bearded  American  legend, a  Great
White Hunter, a hushand of four wives,
a winner of Nobel and Pulitzer prizes
and “the bronze god ol the whole con-
temporary literary eperience in Amer-
ica”  (the words are Allred Kazin's).
“Sin" has paid oft Tor Hemingway.

“The wonder,” says one ol his old high-
school teachers, speaking Irom the se-
curity of Oak Park, Hlineis, “is how a
boy brought up in Christian and Puri-
tan nurwure should know and write so
well of the devil and the underworld.”
Oak Park was and is decent, dry and
dull: the boundary between this right-
cous suburb and its parent city, Chicago,
has been delined as the point where the
saloons end and the churches begin.
That Hemingway, raised in this micdle-
class capital of the world, should write
so lustily ol Tornication and gore is sur-
prising only to those who have never
heard the adage about minister’s daugh-
ters.

The devil and the underworld, Hem-
ingway discovered, are popular subjects.
His novels sell Turiously at the book-
stores and Hollvwood has bought the
rights to most of them lor impressive
sums. But Hemingway can’t please
everyone. Right-wingers don't like him
when he takes powsshors at American
capitalists (To Have and Have Not) or
at Franco (For Whom the Bell Tolls);
left-wingers don’t like him because he
has never been critical enough of society
to suit them. Hemingway says that, at
one time, he was absolutely hearthroken
at the terrible things going on in the
world, and the biggest decision of his
life was whether he should wy o do

KILEY AND HEMINGWAY, WITH FLOYD GIBRONS

something about it or be a writer. “Cold
as a snake, I decided to be a writer.”
Which may expliain why statesman-poet
Archibald MacLeish calls him a literary
irresponsible.

Disciples of Dr. Freud are also dis-
turbed by him. His prose is aggressively
virile and hairy-chested, but discerning
Freudians suspect, not without reason,
that its author mav be unsure of his own
maleness. For Hemingway's work, they
assert, I‘C\‘(‘;lls A castration t'()llll)lf.'x uf
stagegering size. Jake Barnes, protagonist
of The Sun Also Rises, 1s an emasculated
war veteran (I looked at mysell in the
mirror . . . It was a rotten way to be
wounded.”); a boyv sexually mutilates
himself in God Rest You Merry Gentle-
men; in For Whom the Bell Tolls, an-
tagonist Pablo, likened 1o “a boar that
has been altered™ and its “two stones”
cast away, finds it necessary to accuse the
hero of lacking those same stones. On a
less obvious level, his work is rile with
castravon symbols: the hero of The
Snows of Kilimanjaro dies from a gan-
grenous leg: Hanry Morgan, ol Te Have
and Have Not, loses an arm  (“There's
worse things than lose an arm. You've
got two arms and vou've got two of
something else. And a man’s still a man
with one arm or with one of these . . .
I got those other two still.”); in Now [
Lay Me, a woman destrovs her hus-
band's cherished collection of snakes

and arrowheads (two explicit phallic
symbols) . . . and the list is only partial.
A facetious thought occurs: might not
Hemingway's leitmotif be the intrepid
but impotent words of a popular song?

I've been around the world
n a plane,
I've settled revolutions
in Spain,
The Novth Pole I've charted,
But sull I can’t get started
With you.

What, then. is Hemingway? What is
he besides the hard-drinking, death-
happy, sexually insccure, swaggering,
irresponsible  author  of  bestselling
Hollvwood fodder?

For one thing, he muay be the greatest
writer in the world.

James Jovee and André Gide are dead,
Ezra Pound is in an asvlum, T. S. Eliot
is writing polite Broadway comedies,
William Faulkner no longer cares o
communicate with anvbody but William
Faulkner. That leaves few writers ol
any real literary stature, and high on the
list is Ernest Hemingway. Among con-
temporary American writers, he stands
out like a rugged oak in a ficld of deli-
cate pansies (pun intended). Our litera-
ture has become a morass of incense and
butterflies and Spanish moss, of pre-

(concluded overleaf)
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Fools Rush In, etc.

3 King of Swing: Vol. |
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Violin Concerto
Tehaikovsky:
Violin Concerto
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N. Y. Philharmonic,
Mitropoulos. conduct.

€ 1 Love Paris
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PLAYBOY

LARDNER

WALLACE

SHECKLLEY

TUCKER

cicuse style and hyperfine imagery:
there is no god but Tennessee, and
Truman is his prophet. There are, ad-
mittedly, both good and bad writers of
this school, but all of them are primarily
chroniclers of dreams. In reaction to the
often superficial writing ol the lust cen-
tury, they have abandoned the known
world to brave the terra incognita of
the unconscious mind where “nothing
is but what is not.” This pionecring is
admirable, but all too frequently such
writers are so busy exploring stvlistic
jungles that they neglect to blaze their
trails for the benefit of those who follow.
When their readers wander in circles
and become lost, they are apt to curse
them for fools and stubbornly crash on
alone. Perhaps because he has wekked
many a real jungle in his lile, Heming-
way knows the importance of a well-
blazed trail.

In this issue ol rLayYBoy, and in sev-
eral issues to come, you will meet
Ernest Hemingway. You'll see  him
through the eves of his old pal and
drinking companion, Jed Kiley. The
irrepressible Kiley has had what is popu-
larly called *“a checkered career.” Be-
ginning as a reporter in Chicago with
the late Ch:lrlcs MacArthur, Kiley
clowned his way through the Mexican
border war of 1916, in 1924 was operat-
ing a Paris night club. "It was easy,” he
tells us: "I put in a poor quality of
champagne, a hot band and floor show,
and jacked prices 109, The Americans
came in droves.” In Paris he acquired
a reputation as “Mister Sex.” When we
asked him about this particular facet ol
his history, the grizzled, white-haired
roisterer admitted. "1 was some baby
when I was a kid. Took a gal away from
Rudolph Valentino when he was at the
height of his career as a heart-breaker.”
But all his stay in Gay Paree wasn't
spent overcharging tourists and beating
Valentino's time. He was also an editor
of The Boulevardier, a sort ol Parisian
rraysoy that published the early work
of Sinclar Lewis, F. Scott Fitegerald,
Louts Bromfield and (to return to our
original subject) a young fellow named
Ernest M. Hemingway. It was in this
Paris of the Roaring Twenties that
Kiley's [riendship with Hemingway be-

STEFFEN

gan, and it is at this point that Kiley
himsell will take up the story in his un-
abashed. unauthorized biography.  Au-
thorized bios—carefully expurgated and
dressed up by the subjects — are noto-
riously rosy and notoriously dull. Re-
garding this prAYBOY serics, Hemingway
told Kiley: “You can write anything vou
please as you recollect it about me, but
please don't expect me to authenticate it
or authorize it.” Which suits uws fine.
We couldn't want a better guide than
the unexpurgated, unauthorized Kiley
to lead us through the jungles ol darkest
Hemingway and show us the vital im-
portance ol being Ernest. The “title
bout” between Jed and Papa H. starts
in this September issue of rLAYBOY.

rrLAYBoY's penthouse apartment, de-
signed by J. E. Tucker, receives a seven-
page, full-color presentation in this issue
and another five in the next. You'll find
this a bachelor’s dream diggings. That
perennial  Parisian  peep-show, The
Folies-Bergére, has been turned into a
celluloid extravaganza and PLAYBOY was
there for the filming.

Fiction, this month, leads olt with a
fine yarn by Robert Shecklev, whose Spy
Story appeared here just onc year ago.
Love, Incorporaied is the name of this
new opus, and we think vou'll agree it's
a corker. Fred Steffen did the eyesiop-
ping two-page illusiration. The Doll,
by newcomer Hugh G. Foster, will give
you a smile. we think; and another
Johnny-come-lately  (this  partcular
Johnny is named Wallace) offers a
moving story of marital tension titled
Get Out of My Life.

John Lardner checks in for the first
time with a piece on the exciting young
heavyweight, Flovd Patterson. John will
be handling other sports assignments in
[uture issues, including rraveoy's an-
nual ring preview.

Patrick Chase kept the cables hot with
his crackling copy Irom Haiti; Thomas
Mario sets even the sternest mouth to
watering with his hymn to ham; and if
all this doesn’t leave you recling, there's
a perky peppering of Party Jokes, limer-
icks and cartoons to add a final hllip to
this saucy September issuc.
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MISS JUNE
The men of Bryan Hall, Michigan
State, have voted Miss June our Play-
mate of the Year. What a beautyl!
David H. Bernstein
Michigan State
East Lansing, Michigan

Where was Miss Gloria Walker, your
June Playmate, hiding during my visit
back home to the Bronx? After seeing
Gloria's beautiful everything in the June
pLAYBOY, she gets my vote as the
“Playmate I would like most to check-
mate.” If Gloria is an indication of the
trim craft that are now plying Bronx
waters, I'm heading back.

Please send me Gloria’s address as I
would like to challenge her to a game...
of chess.

Lt. (jg) Mickey Kappes
U.S.S. Skagit
¢/o FPO, San Francisco, Calif.

Can’t send you Glovia’s addvess,
Mickey, but you can write to her in
care of the magazine.

Here's my Friskie box-top and half-a-
buck to cover postage (never mind the
handling)—please send me Gloria for
fifteen days’ free trial. T understand that
if, at the end of this period, I am not
completely sauisfied, I'll probably be
dead so it's damned unlikely that FIlI
demand a refund.

As a bachelor of forty who should
know about such things (and I some-
times wonder if 1 do), 1 would say,
simply, that she is the most.

E. Dorsey Loane
Rock Hall, Maryland

Hey! Any of you guys notice the beau-
tiful blue eyes on Miss June? Take an-
other look! Pretty, huh?

An ex-plavgirl
Auburn, Nebraska

CHESS FAUX PAS
I feel certain it was photographer

Herman Leonard, not chess expert Al
Horowitz, who taught Gloria Walker
how to play the game for her Playmate
picture in your June issue. But even
with the board set sideways, I'd enjoy a
game with Gloria.

Dennis S. Robbins

Los Angeles, California

Whoever was plaving (chess) with our
exquisite June Playmate was obviously
disturbed by the propinquity of those
pulchritudinous pulmonary protruber-

ances, because he set the chess board up
sideways. The white square should be
in the lower right corner of the board
(see diagram, page 54, pLAvYBOY, June,
1956). He gave her two white Bishops
also, but who cares? I give her three
cheers, the whole chess set and a life
membership in my private chess club.
Furthermore, I respectively submit
that vou, pLAYBOY, have discovered the
most beautitul and practical towel rack
in the field of modern home decoration.
Michael J. Stump
Mi]m(:upolis, Minn.
P.S. Just once before I die—may 1 play
‘\'itll )’Ul“’ Ch(?SN SL’(?

Who was your technical adviser on
the photographing of the June Play-
mate? Miss Junc is cngaged in a most
unorthodox game of chess. To begin
with, the board itself is sideways—the lelt
corner square should be black, not white.
Also, Miss June seems to be playing her
picces in a most unusual manner: a. She
has two Bishops on white; only one
should be. 0. If we take the board as
placed correctly, she has a doubled-up
Pawn on square b3, with no black picces
taken prior to the one she's capturing
now. ¢. And what is she taking that
Knight with? The same Pawn on b5,
I'll bet. d. In addition, her King ap-
pears to be occupying four squares at
once and it looks as though her right
Rook were planning on running off the
board all by itself.

Now how are we supposed to win this
game with so much skulduggery going
on? Or will the lovely Playmate throw
in the towel of her own accord? Still, the
game does show progress—we've already
taken one of her nights, I mean Knights.
And who could ask for a more worthy
opponent?

I thoroughly enjoved your entire chess
compendium. Last Gambit was a clever
variation on strip poker and who posed
for those living chessgirls? Wow!

Andre S. Pancheco
University of California
Berkeley, California
rLAvBOY's living chessgirls were posed
by Marion Scott, whe previously ap-
peared as the May Playmate.

SOUND OF THUNDER

Orchids to Ray Bradbury, and to you
also, for his story in the June issue on
the how-to-do-it-yourself dinosaur hunt.
A Sound of Thunder was, without ques-
tion, the best scicnce fiction story we
have ever read and it had us sitting on
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PLAYBOY

a double shot of sophisticated pleasure

THE BEST FROM PLAYBOY
and PLAYBOY ANNUAL

Here, in two handsome, hard-cover volumes,
are all the best, most sophisticated, most provocative features
from the first two years of PrAYBOY,

Cartoons by Jack Cole, Gardner Rea, Al Stine and Vip;

stories by Erskine Caldwell, Charles Beaumont and Thorne Smith;
humor by Ray Russell, Earl Wilzon and Max Shulman;

plus a choice selection of Ribald Classies and a host of

Party Jokes, ballads, toasts and limericks.

You'll want both books for vour permanent library,

and several extra copies [or deserving [riends.

THE BEST FROM PLAYBQOY and PLAYBOY ANNUAL
$3.78 each—béth books for $7—Send check or money order to
PLAYBOY BOOK DEPARTMENT, 11 E. Superior Street;
Chicago 11,. Illinois : :
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the edge ol nothing ill the very end.
We also enjoyed the features on chess
—both written and pictorial. They were
nice—but, oh, that safari in pre-historia!
Charles F. Morgan 111
Lawrence C. Russell
San Francisco, Calilornia

REPRINTS

As a faithful rraveoy reader since
vour first issue, T feel I'm entitled to air
a gripe that's bheen building up lor a
long time. In vour July Playbill. vou
announce that vou are now paying top
editortal rates in the field. Fine. So how
come we have to put up with so many
reprints?  In a magazine that stresses
quality the way rravnoy does (and gives
it to us—that I'll admit), T find the num-
ber of reprint stories you use inexcus-
able. Are we to believe that even with
the rates vou are paving, vou can't get
enough good material to hll a magazine
without culling other mags and other
ficlds?

Don't get me wrong—they are good
stories, but when 1 shell out 50c¢ for a
magazine, 1 don’t like o hind it filled
with fiction I've already read. I'm not
referring to the Ribald Classics—just the
general stories.

With the gripe out of the way, I
might as well incdude the kudos, too:
The layout is about the best I've ever
seen; story quality is fine (when are you
going to get a Ted Stngeon storve);
Playmates—what can I say, except that 1
continue drooling: pictorial features—
more laudatory cliches in order (and
special comment on the fine quality of
the reproduction); articles and regular
features in general fine, with special
praise for Thomas Mario’s fhrst rate
pieces on food and drink: cartoons won-
derful. especially Cole’s, though I think
Al Stine is one of the very best, too.

The most entertaining story of the
past year, in my t)pininn. was Sheckley's
Spy Story. 1 feel his delicious, subtle
satires have been oo long restricted to
the limited readership of science fiction
mags and hope vou will have some more
soon. But no more reprints,

Dick Ellington
New York, New York

In the beginning, rravsoy hied o
present its readers with the best, most
enlertaining material from both past and
present. However, we had (o recosnize
that any story printed previously, even
if in limited form. might have been al-
ready read by a certain number of our
audience. Because of vLavsox's rather
special populavity, we are now in a posi-
tion to command the very finest in new
fiction cach month and so will only
ravely vely upon veprvinl matevial in the
future. A new stovy by Robert Sheckley
appears in this issue.

COLLEGE JAZZ

I enjoved vour review of college jazz
in the April After Hours, but missed any
mention of the great jazz groups we have
down here it North Texas State College,
We've two outstandings groups here on
the N'TSC campus: one is an octet that
stands up to any other jazz organization,

professional or otherwise; the other, a
20 piece band, is also an amazing college
aggregation,.

Perhaps you didn’t know that this
college 1s the only accredited school in
the nation that offers a degree in jazz.
The head of the department is Dr. M. E.
Hall, sometimes reflerred to as the Doctor
ol Jazz.

Bob Knight
North Texas State College
Denton, Texas

TENNIS, ANYONE?

I read with considerable interest your
nine-page spread on chess in the June is-
sue. May I suggest a similarly compre-
hensive presentation on tennis? 1'm cer-
tain it would be very much appreciated
by your readers.

Harry I. Owens
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

PLAYBOY’S OFFICE GIRLS
Janet Pilgrim is a magnificent spect-
men ol womanhood, but with chicks like
Shirlev, Mary, Bonnie and Mary Ann
around your office, I think you should
give us a Playmate feature in an early
issue that includes all the luscious lassics
who work for pravioy.
Bill Chath:un
Nashville, Tennessee

SELECTING THE FIRST WIFE

Just a suggestion Irom a “frst” wile
(also, the monthly purchaser and dis-
coverer of pLAYBOY in my family) for pos-
sible future serious, rather than satirical,
advice that author Shepherd Mead
might give to playboys and to crase the
idea manv playboys harbor — “Old play-
boys never die, they just get married.”
Too many men erroncously classily
women in two categories — “Them that
will and them that won't: the type you
marry, the type vou don’t.”

The [act is that all girls, with rare ex-
ccplir)n.-i, wiant to get married and al-
most all of them. with the right husband,
cm become good housewives as well as
good playmates. Contrary to the popu-
lar idea that both men and women have,
it is the woman, not the man, who
changes after marriage most. Therclore,
the glamor girl who can’t boil water and
doesn’t know what a dust cloth looks
like can become a very domestic house-
wile without losing any of her playmatey
qualities. And. on the other lh:md. the
prim girl who possesses all the domestic
qualities before marriage can develop
into a plavmate, given the proper en-
couragement and guidance. Men can dis-
cover in mairiage that & woman can be
his playnuue, friend, wile and mother of
his children, but it is up 1o him to bring
these things out in his wile by neither
allowing himself to become henpecked
and losing his individualism, nor by the
other extreme ol using too much mascu-
line superiority.

Womnien's magazines are [ull of advice
for women on successlul marriage and
they are trained for marringe when they
are young. But men's magazines or their
past training rarcly prepares them for
the role of a good husband. 1 realize
that your magazine’s advice on having

THE
NEWEST
LOOK

IN SUEDE
from CALIFORNIA

It's the newest. The leaner, longer line
(317), the relaxed shaker knit collar and
cuffs, adjustable side tabs, deep slash
pockets give you a handsomely comfortable
look throughout. In a class all by itself,
of finest butter-soft imported skins.
Calipel® processed for spot

resistance and water repellancy.

In sand, cocoa, charcoal or rust. With
full length zipper, as shown, or
button-front style. About $42.

Write for nearest store featuring
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How to be the happiest
creative engineer

Beckman Instruments, Inc.* offers
E.E.'s, M.E.’s, Manufacturing,and Sales
Engineers the kinds of jobs that crea-
tive men dream ahout. Top salary, all
employment “extras” including our Edu-
cational Assistance Plan, modern facil-
ities and personal recognition that
comes naturally with our decentralized
operation. Small town living...but near
metropolitan areas in either Fullerton,
Newport Beach, Richmond, or Palo Alto.

*We're pacing the commercial electronics
field ($3,000,000 sales in 1949 to $21,000,000
sales in 1955) and we'll be disappointed
if you don't grow with us.

Be Ckm a n/iusl'rumems. inc.

Write Beckman Instruments, Inc., 2999 W. 6th
St., Los Angeles 5, Calif. Ask for Career File # 66.

The PLAYBOY COLLEGE BUREAU'S
student representatives may not all
own Thunderbirds, but they do
pick up scme extra loot by pro-
moting the magazine and doing
merchandising work for naticnal
advertisers. Alas, there are cam-
puses where we have no repre-
sentative. In college? Interested?
Write for full information:

PLAYBOY COLLEGE BUREAU
11 E. SUPERIOR ST.
CHICAGO 11. ILLINOIS
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successful affairs outside of marriage and
before marriage is mcant in fun, and we
enjoy reading it, but perhaps playboys
would welcome some serious advice on
how-to-have-fun-though-married, too.
A Married Playmate
Staten Island, New York

PROSPECTIVE PLAYMATES

I would like very much to be a Play-
mate of the Month. I know this desire
is shared by thousands of other Ameri-
can girls, but this has been my one big
dream since I first read pLAYBOY over a
year ago. 1 am enclosing a few recent
snaps Irom my album and here are a
few notes on myself: I am 23 years old.
Kentucky born (Lexington), blonde,

stand 5’ 114" tall, 8714”-21147-85" in the
proper places. I have been an Arthur
Murray dance instructor, an airline
stewardess and completed two years of
college.

I will be waiting with fingers crossed.
In fact, I am so excited at the thought
I'm sure I will not sleep until I hear
from you.

Dee Taylor
Houston, Texas

Several friends have suggested that I
submit some photographs of mysell to

vou, in hopes of becoming a Playmate.
So here they are. About myself: I'm 19
vears old, attend Orange Coast College,
model in local fashion shows. I am 5 47,
bust 34", waist 22", hips 35”. I hope you
like the pictures; 1 would consider 1t a
great honor to be chosen as a Playmate
of the Month.

Susan Counter

Laguna Beach, California

Just picked up my June copy of prLAv-
poy and think your June Playmate,
Gloria Walker, is a real doll. I am also
a New York telephone operator and sce-
ing that you've nothing against redheads,
I was wondering how one goes about get-
ting her picture in pLAYVBOY.

Lola Tuohey
New York, New York

PERFECT SECRETARY
Having nothing to do, 1 thought I'd
drop you a line and tell you how much
I enjoyed your cartoon spread, The Per-
fect Secretary. Each picture was better
than the one before it. I still laugh
every time I re-read it. How about more
of this type of humor in the future?
Mrs. M. Zinn
Brunswick, Georgia

Last Christmas I subscribed to prLAy-
oy for two men in my life: my hus-
band, who is a Lt. Commander in the
Navy Air Force and my boss, for whom
I am employed as a private secretary.
Needless to say, I couldn’t have pleased
either of them more than by giving them
PLAYBOY.

I, too, enjoy the magazine very much
and we all got a real boot out of your
feature, The Perfect Secretary, by Arv
Miller in the May issue. Naturally, it
does not apply in any way to this ollce,
but was interesting nevertheless. We all
look forward to our issues of pPLAYVBOY
every month.

Mrs. Richard Carlson
Columbus, Ohio

COLE’S VENUS DE MILO
Thought you might be interested in
knowing that Jack Cole’s cartoon on the
missing arms of Venus de Milo from the
June issuec of pLAYBOY is posted on the
bulletin board of the Humanitics De-
artment at the University of Florida,
My instructor in Greek philosophy con-
siders it one of the cleverest cartoons he
has ever seen.
Don Appleby
Alpha Epsilon Pi
University of Florida
Gainesville, Florida

PLAYBOY HARMONY
We would like permission to use your

name for a barber shop quartette we
have organized. We were sitting around
the other night after rehearsal trying to
think of a good. new idea for a name and
some one mentioned your very fine mag-
azine and then suggested calling our-
selves “The Playboys.”” We all read
PLAYBOY as soon as it hits the stand,
and feel il we can be as good a quartette
as you are a magazine, we will go clear
to the top.

Jim Ten Eyck, lead

Rol Elson, tenor

Harold Weaver, baritone

Ivan Boyer, bass

North Platte, Nebraska

We're pleased by your choice of a

name and wish you many years of close

harmony.
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films

Acting is an element of minor impor-
tance in the making ol a movie: many a
fine film, compounded of story, direc
torial, photographic and editing excel-
lences, has been none the worse for an
entire cast of mediocre actors. But when
a story revolves around one powerful,
pivotal character, and when that charac-
ter is “a grand, ungodly, god-like man”
who looks like someone “cut away from
the stake,” a man “gnawed within and
scorched without with the infixed, un-
relenting fangs of some incurable idea,”
then that character requires an actor,
and a great one, or the story should
never be filmed at all. Such a story 1s
Melville’s Moby Dick, which John Hus-
ton 20 years ago dreamed of filming,
with his father — the famous, fiery Wal-
ter — as that Promethean character, Cap-
tain Ahab. who sends himself, his ship
and his crew to the ocean floor in the
course ol his vengelul killing of the
whale who chewed off his leg. For some
reason, the dream was shelved: Walter
Huston never played Ahab; and when,
after his death, son John revived the
dream and realized it, his perverse, in-
credible choice for the role was Gregory
Peck. The film Huston made has all the
earmarks of a cinematic masterpiece: the
screenplay, distilled from Melville with
great craft by Ray Bradbury, is a gem;
the direction is strong, secure and sen-
sitive; the photography ravishes the eye;
the editing is sharp and deft: and even
the actors, perfectly cast, do their work
with skill and assurance — all save one.
Despite masterful make-up, cunning
camera angles, wily coaching and the
ominous sound of massed trombones on
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the soundtrack, Peck (a nice guy who
did his best) is a feeble, tiny, impotent,
totally inadequate Ahab. Hence, Moby
Dick, which might have been the best
film of the decade, is, rather, one of the
most woeful wastes in the history of the
screen: a beautiful, hollow shell.

Jouncy Judy Holliday is a raucous ten-
share holder who battles a conniving
board of directors in The Solid Gold
Cadillac. Her way with whimsy is beau-
tifully brutal as she steams ahead with
those double-takes, non—sr:quiturs and
wide-cyed wisecracks that have become
her trademark. Paul Douglas is the
tycoon who kills the corporate dragon
and gets the girl, but the whole cast is
mere background for the spoof and
spark of Holliday.

The Bad Seed has set the care and rais-
ing of children back a good distance:
wise parcnts now frisk their kiddies for
cosh and shiv every night before beddy-
bve. Hollywood's Mervyn LeRoy has
picked up the entire Broadway cast and
told the whole gory business in the
eeriest, most chilling horror story of the
vear. Nancy Kelly (who may cop an
Oscar) is the distraught mama who
slowly gets wise that her only kid, a psy-
chopathic Goody Two Shoes played by
Patty McCormack, is running up a mur-
der score that's crowding Jack the Rip-
per’s. Shrewd. savage, cunning, our
perverted Shirley Temple is a one-mop-
pet crime wave who Kills for a trinket
or a toy. Brorrr!

Ole! An imposing newsreel anthology
titled Bull Fight ofters a chilling pano-
rama of classic bull sticking during the
past 50 years. Displaying no nerves at
all, and carving up a lot ol pot roast,
are such renowned ear-and-hoofers as
Belmonte, Joselito. Dominguin and the
magnificent Manolete. Yankee audiences
may find the goring scenes a bit too
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vivid, but one of those two murderous
males in the ring has got to lose.

Stanley Kubrick: remember the name.
Yes, that’s right, he's the fellow who
turned out the awfully arty and self-
conscious Fear and Desire a couple of
years ago, but every guy is permitied a
warm-up, isn't he? As of today, the
talented, thirtyish Mr. K is warmed up
to fever pitch. For The Killing is a
taut, lean, diamond-hard, diamond-
bright case history of a two million dol-
lar heist that will leave the popcorn
unchewed and forgotten in your mouth.
Writer-director Kubrick, with the help
of a sturdy story and some beat-up
B-actors, has made a fine, fast, ilmic film
that (if vou leave two minutes before
the phony, crime-doesn’t-pay ending)
will convince you movies are better than
cver.

Guess what? Hollywood has created a
musical without one chorus girl, one tap
dancer or any relerences to the bitter-
sweet lile of a Show Biz Trouper. The
name of it is High Soctety and it is de-
lightful.

For those who've forgotten the plot of
Philip Barry's stylish Philadelphia Story
(on which this romp is based), it has to
do with a frigidheiress (Grace Kelly) who
divorces husband No. 1 (Bing Crosby)
and who, several years later, decides to
take on a cashing bore (John Lund)
as hubby No. 2. Bing isn’t buying this
for the good reason that he's still ga-ga
over Grace. Reporters Frank Sinatra and
Celeste Holm arrive to cover the nuptials
and everybody flies in a tangled maze of
high society shenanigans. The locale of
all the fun has been switched from Philly
to Newport, Rhode Island. and Cole
Porter has thrown together nine original
tunes for the occasion. Most memorable:
Who Wants to be a Millionaire?, a Spar-
kling novelty number done up by Frank
and Celeste; and a gay, gooly roundelay
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titled Well Did You FEvah?, kicked
around by Sinatra, bathed in cham-
pagne, and Crosby, tending a battered
heart. The songs aren’t the best Porter
cever penned, but they're a cut above
average for a filmusical and serve as a
most pleasant adjunct to this light soufflé
in which you sce (as Celeste Holm cracks)
*“. . . the privileged dass enjoying their
privileges.” Louis Armstrong tootles a
trumpet and gargles some good-natured
vocals, too.

records

A nice memento of High Society can
be had via the LP of that nomenclature
(Capitol W750). The whole affair has a
certain  historical significance, since it
brings together, for the first time, the
vocal talents of the two most popular
pop singers of the past twenty years.
Mr. Crosby had the musical world on a
string from the mid-Thirties till carly in
the next decade; Mr. Sinatra took over
then and apparently has no intention
ol letting loose for some time to come.
Surprisingly enough, however, in this
package it is Bing who comes out on
top. He has a fine old time on Now You
Has Jazz with Satchmo; does well by two
catchy romantic things: I Love You,
Samantha and True Love (the latter
includes a bit of harmony with Grace
Kelly): and teams with Frank for the
drunken Well Did You Evah? Sinatra
gets a couple ol ballads, too: You're
Sensational and Mind If I Make Love
To You, plus Cole Porter’s most playful
line, in Evah: “Have you heard that
Mimsy Starr — She got pinched in the
As-tor bar.”

With nary more than a git fiddle
plinking in the background, Julic Lon-
don doles out great gobs of nostalgia on
Lonely Girl (Liberty 5012). The tuncs
are all of the good-looking-dame-under-
a-street-lamp-on-a-foggy-night-when-her-
lover-hasgone varicety, and Julie has an
intriguing way ol wheezing the lyrics
right down your neck. This is her sec-
ond LP (her first: Julie Is Her Name,
Liberty 3006) and indicates that Miss
London is a shoo-in for success.

On Calypso (Victor LPM-1248), Harry
Jelafonte relies on none of the standard
Caribbean lare foisted on the two-week
tourists, Instead, he warbles a series of
sea-Iresh island lullabies ranging [rom
the wildly romantic I Do Adore Her to
the pithy, but pointed. philosophy of
Hosanna (“House built on a weak foun-
dation will not stand—oh, no, oh, no™).
Few men can carry Belafonte’s bongo
drum when it comes to traditional sing-
ing—work songs, love songs. spirituals—
and this LP is one of his finest to date.

If we were writing a movie poster in-
stead of this sober critique, we would
probably isolate one phrase — *PERVERSE-
LY voLUuPTLOUS” — [rom Aldous Huxley's

program notes for Madrigals of Gesual-
do, Vol. I (Sunset 600), and talk about

the composer’s habit of submitting
“ecstatically to Irequent whippings.”

Such srategy would be misleading, how-
ever, for this gentle vocal music is just
about the most passionless, pure, serenc
and soporific swfl you're likely to hear
in many a day, great for untangling
knotted nerves, guaranteed to soothe
savage breasts all over the place. Do
polish up your Italian, though: vou'll
get a bang out of the one about the
bosom-biting mosquito and the guy who
yearns “to shave its happy fate” — it's
sort ol a Ribald Classic in five-part har-
mony. The Singers of Ferrara, a coterie
of West Coasters, do the warbling . . .
It British madngals are vour dish, these
can be had on The English Madrigal
School, Fol. 2 (Vanguard BG 551). Of
the same high standard as the first vol-
ume (Playboy After Hours, May, 1956),
this latest disc is packed with sweet songs
of Happy Dames, Doleful Doves and
Sweet  Honey: Sucking Bees, becomes
bellicose with Young Cupid Hath Pro-
claimed a Bloody War, pedantic with
Thule, the Period of Cosmography,
despairing with Defiled 1s My Name
(words attributed to later-beheaded Anne
Boleyn: “Farewell, my joy; adicu, com-
fort. Full wronglully you judge of me”).

The hectic Hi-Lo's — mad-cap and
moody by turns — are back on The Hi-
Lo’s, I Presume (Starlite 7007). Between
POWS, WOWS and S-Q-E-E-E-A-A-H-S,
the four zanies simmer down 1o some
exquisitely luscious harmonies on Speak
Low, Stars Fell on Alabama and the
Mercer-Van Heusen lovely, I Thought
About You. Things pick up again on
Rockin® Chair (“Fetch me that gin, son,
‘fore 1 tan yore hide”) and get cleverly
stop-timish on Nice Work If You Can
Get It. The Hi-Lo's have got itz so go
out and get it

Hustlin’® and Bustlin® (Storvville 908)
gives Ruby Bralf's irrepressible trumpet
a stult-ol-dreams opportunity to show
off. Here, plaving with various combi-
nations ol accomplished cats (Edmond
Hall, Vic Dickenson, Jo Jones, George
Wein, among the even dozen), Braff dis-
plays his mastery of a variety of stvles
and proves again he's one ol the most
powerlul musicians around these days.
Satistying samples are 'S Wonderful,
Sister Kate, and a real nice tribute to
Louie by Brafll and Dickinson: When
IUs Sleepy Time Down South.

You can go along for quite a while
listening to records you consider reason-
ably good — and then, bam, vou find one
like the George Shearing Quintet's [
Hear Music (M-G-M E3266) which sud-
denly makes you realize your standards
have been slipping because this is really
it, really so much better than what vou've
been hearing that it’s music of a different
order. Not much point claborating:
here are standards and originals all done
superbly. This is solid, modern, assured.
The attitude is right, hoke-free all the
way, quiet and powerlul medicine.
Guess you gather we like it
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the cole porter song book

32 of his greatest
compositions

sung by the
incomparable

ella fitzgerald

orchestral accompaniment by
buddy bregman

Verve MGV-4001
Package of Two Twelve-Inch Long-Playing Records
Now at Your Dealer (9.96 suggested list price)
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Makes Travelin’ Fun!

Install a

AUTO REFRIGERATOR

FOR S &‘_‘__M
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VACATIONS, PICNICS,

It’s really a joy to have a Coldmaker Refrig-
erator in your car while you travel. Keeps soft
drinks, food, milk, lunches as cool as your
refrigerator at home. And it’s fully automatic.
Just start your car! Also handy for bringing
perishables from store to home.

USES NO EXTRA GAS OR ELECTRICITY

The Coldmaker mechanism* operates on suction JEa
from your engine. It requires no extra gas and
uses no electricity.

ALUMINUM CONSTRUCTION

Heavy gauge aluminum is used throughout
the Coldmaker. It combines beauty with light-
ness, strength and long service life.

CAN BE TRANSFERRED TO ANOTHER CAR

Your Coldmaker Refrigerator should outlast
your car. It can easily be transferred to new
cars as you buy or trade.

5 YEAR WRITTEN WARRANTY

MANUFACTURED BY B & M CORPORATION, HOUMA, LOUISIANA
*Patent Pending A limited number of distributor territories open.

Coldmaker Division, Dept. P

B&M Corporation,

Houma, La.

Please send me complete information on the new Coldmaker Auto-
matic Auto Refrigerator.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY 8STATE

books

The gloomier grottos ol the heart
and spirit are revealed. brilliantly. in
The Red Room. by Francoise Mallet-
Joris (Farrar, Straus & Cudahv. $3.50).
The scene is a pleasant Flemish town.
Principal dramaus personae are a man
married to the Lesbian who seduced his
daughter, the daughter. and a rich
Parisian set designer who stacks up as
a pretty dedicated sexualist. Kernel of
the story is his casval affair with the
erstwhile Lez, his being snatched [rom
her by the daughter (largely out ol re-
venge) and then the deadly contest of
wills between the man and girl, both
utter cgotists whose love is as natural
and outgoing as an ingrown tocnail.
For icing, there are miscellancous side
affairs of the heart and body. Two
things save the book [rom being a mere
off-beat revel: the author writes with
power, insight. great vigor and sensitiv-
ity, and the characters are real and
whole, people for whom we mav weep
as they writhe in toils of their own
making.

Six stories and a short novel comprise
Beasts and Men, by Pierre Gascar (At
lantic-Little, Brown, $3.50) and a nasticer,
more grizzly concoction would be hard
to imagine. The author’s subjects range
wide — all of them on the below-zero
side of the thermometer of wholesome
normality, with emphasis on the destruc
tion of the human spirit when pitted
against the animal in nature: animals
like lambs (an apprentice butcher’s
growing horror and final flight from his
slaughter ol innocents). caged animals
like a starving lion in a zoo (the zoo0 is
stranded near a prison camp; the keeper
starves the lion to barwer its ration to
hunger-crazed prisoners), diabolical ani-
mals like Gaston, an outsize sewer rat
(an allegory linking an invasion of rats
with the budding revolt of a town’s be-
nighted slum dwellers), and especially
the bestial in man himself. What dis-
tinguishes this volume is the author's
raw-nerved hypersensitivity, which can
set the reader's own nerves quivering
like the flesh of a fresh wound. Yet—
paradoxically —one never leels Gascar
15 morbid. One might even conclude.
after reading the stories and especially
the concentration-camp novelette, that it
would be morbid to react less violently
to what he describes — and one never
doubts its authenticity. This is strong
stuff, finely wrought. Gascar won two
coveted French awards for it; richly de-
served, we’d say. ;

And now —deep breath —let’'s get
out in the air again. Come with Wil-
liam Brinkley, in Don’t Go Near the
Water (Random House, $3.95). to the
other side of the world, to the Pacific
which gave us Teahouse of the August
Moon, Mr. Roberts, and other goodies.



—9
/ %
RESTAURANT

9346 M. RUSH ST.
Chicago. 7.

SUPERIOR
7 -3636

A-HA! THERE YOU ARE!

As Chicago's smartest key club we knew
we'd catch your attention in the pages
of the nation’s smartest entertainment
magoazine for men. A subtle reminder
for our members only,

THE WALTON WALK
914 ERNST COURT « CHICAGO

Vote for your favorites in next
month’s PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL
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* COUTOUR CREEMWAX *
.. is the greafest!  .*
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WHY TWO?

There's a natural difference in types of hair.
Some are soft and silky while athers are coarse
and bristly. 5till others are in between., Natur-
ally, they won't all respond alike 1o a crew
cut or to CONTOUR WAX. That's why we
brought out CONTOUR CREEMWAX . . . il's
better for easy-to-manage Crew Cuts. The dif-
ference is tremendous — but only you can

appreciate it
EITHER
ONLY 50c
AT YOUR
FAVORITE
STORE

If your .::1\cre does not handle ‘em send 89c for
e]tzer or try both for $1.29. (This covers han-
dling, postage, federal tax and wax.
DANDERCIDE MFG. CO. Box 5067
Oklahoma City, Okla.
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Brinklev's story is for laughs —and he
gets them with [air regularity. His char-
acters are Characters: P. R. men all,
who obtained their commissions without
being corrupted by any naval training
whatsoever. The story of their scrapes,
peccadillos and amatory excursions Is
funny, the prose fashionably pedestrian
—so fashionably, in lact, that Brinkley
has already reaped a huge movie sale,
reprint rights, digest rights and book
club blessing. The book contains none
ol that annoying subtlety or adeptness-
at-words that has k(‘pt humorists like,
say, Peter DeVries or Kingsley Amis so
relatively impecunious, unpopular and
(|clighti'ul. It will therelore be, like
Willy Loman, “wellliked,” we feel sure.

For us, the jungle of theatrical
criticism is bounded on the north b
Eric Bentley, on the south by Kenneth
I'vian, on the cast by Mary McCarthy
and on the west by PLAVBOY'S own cagle-
eved despot. Most others we hold in
contempt. The hardbound opinions of
Bentley and Tynan, which have long
occupied an honored place on our book-
shell, will now have to move over and
make room lor Miss McCarthy's first
critical appearance outside the austere
pages of The Nation. Sights and Specta-
cles (Farrar, Straus & Cudahy, $3.50) is a
collection ol her most brilliant reviews,
and it's livelier reading than most novels
you're likely to come across this season.
She gives a bad time to Fugene O'Neill,
Tennessce  Williams,  Arthur  Miller,
Oscar Wilde, Bernard Shaw and just
about cverybody else — but she also rec-
ognizes, with an all-toorare appreaa-
tion, the eminent virtues of these giants.
The tome spans the years 1937-1956: it's
refreshing as a slap in the face.

II you dug Beaucoup Tristesse or
Bonjour Tristesse or whatever-the-hell-
it-was-called, you’ll probably lap up
Little Miss Sagan’s latest excursion into
the labyrinthine ways of infantile in-
trospection, She calls it A4 Certain Smile
(Dutton, $2.95), and there's a photo of
her on the dust jacket, pointing coyly
to the title and smiling a certain smile
of sell-satisfaction or something. We're
not quite tuned in on this chick, but
we think we're supposed to go ooooh
and aaaah because such a young girl
writes such adult books. OK, wc'll play
ball. Ooooh. Aaaah.

You think you've got troubles? Billic
Holiday's suffered everything from an
inflamed bladder to a series ol narcotics
raps, with a call-girl stint (ac 18) and
ncarly being raped (at 10) thrown in.
But she’s come through it all spunky as
ever and bristling with Eternal Verity
to boot. This “hip kitty” to whom every
guy's a cat (unless he’s a cop, then he's
fuzz) and every dame's a broad (unless
she makes a pass at her, then she’s a
dike) unburdens her soul with the help
of co-author William Dulty in Lady
Sings the Blues (Doubleday, $3.75).
Billie’s blues come rolling out in mourn-
ful, swing-slanguaged word choruses that
1ll with the timbre of wuth, and you
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$3

PLAYBOY BINDER

Sturdy binder holds 12 ogeless is-
sues of PLAYBOY. Magazine's name
ond emblem stomped in gold leof.

PLAYBOY BOOK DEPT., 11 E. Superior St.
Chicago 11, Illlinois

BE SURE YOU GET THE ORIGINAL

ALLEN-A INSULAIRE

THERMAL UNDERWEAR

WITH

NAVY'S
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ARCTIC WONDER-FABRIC
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*Trademark
Warmth without bulk for all men and women who work

or play in chilling temperatures

The Navy nceded a wonder-
fabric—warm enough for far-
below-zero weather, yet un-
usually absorbent so it could
be worn indoors or in mild
weather without sweltering. And it had to
be 100% laundry-foolproof.

Here’s the fabric they devel-
oped—in well-made shirts and
drawers especially designed
for active men and women.
Now you can shed extra
layers of bulky, heavy outer clothing—dress

This new fabric is made of
down-soft cotton (won't itch),
knitted in unique 3-dimension
pattern. Traps body-heat in
thousands of tiny “pockets”
for perfect insulation. Rigorously tested for
warmth in arctic conditions. Can be ma-
chine-washed, tumble-dried. Won't shrink
out of fit.

Last fall the demand for
Insulaire underwear was so
great we were sold out months
in advance, so get your order
in early. If unavailable at

lighter, have more freedom.

Sclected by the UNITED STATES OLYMPIC COMMITTEE
for wear at the VII Olympic Winter Games.

Tested and approved by the SUN VALLEY SKI SCHOOL

your favorite store, mail coupon below.

THE ALLEN-A CO., Dept. P, Piqua, Ohio
Enclosed is: [] Check, [ Money order (no C.0.D. please).
end me parcel post, prepaid :
PRICE
STYLE SIZE OUANTITY EACH TOTAL
MEN'S—CREAM
3645 (short-sleeve shirt) . $5.00
~ 3645/LS (long-sleeve shirt) 6.00
3649 (ankle-length drawer) 5.00 y
| 3649/SLIM (ankle-length drawer) 5.50 MEN'S — CREAM ONLY
LADIES’—RED Order Shirt Drawer
_ L-752/LS (long-sleeve shirt) 6.50 Sizes  Chest _ Waist
L-752/D (ankle-length drawer 6. s 34-36 30-32
gth drawer) 6.50 M 38.40 3436
TOTAML ;.: 42-44 38-40
i L 46-48 42-44
LADIES' — RED ONLY
STREET _ Order Shirt Drawer
Sizes Bust Waist
cCITY ZONE 5 32-34 24-76
M 35-37 27-29
STATE _ — L 38-40 30-32

can’t help but feel tenderness toward
the gifted, kicked-about Lady Day.
“You can get in just as much trouble by
being dumb and innocent as you can
by breaking the law,” savs Billie. And
Billie should know. A complete Holiday
discography is included at the back.
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New York’s Russian Tea Room (150
West 57th) sticks vou with no cabaret
tax. but impressario Sidney Kave is so
[unny there should be one. At this bustl-
ing caravanserai in the shade of Carnegic
Hall, he handles a concourse of theatri-
cal, operatic and ballet customers with
all the aplomb of DeMille directing
A Cast O Thousands. The slightly
misnomered Tea Room caters between
noon and 1 A. M. all week 1o a lively
line-up of celebrities including the likes
of Paddy Chavelsky, Marlon Brando,
Kim Stanley, Jan Peerce and S. Hurok —
all of whom we spotted in the space of
one short night. Commissar Kave is
understandably  serious  about  recom-
mending the pride of the house, Shashlik
Caucasian, a skewcered series of lamb
chunks and miscellany that grip the
imagination and assuage the soul. An
authentic Russian complete with peasant
blouse rushes this to your table for a
damned decent 52.75, but there are many
caviar-encrusted delicacies priced in the
six-ruble bracket. Bar-czar Irving Suss
kind, a bovar from way back, has been
good enough to concoct a heavenly
potation and dub it the Plavboy Cock-
tail. to wit: ounce of cognac, hall-ounce
ol creme de cacao: lace it with 214
ounces of champagne, mix with ice and
serve in a chilled champagne glass. Top
with a wwist of lemon.

Sam Donato, co-owner of Zardi’s Jazz-
land in Hollywood (6315 Hollywood
Blvd.), commented to us recently that
the biggest difference between dixieland
and progressive listeners was: dixie zea-
lots shake their heads and pound their
feet; progressive fiends do nothing but
shake their heads. Well, there’s plenty
of quivering craniums at Zardi's, but
nary a pumping foot in sight, which may
give you a clue to the school of jazz in
session there. The place has been rede-
signed, rool raised and scooped for
amazing acoustics, so that it now seats
350 disciplined, head-rolling hipsters
who are currently digging Dinah Wash-
ington to be followed by Swtan Kenton,
Count Basie, Sarah Vaughan and Oscar
Peterson at two week intervals. The
lineup is lush, and you'll have to pay
31.25 per wobbling head just to be
seated. Bird calls, yelps, unkles and
roars—all in  impeccable taste — are
bandied about from the bandstand
seven nights a week until 2 A, M.
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ILLUSTRATION BY FRED STEFFEN

LOVE, INCORPORATED

said simple simon, let me taste your wares

fiction By Robert Sheckley

ALFRED siMON was born on Kazanga 1V, a small Life was pleasant enough on Kazanga, and the
agricultural planet near Bootes, and there he girls were buxom, jolly, frank and acquiescent,
drove a combine through the wheat fields, and good companions for a hike through the hills or
in the long, hushed evenings listened to the re- a swim in the brook, staunch mates for life.
corded love songs of Earth. But romantic — neverl There was good fun to




said the barker.

“Step up and kill a woman!”
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be had on Kazanga. in a cheerful open
manner. But there was no more than
fun.

Simon felt that something was miss-
ing in this bland existence. One day, he
discovered what it was.

A vendor came to Kazanga in a bat-
tered spaceship loaded with books. He
was gaunt, white-haired, and a little
mad. A celebration was held for himn, for
novelty was appreciated on the outer
worlds.

The vendor told them all the latest
gossip; of the price war between De-
troit II and III, and how fishing fared
on Alana, and what the president’s wife
on Moracia wore, and Eow oddly the
men of Doran V talked. And at last
someone said, “Tell us of Earth.”

“Ahl” said the vendor, raising his eye-
brows. “You want to hear of the mother

lanet? Well, friends, there's no place

ike old Earth, no place at all. On
Earth, friends, everything is possible,
and nothing is denied.”

+'Nothing?” Simon asked.

“They've got a law against denial,”
the vendor explained, grinning. “No
one has ever been known to break it.
Earth is different, friends. You folks spe-
cialize in farming? Well, Earth special-
izes in impracticalities such as madness,
beauty, war, intoxication, purity, horror,
and the like, and people come from
light-years away to sample these wares.”

“And love?” a woman asked.

“Why girl," the vendor said gently,
“Earth is the only place in the galaxy
that still has love! Detroit II and III
tried it and found it too expensive, you
know, and Alana decided it was unset-
tling, and there was no time to import
it on Moracia or Doran V. But as I said,
Earth specializes in the impractical. and
makes it pay.”

“Pay?” a bulky farmer asked.

“Of course! Earth is old, her miner-
als are gone and her fields are barren.
Her colonies are independent now. and
filled with sober folk such as yourselves,
who want value for their goods. So what
else can old Earth deal in, except the
non-essentials that make life worth liv-
ing?”

“Were you in love on Earth?” Simon
asked.

“That I was,” the vendor answered,
with a certain grimness. “I was in love,

and now I travel. Friends, these
books . . .”
For an exorbitant price, Simon

bought an ancient poetry book, and
reading, dreamed of passion beneath the
lundtic moon, of dawn glimmering
whitely upon lovers’ parched lips. of
locked bodies on a dark sea-beach, des-

rate with love and deafened by the
booming surf.

And only on Earth was this ible!
For, as the vendor told, Earth's scat-
tered children were too hard at work
wrestling a living from alien soil. The
wheat and corn grew on Kazanga, and
the factories increased on Detroit IT and
ITII. The fisheries of Alana were the
talk of the Southern star belt, and there
were dangerous beasts on Moracia, and
a whole wilderness to be won on Doran
V. And this was well, and exactly as it

should be.

But the new worlds were austere, care-
fully planned, sterile in their perfections.
Something had been lost in the dead
reaches of space, and only Earth knew
love.

Therefore, Simon worked and saved
and dreamed. And in his twenty-ninth
year he sold his farm, packed all his
clean shirts into a serviceable handbag,
put on his best suit and a pair of stout

walking shoes, and boarded the Kazan-

ga-Metropole Flyer.

At last he came to Earth, where
dreams must come true, for there is a
law against their failure.

He passed quickly through Customs at
Spaceport New York, and was shuttled
underground to Tirmes Square. There he
emerged blinking into daylight, tightly
clutching his handbag, for he had been
warned about pickpockets, cutpurses,
and other denizens of the city.

Breathless with wonder, he looked
around.

The first thing that struck him was
the endless array of theatres, with at-
tractions in two dimensions, three or
four. depending upon your preference.
And what attractions!

To the right of him a beetling mar-
quee proclaimed: LUST oN VENUS! A DOC-
UMENTARY ACCOUNT OF SEX PRACTICES
AMONG THE INHABITANTS OF THE GREEN
HELL! SHOCKING! REVEALING!

He wanted to go in. But across the
street was a war film. The billboard
shouted, THE sUN BUSTERs! DEDICATED To
THE DARE-DEVILS OF THE SPACE MARKNES!
And further down was a picture called
TARZAN BATTLES THE SATURNIAN GHOULS!

Tarzan, he recalled from his reading,
was an ancient ethnic hero of Earth.

It was all wonderful, but there was so
much morel He saw little open shops
where one could buy food of all warlds,
and especially such native Terran dishes
as pizza, hotdogs, spaghetti and knishes.
And there were stores which sold surplus
clothing from the Terran spacefleets,
and other stores which sold nothing but
beverages.

Simon didn’t know what to do first.
Then he heard a staccato burst of gun-
fire behind him, and whirled.

It was only a shooting gallery, a long,
narrow, brightly painted place with a
waist-high counter. The manager, a
swarthy fat man with a mole on his chin
sat on a high stool and smiled at Simon.

“Try your luck?”

Simon walked over and saw that, in-
stead of the usual targets, there were
four scantily dressed women at the end
of the gallery, seated upon bullet-scored
chairs. They had tiny bullseyes painted
on their foreheads and above each
breast.

“But do you fire real bullets?”” Simon
asked.

“Of cnurse!” the manager said.
“There's a law against false advertising
on Earth. Real bullets and real gals!
Step up and knock one offl”

One of the women called out, “Come
on, sport! Bet you miss mel”

Another screamed, “He couldn’t hit
the broad side of a spaceship!”

“Sure he can!” another shouted.
“Come on, sport!”

Simon rubbed his forehead and tried
not to act surprised. After all, this was
Earth, where anything was allowed as
long as it was commercially feasible.

He asked, “Are there galleries where
you shoot men, too?"” ;

“Of course,” the manager said. “But
you ain’t no pervert, are you?”

“Certainly not!”

“You an outworlder?”

“Yes. How did you know?"”

“The suit. Always tell by the suit.”
The fat man closed his eyes and chanted,
“Step up, step up and kill 2 woman! Get
rid of a load of repressions! Squeeze the
trigger and feel the old anger ooze out
of you! Better than a massage! Better
than getting drunk! Step up, step up
and kill a woman!”

Simon asked one of the girls, “Do you
stay dead when they kill you?”

“Don’t be stupid,” the girl said.

“But the shock —-"

She shrugged her shoulders. “I could
do worse.”

Simon was about to ask how she could
do worse, when the manager leaned over
the counter, speaking confidentially.

“Look, buddy. Look what I got here.”

Simon glanced over the counter and
saw a compact submachine gun.

“For a ridiculously low price,” the
manager said, “I'll let you use the
tommy. You can spray the whole place,
shoot down the fixtures, rip up the
walls. This drives a .45 slug, buddy, and
it kicks like a mule. You really know
you're firing when you fire the tommy.”

“I am not interested,” Simon said
sternly.

“I've got a grenade or two,” the man-
ager said. “Fragmentation, of course.
You could really —"

“No!” .

“For a price,” the manager said, “you
can shoot me, too, if that’s how your
tastes run, although I wouldn’t have
guessed it. What do you say?”

“No! Never! This is horrible!l”

The manager looked at him blankly.
“Not in the mood now? OK. I'm open
twenty-four hours a day. See you later,

re.”

“Never!” Simon said, walking away.

“Be expecting you, lover!” one of the
women called after him.

Simon went to a refreshment stand
and ordered a small glass of cola-cola.
He found that his hands were shaking.
With an effort he steadied them, and
sipped his drink. He reminded himself
that he must not judge Earth by his own
standards. If people on Earth enjoyed
killing people, and the victims didn't
mind being killed, why should anvone
object?

Or should they?

He was pondering this when a voice
at his elbow said, “Hey, bub.”

Simon turned and saw a wizened,
furtive-faced little man in an oversize
raincoat standing beside him.

“Out-of-towner?” the little man asked.

“l am,” Simon said. “How did you

(continued on page 62)



HEMINGWAY

a title bout in ten rounds

rROUND |: “THE SUN ALSO RISES."”

HE WAS STANDING next to me at the bar.
He was a big fellow. About 25, I
thought. He needed a shave and a hair-
cut. And his sport coat looked like he
had slept in it. But you could see he
was not a bar-fly. He threw out a big
hand in my direction. It was a hand
vou would not want thrown at you in
anger. His coat sleeves were short and
you could see the heavy black hair on
his thick wrists. He had a short black
mustache that looked like his eyebrows.
He grinned all over. It was a pleasant
grin, I thought. I winced as we shook
hands. Some grip.

“Hello,” he said.

“Hello,” I said.

“Remember me?” he said.

MUELLER" .,

“I'll take care of these two punks,”

“Sure, sure,” I said.

Who is this guy? I thought. Must
have met him up at my place in Mont-
martre. I had an American nightcub
up on The Hill and everybody knew
me. You could see he was a Yank by the
way he held his drink. Had a death-
grip on it. Like somebody was going
to take it away from him. But that did
not mean a thing. They had Prohibi-
tion then back in the States and that's
the way all the tourists drank. Like
somebody was going to take it away
from them. Some law, 1 thought.

I said aloud, “Have a drink?”

“Why not?” he said.

He knocked off his old drink at a
gulp. You could not see what he was

(continued on page 28)

personality

BY JED KILEY

grinned Hemingway.



FLEISHMAN

WE LANDED AT COLIMA twenty minutes
behind schedule. Two passengers got
on, fighting the slipstream as the plane
held against the brakes, and ook off
again in its own dust. The town was
still in sight under the left wing when
the steward began dispensing Aérovias
Azteca’s standard flight breakfast. A
aper cup of orange juice — warm; pow-
geﬂg co];l’ee—r.old; Jam:l a sweet r;‘?:ll,
roughly the size and shape of a alf’s
clinker.

A bundle of magazines had been put
aboard at Guadalajara. But the same
steward — a \'olugtuary of the type that
can’t bear to read anything but a virgin
periodical — sat on them, releasing only
one at a time. Instead of waiting for
him to rack up a news weekly, I decided
to finish writing a letter. I had been
describing a Covarrubias mural, and
left it at:

“Actually, it’s a large-scale map illus-
trating the principal attractions in each
region. You know——""

Levelling the portable on my knees,
I took it up from there:

*Mazatldn, sailfish leaping out of the
water, magnificently colored tropical
birds; Michoacan, Puebla, churches;
Durango, horsemen; San Luis Potosi,
wild game — and so on.”

The seat next to mine, on the aisle,
sagged. “‘Permisso?” 1 nodded —or
shrugged; it annoyed me slightly that
another passenger, with a seat of his
own, should leave it to move beside me.
He had no excuse for thinking that I
was eager for conversation. I wrote on:

“And what do you think Acapulco has

ﬁctz'on BY HUGH G. FOSTER

though sweet and tender and the color of

lotus buds, love had passed her by—almost

to offerr An American-type blonde!
A monumental hunk of white meat
wrapped in a cellophane bathing suit,
with a pair of uptilted fenders, sun-
glasses ditto, and a face like that which
Balzac described as ‘that of an infan-
ticide forever hearing her child’s last

My neighbor fidgeted, prospecting for
his cigarettes, then for matches, and
finally asked me for a light —as I knew
he would. He thanked me, and point-
ing with the charred match, said, “That
appears to be a very fine machine-of-
writing. The best, no?”

“It's very serviceable.”

“You operate it, if you will permit
me to say so, with great skill, sefior.”

There is no way of being curt without
being crude in the Spanish tongue.
When a compliment, no matter how
feeble, is offered, it is returned. I tried.
“An intelligent man — you, seiior — with
some practice, can do as well.”

“I drive one well enough, but not
with such velocity as yourself . . . How
much does one of that model cost?”

“A hundred and five dollars, includ-
ing the case.”

“Caray! One thousand three hundred
and twelve pesos, fifty centavos . . . a
dear price, but, which, I suppose, must
be paid to enjoy the newness. A used
one, now, would come to—;?"

“"Anywhere from forty-five dollars up.”

“Five hundred and sixty two pesos,
fifty centavos. Vilgame Dios! Even that
is a formidable sum to an humble cura
of souls.”

A priest. And I had him pegged as
a bank clerk. But anybody can make
that mistake in Mexico where the law
forbids the wearing of canonicals in
public. I looked at him properly for
the first time. He was short; we sat
about the same height. His face was
round, a little jowly; skin, light mahog-
any shading to bronze. I asked him if
his parish was in Colima. “I serve God
i Uruapan,” he said. “My tarjeta—"

His card, well-worn and furry on the
edges, fell on my keyboard. “Reverendo
Lizaro Fuentes Arce, O. A. .. O. A—?"

“Orden Augustiniana,” he explained.
An Augustinian Father. I told him my
name; we shook hands and he asked
what profesion I followed. I told him.

“As I guessed. A periodistra?”’

*“My newspaper days are lon’fl behind

me.” I could have stopped there; in-

stead, I elaborated: “And I do not wish
them back. I prefer what I am doing —
writing what I please.” My rationalizing
had put him on top; made him my
cathechist.

“It brings you a steady income?”’ he

probed.
“You mean like a priest's?” Maybe
that would get me from under. “No.

But a man can live.”

“And live well.” He pointed to my
typewriter as proof. “What kind of
books do you writer”

“I have given up writing books of
any kind, Padre.”

He looked sad, solicitious, as if he
had just discovered some crippling in-
firmity about me. “But for why, my
son?”

“To write books, I am not rich
enough — or r enough.”

Thgm. seemggo to ligme him. He
smiled. “But you write. And if not
books, lighter things.”

“Shorter — but not always lighter.
Little stories— about people. Travel
articles — about places and ple.”

“Then you are going to Acapulco.”

“No. To Morelia. I have never been
there, and I hear it is a beautiful city.
And the le—"

bl kng\so li)\lorclia. I was ordained
there. And the people are like all others,
made of flesh and imbued with the
Spirit; in hot haste to sin, and creeping
like worms to atonement.” His tone
was without anger. He still looked like
a bank clerk during a coffee-break; re-
laxed, but with the figures in his head.
“Inform e, if you please, these stories
which you write; where are they pub-
lished in rewstas? . . . magazines —
thank you. Which ones?”

“Any of a dozen or more, of general
interest.”

“How long does it take you to com-
pose a story?”’

His curiosity, somehow, did not appear
idle, .and his interest in the details of
my trade was, I admit, not unflattering.
I explained that once the content, the
substance, is formed in the mind, the
actual work of writing can take from
several days to as long as weeks. “Some-
times it just sings along —it seems to
write itself; and you see that only two
hours have passed.”

“Like that——" he nodded toward the
typewriter, “when I interrupted you.”

(concluded overleaf)
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“Not at all. Padre. What I am writing
there is a letter to the States, practically
finished.”

“That is how you dispatch your writ-
ings to the magazines — by mail,” he
said. “and they send the money to where-
ever you are. Is that the procedure?”

“No. Padre. The procedure is more
elahorate than that. I send what I write
to my agent—my literary representa-
tive." The designation appeared to
puzzle him. I clarified it. “My apoder-
ado . . . Yes, he has the power to deal
for me with the magazines—and the
skill. He has the judgement to decide
to which magazimes my work is to be
submitted; or to none, if it's not good
enough.”

“OIf that you need not be afraid, my
son, I can see—"

By what could he sec? By my portable
from which he couldn't take his eyes?
“Thank you, Padre, but your compli-
ment is undeserved,” I began. “As a
matter of fact, Padre, this letter is to my
agent. I am still trying to find the words
to apologize for the last two stories I
sent him.”

“Then 1 shall tell you a good one.”

Snared! That's what you get for lying
to a priest! “You are very kind, Padre,
but I have one in preparation.”

“But the one I shall tell you is, as
you explained, entirely formed — com-
plete — whole. It requires only the writ-
ing . . . it will sing along —like a Te
Deum . . . Are you a Christian?”

“Yes, but—"

“By that I mean a Catholic, naturally.”

“Yes, Padre, but you see—" 1 strug-
gled for an out: “—my ties to the
Church have not been as—"

“I understand, my son. A man in
your occupation, given to— you under-
stand the sense in which I use the term
— profane writing.”

“Yes, unfortunately, I seem to be able
to write only about — what did you call
them, Father? — people who fly o evil
and crawl to repentance.”

“In hot haste to sin. and creepin
like worms to atonement,” he corrected.
“But now. my son, you shall write about
saintly people. As only you can.” An-
other dab of butter.

“I'm sorry, Padre. But you can’t ser-
monize at people any more; not in these
days. Take my word for it; %eople
don’t want to read moral tales. They'll
go to church for their devotions, but
when they open a magazine they want to
smile — to be edified, also — but mainly
to smile.”

“Claro! The story that I will tell you.
and which you will write, will do just
that! Man! A stone would have re-
joiced to hear His Eminence, the head
of our Order, relate it to my class of
seminarians. Why, somne of the young
priests—"

I saw an escape hatch. “One moment,
Padre—is this one of those stories—"

He flicked my arm, grinned widely
and bobbing his head rapidly. said, “Ah!
Don't tell me you know it— the one
about the Reverend Mother and the
nuns . . . Sister Prudencia, and how—"

“No, sefior cura! Do vou think [
would lend myself to relating anything

disrespectful to our faith?”

“Would 1, a priest, trust anybody but
a man like yourself to treat this story
with all the reverence due to the holy
women involved? . . . Listen: It hap-
pened in the golden times of that noble
and most devout chief-of-state Don Por-
firo Diaz—" He was off; the lid fell;
I was trapped.

* — that there flourished, in Puebla,
an edifice occupied by saintly women
who had dedicated themselves to pov-
erty, chastity and good works in nomine
Deo Optimo Maximo. This convent was
under the guidance of the Most Rever-
end Mother Inocencia de la Cruz; and
very aptly was she named — as you will
sec presently.

“It fell that one day, some pilgrims
on their way to the sacred grotto of
Chalima, having been refreshed at the
nunnery, and thankful, presented the
nuns with a little pig. A pig. do I say?
It was a cherub! A suckling — a lechon
— at the rosy peak of its delicacy. Take
a suckling like that, sefior, stuff it with
a forcemeat of its own tripes, green
plums, pounded brains and pine nuts,
and you have a dish fit for the table of
an archbishop. However, none of the
good sisters could bring themselves to
take this amiable little swine, the color
of lotus buds, and cut its throat. So. it
became a pet. They gave it a name —
La Mufieca — The Doll. The nuns built
for it a little sty, and fed it, literally
with their own hands. And in time —
all too soon — The Doll grew up. She
had become, to the dismay of her guard-
ians, a cochina grandota. In your Eng-
lish that would be—:2"

“A great, big, roaring sow.”

“Thank you. Still they loved her; she
was still their Muneca, though it sad-
dened them at times to see her grow
coarser of hide and bristle. But Mother
Inocencia. who knew more of this world
than did the younger nuns, counted the
twelve botones on the sow's belly, and
rejoiced that the Order would have, in
God's time, a litter of little pigs. They
thought of names for them (there could
be only one Muiieca) and they waited.

“Weeks é:sassed The convent sow grew
leaner and uglier in disposition: and
often she complained in the night. But
no tiny pigs did she yield up. Then, on
a day when His Grace, the Bishop of
Cholula, came to confess them, Mother
Inocencia remarked about the stubborn-
ness of The Doll. His Grace smiled,
though he pitied the unworldliness of
the nuns. He told them that their sow
must be coupled with a boar for the in-
crement that they wished, and rode off
on his fine mule.

“Now, Mother Inocencia learned that
there was a boar in the herd of a peas-
ant, some two kilometers distant, and
resolved, since that was the custom, to
bring her Doll there. Needless to say,
it was not seemly for a godly woman,
the Superior of a convent, to drag a
leashed pig two kilometers along a high-
way. So. with the help of Sor Prudencia,
a robust novice, Mother Inocencia lifted
the animal into a handbarrow and
brought her, in state, so to speak, to
the headquarters of the boar. And the

two beasts, after a manner, rushed into
each other's arms. You may be assured
that the Reverend Mother and Sister
Prudencia averted their faces while the
boar conducted himself with the con-
vent sow, as Nature ordained. . . . Or,
how would you put that in the English?”

“You put it well enough, Padre.”

“We must be careful not to offend.
Now then, came morning. They looked
in the sty. La Muiieca was at peace.
luxuriating in her wallow. But there
were no sucklings! So, that afternoon
again, the sow was put into the barrow
and delivered to the boar. And he,
though he had ministered earlier to his
own household, acquitted himself as
diligently as on the previous day.

“You may be sure that Mother Ino-
cencia’s disappointment was profound
when she saw no young the following
morning, either. But dauntless, she and
Sor Prudencia conveyed the obstinate
sow once more to her cavalier, and
home again to the convent.

“On the fourth day, neither were
there any little pigs. nor — to the horror
of all — was The Doll anvwhere to be
found. They looked among the stalks
of maize and in the bean patch. They
searched the barranca where wild ber-
ries grew.”

The plane banked sharply. The no-
smoking and seat-belt signs were on —
must have been on for some time.
Ahead, that irregular, dun blob against
a cluster of gray-green hummocks, was
Uruapan. Flaps and landing gear were
down, and we were angled for the ap-
proach. I nudged the padre.

“I will finish,” he said. “. . . The
search went on. Again in the corn, and
among the melons. They called, they
coaxed and wheedled. Then, as they
were beginning to despair, Sor Pruden-
cia cried out that she had found their
sow, and called the others to see.
Where? There! There was The Doll.
perched comfortably in the hand cart —
and waiting."”

The wheels bit, and some passengers
were up before the plane rolled to a
stop. The steward brought over and
handed Padre Lazaro a small black
satchel.

Standing above me, he seemed taller
in the tilted aisle. He gave me his hand.
“It has been an agreeable hour, my son.
Now, good bye.”

“Adios, Padre.”

At the door he called down, “Don't
lose my card.”

“NO_"

Another fifty minutes to Morelia. Not
enough time, I went back to my letter.

“There are many Canterburys in this
country, and right now I feel like
Chaucer, when ye olde boie himselfe
leapt to his quill on hearing a moral
tale. I'm senci]ing you one tomorrow,
about 3,000 words. Calling it The Doll.
— And, please, an urgent favor: Will
you have somebody in the office pick up
a good used portable typewriter, charge
it to me, and send it to: Padre Lazaro
Fuestes A, Iglesia de San Marcos, Urua-
pan, Edo. de Mich., Mexico.”



FILMING THE FOLIES-BERGERE

an american in paris stars in france’s first filmusical

PHOTOGRAPHED ESPECIALLY FOR PLAYBOY BY JEAN MARQUIS

FOR THE FIRST 24 years of its existence, France's famed Folies-

i . Bergére enjoyed no other distinction than that of being
pzctonal the first music hall in Paris. Then one night in its 24th
year — 1893 — the curtain went up on a naked woman, Paris

was deliciously scandalized, and the Folies as we know it was

born. In 1894 —one short year after that historic nude —

the first flickery motion picture emerged from the laboratory

of Thomas Alva Edison. Irrelevant? Completely. For it was

not until 1956 that these two delightful diversions — the
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Statuesque nudes and long
chorus lines typify the Folies.
Many of the scenes were ac-
tually shot at the Folies-
Bergére, but the backstage
area of the theatre is tradi-
tionally off limits to men and
the Folies’ manager refused
to make an exception for the
film’s technicians, so the back-
stage scenes were shot on
especially built studio sets.
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Below: Jeanmaire in two of the sev-
eral striking costumes she wears in
the movie. Jeanmaire’s husband,
ballet director Roland Petit, coached
Eddie Constantine for his dancing
debut in a torrid Apache number.

films and the Folies-Bergére —got to-
gether.

They have gotten together with a ven-
geance, in wide screen and color, at a
cost of a cool million dollars— puny
potatoes as American film budgets go,
but able to buy a big, beautiful bushel
of celluloid extravaganza in La Belle
France. This first French filmusical (ap-
propriately titled Folies-Bergeére) is cer-
tainly big, will assuredly be beautiful,
but may or may not fulfill the bushel of
spicy expectations nursed by non-French
moviegoers, depending on where it is
seen. For the film’s producers, demon-
strating typical Gallic practicality, have
shot several of the scenes in three ver-
sions. Version One (for French, Japan-
ese and Scandinavian consumption)
makes a clean breast of things and ad-
mits visually that one of the Folies® chief
charms is its unabashed revelation of the
female form divine. The second, or Long
Underwear, version is destined for the
British Isles, portions of the Far East,
Spain, and (alas!) the U.S. Then therc’s
a comnpromise version in which the show-
girls are sprinkled with a few strategic-
ally placed rhinestones, for those coun-
tries that haven't yet decided whether
they're really for sex or agin it.



Eddie Constantine: expatriate extraordinaire, skyrocketing star of the filmed Folies-Bergére.



But bare or bowdlerized, the
film 1s sure to arouse interest
everywhere, if only for the unique
quality of its stars. Eddie Con-
stantine — an  American singer
who could only get Pepsi-Cola
jingle jobs here but is now
France's highest-paid film per-
former —shares the spotlight with
that slim, pantheresque recruit
from ballet, Jeanmaire. This is
her first French film, but the
mademoiselle has already starred
in two U.S. movies — Hans Chris-
tian Andersen and Anything
Goes. Constantine (he plays an
American G.1. whostays in France
to court a Folies queen) is to
French women what Boyer once
was to ours — with a bit of Bogart
thrown in. Constantine can re-
turn to the U.S. any time he likes,
with a good deal more to look for-
ward to than Pepsi commercials:
Columbia has signed him to do
six films of his own choosing. The
radiant stars ol Folies-Bergére,
relatively unknown in their own
countries, are now the toast of
two hemispheres.
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o .
Above: a showgirl displays the degrees of nudity permitted in (1) France,

Eddie Constantine croons
cozily to Jeanmaire. Though
he is a top recording artist in
France, this is the first film in
which he sings. It is also the
first film in which he speaks
English: he has become
France’s highest salaried cin-
ema luminary by portraying
tough guys, speaking French
and warbling nary a note.

Japan, Scandinavia; (2) other Europedn, some South American countries;
(3) Britain, Spain and the U.S. Above, right: the Folies’ finale as it will
be seen in this country and, below: the circus sequence, with bare breasted
showgirls prominent in background, as it was filmed for French audiences.
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HEMINGWAY (continued from page 19)

drinking. His big hand hid the glass.
Alphonse brought us two fines. He had
a paw wrappet? around his before it hit
the bar. Some hands. Wonder what he
does, I thought. Probably one of those
sculptors from the Left Bank. Did not
seem to be holding enouih dough for a
tourist. Must have met him in one of
the bars. Some drinker. Better let him
talk some more.

“Been reading your stuff in The
Boulevardier,” he said.

Well, I thought, that's different.
Erskine Gwynne and I were getting out
a smart little magazine on the Champs-
Elysees and I was the top writer. They
used to read my stuff in The Boule-
vardier and then come up The Hill to
meet the author. You might say I was
literary in the daytime and mercenary
at night. I liked to talk about my stuff
too. So I hooked my cane over the bar-
rail and ordered a re-fill on the fines. If
there’s one thing an author likes it's
honest criticism ?rom a stranger.

“Like it?” I said.

“No,” he said.

“Oh,” I said. “What are you doing
over here besides drinking?”

“Writing,” he said.

“Writing what?” T said.

“A book,” he said.

“Oh,” I said.

This bird is a wise guy, I thought,
He has probably been around Paris all
of three weeks and he is writing a book
about it. That is the way a lot of them
did. They sat around the Dome drinkin
fines and Pernods and wrote a booE
about Paris. Then you never heard
about them again. I {md been around
Paris for six years and still did not know
enough about Paris to write a book
about it. Maybe that’s the way it was.
The longer you stayed around the less
you wanted to write a book about it.

“Like it over herei” I said.

“No,” he said.

Better get out of here fast, I thought.
The man’s a poseur. Who ever heard
of an American not liking Pariss No
wonder he didn't like my swff. The
guy’s taste is all in his mouth. I hooked
the Malacca back on my arm and gave
him the old night-club smile.

“Nice seeing you again, Doc,” I said.

He roared out laughing and slapped
me on the back. I can sull feel it

“The name's Hemingway,” he said.

Well, what do you know, I thought.
It's old Ernest Miller Hemingway from
Oak Park. Nobody else could have a
name like that. Had not seen him since
the war. Knew he was in Europe some-
where. He had come over in the French
Ambulance in 17 when I had. But he
had been in an Italian Section. Heard
he had enlisted in the Italian army and
had been badly wounded. I hung the
cane back on the bar and shook hands
again. There’s nothing wrong with his
grip, I thought,

“Didn’t know you with the false mus-
tache,” I said.

“Bar stance is changed too,” he said.

That’s right, I thought. Used to stand
with the other leg on the rail. No won-

der I didn’t recognize him. Must be
that war wound, I thought.

I said aloud, “Have a drink.”

“Sure,” he said louder.

Hasn't changed a bit, I thought. He
was quite an amateur boxer, I remem-
bered. Used to say he was going to be
the world's heavyweight champion some
day. And he might have made it. Guess
the wound must have knocked that idea
out of his head, I thought.

“Still going to be the Champ?” I said.

“Yes,” he said, “but not in boxing.”

“Wrestling?"” I said.

“No,” he said.

“What?” 1 said.

“Literature,” he said.

“Oh,” I said.

Still shooting at the moon, 1 thought.
Never pulls his punches. Always in
there trying. Why, when he was a kid
in school he used to pick up a tough
five bucks acting as a sparring partner
for the pros in O'Connell's gym. He
didn't care how big they were either.
Plenty of guts. Well, he could count on
me to be in his corner over here. I
knew the ropes. You know how it is
when you run into a guy from your own
home town. Might start by running
something for him in The Boulevardier.
You could see he could use the prestige.
If he can write like he can drink, I
thought, I'll take him in my stable.

I said aloud, “What’s your record?”

“Just a couple of amateur warm-ups,”
he said. “Three Stories and Ten Poems
and a six rounder called In Our Time.”

“Kayos?” I said.

“No,” he said. “Didn’t want to hurt
my hands. I'm turning pro in my next
bout. It's an eight rounder that will
put me in the semi-finals. Then when
I get into the main bouts and grab
those big purses in The States I'm going
to buy me a boat, a house on a tropical
island and go fishing.”

“And retire with the title?” I said.

“No,” he said, “I'll defend the title.
You know, fight in spurts. Stall for the
first two minutes of each round and
then go in slugging the last minute
like the champs do.”

He’s got it all figured out, I thought.
Sounds like he means it too.

“What's this eight rounder you're
writing?” I said.

“The Sun Also Rises,” he said.

“Come again,” I said.

“The Sun Also Rises,” he said.

The sun also rises, I thought. What
the hell has the sun got to do with Paris?
You never see it. You go to bed when
it rises and you get up when it sets.
What a title for a book on Paris, I
thought.

“Better call it the moon also rises,”
I said aloud.

“"Gertrude likes it,”” he said.

“Gertrude who?” I said.

“Gertrude Stein,” he said. *“She's my
trainer.”

Holy smokes, I thought. A chump is
a chump is a chump. If he listens to
those Left Bank oracles he's going to
be throwing iambic tetrameters instead
of punches. Better get him across the

river and under the trees of the Champs
Elysees fast,

"Ernest,” 1 said, “how would you like
to do a one round benefit for The
Boulevardier? If you've got something
short and sweet with a wallop I can
run it for you. No purse, as you know,
but plenty of prestige.”

“Glad to help you boys out,” he said.

“Well, it would help you, too,” I
said. “To have the name Ernest Miller
Hemingway up there with Sindair
Lewis, Scott Fitzgerald and the rest of
us.”

“I have dropped the Miller,” he said.

“OK,” I said, “I'll call you Kid Hem-
ingway if you like. What kind of stuff
are you doing?”

He feint with his left, shot a
straight right and picked up a big en-
velope from the bar.

“Here's a short left hook,” he said.
“Travels only about eight inches but
carries authority. If it isn't a knockout,
I'll eat it. It's not for The Boulevardier
however. You guys would duck and let
it go over your heads.”

Oh, yeah, I thought. I opened it up
and glanced at the title. The Killers
it was called. I'll say it's not for us, I
thought. The Kissers would have pleased
me better. I ordered another round to
give me strength, and glanced through it.

The story was all dialogue. It was
all right as far as it went but it didn't

et anywhere. Some gangsters were
igng toyl‘avill a Swede. Thgy walked ir?t%
a cafe where the Swede used to eat and
waited for him with their hands in their

ockets. Then they walked out. The
wede came in later and when he heard
they had been looking for him he
couldn’t eat. Just went home to his
furnished room and went to bed. That’s
the way it ended. With the poor Swede
waiting in bed. Sort of left you up in
the air. )

“Where's the rest of it?" I said.

“The rest of what?” he said.

“The story,” I said.

“Don’t be silly,” he said, “that's my
style.”

Well, if that’s his style I'll take vanilla,
I thought.

“I'm sending it that way to The
States,” he said.

“Listen, kid,” I said, “you gotta have a
Hollywood ending for The States, Take
a tip from me and have the two killers
give it to the Swede with tommy guns.
They step out of the clothes closet and
give it to him while he is saying his
prayers. Then you got something.”

“I'll make a note of that,” he said.

I didn't like the way he said it. But
I'll bet he does change it, I thought.
If he doesn’t they'll blast him.

Then he shadow boxed, drove a hard
right into the inside pocket of his sports
coat and hit me with a few crumpled
sheets of yellow paper written in lead
pencil.

“Here's a low kidney punch for that
throwaway of yours,” he said. “Don‘t
change a word.”

Get a load of that, I thought. Don't
change a word. Here I am doing the guy
a favor and he starts ordering me

(continued on page 34)



“That reminds me, did you find an earring at
your place this morning?”
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“Well, Jeff has finally changed his mind about baseball
being the nation’s number one pastime.”



LIMERICKS

a brace of racy rhymes

There was a young fellow named Goodie

Who claimed that he wouldn’t (but would he?)

If he found himself nude
With a girl in the mood.
The question’s not would he, but could he?

A lady athletic and handsome

Got wedged in a sleeping room transom.
When she offered much gold
For relief, she was told,

““The view is worth more than the ransom.”’

A Bostonian sub-deb named Brooks,
Whose hobby was reading good books,
Once snared her a Cabot,
Who looked like a rabbit,
And deftly lived up to his looks.

There was a young maiden from Multerry,

Whose knowledge of life was desultory;
She explained, like a sage:
‘*Adolescence? —the stage

Between puberty and - er - adultery.”’

There was a young lady named Gloria,
Whose boy friend said, ‘“‘May I explore ya?*’
She replied to the chap,
] will draw you a map
Of where others have been to before ya.”’

A maid in the land of Aloha

Got caught in the coils of a boa.
And as the snake squeezed,
The maid, not displeased,

Cried, ““Come on and do it Samoa.”’

A lady, removing her scanties,

Heard them crackle electrical chanties.
Said her beau, ‘“Have no fear,
For the reason is clear:

You simply have amps in your panties.””

A Sultan, whose loves grew so vastly,
Just couldn’t love any steadfastly.
Someone asked him in fun,
If he’d slept twice with one.

He replied, ““Such a thought is most ghastly.”’

There was a young lady named Etta,
Who was constantly seen in a swetta.
Three reasons she had:
To keep warm wasn’t bad,
But the other two reasons were betta.

There was a young woman named Dee
Who slept with each man she did see.
If it came to a test,
She wished to be best—
And practice makes perfect, you see.

There was a young lady named Min,
Who thought making love was a sin.
But when she was tight,
It seemed quite all right,
So everyone filled her with gin.

There once was a man named McGruder,
Who canoed with a girl in Bermuder.
But the girl thought it crude,
To be wooed in the nude,
So McGru took an oar and subduder.

31



32

Scratch finish sport type

Rep stripe;
oxford button-down

E

French braided; Irish linen

Cordovan blucher;
cashmere check

attire

FOR A WALK on the soigné side: two
fall suits — including accessories —
that call for a prominent spot in the
gentleman’s town and country ward-
robe. The jaunty, hand-in-pocket
guy wears for a country weekend a
single-breasted tweed by Baker
Clothes (895), woven of a fine all-
wool Ballantyne of Peebles fabric
(and Peebles, for you outlanders
who don't know, is a wee shire in
the south of Scotland through which
the river Tweed flows). His casual
sport fedora is made by Knox (§15)
in a scratch finish heather mix, while
his shirt is a classic white oxford
button-down by Gant of New Haven
($5.95), with button-cuffs and box
leat in back; the necktie is a bright-
y striped silk rep ($3.50), and his
belt is a braided job from France by
Douglas ($5.50). On his feet are
Keith Highlander cordovan bluchers
($31) and his socks ($8.95) are cash-
mere and nylon in a smart orange
and black diamond weave,

Don’t gasp when you glim the
blue pinstripe on the umbrella-
toting gentleman. He's wearing that
rakish reprobate, the double-
breasted, but it's not one of those
baggy-shouldered, fat-lapelled mod-
els of yesteryear. The new tempo
double-breasted by Baker ($100) has
slimmed down considerably: natural
shoulders, narrow high-notched Ia-
pels, four buttons, Aap pockets —a
smart choice for town wear. His
snap-brim fedora by Knox ($20) is
an English gray felt, has a two-inch
brim and front pinches. His shirt
is a short point (214 inches) Egyptian
broadcloth by Embassy ($8.95) in a
choice of button or French cuffs; his
tie is a siall, neat check in silk ($5).
The belt is a black calf by Douglas
(57.50) and the hose are French lisle
(52.95). The shoes are Keith High-
lander medallion tip oxfords ($28).
For use with a French cuff shirt, the
gentleman will choose sterling sil-
ver cuff links, with mother-of-pearl
centers ($12.50), and a small tie bar.

ACCESSORIES COURTESY OF JERREMS, CHICAGO



for town and country, a casual tweed and a trim-cut double breasted

SUIT YOURSELF

d \
Short-point broodcloth;
small check tie

Silver & puori.ﬁnis (optionol);
linen handkerchief

Medallion tip; lisle hose;
calf belt

English gray snap-brim
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around. I tell him how to end the
killers thing and he fouls me. Offer to
rint his stuff in The Boulevardier and
e calls it a “throwaway.” What if he
does know the magazine, I thought. He
doesn’t know me well enough to call it
that to my face.

I glanced at the title. It was The Real
Spaniard. Sounded all right. Louis
Bromfield, another young Paris writer,
had done a piece for us called The Real
Frenchman. Louis had already hit the
jackpot with his second book. It got
him the Pulitzer Prize. That meant the
other Left Bank writers would be out
gunning for him, I thought.

“Parody on Bromfield?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “I give him hell.”

That's OK, I thought. We liked
parodies in the book. But I didn't say
anything. Just stuck the thing in my
pocket without reading it. Might need
it for wrapping up a Earcel some day.
I was still sore about that crack he had
made about the magazine. Better change
the subject, I thought. One more drink
and I'd be telling him what he could do
with his wrapping paper. I put on my
phoney night-club smile.

I said, “Ever been up to my place on
the hill?”

“No,” he said.

“Why?” 1 said.

“Too high,” he said.

“The Hill?" I said.

“No. The prices,” he said.

I said, "Come up any night. Be my
guest. Bring your girl."

“Thanks,” he said.

“Got a smoking?” 1 said.

“A what?” he said.

“A smohking,” 1 said.

Can you beat that, I thought. He is
writing a book on Paris and he does
not know what a smoking is. A smoking
is Paris argot for a tuxedo, I told him.
You got to be dressed in m{)\’place. It's
no Left Bank honky-tonk. We open at
midnight and close when the sun also
rises, I told him. Might as well impress
him that it was a classy joint. He might
think it is another Hinkey Dinks in
Chicago, I thought.

“There’s no sawdust on my floor,” 1
said.

“Too bad,” he said. “But I will give
you a break for old timne’s sake. 1 never
play when I work but I will come u
when the book is finished. I'll bring
Lady Brett with me.”

“Lady who?” I said.

“Lady Bret,” he said. “Belongs to
an old English family: title and all that
sort of thing. You wouldn’t know her.”

“Oh,” I said.

“I'll bring you an autographed co
of the bookg too,” he saic% 2 2

“Thanks,” I satd. And I paid the
check and left.

I had to laugh when I got outside.
Here I had a whole book-case full of
autographed best-sellers like Sinclair
Lewis’ Main Street, Michael Arlen's
The Green Hat, Scott Fitzgerald's The
Great Gatsby and a lot of others. And
the kid was going to give me an auto-
graphed copy of his opus. Not only

(continued from page 28)

that, he was going to lend a little class
to my place by bringing along Lady
What's-her-name. Why, ever since the
Prince of Wales started coming there
I had them all. Wait until he sees the
cream of British nobility hob-nobbing
with me, I thought. Lady Mountbatten
used to say my dance floor looked like
an illustrated copy of Burke's Peerage.
The Duke of Manchester was there every
night. They liked my jazz band—The
Crackerjacks and the Argentine Tango
Orchestra which was a new wrinkle
then. Well, I thought, I only hope his
story is up to The Boulevardier's stand-
ards. Those standards were high in one
way and low in another. Look at Sin-
clair Lewis. He made the Nobel Prize
but he had a tough time making The
Boulevardier. We turned him down
twice. His stuff was too provincial for us.

In the taxi to the office I got thinking
about Lewis. The only way he resembles
Hemingway, I thought, is in his drink-
ing. He was a swell guy though. He
finally did make the magazine, too. That
was when I cut a five thousand word
yarn of his down to one thousand. He
was delighted to make the grade and
bought up half the issue to send to
friends in The States. Never could do
the short stuff he always said. Nice guy.
You don’t mind helping out a writer
like that, I thought.

I showed The Real Spaniard to
Gwynne and told him Hemingway was
another Bromfield. Gwynne read it,
grabbed a big blue pencil and hit the
ceiling. “Where does he write, on rest
room walls?” he roared. I looked over
his shoulder and there were wwo four-
letter words! They were words that
you heard around the office all the time.
But you didn't see them.

“Well,” 1 said, “he spelled them cor-
rectly didn’t he?”

And the guy tells me not to change a
word, 1 thought. Gwynne tossed the
sheets over to Arthur Moss. Arthur was
the editor and said he knew Hemingway
and wasn't surprised. He read the piece
through and then turned over the last
page. “Where's the rest of it?"” he said.
“You must have lost a page.”

“That's all he gave me,” I said. I
read it myself. Tt's an wunfinished
symphony all right, I thought. But
maybe he wants it like that.

I said aloud, “It’s the latest style in
literature and—" I added, “he comes
from my home town.”

“OK."” Moss said. “Write an ending
to it and we’'ll run it on page 42.”

“Not me,” I said. “Promised I
wouldn’t change a word.”

“You don’t have to change a word.”
Arthur said. “Just add a paragraph.
I'll take the rap for you if he squawks.
We go to press in an hour and we can’t
print it that way. The story stinks and
you know it.”

Of course I knew it.  But 1 knew
Hemingway too. Well, I thought, if he
didn’t give me all of it it's not my
fault. Besides, Moss had agreed to take
the blame. 1 wanted the varn to get in
that issue and it wouldn’t make the

grade the way it was.

So I wrote an ending. I ghosted his
style a little and it turned out swell.
The story wasn't bad at all with my
ending. Then we ran a litde blurb
about his book. That ought to please
him, I thought.

But it didn't please him. The maga-
zine was hardly on the stands before
he was on our necks. Came roaring into
the office with fire in his eye and said
I had spoiled the story. I told the truth;
said I had not changed a word. I should
have stood in bed like the guy in the
other stor{).vl thought. T glanced over
at Moss. Would he take the rap as he
had promised?

Li'l Arthur, as we called him, stood
under five feet and weighed in ringside
at 123 pounds. But there was no moss
attached to him except his name. He
had to bend his head away back to look
up at our detractor but he looked the
bull right in the eye.

“Pipe down, Big Boy,” he said. “I'm
the editor and I re-wrote your story
for the better. What are you going to
do about it?”

Ernest looked like he couldn’t believe
his ears. He bent over to get a better
look.

“Stand up and I'll show you,” he
said.

“I am standing up,” Arthur said, and
he was.

That broke the spell. Ernest stuck
out a big hand. I knew he would.

“Shake, brother,” he said. “You got
uts.”

Then he walked out without a glance
at me. That's gratitude for you, I
thought. You try to help out a pal and
he does not appreciate it. Show him
how to write and he says you spoiled
his story. Well, let him go back to his
Gertrude Stein and see if I care. Bet
that book of his needs a re-write more
than the story did, I thought.

I didn't see my new fighter for a
couple of months. Heard he was holed
up working on the proofs of that opus
0} his. Then he dropped in to my place
one night and the minute I saw what he
had with him I was sure he was still
sore at me for that re-write job. She
was awful. Of all the females in the
entire world there was only one barred
sermanently from my place. And he

ad her on };is arm. How she ever got by
Blink McClusky at the door I'll never
know. Must have come up on his blind
side. How she cven got across the river
was a mystery. Like Chicago’s West Side
hoboes, who were barred from crossing
the Chicago River, she was barred so-
cially from the Montmartre night spots
across the Seine. Her natural habitat
was the Left Bank. Incidentally, she was
even barred from crossing the great At-
lantic Ocean. They had barred her out
of The States on “moral turpitude”
grounds. Some gal.

I didn’t object to her on moral
grounds. My place was no church. It
was the way she behaved and the way she
dressed. They say she was from a good
family in England but they paid her a

(conlinued overleaf)



“I assure you that your feeling of not
being wanted is all in your mind.”
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small remittance to stay out of the
British Isles. If she crossed the channel
the dough stopped. She was a table-
hopper and generally wore soiled tennis
shoes and a pair of men's pants. That
was long before they called them “slacks”
and normal women took to wearing
them.

And here she was with Hemingway.
Had used him to crash the gate. Well,
I had asked for it. The waiters were
ganging up for the bum’s rush but I
waved themn aside. He looked pretty
good. Almost civilized. Had a smoking
on and was even shaved. Maybe he just
looks good alongside of her, I thought
As I came up you could see he was
ready to present me like they do at the
Court of St. James. But she put her
hand up in the air as though she were
reaching for a strap in a bus, to shake
hands.

“Fawncy seeing you here,” she said.

“Fancy seeing you here,” I said.

“Fancy your knowing Lady Brett,” he
said.

Lady Brett! I thought. Is this the one
he calls Lady Brett? That was a new
monicker to me. I had heard her called
many things but never that. They called
her “The Countess” around the Dome.

I %‘:we the head-waiter the highsign
and he showed Ernest to a nice table
in the back row behind the post. She
hooked her arm in mine. That gave me
a chance to talk to her man to man. I
told her to keep off the dance floor and
not bother any of the guests and she
could stay this time.

Of course I didn't dare to sit down
with them. Had my sodal position to
consider. The other girls might think
she was going to work in the place and
I didn’t want any labor trouble that
night. So I said I was very busy and
tipped off Blink to keep an eye on her
but not to get into an argument with
Hemingway. Blink had lost an eye
fighting Jack Johnson and I didn’t want
him to lose the other one.

She surprised me by behaving herself.
Once I heard a scream and a crash from
their side of the room and went tearing
over there. But it was only one of our
regular society matrons slugging it out
with a gigolo.

My guests left about 5:00 o'clock and
left five empty champagne bottles be-
hind them. That's the way we kept
count; by leaving the empties on the
table. I didn’t mind that. But I was a
little sore at him for bringing that broad
into the place. 1 went to the vestiare
with them. Nobody could see us there.
Then he pulled out his book. I'd for-
gotten all about it. But I had not for-
gotten the title when I saw it: The Sun
Also Rises. So I let him have it.

“Where do you think you are?” I said.
“In Atlantic City? You don’t see any
sun around this town, do you? That
high flush you are wearing is not sun-
burn. It's a bar-room tan. You should
have named it something else when I
told you before.”

Guess he thought I was just kidding
because he didn’t get mad. Just grinned

(continued from page 3¢)

and wrote something on the fly-leaf and
handed it to me. I read it; “What's in
a name?” it said. A rose by any other
name would smell as sweet.” Just some
more of the Gertrude Stein stuff, I
thought. I flicked over the pages to
show a little interest and two words
jum right out and hit me in the eye.
“Lady Breu!” I said aloud.

“Yes,” he said. “That’s the name I
gave the Countess in the book. She is
my heroine.”

“Your heroine of what?” I said.

“Of The Sun Also Rises," he said.

“Oh,” I said.

“Had a fine time,” he said.

“We're even,” I said.

“Au revoir,” she said.

“Goodbye,” I said.

Good Lord, I thought. How do the
get that naive? Some heroine. Well,
that's one book I'll never read. And he
will never be able to go back to Oak
Park after this. They will even give
him the horse laugh in Paris. Maybe he
was just kidding me, I thought. I opened
the book again and glanced through it.
There she was all right. Big as life.
That bout is not a semi-final, I thought.
It's a final with a capital F.

But there was something nice about
him just the same. Take the time at the
Velodrome d'Hiver. It happened at one
of their weekly fights. I was sitting in
the front row of the ringside seats with
two lovely American girls when a pug I
had had some trouble with walked up to
me. I should have recognized his cauli-
flower ears but I didn't. It was between
houts and he must have been acting as
a second as he had a wet (s{ponge in his
hand. I put out my hand absently to
shake hands with him and he put out
his. But he didn't shake hands; instead
he shoved the wet sponge in my face and
began insulting me.

The crowd loved it. It was a Charlot
comedy to them. I was the gent in the
smoking getting the custard pie from the
guy in the sweater. I jumped up to grab
the sponge. But as 1 did two other guys
grabbed me. It was three to one. Well,
a lot of people in those ringside seats
knew me but who do you suppose was
the only one to take my l_][:hart? Right.
Monsieur Hemingway. e just ap-

eared from nowhere. He was grinning
rom ear to ear. But he wasn't fooling.
He grabbed the two pugs, each by an
arm, and pulled the two of themn from
me as though they were babies. “Get
the sponge,” he said. “I'll take care of
these two punks.”

That was all the moral and physical
support I needed. I snatched the sponge
away from The Ears and went into a
clinch. Couldn’t touch him. Two gen-
darnes, acting like referees, broke us
apart and led us to our corners. But I
took a chance and let the sponge go.
It was a lucky shot. Just missed the
other gendarmes and caught The Ears
smack in the face. The crowd roared
its approval. The gendarmes laughed
and I took a bow to the gallery. But
when I turned to raise Hemingway's
hand he was gone. He had disappeared

as mysteriously as he had appeared.

What a strange mixture of guts and
diffidence, I thought. He had not hes-
itated to take a hand in a friend’s
quarrel in front of the whole crowd.
Might even have caused a riot if some-
body had started swinging. Then the
minute the danger is over he fades out
of the picture. Funny guy, all right.
They say that when the Italians deco-
rated him they had to bring the medal to
him. Afraid to get up in front of the
outfit. Not afraid of action but afraid
of f)raise. The girls said he limped a
little. Who wouldn’t, I thought, with
an artificial knee-cap and a hundred
shell-splinters in his body. But that
didn’t stop him. Some character.

I sure felt grateful to him that night.
Kept thinking about it all during the
fights. And you could see that the pug
who started it was thinking about it too.
Kept glaring at me. He was no practical
joker either. We had had some serious
trouble and he had threatened to get
me.

When the fights were over I began to
get worried. Sure wished my body
guard had stuck around. I told the girls
if anything started they were to keep
right on going and meet me at the car.
As we got into the crush headed for the
exit I had a feeling we were being fol-
lowed. So I dropped back a little and
glanced over my shoulder. And sure
enough the big guy was right behind me.
Fe was still grinning.

“Keep going,” he said,
rear-guard action.”

What do you know, I thought. Some
friend. He may not be much of a writer
but he sure has hair on his chest. He
tailed me and I tailed the girls right into
my car and in a few minutes we were on
our way. I introduced him to the girls.
And then they burned me up.

“You're not the Mr. Hemingway who
wrote The Sun Also Rises, are you?”
they both said at once.

“Guilty,” he said.

“We both read it and think it’s won-
derful,” they said. And they went on
gushing like a couple of bobby-soxers.
I didn't mind so much about the
brunette. She was a. spare. But the
red-head was putting it on too thick to
suit me. She was sitting up front with me
but kept turning around to talk to him.
I was glad when he shut her off. He
poked iis finger in my back.

“How did you like the book?” he said.

Well, 1 thought. if he thinks I am
going to flatter him, just because he
saved my life, he’s got another think
coming. Better give it to him straight
from the shoulder.

“I couldn’t read the thing,” I said.

“Wait a minute,” he said. .

“Yes,” I said. ;

“Do you move your lips when you
read?” I‘?e said. k it X

“No,” 1 said.

“That's it,” he said.

“That's what?” I said.

“That's it. I write for people who
move their lips when they read.”

“Oh,” I said.

The girls laughed their heads off. But

(concluded overleaf)
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Ribald Classic

THE AMOROUS
GOLDSMITH

A new translation from
the Arabic collection
Kitab Alf Laylah wa Laylah

ONCE THERE WAS a goldsmith who had
but two passions in life: women, and
good wine. One day he entered the
house of a friend and observed on one
of the walls the picture of a young
woman; fairer or lovelier or prettier
wench eye never beheld. The goldsmith
studied the portrait with interest, and
was astounded by its beauty; straight-
way his heart was invaded by a fond
love for the image, so that he fell sick
and was presently on the verge of de-
struction. One of his friends came to
visit him in this grievous state, and in-
quired of him how he felt and where
he pain was.

“Brother,” the invalid replied, “my
sickness, and all that has afflicted me,
springs from love. TI've fallen in love
with a picture painted on What's-his-
name's wall.”

“Why, that proves what little sense
you have, brother.” his friend scolded
him. “How could you be in love with a

icture on a wall, that doesn’t hurt or

elp anyone? It doesn't see, it doesn't
hear, it can't take, it can't deny . . .”

“But the painter must have had some
pretty woman for his model when he
painted it,” the goldsmith broke in.

“Maybe he invented it out of his
head,” the visitor objected.

(continued on page 77)
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“I will give you a thousand dinars for
her,” said the goldsmith.
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I didn't laugh. Bad taste, I thought. I
wanted him to ask me why I couldn't
read his book. Had some sound criti-
cisms all ready for him. And he laughs
it off. Not only that, I had to sit there
and listen to the girls raving about it.
They wanted to know all about Lady
Brett. What a character. Did she really
exist? They should ask me, I thought.
1 couid have told them plenty.

I listened to their fattery and got a
line on the kind of book it was. Some

y had been fouled in the war. Hit

low the belt. He had been Lady
Brett's heavy lover before he got the
TKO and \‘\%en he came out she loved
him just the same and continued to live
with him. She was even keeping him,
according to the story. Baloney, I
thought. All that baby ever kept was
the change when somebody gave her
over two dollars. She was no more cap-
able of spiritual love than I was. Then
I heard the story switched to bull-fight-
ing in Spain. Bull-throwing is more like
it, I thought.

I was burning at this snake I had
taken into the bosom of my car. I re-
call leaning over and whispering into
the ear of the red-head that Hemingway
himself was the guy who had been shot
in the book. I don’t recall mentioning
that he had been shot in the knee either.
All's fair in love and war, I thought.

ROUND 2: "“TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT.”

It was getting around midnight so T
suggested that we all drive up to my

lace and have a little champagne.

“Sorry,” he said. “Told you I never
play when I am working. Doing a new
book and got to get some sleep.”

“OK,” T said. “I'll drive you home.
Where do you live?”

“Montparnasse,” he said.

The red-head said, “What's the hook
about?”

“Collection of short stories,” he said.

I shot over the bridge to the Left
Bank and turned up the Boulevard Ras-
pail. So it’s short bouts now, I thought.
Wonder if he is using that lemon I had
read in the bar. The Killers or some-
thing. Hope the others are better than
that one, I thought.

I said aloud, “"What kind of stories?”

“I never talk about a story until it is
finished,” he said. “If you tell it you
never write it. The trouble with yvou
is that you tell your stories up at that
joint of yours and never write them.”

“Oh yeah,” T said.

“Yes,” he said. “Make up your mind
whether you want to be a writer or a
saloonkeeper. If you want to run a
saloon, keep talking. If you want to be
a writer start slugging the typewriter.”

“Listen,” I said,

“What for?” he szid. “I'm not paying
you to talk. Put it on paper.”

Get a load of that, I thought. You'd
think he was Scott Fitzgerald or some-
one. Here everybody in Paris is talkin
about my stuff in The Boulevardier anﬁ
he is telling me how to write. What a
laugh. Not only that, he probably hasn't
got a I-;ot to cook in but he's telling me
off right in my own Cadillac. Some gall.

(continued from page 36)

Drinks my champaﬁne and calls my joint
a saloon. I started to tell him I was a
star reporter in Chicago when he was a
cub in Kansas City. But the girls were
so busy laughing and talking to him I
couldn’t get a word in edgewise. That's
what Kou get, T thought.

“What's the name of your new book,
Mr. Hemingway?” the girls said.

“Men Without Women,” he said.

“What?” I said.

“Men Without Women,” he said.

Here's my chance, I thought. Imagine
writing a book in Paris with a title like
that. First it's The Sun Also Rises and
now it's Men Without Women. Gertrude
Stein must have picked that one for him,
too, I thought.

I said aloud. “Listen, Ernest, let’s be
Frank and Ernest with each other. Did
you ever see a Man without a Woman in
Paris? You are in Paris, France, now,
kid, not Paris, Illinois. There are no
men without women here and no women
without men outside of Lady Brett per-
haps.”

“Turn left at the cemetery,” he said.

“OK,"” I said. “And while we are here
take a good look in that cemetery. If
you see any Men without Women even
in there I'll buy you a good dinner. They
bury them side by side over here. Hot
or cold, in Paris Men are with Women.”

“Third house from the corner,” he
said.

1 stopped at the third house. It was
an old Erick relic of the Second Empire.
It had a Chambres a Louer sign in the
window and was right across the street
from the cemetery. There were no lights
on inside but you could see it in spurts.
There was a big electric sign on the
house next door that flashed on and off.
It said Pompes Funebres. Clever idea
for an undertaker, I thought. The lights
going on and off reminded you that
you are here today and gone tomorrow.
The house on the other side had a
marble orchard in the front yard. It was
a monument maker’s atelier. The stone
angles and other tombstones jumped at
you when the undertaker's sign lit up.
Nice cheerful little spot, I thought. He
hopped out like he was going in to the
Louvre palace.

“My room's on the fifth foor, girls.”
he said. “Come up and see me some
time.”

“Rest in peace,” 1 said.

No wonder he writes that stuff about
people getting killed, I thought. He's
looking at graves all day. But do you
know something? You had to give the
guy credit for one thing. He was always
himself. Natural like. Look at the way
he let me drive him right up to that
dump of his. A lot of fellows would
have gotten off at the Ritz and walked
the rest of the way. But he didn't care.
Maybe it's integrity or scll-confidence or
something. Guess it must be confidence.
A Hearst man told me that he had
climbed those five flights of stairs around
that time to offer him a newspaper job.
The job paid 200 a weck and he wasn’t
eating regularly then. But he turned
down the job flat. Said nobody was

going to tell him what to write again.
Wanted to live his own stories. Must
have something, I guess. But, as I say,
you can’t put your finger on it.

There's one thing I will say for him
though. He really worked hard. I went
around to the cemetery room one day to
see him. The conciel‘ie told me he was
there. So I climbed the five flights and
rapped on his door but he wouldn't let
me in. The undertaker's assistant who
had the room next to him told me he
had been locked in his room for a week
correcting proofs. Wouldn't let anybody
in. They used to leave coffee and crois-
sants at the door for him. The only
exercise he got was walking to the bath-
room at the other end of the hall. If

enius is really the capacity for taking
mnfinite pains he is a genius, I thought.

But work or no work you could alwa
see him at the fights. Guess he didn't
think going to the fights was playing;
just part of his training. I uscg to see
him there all the time. We used to bet
ten francs a corner and he almost always
won. We never talked about his books
any more. What’s the use, 1 thought
You can’t tell him anything and he won't
tell you anything anyway. I didn’t mind
when he won. Guess he can use the
money more than I can, T thought.

When he was not at the fights you
knew he was away somewhere. But you
never knew where he was. He might be
in the green hills of Africa, the blood
soaked arenas of Spain or somewhere in
Italy. He never writes or even sends
postals.

It must have been a couple of years
before I saw him again.

In November of 1929 the big Depres-
sion bounced off of Wall Street and hit
Paris hard. It was a TKO for the Amer-
ican colony. Every Yank who had been
spending money like water suddenly
went dry. They had it one day and
didn’t have it the next. Forty thousand
of them who had been living on incomes
fought to get reservations on the boats
and borrowed money to pay their pas-
sage.

Things were plenty tough for us.
Lost the place in Montmartre and The
Boulevardier folded for want of readers.
But before it folded it did me a favor.
I was offered a contract to go over to
Hollywood and write for the new talk-
ing pictures. What a break.

And the first person I wanted to tell
about it was the smart-alec Hemingway.
Tell me how to write, would he? 1
could tell him something now. Universal
Pictures had seen a story of mine in The
Boulevardier and had come over 5000
miles to sign me up. I didn’t see them
coming after him, Going to be the
champ, was he? Well, maybe he’d find
himself up against his old sparring mate
in the battle of the century. You know
how it is. I was dying to rub it in.
Wherever he was I knew he was in there
slugging. But a good boxer can always
outpoint a slugger. Wait until I stick
that straight Hollywood left in his kis-
ser, 1 thought.

NEXT MONTH:
ROUND 3: “A FAREWELL TO ARMS”



DANISH PASTRY

miss september is a
rhapsody in broken english

THIS BLUE-EYED natural blonde was born 21
years ago in Copenhagen, Denmark, has
been in America a scant three years. Her
hobbies include dancing, designing clothes
and murdering the English language. Elsa
Sorensen is her name, and though she thinks
her new monicker, Dane Arden, is slicker
and more “American,” we still call her
Ellie, as do her other friends— including
baritone boyfriend Guy Mitchell. Guy sees
a lot of Ellie. So will you, on the following
spread where this Dane named Dane proves
that a rose is a rose is a Playmate.
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MISS SEPTEMBER




Picking up munchables far a party, Ellie shops a supermarket with boyfriend, pop vacalist Guy Mitchell.
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

The movie producer traveled all the way
to Europe, but had to return to Holly-
wood disappointed. He contacted the
beautiful Ttalian actress he’'d been seck-
ing, all right, but, unfortunately, she re-
fused to come across.

O e of our friends has a real problem.
He received a note through the mail
advising him, “1f vou don’t stop making
love to my wife, I'll kill you." The
trouble is, the note wasn't signed.

Lora Duffingham returned from his
grousce shooting somewhat carlier than
usual and found Lady Duffingham in a
rather compromising situation with his
best friend, Sir Archibald Carpley. Lord
Duffingham stood stiffly in the bedroom
doorway and loudly berated his wife for
her infidelity. With thunder in his
voice, he reminded her that he had taken
her from a miserable existence in the
London slums, given her a fine home,
provided her with servants, cxpensive
clothes and jewels.

As Lady Duffingham was by this time
crying inconsolably, his Lordship wrned
his wrath on his supposed friend: “And
as for you, Carpley—you might at least
stop while I'm talking!"”

s i

You won't read about it in After Hours,
but we occasionally get our Kicks in a
place where the music is so bad that
when a waiter drops a tray everybody
gets up and starts dancing.

Jim Morgan had just returned from a
month-long trip to New York and he
met a good {riend just outside his office.
“Jim,” said the friend, “what’s wrong?
Your eyces are so red and bloodshot!™
“It happened on the trip,” said Jim.
“My very first evening in New York, 1
met this very attractive young woman in

a cocktail lounge. We had a few drinks,
then dinner and a show. One thing led
to another and she spent the night with
me at my hotel.

“When I woke the next morning, she
was sitting on the edge of the bed crying.
1 asked her what was troubling her and
she told me she was married and that she
was very ashamed ol herself.

“Well, that got me to thinking about
my wife and kids back here, so we both
sat there on the edge of the bed and
cried for about a hall hour.”

“But, ]Jim,” said the puzzled friend,
“that was almost four weeks ago. What
does that have to do with your eyes
being bloodshot today?”

“Well, look,” Jim exclaimed, “you
can't sit and cry your eyes out every
morning for four weeks without making
them a little red!”

An interloper at a mecting ol the So-
cicty of Mayflower Descendants put the
august group in a bit of a tizzy when he
responded, “Actually, I'm descended
from a long line my mother once heard.”

The husband was disturbed by his wife’s
indifferent auitude towards him and the
marriage counselor suggested he try
being more aggressive in his love making.

“Act more like a romantic lover and
less like a bored spouse,” he was advised.
“When you go home, make love to her
as soon as you meet—even if it is right
inside the front door.”

At the next consultation, the advisor
was pleased to hear that the husband
had followed instructions. “And how did
she react this ume:” the consultant
asked.

“Well, to tell the truth,” the husband
replied, “she was still sort of indifferent.
But one thing I've got to admit: her
bridge club went absolutely wild!”

Heard any good ones lately? Send your
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
11 E. Superior St., Chicago 11, 1L, and
carn an easy five dollars for each joke
used. In case of duplicates, payment goes
{0 first received. Jokes cannot be returned.



“Sherwood Forest . . . Robin Hood speaking.”




ORPHEUS IN HAITI K

HE WAS VIRILITY incarnate, an enchant-
ing singer, a devil with the ladies: but
from the moment he set eyes on the
queen of his heart, no other woman had
a chance. And when The Only Girl was
taken from him by death (for this is a
tragic story), he swore off the gentle sex *
for life. That life proved to be short.
His ex-girlfriends, seething with jealousy
and thwarted desire, drew him into a
wild and mounting orgy, worked them-
selves into a homicidal frenzy, and, at the
peak of the bacchanale, fell upon and
tore him — literally — limb from limb.

His name, of course, was Orpheus, and
he’s been dead a long time now, but (if
rumor is to be believed) there is still at
least one place on this planet where the
male is first worshipped, then destroyed;
where a living, breathing symbol of viril-
ity is set upon by a hysterical, orgy-driven :
woman and killed anew, savagely, blood-
ily.

This place is Haiti. Trr to imagine
that you're in a jungle clearing. Fire
flickers on tree trunks and burnished
bodies. They're swaying, perhaps 200
men and women, to the beat of drums

(continued overleaf)

donkeys, damballa, and a monument to fear

BY PATRICK CHASE playboy’s travel editor
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grouped near a huge tree trunk in the
center of the glade: Already the houngan
has chanted his appeals to the spirit and
sketched a cabalistic design on the
und. Near it are tethered a goat and
ve roosters — black, arrogant, sure of
their maleness. Tension is high and now
the drums step up the beat. From the
darkness to one side a man’s voice shouts:
“Damballa goubamba! Kinga do ki la!”
Murmurously, the crowd intones the
response: “Kinga do ki la!” Over and
over, the invocation is repeated to Dam-
balla, the good spirit, to Damballa, who
craves blood.

A young woman stands near the fire.
She's wearing a red bandana, a loose
white chemise maldiocre of flour sacking,
cut low over the shoulders. Quietly she
begins to sway to the drums. Rooted 1o
one spot, there is no movement except
that reed-like weaving of her body. Fire-
light picks out now the outline of her
thighs, now the swell of her breasts
against the thin material.

The girl sways and weaves with an al-
most overpowering intensity — faster now
as a wooden fetish is carried forward, the
life-sized figure of a man. The drums
beat on, restless, surging volumes of
sound. The girl sways and weaves faster
until ripples seem to flow up her body.
Again and again and again, the extra-
ordinary pulsation shakes her, building
ever greater tension in the crowd.

The drums notch up faster. Now the
girl moves. Still convulsed by the tre-
mendous vibrations, she bends over back-
ward toward the fetish. Pulsing and jerk-
ing, she arches back and back — bent im-
possibly over and still pulsing — until the
women around her wail in sharp falsetto
as the girl smothers the idol in Eisses.

The chant of the crowd joins the cease-
less thunder of drums. Sweating drum-
mers fall out as others take up the
rhythm. Tension is electric through the
clearing. Naked, a figure of onyx, the
girl weaves along the rows of squatting,
swaying figures. She’s in a self-induced
trance, tongue lolling from one side of
her mouth, eyes fixed in a rigid, sightless
stare. Now the alto drums are a torment-
ing staccato and pulses speed faster to
the frenzy. Down the rows the girl passes,
arms outstretched over the black heads
as if to raise each to her own exalted
state.

Here and there, eyes glaze, then turn
up and grow blind white. Here and
there, a y topples to the ground
thrashing and foaming. But the gleam-
ing eyes of the crowd follow only the girl
back to the fire. She grasps one of the
black roosters, raises him high above her
head, her sweatglistening body ebony
in the flameglow. Legs apart, firmly
planted, she swings him in circles about
her until he dies.

Then, suddenly, the drums are still. A
machete flashes bright. The victim's head
flies to the ground and blood spurts
against the girl. In a moment, all at
once, the crowd surges about her as she
drinks from the rooster’s neck, trickles of
red coursing down her chin, over breasts,
along thighs. Other priests slaughter the
remaining animals and sprinkle blood on

the jostling throng. For only a baptism
of blood will admit Damballa to the soul.

The drums roll on. Again, over all,
comes the hoarse chant of the ceremony
broken now by shrieks and moans.
Slowly, the first light of dawn edges the
black glade with yellow-green, and a

rimal ritual older than Orpheus throbs
its final spasm.

This is not an exalted word picture of
the rite of voodoo as dreamed up by over-
enthusiastic travel writers, but a descrip-
tion of that ritual as it has been seen by
white men — or so they say. Being ad-
dicted to the “I'm from Missouri” school
of reporting only on what we've seen, we
must admit the sight of a voodoo orgy
has never glazed our eye. And for every
William Seabrook who claims to have
witnessed the spectacle. there are doubt-
ers who say they've searched for it but
never found it. What is the truth?

As we see it, it boils down to two con-
siderations. First: the fact that a man
hasn’t found what he’s looking for is not
presumptive evidence that it doesn’t
exist. Second: Haiti is still virtual jun-
gle; the French influence which is respon-
sible for the communities on its shores
was always a hostile influence to the na-
tives. The interior, still mostly steaming
jungles and shaggy-sloped mounjains, is
among the most primitive- areas of the
hemisphere. What takes place during the
dark jungle nights is more a matter of
conjecture than of eye-witness reporting,

In any case, the chances are that, as a
tourist, you won't get to see the real
thing. What will happen to you is this:
in Port au Prince you'll meet up with a
leering cab driver who'll promise you a
full-dress voodoo ceremony. He'll herd
you into his ancient car, zip off past
tumbledown native huts or rutted out-
skirt streets dimly lit by lamps every
three or four blocks. He’lrstop to confer
with a shadow lounging in the gloom of
a side-alley, drive on — jolting and lurch-
ing — then stop again to go scouting.
He'll eventually lead you to a wooden
shack where le vrai voodoo is promised.
As soon as you get inside, the first thing
the dancers and drummers do is cluster
around for a handout.

Give the drummer a gourde (20c U.S)),
sit back and watch the show. Commer-
cial? Tawdry? Pour les touristes? Un-
deniably. But it’s still something to see,
something with more primal thythm
mindlessly, even animalistically, per-
formed that you're likely to have encoun-
tered anywhere Stateside — or this side of
Alfrica. Just possibly, though, you'll pre-
fer to skip the cab driver's smirk and the
dancers’ dubious performance. In which
case, if you're still on 2 voodoo kick, you
may sample the kind put on at the night
clubs or the open-air Theatre de Verdure
on a Saturday night.

The Theatre, showcase of the National
Folklore Troupe, also offers you a chance
to catch Ti-Roro, perhaps the greatest of
the Haitian drummers. Until you've
heard him, you've never heard a drum
sob like a lost child, or murmur like a
girl in love. The voodoo-based dance
sketches put on at the Theatre are an
ample reward too, choreographed with

incisive, modern style, yet without ever
losing the touch of earthy abandon that
makes them real, the essence of this vivid
land, this brightly warm people.

Haiti is still one of the least expensive
Caribbean spots north of Antigua, with
more to offer than all the rest put to-
gether. Though prices have doubled in
the last three or four years, we still man-
age a thoroughly good evening for two
with a gourde or so left out of $20. One
of the spots you should try is the Voodoo
Club (can't get away from the stuff),
still relatively untouristed and complete
with dirt floor and bare tables. It’s dark
enough so that no one can see you
bumbling through a merengue among
the swiveljointed Haitians. It’s only
late at night that the little bars along
Avenue Roosevelt liven up: the Brun-
ette Club (we spotted at least two
blondes there), Royal Palm Beach, New
York Bar and Paradise.

You can find most anything you're
looking for in these joints, and the
waiters in most of them will try to hustle
a full bottle of rum to your table, fol-
lowed by other more animate objects.
You're quite within your rights to shoot
the full bottle back and call for the stuff
by single shots (about 10c). Do whatever
you want about the other objects. In
Carrefour proper (a pretty improper sec-
tion) you’'ll pass rows of houses-standing
back from the road and strung with
colored lights. Keep right on going. Sex
may be, as one f[ellow put it, "une
indusirie en Haiti,” but who wants it
that way? For your private dossier, how-
ever, prolessional ladies here are known
as Dominicaines, though we're told by an
impeccable source that the best ones are
all from Martinique.

If vou do crave some female compan-
ionship. tr‘; hunting on your own at the
Casino, where the upper echelon of
Haitian society gathers. The place is
glossily, glaringly cosmopolitan, with
French spoken all around, an open-air
dance fioor and a splendid orchestra. Tt
boasts an excellent restaurant, too, and
the meals are served with such allure that
the waiters change white gloves virtually
after every course. Also available is the
usual cnlfet.tinn of bars and gaming
rooms. When you've had your fill of the
place, stroll her down through pleasant
gardens to the Casino’s yacht harbor, or
over to the illuminated fountains on the
waterfront Exposition grounds. Or drive
on up to the Cabane Choucoune at
Pétionville.

Fun starts earlier there — with cock-
tails at sunset on the terrace of the Ibo
Lél¢é, and a pink-glowing view that
stretches a good 80 miles, Then, a cou-
ple of thousand feet above Pétionville,
there’s Kenscoff. We're all for the drive
there, during which you pass from
bougainvillea to pine trees in 20 min-
utes: it even gets cool cnough to justify
hot buttered rum. Bevond, at the top of
the mountain, there’s Furcy, where log
fires are an occasional delight.

A good reason for making a separate
evening of Pétionville is the food. Fabu-
lous is the word for it and every hotel

(concluded on page 52)



fresh, smoked, baked, boiled, devilled,
minced, hashed, fried or glazed with

bourbon, few viands can vie with —

THE HEARTY HAM

WHEN CICERO $aID, “Things perfected by

: nature are better than those finished by

art,” he couldn’t have been thinking of
the smoked thigh of a pig.

A fresh ham is the product of na-
ture, and has much to recommend it
But a smoked ham is a work of art. Cer-
tainly if Cicero had lived :long enough
to taste a genuine Smithfield ham taken
from a peanut-fed razorback hog, care-
fully buried in salt, rubbed with freshly
ground pepper, smoked over slow burn-
ing hickory wood and then aged for two
or maybe three years, Rome’s honey-
mouthed orator may have thought twice
(continued on next page)
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before making that rash utterance.

Ham fans fall into three classes. First
of all, there are the backwoods boys
who, from the age of two, have been
raised on hog ham gravy and bear lard
biscuits. At the opposite extreme are
those fastidious gentry who will only
eat ham if it’s served with fresh calf’s
sweetbread and cepes sautéed in white
wine sauce sous cloche. The third and
largest class are the great majority of
ham lovers who enjoy anything from
deviled ham on a cracker to oversize
ham steaks from the corn fields of Iowa.

All of these types appreciate the one
salient fact about ham —its integrity.
There is no such thing as a fake ham.
It's one of the least disguised and least
doubtful of meat flavors. Even in a cro-
quette or souffle, the matchless flavor
comes through unaltered. When you
leave roast beef in your refrigerator for
four or five days, the juices evaporate
and the flavor becomes stale and weary.
But you can keep a ham in the ice box
for four weeks, and the tangy miracle of
the smokehouse remains unchanged.
When meats like corned beef or smoked
tongue are canned, their original flavor
and texture become almost unrecogniz-
able. But a canned ham never loses its
rich natural savor.

For all young gastronomers who aren’t
equipped to struggle with sole in aspic,
joints of mutton and pressed wild duck,
the plump ham on the carving board is
the easiest way to satisfy the wolf in
your stomach and the wench on the
edge of your bed. A loaf of crisp sour
rye bread, a jar of snappy mustard and
some cold bottles of Eubbling ale are
all that are needed to start the revival
meeting. Ham’s final recommendation
is its price. In recent years it's been the
least piratical of all meats.

Until the late Twenties, any amateur
chef who undertook to cook a whole
ham in his bachelor apartment usually
found out that a course in food engi-
neering was necessary in order to do the
job prolﬁerly. Before the ham was ready
to eat, the young man was usually forced
to study such topics as the effects of cer-
tain orders of fungi, not to mention the
use of the long block tackle and the in-
clined plane. When the sprightly epi-
cure carried his fat ham home and dis-
covered to his horror that there was
mold on it, he was faced with three pos-
sible decisions. He could return the ham
to the butcher, report his disenchant-
ment to the department of health or else
call his mother at once by long distance
phone. The tyro didn’t know that coun-
try ham lovers at that time regarded
mold (if it wasn't too deep) with the
same affection a wine connoisseur felt
toward the sediment in a fine bottle of
Burgundy. After entertaining a number
of doubts he usually turned to an old
recipe book where he found comforting
data telling him to scrub the ham.
Should he use the same brush they used
on the kitchen floor or a brand new
brush? There was the harsh dilemma of
whether he should scrub it with a strong
soap and water or just plain water. The
cook books told him both methods were

satisfactory.

In the course of disinterring the rec-
ipe he learned that he was to soak the
meat. This, too, presented certain nice-
ties in the protocol of dealing with a
ham. Shouldr he soak it in warm water
or cold water, in the washtub or the
bathtub? From further consultation he
deduced that he should soak the ham 24
hours for each year it was hung. This,
of course, d the gruellini problem
of tracing the pig's genealogy back to its
original owner in order to determine
just how many months the end of the
pig dangled from the rafters.

At last, the young epicure placed his
ham in the pot to boil. It was usually a
heavy long ham rather than a short
plump ham because that was the way
pigs were raised in those days. When the
18-pound ham was dropped into the
four-quart pot, the phenomenon known
as the displacement of water usually pre-
sented itself. The chef's pants, under-
wear, socks and shoes were immediately
drenched with liquid. Then, hours later,
after making all the necessary adjust-
ments, in the serene calm of a job well
done, the young culinarian was ready to
remove the cooked ham from the pot.
With his trusty kitchen fork, he jaoned
the thickest part of the ham's cushion
and lifted. Under the immense weight
of the ham the fork slowly bent in two
like an old hatpin. Instead of fishing up
a ham, he acquired valuable knowledge
concerning the tensile strength of differ-
ent metals.

The ham was finally boiled. And that
was only half the battle — merelv the
first step preparatory to baking the ham.

Nowadays, the old process of soaking,
scrubbing and simmering are for the
most part unnecessary. In the early
Thirties, tenderized or quick-cooking
hams were introduced. These were hams
that required no soaking or simmering
and that could be baked by merely
placing them in the oven in the same
manner as a turkey or a large rib roast.
Later, completely cooked, ready-to-eat
hams were introduced, and this type
dominates the market today. In restau-
rants and hotels, with proper cooking
facilities, hams are still scrubbed, soaked,
simmered, baked and glazed. The fin-
ished ham may be slightly more moist
and more subtle in flavor than the
cooked ham you buy in the butcher
shop. But the results are simply not
worth the outlandish efforts required to
bake a raw ham starting from scratch.
Naturally there are differences in the
qualities of the ready-to-ecat hams. But
once you've found a ham that satisfies
your taste for cure, smokiness, texture
and tenderness, you can be pretty sure
that the quality of the same brand will
remain consistent. ¥

Over the United States you will find
ham sold in an almost unlimited variety
of forms and sizes. First of all, there are
the aristocrats from the ham capital of
the world, Smithfield, Virginia, popula-
tion about 1100. Such brands as Todd’s,
Gwaltney's and Jordan's represent the
very highest order in the bluebloods of
the hog kingdom. Hams from this area

are not to be confused with so-called
“Virginia style” hams which many res-
taurants and delicatessen stores offer and
which are merely baked hams from any
part of the country, stuck with a few
cloves and browned in the oven. The
real Smithfield Virginia hams are taken
from a lean aristocratic strain of hog,
turned loose in the woods in the spring
and fattened on peanuts in the fall. The
shape is somewhat long and flat. The
meat is deep brick red, the fat amber
rather than white. The difference in
flavor between a genuine Virginia ham
and other hams is the difference in
flavor between brandy and vin ordi-
naire. Native epicures in Virginia like
their ham cut paper thin. For better
lc:m.ring, they prefer a cold ham over a
ot.

Through the South you'll find the
country hams, many of which are pre-

red in the same manner as the Smith-

eld hams. Some of the country hams
are not smoked but merely cured in salt
and then hung in a cold place for
months to age. Country hams are con-
sumed locally for the most part. Smith-
field hams are available in fancy food
shops all over the United States. For
apartment bachelors, the whole Smith-
field hams are sometimes hard to han-
dle. Even a half of a Virginia ham may
be unwieldly. Those who want the real
thing in small quantities can now buy
the five-ounce jar of Amber brand sliced
and cooked Smithfield ham. The price
of a genuine Smithfield ham is about
twice that of another ham. But for the
cial blowout, it’s the ham of distinc-
tion. Following the trend in the trade,
the Smithfield ll;-uams are now offered raw
or cooked and glazed with brown sugar,
ready for the carving knife.

Of course the greatest number of
hams sold in the United States are the
moderately smoked hams typified by the
brand names of the nationally known
meat packers. They may be bought raw,
partly cooked (tenderized) or complete-
ly cooked, ready to eat. People who do
not care for the intense flavor and salti-
ness of the Smithfield ham prefer this
milder cure. For such respectable fare as
ham and cabbage, ham and beans, ham
and potato salad and ham steaks, these
hams are excellent.

The mildest of all hams are the can-
ned Dutch, Danish and Irish specimens.
Their bland flavor is just the opposite
of their Virginia counterparts. They are
sold in sizes ranging from one pound to
15 pounds. When buying the very small
size tins, you sometimes take the chance
of getting excess fat and gristle, since
the small cut may come from the ex-
treme shank or butt end. Here again the
variety of brands you can buy is tremen-
dous. If you're looking for a gastronom-
ical novelty, you might try such sophisti-
cated versions as the Dutch Gala brand
ham in champagne sauce or the German
Englert’s sliced ham in Burgundy wine
sauce.

Finally, there are such hard hams as
the Italian Prosciutto or the imported
Westphalian style. These hams are both

(conciuded on page 75)
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has its specialty. So do the restaurants
in town: flaming lobster at Aux Cosa-
ques. snails at Picardie. Kalmar's runs to
top-notch French cooking but also a
wide variety of creole dishes. Try grillo,
which is mostly pork, or tasso of beef,
both in piquant sauces; or dir et donjon,
a savory clump of rice and mushrooms.
yam croquette and mango pie.

There are smaller, dingier spots where
the eating’s still more fun. We got a
Haitian friend to steer us — straight, in
this case —two Papa Denis’, a roofless
place with a dirt Hoor, a few blocks [rom
the Presidential Palace. Papa mixes a
rather special coctéle, then whooshes up
a spread ol eggplant with conch, fol-
lowed by caab soup (with the [fully
shelled creature Hoating around to prove
it's veal), filet mignon and a dessert ol
yams and syrup. The tab: 90c a head, in-
cluding a bottle of rum.

Other inexpensive pleasures on Haiti
include spear fishing over coral reels
from the Casino pier (there’s no bathing
beach worth a damn closer than Carre-
four Raymond) for 85, and we even tried
a full day's alligator hunting on Lake
Saumatre {or around $20. We've got a
helt to prove it

In Port au Prince, bargain buys in-
clude perfumes and good local recordings
ol Ti-Roro drum solos and voodoo in-
cantations, inexpensive ltalian spear-
fishing gear and some good carved ma-
hogany pieces. Most of our shopping is
done at Mme. Paquin’s, who started the
souvenir business down here and still
gets her pick of the merchandise, justify-
ing slightly higher but fixed prices. Kurt
Fisher's store next door is good, too.

And. of course, we also go to DeWitt
Peter’s Art Center. It's still a place for
excellent “buys,” though nowadays you'll
pay up to S750 for a good canvas by
Benoit. Bazile, Hyppolite or Bigaud. But
with a little personal taste, you can pi('k
up fine primitive work at “investment”
prices here or at the rival Foyer des Arts
Plastiques.

Instead ol hopping around from cab
to cab, it's wiser to pick up a permanent
driver. To save gas (45¢ a gallon) he'll
accelerate wildly for hall a block, then
coast as far as he can go. The art seems
to be never to check momentum by using
the brakes, but instead to carcen through
the gaudily thronged streets, just missing
ltashy new American cars, litde bour-
rigue donkeys with broad paniers on
either side, or farm women down [rom
the hills with head-carried loads of pro-
duce for the market.

The market, incidentally. is one of the
more depressing sights (and smells) in all
Haiui. 1t's a bright-painted turreted struc-
ture of sheet ron where just about
everything is waded, including cups
made of condensed-milk cans with a
string handle, sandals cut from old auto
tires, and cardboard suitcases decorated
or remnforced with beer cans beaten flat.

(The impoverished state of many
Haitians has given rise to an interesting
local custom known as placage. It's so
hard 1o accumulate money for a wedding

(continued from page 48)

that men and women live together o
save jointly for the ceremony. This gives
Haiuan children the rare advantage of
attending their parents’ wedding along
with several brothers and sisters.)

The other unnerving sight in Haiti, so
far as we're concerned, are the cock
fights. If that's what you want, though,
a pood spot is the Gaugere cockpit on
the Exposition grounds where fights are
held Saturdays and Sundays. We don't
normally flinch from “blood sports” but
we draw the line here: the birds are so
damned plucky, as they gouge and slash,
then somehow get up, gory and one-eyed,
to fight on with a bone-pierced wing and
half a beak, that we ‘end up wretchedly
rooting for the agonized creature on the
ground, fighting on because it’s got too
much guts to drag isell away.

Every now and then, we're hell bent
on sociological research, and choose a
side jaunt into the hinterland. We'll go
to Cap Haitien by coastal freighter or
clse by transport plane over a stormy
gray-green sea of mountains.

“Le Cap,” where Columbus qualified
for some sort ol Western Hemisphere
first by running the Santa Maria aground
on a coral reef, is so unselfconsciously
flavorsome that cannon which fired on
Napolcon's ships still rest in the streets
along the waterfront.

We make a point of staying around
there a day or two at the Hostellerie du
Roi Christophe — just to stroll narrow
streets, past old, balconied homes, and
out to the harbor forts and the ancient
lighthouse. Then we go to the Citadelle
Ferri¢re, which is really why we come to
Cap Haitien.

We'll drive out first to Milot, a small
village on the edge ol the jungle, that
makes a living out of supplying horses
for the trip up the mountain, and boys
with switches to keep them moving.
These small black businessmen walk the
whole way there and back, burdened by
a basketlul of cokes which they cool off
from time to time in mountain streams.

Our first stop is always at Sans Soudi,
a ruined copy of Versailles which the

jungle is slowly trying to reclaim. Be-

yond. the wail grows gradually steeper
and more rocky. A couple of stops were
called by the women in our group, to
admire tl'of)iml blossoms blazing vivid
reds and blues from the trailside tangle
ol vegetation. We paused again about
half-way up for our first view of the
Citadelle.

Above us the huge gray stone structure
loomed atop a grassy elevation in the
midst of virgin forest. One soaring cor-
ner faced us like the prow of a ship. Here
was the famous “monument to fear”
where black Christophe — prototype of
“Emperor Jones” — planned w0 fight to
the last against the French. Here,
dragged block by huge granite block up
the mountainside, was a fortress that
could maintain a garrison of 10,000 for
a siege of years.

The relic loomed ever more massive
as we dimbed closer. Before long we
were standing beside the 130-foot walls,

under the muzzles of 12-loot bronze guns,
beside an itronstudded door leading
through the seven-foot thickness ol the
outer walls. We climbed to the 1op up
(lying stairways overhanging an ever more
fcarsome drop and came out on the
towering heights of this man-made butte.

Weather-worn and grassgrown at the
wp of the Citadelle is the grave of
Christophe, the maniac genius whose de-
fensive creation was never used. For he
died not from the French bullets he had
{eared; paralyzed by a stroke, besct by
intriguers in his divided land, raging at
his own sudden weakness, he died a
suicide. More than any other single
factor, perhaps, the legends that have
grown up about this man have unified
the Haiuan people. And like Christophe
at his prime, Haiui packs the biggest wal-
lop in the Caribbean today.

For more information, consult your
travel agent, or write Haiti Government
Tourist Bureau, 30 Rockefeller Plaza,
New York. Details on Haiti are also
available from Pan American World Air-
ways (135 East 42nd Street, New York) or
Delta C. & S. Airlines (Atlanta Airport,
Atlanta, Ga.). One-way air fares are $75
from Miami, $120 from New Orleans. Or
try Eastern Steamship Corp. (Pier 3, P.O.
Box 882, Miami) or Panama Line (21
West Street, New York) whose round-trip
fares by sea start at $342 from New Yok,
S190 from Miami.

PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK

Time your travels to these frolicsome
European festivils: Oktoberfest. Munich,
for magnificent Bavarian beer and fine
foods in huge quantities amid fabulous
fall scenes and the scent of the grape
harvest (German Tourist Information
Office, 500 Fifth Ave, New York 36);
Festival of Our Lady of Pillar, Zaragoza,
Spain, Oct. 11, for bull fights and lovely
women, plus the attendant after hours
relaxation in the Spanish manner (Span-
ish State Tourist Office, 485 Madison
Ave,, New York 22); Salon de I'Auto,
Paris, Oct. 4, one of the world's biggest
convocations of sports cars and devotees,
and a good excuse for doing Paris at the
top of the season; Gastronomic Fair,
Dijon, Nov. 3, for dedicated gourmets
who like to rub elbows and sample vittles
with others of that ilk (Fremch Govt.
Tourist Office, 610 - 5th Ave., N. Y. 20).

Packaged trips are autumn travel bar-
gains. TWA (380 Madison Ave., New
York) offers two of timely interest. With
the opening of the fall theatre season,
why not set up your own party for a
stay in New York? Included are tickets
for Broadway shows, hotel, meals and
sightseeing in a package that starts at
$49.50 for three days, plus air fare . . .
When fHying west, plan ahead for no-
extra-fare stop-overs at Las Vegas' mink-
and-Cadillac resorts, or poolside lolling
at dude ranches around Phoenix. Three-
day romps run around $16 per head.
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and we hang our topcoats in a dust-proof closet. To our right is an illuminated
aquarium and a wall-and-ceiling skylight, lending a romantic atmosphere to the
entrance-way, and to our left, at the end of the hall, the apartment beckons warmly.

Coming down the hallway, we are able to view the entire width of the apartment
and through the open casements, see the terrace and the winking towers of the city
beyond. Then, quite suddenly, we are in the apartment proper — a modern kitchen
adjoins the dining room and before us is the main living area.

The fire in the raised and recessed Swedish grate casts a magnetic glow on the
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From left to right: Bruno Mathesson table ($220) comes in o variety
of solid hardwoods (we've used elm in the opartment—it's shown
here in teak), is an ingenious gateleg with four leaves; foyer to
right of entry has illuminated aquarium, wall-and-ceiling skylight;
one of the Miller cabinets in dining room which is equipped with
sliding silver chest, adjustable shelves; one of eight Singer up-
holstered solid elm dining chairs, suitable elsewhere os needed.




Above: The unusual flip-flop couch by M.
Singer & Sons (#194, $495), pictured in
various stages of flip, including the flot,
on which overnighters may flop. Below,
Saarinen armchair by Knoll (#70, $2B5).

Below: rocking stools designed by
Noguchi, built of hardwood and metal by

Knoll (B5T, B6T, $46.50, $48) offer
casual living room seating in comfort.

Below: one of four Knoll tobles {#305,
$7B), with foam cushions, may be used
singly or together for seats or buffet.

LIVING ROOM

couch facing it, forming an intimately confined area, a romantic setting
for a téte-a-téte. The floor beneath us is cork tile. The smooth plaster
wall is in dramatic contrast to the stone hearth, which has a painting
on its right and a raised planter with climbing vine on its left. The
apartment’s sense of masculine richness and excitemnent stems in part
from such juxtapositions of textures — the smooth wall, the stone, the
planter, the cork floor —and for visual impact the unadorned brick
wall which closes off the bath and the kitchen area. Turn to the win-
dow wall. Here's drama and contrast again, a view of the city through
casements tichly hung with white dacron and slate gray silk shantung
overdrapes. Below these are continous hanging storage cabinets.
The rest of the living room is best seen by utilizing a unique feature
of the couch. It flips, literally: at the touch of a knob on its end, the
back becomes seat and vice versa — and now we're facing the other way.
Immediately before us are four low square tables, placed together.
Each has a foam rubber cushion. Right now, two of the tables are
being used as such and two for seating; with all four cushions in place,
it becomes a large area for very casual lounging; with all cushions re-
moved, it serves as a low table for drinks for up to eight guests sozzled
enough to be sitting on the floor. A Saarinen couch and the classic
Saarinen armchair with Versen floor lamp complete a charmed circle,
a conversational grouping held together texturally and visually by the
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Above: The kitchen's
uvltrasonic dishwasher uses
inaudible hi-fi sound to
eliminate monual wosh-
ing. No soop, detergent
or hot water are required
in the three-minute wash-
ing and drying cycle.
Left: unique kitchen stool
construcied from rugged,
contoured ftroctor seat.

The gloss-domed oven in PLAYBOY'S kitchen is a rec-
tangular modification of that by Frigidoire, shown
above. The cooking "ficor"” of the unit is odjustable In
height, con be lowered to accommodote the largest
roasts, automaticolly rises to counter level when the
dome is opened. It is radiantly heated, will roast, brail
or barbecue with the luscious viands in tantalizing view.
Joining it is the touch-cool induction heating stove, a
solid surface on which cold foods moy be prepared
alongside bubbling pots. Because it's pots themselves
thot get hot, spilled foods can't stick to stove, which
brings cold water to o boil in a matter of mere seconds.




KITCHEN

deep-pile green nylon rug.
And remember the foyer clos-
et where we hung our things?
We're now facing its living
room side, a fourteen-foot
wall faced with two-foot-
square primavera ' panels,
with flush-mounted color TV
and built-in stereophonic
speakers and hi-fi compo-
nents behind them. This is
our electronic entertainment
installation. From it, lines
go to individual speaker in-
stallations In every room,
cach with its own on-off and
volume control. Here we
can stack mood-music record-
ings on the automatic chang-
er, or flood the apartment
with music for dancing. Or,
if the occasion calls for
serious listening — to  Bach
or Baker — we switch to
the manually-operated tran-
scription turntable and pick
up for the highest in h.
Here, too, amwe, long- and
short-wave (linces, FM tuner
and tape : Also,

the fireplacd

And spea
tainment, or
ing Knoll ¢
the windows
bar, This pcEmits the canny
bachelor to ain in the
room while mixing a cool
one for his intended quarry.
No chance of missing the
proper psychological mo-
ment — no chance of leaving
her cozily curled up on the
couch with her shoes off and
returning to find her mind
changed, purse in hand,
and the young lady ready
to go home. damn it. Here,
conveniently at hand, too, is
a self-timing rheostat which
will gradually and subtly
dim the lights to fit the
mood — as opposed to the
harsh click of a light switch
that plunges all into sudden
darkness and may send the
fair game Aeeing.

The same advance think-
ing prompted the placing of
an on-off widget for the
phone within the cabinet,
too, so that the jangling bell

(continued on page 60)
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or, what's worse, a chatty call from the
date of the night before, won't shatter
the spell being woven. (Don’t worry
about missing out on any fun this way:
there's a phone-message-taker hooked to
the tape recorder.)

The prayBoy apartment brings back
the dining room — done away with in
many another modern apartment — but
this is a dining room with multiple
functions. For intimate dining a deux
and in style. the fourleal Mathesson
gateleg table can have just one leaf
raised. For less intimmate occasions—
say a midnight after-theater snack — the
Shoji screens which close off the kitchen
may be rolled back, and the kitwchen’s
island counter becomes a cozy, handy
spot to set up chafing dish and silver
ice bucket in which nestles a bottle of
Mumm’'s Gold Label.

For large formal dinners, the Mathes-
son table can be expanded to seat twelve,
but for casual get-togethers or big infor-
mal parties it folds practically Aat against
a wall, where one leaf can be raised for
cold or hot buffet.

It is when we wish to host a host of
folks that the flexibility of the apart-
ment's separate areas comes into [ull
play. By moving aside the Saarinen
chair. which acts as a psychological room
divider between living and dining rooms,
by rolling back the kitchen’s Shoji
screens and opening the terrace win-
dows, all these areas become united and
we can entertain half a hundred, if we're
a mind. This is possible because the

. apartment is not divided into cell-like

rooms, but into function areas well de-
lineated for relaxation, dining, cooking,
wooing and entertaining, all teracting
and yet inviting individual as well as
simultaneous usc.

Consider again the dining room’s mul-
tiple uses. Obviously, it's ideal for a
full-production gala dinner, as no “din-
ing alcove” is. Or, with its pull-down
globe lighting, it's perfect for all-night
poker games, stag or strip. Yet we've
seen how simple it is o join it to the
living room. Similarly, the kitchen may
be closed off from the other rooms by
pulling closed the sliding screens. But
since the urban male prides himself on
his culinary artistry it may, more often,
be open onto the dining room, so the
host can perform for an admiring audi-
ence while sharing in conversation.

Now let's review the areas we've seen,
starting at the entry again. The hall is
4’ x 14, closed off from the living room
by the floor-to-ceiling storage wall. In
addition to its clothes press, the hall side
of this unit is partitioned to hold gear
which no bachelor who takes pride in
his homme would want to lug through the
house. Here are compartments with pegs
and racks to hold skis, poles, waxing kit,
rucksack. The floor of this space is lino-
leum tile. Adjoining is a ventilated,
dehumidified cabinet for tennis rackets
in presses, golf bag, bracket for trusty
Evinrude, fishing gear. A vertical space
has pegs for hanging the good things that
come in leather cases: binoculars, stereo
and rellex cameras, portable radio, guns.
Other compartments hold wet weather
and winter outer garments and footwear.

Starting from the end of the storage

wall and going around the dining room
clockwise, we come frst to the short
8-foot wall facing the terrace. This is
walnut-panel veneer. Standing against
it, on a low wroughtiron stand, is a
garden-type parabolic planter with giant
philodendron growing in it. The long
adjacent wall — which measures roughly
20 fecet — is smooth plaster, stark white,
with high, 30-inch clerestory windows
hung with blue drapes. Below them, serv-
ing as sideboard, are a grouping of Her-
man Miller storage cabinets in rosewood
(No. 5520, $646). The window wall is
approximately 14 feet long and consists
ol steel casements hung with translucent
white dacron draw drapes, through which
can be seen the weatherproof, metal,
terrace furniture, all by Salterini.

Now we come to the kitchen wall
This consists of six Japanese-style Shoji
screens, which can slide to completely
close or completely open the kitchen.
Frames are of elm, covering is trans-
lucent fiberglass. The Shojis are by Cal
Craft of California.

Other dining room [urniture is also
elm: there are 8 dining chairs by Singer
(No. 162, $122) upholstered in blue, and
the Bruno Mathesson table already de-
scribed. Two pull-down globular light-
ing fixtures provide even, ample light.

And now let’s roll back those Shojis
and enter the kitchen. Your first thought
may be: where is everything? It's all
there, as you shall see, but all is neatly
stowed and designed for efficiency with
the absolute mininumn of fuss and haus-
frau labor. For this is a bachelor kitch-
en, remember, and unless you're a very
odd-ball bachelor indeed, you like to
cook and whomp up short-order special-
ties to exactly the same degree that you
actively dislike dishwashing, marketing
and tidving up. All that's been taken
care ol here. Let's look it over.

Notice, first, that it's dean and func-
tional, but doesn’t have the antiseptic,
medical look of so many modern kitchens.
‘The walls are smooth gray, the floor of
vinyl. Those hinged wood panels on the
rear wall house a vertical freezer where
you'll keep frozen [ruits, vegetables, sea-
food, game, and plenty of meat. Even
tf your apartment’s a haven for drop-in
puests as well as planned pleasures,
there’s ample space here for weeks ol
good eating. Next to the freezer is a
vertical wine bin, a honeycomb frame-
work which holds the bottles horizontally.
There’s sufficient capacity here so you
can exercise your canny skills in finding
buys in, say, a special half case of rosé,
a rich Burgundy that’s on sale, or a few
choice bottles of vintage Riesling — just
right to go with your tossed-greens salad.
Below the wine, which is stored hand
height, are compartments for larger
bottles, i.e., your stronger potations and
vin ordinaire, which you order in bulk
and pour as needed into decanters. Next
come dry-storage shelves and a utility
closet where your once-a-week servant
stores brooms and vacuum.

The long wall around to the right is
traversed for its full length by what looks
like a doorless, blank-faced wall cabinet,
with no way to get your hands on any-
thing within. That's just what it is — it

houses counter-balanced storage shelves
that pull down to easy reach when
needed.

And now we come to something you're
going to like: that standing white cabi-
net in the center of the wall is an ultra-
sonic dishwasher. Stack its rack with
greasy dishes, with glasses that bear the
mnprint of a lipsticky kiss, with eggy
knives and forks. Shut the door and all
is bathed in water and bombarded by
ultrasonic sound waves which remove all
dirt. Next in the automatic dish-doing
cycle is warm-air drying and ultra-violet
sterilization. And now we're ready to
put the dishes away — but we don't have
to. Relax. Light up. Talk to your girl.
Play a Stan Kenton recording. The
dishes stay right where they are, behind
the panel, ready for their next use, since
this machine also acts as a storage unit.

You'll notice a cantilevered work
counter runs the full length of the wall
under the cabinets. It's clear except for
the foot-pedal sink — which need never
be sullied by a dirty dish.

And now for the damndest island
counter you've ever seen. At one end is
a radiant broiler-roaster. Here, under
the transparent dome, you can broil a
four-inch sirloin or roast a pheasant —
or a standing rib roast — to a turn, with
all fumes drawn off and out of the house
by a builtin blower which turns on
when you turn on the heat. Lifting the
hinged dome automatically brings the
base of the unit to counter height. It's
our bet that the manipulation of this
broiler, and the sight through the dome
of a sizzling steak, will prove for your
guests a rival attraction to the best on
TV. And you'll be the director of this
show.

From the broiler on down the counter,
for about half its length, is a smooth
Carrara glass surface on which you can
sit or lean — if you have no keys or coins
in your pockets or ring on your finger.
Because this, believe it or not, is your
stove, although there’s not a burner in
sight and it's stone cold even when it's
on. That's because it heats only metallic
objects in its field, by induction: it’s the
pots and pans that do the cooking. not
the stove top and you can be mixing a
cool salad right beside a hot pot of pota-
toes. Pilot lights beneath the translucent
glass top wink on or off to show what
cooks when you twiddle the dials on the
dashboard.

The rest of the counter is work surface,
Because this is a cool, light kitchen, the
plant on it thrives.

Beneath the stove and work counter
is more storage space, hand-height uten-
sil drawers and, down toward the vertical
freezer. a refrigerator to hold a few days’
food, chilled mixers, beer and soft drinks,
your pre-chilled Martini beaker and ver-
mouth atomizer, canapés and cheeses,
and an ample supply of ice cubes.

For further information on any aspect
of the vLAVBOY penthouse apartment,
write Playboy Reader Service, 11 E.
Superior Street, Chicago 11, Illinois.

NEXT MONTH:
THE BEDROOM, STUDY
AND BATH.



“Well, we'll give it a try, but I don’t think many
men carry two dollars in change.”

61



PLAYBOY

62

LOVE, INC.

know?”

“The shoes. I always look at the shoes.
How do you like our little planet?”

“It's — confusing,” Simon said care-
fully. “I mean I didn't expect—well——"

“Of course,” the little man said.
“You're an idealist. One look at your
honest face tells me that, my friend.
You've come to Earth for a definite pur-
pose. Am I right?”

Simon nodded. The little man said,
"I know your purpose, my friend. You're
looking for a war that will make the
world sale for something, and you've
come to the right place. We have six
major wars running at all times, and
there’s never any waiting for an im-

tant position in any of them.”
POISmY’PObut __‘l

“Right at this moment,” the little
man said impressively, “the downtrod-
den workers of Peru are engaged in a
desperate struggle against a corrupt and
decadent monarchy. One more man
could swing the contest! You, my friend.
could be that man! You could guarantee
the socialist victory!”

Observing the expression on Simon’s
face, the little man said quickly, “But
there’s a lot 1o be said for an enlight-
ened aristocracy. The wise old king of
Peru (a philosopher-king in the deepest
Platonic sense of the word) sorely needs
Eour help. His tiny corps of scientists,

umanitarians, Swiss guards, knights of
the realm and royal peasants is sorely
pressed by the foreign-inspired socialist
conspiracy. A single man, now —"

“I'm not interested,” Simon said.

“In China, the Anarchists —"

IINO"‘

“Perhaps you'd prefer the Comimnu-
nists in Wales? Or the Capitalists in
Japan? Or if your affinities lie with a
splinter group such as Feminists, Pro-
hibitionists, Free Silverists, or the like,
we could probably arrange ——"

“I don't want a war,” Simon said.

“Who could blame you?” the little
man said, nodding rapidly. “War is hell.
In that case, you've come to Earth for
love.”

“How did you know?" Simon asked.

The little man smiled modestly.
“Love and war,” he said, “are Earth's
two staple commodities. We've been
turning them both out in bumper crops
since the beginning of time.”

“Is love very difficult to find” Simon
asked.

“Walk uptown two blocks,” the little
man said Eriskly. “Can't miss it. Tell
‘em Joe sent you.”

“But that's impossible! You can’t just
walk out and —"

“What do you know about love?” Joe
asked.

“Nothing.”

“Well, we're experts on it.”

“l know what the books say,” Simon
said. “Passion beneath the lunatic
moon ——"'

“Sure, and bodies on a dark sea-beach
desperate with love and deafened by the
booming surf.”

“You've read that book?”

(continued from page 18)

“It’s the standard advertising bro-
chure. I must be going. Two blocks up-
town. Can’t miss it.”

And with a pleasant nod, Joe moved
into the crowd.

Simon finished his cola-cola and
walked slowly up Broadway, his brow
knotted in thought, but determined not
to form any premature judgements.

When he reached 44th Street he saw
a tremendous neon sign flashing bright-
ly. It said, rLove, InC.

Smaller neon letters read, Open 24
Hours a Day!

Beneath that it read, Up One Flight.

Simon frowned, for a terrible suspi-
cion had just crossed his mind. Still, he
climbed the stairs and entered a small,
tastefully furnished reception room.
From there he was sent down a long
corridor to a numbered room.

Within the room was a handsome
gray-haired man who rose from behind
an impressive desk and shook his hand,
saying, “Welll How are things on Ka-
zanga?"”

“How did you know I was from Ka-
zanga?”

“That shirt. I always look at the shirt.
I'm Mr. Tate, and I'in here to serve you
to the best of my ability. You are ——"

“Simon, Alfred Simon.”

“Please be seated, Mr. Simon. Ciga-
rette? Drink? You won't regret coming
to us, sir. We're the oldest love-dispens-
ing firm in the business, and much
larger than our closest competitor, Pas-
sion Unlimited. Moreover, our fees are
far more reasonable, and bring you an
improved product. Might I ask how you
heard of us? Did you see our full page
ad in the Times? Or —"

*Joe sent me,” Simon said.

“Ah, he’s an active one,” Mr. Tate
said, shaking his head playfully. “Well
sir, there's no reason to delay. You've
come 2 long way for love, and love you
shall have.” He reached for a button on
his desk, but Simon stopped him.

Simon said, “I don't want to be rude
or anything, but . . .”

“Yes?” Mr. Tate said, with an encour-
aging smile.

“I don’t understand this,” Simon
blurted out, flushing deeply, beads of

rspiration standing out on his fore-

ead. “I think I'm in the wrong place.

I didn't come all the way to Earth just
for . . . I mean, you can't really sell
love, can you? Not love! I mean, then it
isn't really love, is it?”

“But of course!” Mr. Tate said, half
rising from his chdir in astonishment.
“That’s the whole point! Anyone can
buy sex. Good lord, it's the cheapest
think in the universe, next to human
life. But love is rare, love is special, love
is found only on Earth. Have you read
our brochure?”

“"Bodies on a dark sea-beach?” Simon
asked.

“Yes, that one. I wrote it. Gives some-
thing of the feeling, doesn’t it? You
can't get that feeling from just anyone,
Mr. Simon. You can get that feeling
only from someone who loves you.”

Simon said dubiously, “It's not genu-
ine love though, is it?”

“Of course it is! If we were selling
simulated love, we'd label it as such.
The advertising laws on Earth are strict,
I can assure you. Anything can be sold,
but it must be labelled properly. That's
ethics, Mr. Simon!”

Thate caught his breath, and continued
in a calmer tone. “No sir, make no mis
take. Our product is not a substitute.
It is the exact selfsame feeling that
poets and writers have raved about for
thousands of years. Through the won-
ders .of modern science we can bring
this feeling to you at your convenience,
attractively packaged, completely dispos-
able, and for a ridiculously low price.”

Simon said. “I pictured something
more — spontaneous.”

“Spontaneity has its charm,” Mr. Tate
agreed. “Our research labs are working
on it. Believe me, there’s nothing sci-
ence can’t produce, as long as there’s a
market for 1t.”

"I don't like any of this.” Simon said,
getting to his feet. “I think I'll just go
see a movie.”

“Waitl” Mr. Tate cried. “You think
we're trying to put something over on
you. You think we’'ll introduce you to a
girl who will act as though she loved
}'(;u. but who in reality will not. Is that
lt e

“I guess s0,” Simon said.

“But it just isn't so! It would be too
costly for one thing. For another, the
wear and tear on the girl would be tre-
mendous. And it would be psychologi-
cally unsound for her to attempt living
a lie of such depth and scope.”

“Then how do you do it?”

“By utilizing our understanding of
science and the human mind.”

To Simon, this sounded like double-
talk. He moved toward the door.

“Tell me something,” Mr. Tate said.
“You're a bright looking young fellow.
Don‘t you think you could tell real love
from a counterfeit item?”

“Certainly.”

“There's your safeguard! You must be
satisfied, or don’t pay us a cent.”

“I'll think about it,” Simon said.

“Why delay? Leading psychologists say
that real love is a fortifier and a restorer
of sanity, a balm for damaged egoes, a
restorer of hormone balance, and an im-
prover of the complexion. The love we
supply you has everything: deep and
abiding affection, unrestrained passion,
complete faithfulness, an almost mystic
affection for your defects as well as your
virtues, a pitiful desire to please, and,
as a plus that only Love, Inc., can sup-
ply: that uncontrollable first spark, that
blinding mnoment of love at first sighe!”

Mr. Tate pressed a button. Simon
frowned undecisively. The door opened,
a girl stepped in, and Simon stopped
thinking.

She was tall and slender, and her hair
was brown with a sheen of red. Simon
could have told you nothing about her
face, except that it brought tears to his
eyes. And if you asked him about her

(continued on page 76)



BOXING’S CHILD OF DESTINY

floyd patterson prepares for the championship

FLOYD PATTERSON, a dark-brown, wide-
shouldered, slim-bodied child of destiny
was 21 years old last January. Before
his next birthday, if his stars hold true
on their course, he may become the
heavyweight boxing champion of the
world. If he makes it, he will be the
youngest man ever to do so.

Joe Louis was one month past 23
when he copped the title. John L. Sul-
livan was 25 and a few months more.
Jack Dempsey and Jim Jefiries were 24.
Accident, luck and surprise played a
part in the lives of all of these fellows
— like most of the rest of us, they groped
along the way. Louis toyed for a while
with the notion of being a violinist.
Sullivan learned the plumbing trade.
Dempsey was on the bum, off and on.
Jefiries got into the fight game as an
afterthought. Each of them burst into
boxing fame with a certain dramatic

(continued on next page)
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Under supervision of manager
Cus D'Amato, Patterson trains
for his title bout with Moore.

suddenness that startled the fighter
almost as much as the public.

It's been differenit with Patter-
son. From the time he was a kid
in Brooklyn (when he survived,
with a little help, a light, early
dose of juvenile delinquency), he
had had no goal in life except to ke
the best prizefighter in the world.
Fromn the time he made his first
pro fight, at 17, boxing experts
and the boxing public have
watched and marked him with the
same p bility in mind. By then,
Patterson had already served no-
tice. He filed his claim before he
began to shave, and before he'd
earned a nickel in the ring.

The first evidences of Floyd's
flashy future came in 1952, in the
Helsinki Olympics. One day, Pat-
terson hit a Hollander named
Leonardus Jansen so hard that it
was a quarter of a minute before
the victim, lying spread-eagled on
the floor, even twitched. In the
final bout in his class, light heavy-
weight, Floyd knocked out Vasila

{concluded overleaf)




In his twelve round win over Tommy “Hurricane” Jockson, Potterson showed the style and stomina of a champion.
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Tita, 2 Roumanian, with his first punch
in the first round. The Olympic crowds
were shocked by the clear, savage su-
periority of the American kid. Patterson
was not shocked. Neither was Cus
D'Amato, a white-haired, bright-eyed
old-timer in boxing management, who
was waiting for Patterson back in New
York. For them, the Olympics had been
a training camp, a calculated investment
in time and newspaper space. When the
boat from Finland hit New York,
D’'Amato was there to meet it. In his
gymnasium on East 14th Street, where
Patterson had learned to box, th
quickly signed the contracts they ha
always known they would sign. Six
weeks after Helsinki, Patterson fought
his first fight as a pro.

The next milestone came four years
later. On June 8, 1956, in Madison
Square Garden, with a coast-to-coast TV
audience looking on and $140,000 in the
pot, Patterson met and licked the only
man who stood between him and a crack
at the heavyweight title. For better or
worse, Tommy (Hurricane) Jackson was
the world’s No. 2 ranking heavyweight.
For better or worse, for all his daffiness
and wild-eyed slapstick, Jackson was a
true “big man,” almost impossible to
hurt. winner over half a dozen of the
best in the business, outweighing the
lean-shanked boy in front of him by
fifteen pounds. When Patterson whipped
the Hurricane in twelve rounds, Floyd
proved many things, to his own and the
crowd’s satisfaction.

He proved he could hit hard enough
to shake and hurt the man with the
toughest shell in the game. He proved
he had the fortitude and judgment of
pace to go a distance under heavy pres-
sure. He proved he was an intelligent
fighter as well as a strong one: he
changed plans in mid-Aght, a real trick
for a youngster. When he found he
could not knock Jackson out with a
quick burst of fire, he switched to a fight
of attrition. He wore Tommy out, and
beat the Great Vitamin with some vi-
tamins of his own.

There were some things he didn't

prove. Jackson is a light hitter — Pat-
terson has yet to show he can take the
FLOYD ARCHIE
PATTERSON MOORE
A R AT 39 (?)
AR A Height *. .2 BELIEE
180 s Weilphu oo o 188
EE oo Reach ......3514
ala i Total bouts ..... 146
T S Wing .. 0= S 121
T Tosses ST 20
oL W o JBEVFE cnlenoone 5
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punch of a hard-hitting big man. At
178 or 180, Patterson is still small for
a heavyweight. The small men who have
raised the most hell with big guys have
been shifty, tricky defensive boxers, like
Harry Greb and Billy Conn. Patterson
is not that type. He fights like a puncher
— aggressively, in a straight line, wing-
ing with both hands. His style invites
a slugging match. Is he big and strong
enough to outslug a full-ledged slugger?
That’s the question before the house as
Patterson faces the last step on his way
to glory.

The last step is blocked by Archie
Moore. Arch f‘:its like a heavyweight
should. He’s a cool man, in more ways
than one. He is old enough to be Pat-
terson’s father (39 by Moore’s own
count, 42 by his mother's); and in grow-
ing to be twice as old as Patterson, he
has learned at least twice as much as
Patterson knows today.

Talking to Patterson, you realize that
the thought of Moore's strength and
cunning do not disturb him. He has
acquired great confidence in his golden
destiny. It doesn’t show in what he says.
It shows in the serene, self-assured way
he moves, smiles, listens, and takes life
as it comes — because it seems to be
coming his way. D’Amato does the chat-
ting. “Moore is an easier fight for Floyd
than the Jackson fight,” the manager
babbles, full of excitement over the big
prize that is in their reach. Patterson
turns his slow, quizzical glance from his
white hardtop Cadillac, which is parked
near by, to D’Amato. “In some ways,
Floyd is smarter than I am,” says
D’'Amato, catching the glance. Patterson
smiles his secret little smile, not con-
firming this or denying it. It's not im-
portant for him just now to be smarter
than D"Amato. Between them, they have
grossed about $125,000 since he turned
pro. and will do much better as time
goes on. What’s important for Patterson
is to be smart and strong enough to
handle Moore. What about that? “Well,
I'll try to be ready for him,” Patterson
says. There is no doubt behind this
remark; just a quiet, matter-of-fact de-
termination to miss no bets.

After the Jackson bout, Patterson be-
gan to study TV kinescopes of some of
Moore’s fights— Moore with Bobo Olson,
Moore with Marciano. That is Floyd's
way of scouting opponents. He runs
fight films over and over with his own
projector in his two-rcom fat in the
Bedford-Stuyvesant region of Brooklyn.

The fat is not far from the tenement
where his family lives, where Floyd was
raised after the family came north from
Gastonia, S.C. There are 11 kids in
the family, all but two of them boys.
The father, Tom Patterson, has been a
chauffeur and a truck-driver. The
mother, Anabella, is a big, forceful
woman who makes quick, forceful de-
cisions. She made a decision for Floyd
about 10 years ago. He was running
with a rough street gang, raising hell
and looting in a small way. With no
hestitation, she sent him for a year to
Wiltwyck, an upstate New York school
for problem children. It seemed to do

‘same quality of youth that

the job she wanted. Afterward, Floyd
finished two years of high school. By
then, he was already boxing in
D’Amato’s gym, as two of his brothers
had done before him. And there was
no thought in his mind but the one that
controls it today: to be the world's best
fighter.

He is still a young monk of the ring,
a dedicated athlete. There has been no
time yet to develop glossy quirks and
sidelines. The Cadillacs — he trades in
for a new one every year —represent
one slight sign of bloom. He has a rela-
tively steady girl, Sandra Hicks, with
whom he goes to movies or on the Coney
Island park rides he has always liked.
“But I have no plans at all for mar-
riage yet,” Patterson says, when asked
about it. In the matter of clothes, he is
just beginning to “move” — nothing yet
like the pleats and drapes of Maxie
Baer, or the sophisticated berets and bop
trimmings of Archie Moore, or the flam-
ing sports clothes and tams of Joe Louis.

It's Louis you think of first, as you
watch Patterson’s smooth, fast, exciting
rise toward the top. He lacks—and this is
a2 major disadvantage — Louis’ size and
hitting power. But there is something
of the same flair for dramatic action in
the ring, the same sense of purpose, the

iﬁi had
20 years ago. There is also the same
big eating (Patterson specializes in woll-
ing a Carolina dish, pork and yams),
and the same big sleeping. Perhaps Pat-
terson is naturally wiser and quicker of
mind that Louis was at the same age.
But Joe had a gift for home-spun truths
and simple bons mots which Patterson,
to a degree, seems to share. Just before
the Jackson fight, as we sat around talk-
ing in Floyd’s Catskill training camp,
Cus D'Amato began to make a speech
about why Patterson would not insist on
championship conditions for the fight,
such as small, six-ounce gloves.

“Smnall gloves would favor us,” pro-
claimed D'Amato, “but we won't ask for
them, because Floyd hates to take ad-
vantage of anyone. Hey, Floyd?”

Patterson gave him an ironic look.
“What advantages?” he said. “He'd be
wearing the small gloves too.”

Later the same day, under pressure,
Patterson talked a little about himself.
“I have to prepare for all the possibili-
ties, going the distance, and so forth,”
he said. "After all, I'm not supposed to
be a big hitter, like Bob Baker and Buc
ceroni and those.” Ever so faintly the
word “supposed’ was underlined by his
tone of voice. The implication was:
maybe I'm a little stronger than you
think. For himself. Patterson thought
he was big and strong enough for Mar-
ciano, before Rocky retired. He thinks
he is big and strong enough for Archie
Moore. He thinks he can go all the way
the first time he fights for the title.

And —if he's wrong about that — do
you know anybody who can stop him
on the second try? Or the time after
that? And once this child of destiny
has grabbed hold of the title, who's go-
ing to take it away from him?
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EVER SINCE THAT eye-patched gazebo in
the Hathaway shirt ads began contem-
plating a wedge of gorgonzola, sniffing a
glass of Haut Brion—looking so damned
urbane — we've had the glowing feeling
that shirts were finally coming in for
their fair share of public whoop-de-do.
After all, that hunk of broadcoth or ox-
ford cloth is a close and complimentary
companion to.your suits; you've got to

(concluded on page 74)

SHIRT TALE

Collar styles, of course, come by the carload, but only a few are really worth wearing. Herewith, o breakdown of the
better-looking basics you’ll want in your shirt drawer: (l. to r.) English tab, button-down in a Clan Wallace tartan, short
square point with stays, oxford cloth button-down, round collar (worn with pin) and short-point semi-spread with buttons.
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“Tell us more about this California monastery.”




“THE THING AsouT 1T 15." the girl said,
“I simply never could work up any sense
of wrong about it. 1 know that’s the
classic thing 10 sav, but vou absolutely
have to find it out for vourscll. The
only wrong thing, the really wicked part
ol it, it seems to me, is breaking it up.”

She was preuy keved up. Parmenter
thought: but then you couldn’t blame
her. not after the last few davs, not alter
this old-fashioned surprise he handed
her.

“God. Parmenter,” the girl said now.
“Look at you. Just look at vou. You
weigh ten pounds more. You look ten
years vounger.  You know.” she said,
pushing her purse and her gloves around
on the white cloth of the wble, 1 had
a beautilul romamiic idea about it 1
thought you would quit vour job. I
thought vou were going o see exactly
how good vou are —oh, I know you're
good and don’t get that modest look on
your [ace. that selt-deprecating thing, 1
hate thar. Anvway,” she said. still mov-
ing restlessly, wying lfor size or for com-
fort. or tor something to do with her
hands, tying a sort of A-shaped prop
with her elbows on the table and her
chin resting on her knuckles. I thought
you were going to do something good
and happy with your lile.”

“1 know,” Parmenter said, feeling in-
ane in the [ace ol her knowledge ol him,
“I know.” He lilted his Martini to his
lips as soon as the waiter set it helore
him and he and the girl nodded word-
lessly, the way they'd always done right
Irom the very first drink thevd had
together, lilting  the brimming  and
nearly colorless cockrails and  looking
straight into cach other’s eves. In [act
it had started with that first drink, at
a purely business-lunch-conterence, just
one more ol the hundreds ol times Par-
menter had bought a lunch lor some
girl who might have something for the
firm, and toasted her pleasantly belore-
hand. But in this case, and with this
girl, Parmenter’s cultivated and humor-
ous reserve against entanglements had
not broken down or been pencirated

GET OUT OF MY LIFE

the quality of mercy
is sometimes

unmercifully strained

fiction BY JOHN WALLACE
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(that had happened a time or two in a
minor way) but had ceased to exist,
violently. Long belore Parmenter could
assemble anv ol those inner arguments,
those formulations of conscience all
handily listed, mentally, those considera-
tions of a practical nature — long before
any of this occurred, the whole thing
had become an accomplished fact. It
had become a series ol lacts. Now,
rather lite in the day, Parmenter was
backing out.

“You know,” the girl said. “I'm not
really asking very much. I want vou to
get a divorce. I want vou to marry me.
I want it 1o go on and on and on, you
see, so naturally I'd like that insurance.
But I'm not asking [or any of that. I'm
just asking, ])l(.‘;lbc don’t stop. Please
don’t stop because 1 don’t want it to
stop. And please don't stop because it's
so good for you.”

“Look,” Parmenter said.
use going over it again.”

“No,” the girl said. “You're loyal,
Parmenter. You're umniquely loyal. 1
guess that's why [ love vou. One reason
why, anyway. Lven when vou're being
loval against me.” She put her hands,
her wonderiul wonderful loving hands,
on the table. “Damn it.” she said.

“You're being awlullv good,” Parmen-
ter said; and thev both knew what he
meant. There weren't going to be any
recriminations. especially not that basic-
basic recrimination. That had been an-
other old-lashioned surprise she’d had —
they'd both had, in fact. Not that it
wasn't all right now. It was absolutely
all right now and no harm done what-
ever because she'd been sensible about
it. She hadn’t lost her head or anything:
just moved [ast, and told Parmenter
about it alter it was all fixed up.

The waiter, who knew them and who
knew well the face of clandestine love
and the ammosphere of love’s unhappy
ebbing, had put another drink belore
them. They were on 59th Sweet and
October was across the street, in the
park. For some reason Parmenter, who
was 36 years old. was thinking that right
now he was alraid. literally afraid, of
walking out of this place and into an
October evening. He raised his Martini
and again they exchanged that litde
gesture, that they had made into some-
thing super-personal. and that had  (oh
God, thought Parmenter, his heart turn-
ing over, his craven heart wanting to
break) come so quickly to mean so
much.

Over the brim of the glass his eyes
looked into hers. Her eves were a clear
blue. She was a stunning red-haired girl
with that fine creamy skin the lucky red-
heads have, instead of pallidness and
freckles, and she had a fine receptive
smooth active body and a fine smooth
receptive and active mind. Parmenter
had found out almost immediately that
she wasn't red-haired at all. He had
found out, almost immediately, a great
deal about her because that was the way
she had told him. “I mean il vou have
to make reservations then vou know
youre making a mistake, it seems to
me.” But it was some time belore Par-
menter could view wholly the magnifi-

"

“There's no

cent gift she was making of herself, and
by then he was beginning to spoil it all
with guilt.

“Go home,” the girl said to him now.
“You'd better go home, Parmenter. I
know when I'm licked.”

“Well, I guess I'd better,” Parmenter
said.

“Get out ol my life,” the girl said.
“You haven’t any guts. I hate you.” she
said, beginning to shake very violently,
slopping her drink, sitting up with a
terrible  straighmess.  Parmenter  dis-
tincily saw the sudden appearance ol red
veins in the whites of her eves.

“Well, all right,” he said feebly.

“No, listen,” the girl said. “I think
you're brave to decide the way you did,
Parmenter, but you are brave. Damn it.”
she said, “I can’t think any wrong of
you, vou bastard. I wish I could vell out
a whole string of dirty words, that’s the
way I feel, like bastard, that’s a real
tough hard-sounding word. So I love
you Parmenter. That's one thing. And
when a woman loves a man and she
knows she’s good for him and he throws
it away anyway . . . Well. Just remember
that I love you, darling. Dear darling.
Nothing is going to change that, I can
tell you with perfect assurance. And I'm
no schoolgirl. I'm no lool, either, ex-
cept in this respect. This has been the
notable exception in my life.” she said.
“I ask you o be fully aware of ir.”

“Well,” Parmenter said again.

“Oh come on,” the girl said. “Pay the
check and put me in a cab. I see the
night s falling,” she said, “and the
month is October. I never knew I'd be
starting my life all over again some
October night.,”

She marched ahead of him, holding
her long neck and her long back in that
marvelously straight way; and Parmen-
ter, who had always especially liked this
view of her. lelt terror. She was the very
vessel of his life, [ound too late, too late.

There were three cabs ranked at the
curb. The girl sort of sprinted across
the sidewalk and by the time Parmenter
had caught up with her she had climbed
into one and was sitting huddled in a
corner of the seat as though all of her
strength had been exhausted now.

“I think I'll go to San Francisco,” she
sail. [ think I won’t be able to take
New York any more. But you'll hear
from me. You'll know where I am. 1I'm
not running away Irom you.”

Parmenter  leaned  into  the cab.
“Listen.,” he said. He wanted her to
know. He wanted her 1o know infinitely,
and now it was too late. “Thank you
very much,” Parmenter said.

He watched her cab pull out into the
heavy eastbound stream of traflic and
she kept waving to him through the win-
dow and Parmenter moved farther and
farther out into the road until even that
thread broke, and he was alone.

He began to walk cast himself, cutting
down by the Plaza, and trying to be
careful and methodical in the rearrang-
ing of his mind. In the matter of living
a double life and all the deceptions
great and small that went with the
living of a double life Parmenter had dis-
covered a trick ol the mind that had al-

ways scemed to work better and better
the more he used it. Parmenter could
go click in his mind and immediately
turn off the happy illegal part of his life,
could immediately become a typical ten-
thousand-a-year man with typical anx-
ieties and typical frustrations; and with
his own sad knowledge that somewhere
along the line he had lost, or sacrificed,
his strong surcness in himself.

And Parmenter, ah so recently, had
also been able to go click in his mind
and at once become no less than the
lover of a fine clever red-haired girl, a
believer in miracles and faith. the pos
sessor of a brand-new second chance.

Click went Parmenter. walking down
Fifth Avenue, click, goddamn it. dick.

But the trick, secming once so per-
fected and then [ailing him in his love,
would not now rescue him [rom his love,
He didn’t even have that any more, Par-
menter thought.

He hailed a cab after he’d walked a
lew blocks and gave the driver his
Gramercy Park address. Presently his
mind clicked all by itself and he began
wondering if he should give up the New
York apartment and move to. say Con-
necticut. Or even Jersey. There were
some nice places in Jersey. Parmenter
had been wondering about a move of
this kind for vears but he'd never done
anything about it and probably wouldn’t
do anything about it because he knew it
wouldn’t solve anvthing. The thing he
must always consider about Louise, Par-
menter thought, was that nothing was
going to change her now but il they ever
started moving, il she ever started shoot-
ing her restless energy into new houses
and new communities, well, there'd be
no end to it. Parmenter knew that,

“Oh here’s Harry now,” Louise said
when Parmenter let himself into the
loyer of their apartment. She was talk-
ing into the telephone, her pointed
heart-shaped pretty face very alive. her
dark hair sceming alive and energetic of
itself; and she held the telephone away
from her and said: “Hurry, Harry.
Change vour clothes. The Davidsons are
having cocktails and a buffer.”

(I'll call you Parmenter. I'll call you
Parmenter because I don’t want to call
you something that somebody else has
called you, loving you.)

“OK,” Parmenter said. Lights, he
thought, music, loud noise and liquor,
Very fitting. Kind of a wake. He walked
into the bedroom, jigeling his key ring,
listening to the sound ol Louise’s tele-
phone voice, and knowing he was home.
He sat on the edge of the bed and began
taking off his shoes.

(Parmenter, you've only got one life.
Oh, we've sinning, I guess. But if’s a sin
to wasle away your life, too. That's a
worse sin, darling.)

“Honestly,” Louise said, coming into
the bedroom in that unexpected, rush-
ing way she had. “T don’t know why
you have 10 take out every damn visiting
fireman the firm is interested in. I
haven’t been able to plan anything for
months. Look at tonight. I had to
phone and explain. And everybody will
be miles ahead of us by the time we get

(concluded overleaf)




“Welcome home, Eddie-boy — how does il [eel
to be oul of uniform?”
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GET OUT OF MY LIFE

there.”

Deception had been this easy. So
pathetically casy, Parmenter thought,
and with the hoariest of old excuses.

“Bill Davidson never runs out of
liquor,” Parmenter said.

“Oh God,” Louise said, “don’t tell me
you're in one of vour coarse moods to-
night. Don’t tell me vou're all primed
to be one of the boys.”

“Well.” Parmenter said, trying to be
humorous about it, “I'll go as far as 1
can, darling. With you counting the
drinks.”

“I'm getting tired of never getting
anywhere on time,” Louise said. “I'm
getting tired of making excuses for you.
It’s not,” she said, “as though you were
the president of the firm, or something.
After all, an assistant art director should
be able to come home at five o'clock.”

“Well.” Parmenter said, “I think I've
managed to get off the hook about that.”

“1 can hardly believe that,” Louise
said. “You've let them push you around
too much for that to come true. Oh no,”
Louise said. "I know perfectly well that
next week-end you'll Ea\‘e to fly to Bos-
ton or Baltimore or some other godfor-
saken place to contract somebody for
twice as much money as you make your-
sell. Somectimes I think you like being
humiliated like that. You enjov it. 1
suppose,” she said, “it's Freudian with
you. You want to punish yourself.”

“Yeah?” Parmenter said.

“'Yeal',” Louise mocked. She had
taken off her housecoat and was dressing
with that energy, that series of zips,
snaps and tugs that made her seem to be
attacking her underclothing. She put on
a pair of stockings as though she wanted
to destroy them. “I really love it,” she
said, “the way you dream up this bril-
liant repartee. ‘Yeah'.”

“Listen,” Parmenter said, “let’s lay off
that tonight, huh? I'm beat tonight.”

“You're always beat,” Louise said. “Al-
ways tired out. What about me? It
never seems to occur to you that I might
be tired, that I might have had a tough
day.”

“Yeah:” Parmenter said, mystified as

(continued from page 70)

always when Louise challenged him with
the hardships of her life. “What hap-
pened t you todayz"”

“Oh God,” Louise said. “What hap-
pens to me every day. Nothing. Precisely
nothing.”

They were going out. They were go-
ing out for cocktails and a buflet or
some equivalent maybe a thousand or
three thousand times in their lives to-
gether. And Louisec was getting up a
head of steam. Parmenter knew the
evening would be a flat failure for Louise
unless she could whip herself UF_ into
something just this side of frenzy. Louise
couldn’t launch herselt into a party cold.

“Oh my God,” she said, beginning to
laugh. (Wild ironic laughter always
signified that she was building up a
good pressure.) “That fool Ellen David-
son, when I called her to sav we'd be
late. She actuallv was idiot enough to
ask me was I sure that it was all business
with you. ‘Maybe he’s got a nice little
blonde somewhere, darling. Or a red-
head. Did you know there was a rage
for red-heads” ™ Louise said in a mim-
icking voice. “Well, 1 told her. 1 told
her a thing or two.”

Parmenter was silent. This was the

int where he always felt pity for

uise, pity for himself. Pity for himself
was a thing of the past. Now he began
to wonder: where were the familiar stir-
rings of pity for Louise? He had taken
off his suit and now he stood in front of
the pier glass and took off his shirt.

“Oh stop admiring yourself,” Louise
said. "Ant!!j hurry, Harry.”

“You can set your mind at ease about
that,” he said.

“What?” Louise said, suspiciously.
She was lightning-quick, Louise, on cer-
tain scents.

“Never mind,” Parmenter said.

Louise worked at it, and then leaped
to something else. “That Henderson girl
and her husband are going to be there,”
she said. “We all have to be very nice
to them.”

“Yeah:" Parmenter said. “Why:"

“They lost their baby, that’s why,”
Louise said.
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Parmenter started for the bathroom.
He didn’t want to hear about babjes
around here.

“It's an awful thing. to lose a baby,”
Louise said, pursuing him. 4

“Well,” Parmenter said, “I guess it is,
all right.”

“Guess is right,” Louise said. “You
certainly wouldn’t know.”

“No,” Parmenter said, feeling some of
the pity for her now, thinking OK, boy,
now let’s really get to work on this.
Let’s try to keep her from the worst part
of it. “Aren't they the ones,” he said,
“that had a baby with that spinal thing?"

“Yes,” Louise said. “It was incurable.”

“Well.” Parmenter said, “it's better
off dead. isn't it> They're better off too.”

“That's the attitude I might have ex-
pected of you,” Louise said. “Well, let
me tell you something. I envy that Hen-
derson girl. I envy anybody like her.”

“Now look.” Parmenter said. “Don’t
be foolish . . "

“I'm not foolish.” Louise said. "“I've
just never had any children, that’s all.”

“We could have adopted some,” Par-
menter said.

“I don't want adopted children!”
Louise was beginning to shout. “I want
my own. I want them out of my own
insides!”

“Now wait,” Parmenter said.
look, darling.”

But it was coming now and he couldn’t
stop it. It was coming, the thing that
had streaked Parmenter’s hair with pre-
mature gray, that had cost him three
vice-presidential appointments in a row,
the thing that had cost him faith and
miracles and left him with nothing but
pity.

“A sterile hushand,” Louise moaned.
“You might as well be impotent, too.”

“Look,” Parmenter said desperately.

“No you look,” Louise said. “That
doctor swore to me. He swore to me on
his honor when I told him how impor-
tant it was for me to know. He swore
there was nothing wrong with me.

“It's vou,” Louise said. “You can't
even father a child, Harry. You can't
even do that.”

It had come, all right. But it had
never come quite so baldly as this before.
Parmenter had a towel, a long bath
towel, in his hands. He held it for
quite a while, watching and listening
to Louise getting ready for a party.

Then he threw the towel into a corner
of the tub.

Shaking a little, he went through the
bedroom and into the kitchen. “I'm
going to have a drink,” he called back.
“You want a drink, darling?”

“A drink?” Louise said. “We're going
drinking, aren’t we:”

Parmenter brought in two shots any-
way. “You better have one anyway,”
he said. “You might need it. You know,”
Parmenter said, sitting on the edge of
the bed, Iceling reasonably cheerful now
in spite of the awesome vistas before him,
in spite of the fact that here was the end
of pity.

“You know,” Parmenter said, “1 think
I have some news for you.”

“Now



NEW DIRECTIONS

Here's a pair of salty sterling silver
cuff links in the shape of a ship’s
wheel and sporting a fine jeweled
compass on which to set your sights.
A super-soft chamois bag is included
to keep out the salt spray; comes
stowed in a gilt box for §12.50, in-
cluding Uncle Sam’s share. Buyways,
Dept. D, Box 469, Caldwell, N. J.

FOR GOOD SPIRITS

Fanciers of fermentation know that
wine is less apt to go sour if the bot-
tles are stored sideways (to keep the
cork wet and the air out). This pleas-
ant little rack holds 12 jovial jugs,
promises an ever-zesty supply of gul-
let wash. You send 52.98 to Dorothy
Damar, Dept. F, 838 Damar Bldg.,
Elizabeth, N. J., and she returns the
rack, ppd., sans wine, of course.
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All orders should be sent to the ad-
dresses listed in the descriptive
paragraphs and checks or money
orders made payable to the indi-
vidual companies. With the excep-
tion of personalized items, all of
these products are guaranteed by
the companies and you must be
entirely satisfied or the complete
purchase price will be refunded.

A REAL GRIND

Coffee fit for the gods can now be
yours with this electric grinding mill.
Those delicate oils in the bean are
held prisoner until you release them
at the flick of a switch. 16 sclector
positions assurc just the grind you
desire. The mill is finished in white
baked enamel and comes with a glass
hopper (holds 114 Ibs. of beans),
measuring glass and rugged motor.
A steal at $23.95, ppd.. from Morton,
Dept. ], Box 205, Boonton, N. J.

2 "
' BAZAAR -

SILENT SECRETARY

This is a case designed to hold 500
calling cards. It's sturdy wood
covered in simulated leather (green,
ginger, maroon or black); comes with
alphabetical index and 50 blank
name cards. Price, $4.50; with mirror,
$5.85, both ppd.; initials, 25c a letter.
House of Andre, Dept. K, 1913 First
Nat. Bldg., Oklahoma City 2, Okla.

CARVER, CUTTER AND CORKER

Gracious gift for gourmets: scalloped
carving tongs grab the grub while
saw-toothed Kknife whacks off the
slices while funny-looking thinga-
majig un-pops the champagne — all
with a little help from the happy
host. Three picces in a gala gift box,
$19.95, including hanging sheaths
for each. Berkshive Farms, Dept. |,
860 Scarsdale Ave., Scarsdale, N. Y.
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For BIG MEN only!

5[1!51 0'1 6 WIDTHS AAA' EEE

We specialize in large sizes only—sizes 10 to

16; widths AAA to EELE, Dress, sport, casual

and work shoes; golf shoes; insulated hunt-

ing boots; sox,; slippers; rubbers; over-

shoes ; shoe trees. Also . . . sport shirts
in your exact, extra-long sleeve length.
Enjoy perfect fit in your hard-to-find
size at amazingly low cost. Satisfaction
Guaranteed. Sold by mail only. Write
for FRELE Style Book TODAY!

KING-SIZE, Inc. 889 Brockton, Mass.

PLAYBOY CUFF LINKS

NO JEWELRY COLLECTION IS COMPLETE WITHOUT A PAIR OF
THESE DISTINCTIVE BLACK ENAMEL CUFF LINKS. PLAYBOY's
FAMILIAR RAEEIT EMELEM 1S ENGRAVED IN WHITE ON A BLACK
METAL BASE. HANDSOMELY EOXED. THEY SELL FOR $4.00
THE PAIR, POSTPAID. SEND YOUR CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO:

PLAY BOY CUFF LINKS, 11 E. SUPERIOR ST. CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS

11-PIECE DRAFTING SET $3.00 MAIL ORDER JAZZ
TIFTON, GEORGIA

America's Largest Exclusive
Jazz LP Mail Order House

NEW LOW PRICES!

WE CARRY EVERY
MODERN JAZZ LP

All 52.98 list price
All 33.88 list price
All $4.98 list p now 538
All $5.98 list price LP"s now $4.3
Shipplng costs: 35 cents for the first LP and 20 cents

2,1‘ ST00 pue 29e fim h_thereafter. Forelgn ore el =
Tar bandling anil Na "E W ATLO. or forcipn addres:
i t he accompanied by S2.00

Entire sct has high

st Tre-

I £ s
:“T‘::"'";_ H0.D. paild orders save C.0.D.
Order your favorite Pacific Jozz, niasy, Hethlehem,
Debist, Prestlze, Bl Note, Pra ¢, Contempornry,
storsviile, Transi r. Atlantie, Verve,
Clef, Norgran, F . Ll teulny  nnd | save.,
GUARANTEED. Order Todayl Money Back il not satisfied. iMI 1LP's new, fact All shipments safe and
SCOTT-MITCHELL HOUSE, INC. g e

Dept. 209, 411 Broadway, New York MAIL ORDER JAZZ. Dept. PB. TIFTON, GEORGIA

Introducing ...
Bl The FOOLPROOF System

“ % of remembering your
! WIFE, MOTHER,

B - . or SWEETHEART

SEND FOR

Free

START SPEAKING

FRENCH {

g Enroll today in eur fast growing EARRING OF THE
by MONTH CLUB. Every month, for 3 or months, our
i jewelry experts select, to match hor type and por-
SPANNS H iumost overmionr: | | 555 55 5 S e
HE:IE'!? the 'e_‘nslest way to lﬂm:' FRENCH, S’I“..\Nl]l!:,rl_ cr:ir:!a'?‘;:{ned by you, cxpressing your love and ad-
tussian, German, Ttalian, apanese  or rarilian. =
Listen to FREE 2-sided non-reakable record. let your ﬁaﬂ;‘i&"ﬁﬂ.’w’ﬂtmﬁmz"x& 5:2'0'&:‘::'_.“@:3!'5
eyes follow words in FREE sample lesson. Almost at once GIFT **Kiss TIMER'® charmbraceiet shewn above. She
you'll e chatting In & new language with a perfect accent! will love you for it. ENROLL TODAY! We handio
That's all you hear! No dull, tedicus work. Just Msten— Althe: detalls: fox you,
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SHIRT TALE

(continued from page 67)

choose one as warily as the other. Ac-
cordingly, we've got some pertinent
pointers on shirts to get off our chests.

First thing to remember when mulling
over the new crop is to pick vour shirts
with plenty of elbow and body room.
Tight-fitting jobs have a tendency to
cling; they tear easily and invariably
look as if they've been hlched from the
kid brother's bottom drawer. Make sure
both collars and cuffs are unlined to en-
sure l'lf_‘[t(.‘r ﬁt ;md an exira measure of
comfort; a box pleat in the back is a
necessity for the same rcasons. Make
sure, too, that the collar fits rather low
in front — not smack in the center of the
Adam’s apple so that you turn vermil-
lion on every swallow, Breast pockets
are optional; most of the better shirts
have them and some manufacturers even
throw in a flap on the pocket.

Shirts with collars that curl up like
the e of a rajah’s boot should be
qnielly discarded, or (better still) never
purchased in the first place. The culprit
is usually starch, a milky mixture that
turns both collars and cuffs into slabs of
cold, crackling cement. Your laundry-
man should be warned never to use the
grievous glop on any shirt you own; your
wife or maid should be hooted firmly in
the butt if either so much as thinks
starchy. If you're still bothered with
floppy collars, the classic button-down —
soft, neat, always in place—is certainly
one solution. This tvpe of shirt will al-
ways carry you well through every situa-
tion, {rom sport coat casual wear to sup-
per club gadding. Designed for office or
evening shenanigans, rather than sporty
occasions, are the English tab and round
collar — always in good taste for town
wear. With the latter two collar stvles,
French cuffs are quite acceptable: but-
ton-downs usually feature the barrel cuff.
(If vour particular collar nemesis turns
out to be cosmetic stains — rouge, lip-
stick, even pancake makeup — you may
light up at the fact that a gentle dab ol
toilet water on the soiled spot will whisk
it away.)

By far the best-looking shirtings we've
seen this season are done up in minia-
wre tartans (Wallace, Royal Stuart,
McPherson, etc.), both plaids and verti-
cal stripes. They're fine for the office,
but a note of warning: wear them only
with a solid color suit and a solid color
knit tie, or the clash will be felt blocks
away.

Colored shirts are, of course, a staple,
and you should keep a good selection of
light blues, tans and grays on hand as
well as the standard whites. The pinks
and vellows, so popular a while back, are
less versatile. but still look good on some
[ellows. Cable or hairline stripes against
a white background have long been rich
favorites, in both oxford or broadcloth
or the newer, practical dacron-cotion
blends that wash and hang dry in three
hours, without ironing.



HEARTY HAM

slow cured with flavors that are Eure en-
chantment. They must be cut like tissue
paper. Both of them are served cold as
appetizers. Prosciutto ham with ice cold
melon is now one of the best known
dinner preludes. Westphalian ham, cut
into small transparent slices, rolled up
and caten as is or rolled up and filled
with watercress salad will stir the most
slothful appetite into motion.
BAKING A HAM

Buy a quick-cooking or tenderized
ham. Place it fat side up in an uncov-
ered roasting pan on a wire rack. Insert
a meat thermometer into the thickest
part of the meat. Bake in a slow oven
and let it cool sufficiently so that it can
be handled. Then cut away the skin
from the fat side. If you do not like too
much fat, cut away any fat in excess of
1, inch. The depth of the fat can be
told casily by inserting the tip of a
sharp knife into the ham. You can feel
the firm meat when the tip of the knife
reaches it. The distance the knile was
inserted shows the depth of the fat
Score the ham (i.c., cut the fat to a
depth of 14 inch in long diagonal lines
about one inch apart). Cut in opposite
dircctions to make diamond shaped
pieces. Make a paste of 1 cup brown
sugar, 2 tablespoons flour, 2 tablespoons
sherry and 1 teaspoon dry mustard.
Spread the paste over the fat. Place the
ham in a hot oven 425 degrees for 15
to 20 minutes or until the top is golden
brown.

rrLavsoy doesn’t look sweet upon the
old practice of jabbing cloves into every
baked ham. In the first place, the flavor
of the cloves doesn’t spread bevond the
small point where they're inserted. Be-
sides, the flavor of whole cloves is ex-
tremely intense. If you happen to bite
into one, they're as harsh as a toothache.
If you like a clove flavor in ham fat, you
can blend it more easily by mixing some

wdered cloves with the sugar mixture

cfore glazing the ham.

For kitchen hobbyists who like to ad
lib with easy ham dishes, pLavBOY offers
the following recipes:

GLAZED HAM STEAK WITH BOURBON
(Serves 2)

Hall-inch center cut slice of ready-to-
eat ham, weighing from 34 to 1 pound.

14 cup brown sugar

14 cup Bourbon whiskey

2 tablespoons breadcrumbs

2 tablespoons melted ham fat or short-

cmng.

Paprika

Slash the edge of the ham steak in
three or four places to prevent curling
during cooking. Preheat the broiler
flame at 400 degrees.

Heart the fat or shortening in a large
frying pan until the fat shows the first
wisp of smoke. Lower the ham slice care-
[ully into the pan. Cook over a moder-
ate flame, turning the ham once, until
the ham is medium brown on both sides.

Transfer the ham slice to a shallow
baking pan. A large metal pie pan will
do. Mix the sugar, whiskcy and bread-

(continued from page 50)

crumbs to a smooth paste. Spread the
paste over the top of the ham. Sprinkle
lightly with paprika. Place the ham un-
der the broiler flame about four inches
below source of heat. Do not broil too
closely to the fire or the whiskey may
flame. Broil only until the glaze is me-
dium brown. Serve at once.

FRIED SMITHFIELD HAM, CREAM GRAVY
(Serves 2)

5-ounce jar of sliced, cooked Smithfield
ham (or the same amount of meat cut
thin from a freshly cooked Smithfield
ham).

14 cup milk

24 cup cold water

2 tablespoons butter

2 tablespoons sherry wine

1 cup light cream

2 teaspoons cornstarch

2 tablespoons cold water

Combine the milk and the 24 cup
cold water in a deep dish. Place the ham
in the milk mixture for one hour. Put
the ham together with the milk mixture
in a saucepan. Slowly heat until the
liquid boils. Throw off the liquid from
the ham. Put the butter in the pan with
the ham. Let the ham sauté over a slow
flame for three minutes. Add the sherry
wine and light creain. Cook over a slow
Aame until the liquid just begins to bub-
ble around the edge of the saucepan.
Mix the cornstarch with the £ table-
spoons cold water to form a smooth
paste. When the cream begins to boil,

add the cornstarch mixture, stirring well.
Cook until thick. Remove from the
fAlame. Season to taste. Serve over hot
crisp toast.

HAM HASH, COUNTRY STYLE
(Serves 4)

Any leftover ham, canned ham or
sliced hoiled ham may be used. Be sure
the ham and seasoning vegetables are
minced or chopped fine. Mashed pota-
toes should be prepared without any
milk or liquid.

2 cups minced cooked ham

14 cup minced onion

14 cup minced green pepper

14 cup minced celery

1 cup mashed potatoes

I teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

Salt, pepper

Vegetable [at

Melt 3 tablespoons fat in a saucepan.
Add the onion, green pepper and celery.
Sauté the vegetables until they are ten-
der but not brown.

Mix together the ham, onion, green
pepper, celery, potatoes and Worcester-
shire sauce. Add salt and pepper to
taste. Place the mixture in the relriger-
ator to chill thoroughly.

Shape the ham hash into eight round
cakes about s-inch thick. Brown on
both sides on a lightly greased griddle or
heavy frying pan. Serve with chili sauce
or catsup. Then sit down at the table
right away, before your guests demolish
the whole batch.

a
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LOVE, INC.
(continued from page 62)

figure, he might have killed you.

“Miss Penny Bright,” said Tate, “meet
Mr. Alfred Simon.”

The girl tried to speak but no words
came, and Simon was equally dumb-
struck. He looked at her and knew.
Nothing else mattered. To the depths
of his heart he knew that he was truly
and completely loved.

They left at once, hand in hand, and
were taken by jet to a small white cot-
tage in a pince grove, overlooking the
sea, and there they talked and laughed
and loved, and later Simon saw his be-
loved wrapped in the sunset flame like
a goddess of fire. And in blue twilight
she looked at him with eves enormous
and dark, her known body mysterious
again. The moon came up, bright and
luniitic, changing flesh to shadow, and
she wept and beat his chest with her
small fists, and Simon wept too. al-
though he did not know why. And at
last dawn came, f[aint and disturbed.
glimmering upon their parched lips and
locked bodies, and nearby the booming
surl dealened, inflamed, and maddened
them.

At noon they were back in the offices
of Love, Inc. Penny clutched his hand
for a moment, then disappeared through
an inner door.

“Was it real love?” Mr. Tate asked.

> Meshs

“And was everything satisfactory:”

“Yes! It was love, it was the real
thing! But why did she insist on return-
ng?"”

“Post-hypnotic command,” Mr. Tate
said.

“What?”

“What did you expect? Evervone wints
love, but few wish to pay for it. Here is
your bill, sir.”

Simon paid, fuming. “"T'his wasn’t nec-
essary,” he said. “Ol course 1 would pay
vou for bringing us together. Where is
she now? What have you done with
her?”

“Please,” Mr. Tate said soothingly.
“Try to calm voursell.”

“1 don't want to be calm!”
shouted. “T want Penny!”

“That will be impossible,” Mr. Tate
said, with the barest hint of frost in his
voice. “Kindly stop making a spectacle
of yourself.”

“Are you uying o ger more money
out of me?” Simon shricked. “All right,
I'll pav. How much do I have to pay to
et her out ol your clutches?” And Si-
mon yanked out his wallet and slanumed
it on the desk.

Mr. Tate poked the wallet with a
stilfened forefinger. “Put that back
vour pocket,” he said. “We are an old
and respectable firm, If you raise your
voice again, I shall be lorced o have
you ejected.”

Simon calmed himself with an cffort,
put the wallet back in his pocket and

Simon

sat down. He took a deep breath and
said, very quietly, “I'm sorry.”

“That's better,” Mr. Tate said. “I will
not be shouted at. However, if you are
reasonable, 1 can be reasonable too.
Now, what's the trouble?”

“The trouble?” Simon’s voice started
to lift. He controlled it and said, “She
loves me.”

“Of course.”

“Then how can you separate us?”’

“What has the one thing got to do
with the other?” Mr. Tate asked. “Love
is a delightful interlude, a relaxation.
good for the intellect, for the ego, for
the hormone balance, and for the skin
tone. But onc would hardly wish to con-
tinue loving, would one?”

“I would,” Simon said. “This love
was special, unique —"

“They all are,” Mr. Tate said. “But
as you know, they are all produced in
the same way.”

“What"

“Surely you know something about
the mechanics of love production?”

“No.” Simon said. “I thought it was —
natural.”

Mr. Tate shook his head. “We gave
up natural selection centuries ago, short-
Iy after the Mechanical Revolution. 1t
was too slow. and commercially unleasa-
ble. Why bother with it, when we can
l)roducc any feeling at will by condition-
mg and proper stimulation of certain
brain centers? The result? Penny. com-
pletely in love with you! Your own bias,
which we caleulated, in favor of her
particular somatotype, made it complete.
We always throw in the dark sea-beach,
the lunitic moon, the pallid dawn —-~

“Then she could have been made to
love anyone,” Simon said slowly.

“Could have been brought to love
anyone,” Mr. Tate corrected.

“Oh, lord. how did she get into this
horrible work?” Simon asked.

“She came in and signed a contract in
the usual way,” Tate said. “It pays very
well. And at the termination of the
lease, we return her original personality
— untouched! But why do you call the
work horrible? There’s nothing repre-
hensible about love.”

“It wasn't love!” Simon cried.

“But it was! The genuine article! Un-
biased scientific firms have made qualita-
tive tests of it, in comparison with the
natural thing. In every case, our love
tested out to more depth, passion, fervor
and scope.”

Simon shut his eyes tightly, opened
them and said, “Listen to me. 1 don't
care about your scientific tests. I love
her, she loves me, that's all that counts.
Let me speak to her! 1 want to marry
her!”

AMr. Tate wrinkled his nose in dis-
taste. “Come. come, man! You wouldn’t
want to marry a girl like that! Bue if it's
marriage you're after, we deal in that,
too. 1 can arrange an idyllic and ncarly
spontancous love-match for you with a
guaranteed  government-inspected  vir-
gin —"'

“No! T love Penny! At least let me
speak to her!”



“That will be quite impossible,” Mr.
Tate said.

“Why?”

Mr. Tate pushed a button on his desk.
“Why do you think? We've wiped out
the previous indoctrination. Pcnn} is
now in love with someone else,”

And then Simon understood. He re-
alized that even now Penny was looking
at another man with that passion he had
known, feeling for another man that
complete and bottomless love that un-
biased scientific firms had shown to be
so much greater than the old-fashioned,
commercially unfeasable patural selec-
tion, and that upon that same dark sca-
each mentioned in the advertising bro-
chure —

He lunged for Tate’s throat. Two at-
tendants, who had entered the office a
[ew moments earlier, caught him and
led him to the door.

“Remember!” Tate called. “This in
no way invalidates your own experi-
ence.”

Hellishly enough, Simon knew that
what Tate said was true.

And then he found himself on the
strect.

At first, all he desired was to escape
from Earth, where the commercial im-
practicalities were more than a normal
man could afford. He walked very quick-
ly, and his Penny walked beside him,
her face glorified with love for him, and
him, and him, and you, and you.

And of course he came to the shooting
gallery.

“Try your luck?” the manager asked.

“Set em up,” said Alfred Simon.

AMOROUS GOLDSMITH
(continued from page 37)

“Well, whatever the case may be, I'm
in love with her, and at death's door,”
groaned the goldsmith. “If the original
ol the picture exists anywhere in the
world, I hope and pray that Allah may
give me length of days suflicient for me
to see her.”

When those who had attended the
sickbed left, they at once went about in-
quiring after the painter of the portrait,
to discover that he had gone on a jour-
ney to another town. So they wrote him
a lewer in which they represented to
him their friend’s deplorable condition,
and asked whether he had invented the
likeness out of his own brain, or ac
tually seen the original in the flesh.

“I painted the picture after the like-
ness ol an actual singing-girl,” came his
reply. “She belongs to a vizier, and lives
in the city of Kashmir in the clime of
India.”

When the goldsmith, who resided in
Persia, heard this news he at once
packed his bags and set off for India.
After severe exertions he reached Kash-
mir, and took up lodgings in the city.
Some days later he went to see a certain
druggist, a local citizen who was a
shrew (l, intelligent, sagacious [ellow, and

interrogated him about their ruler and
his character.

“Oh, our king’s a very just man,” the
druggist told him. “Quite an admirable
character. He's a real benefactor to his
subjects, equitable in his dealings with
all who live under his sway. There’s
only one class of people he detests —
sorcerers. Let a sorcerer, male or female,
fall into his hands and he flings them
down a pit outside the city and leaves
them to die of starvation.”

“And what about his ministers?”

The druggist gave him a quick sketch
of each in turn. Finally the conversation
came around to the singing-girl of the
picture.

“She’s in the household of Vizier So-
and-so,” he told him.

The goldsmith held himself in a few
days while he thought out some strata-
gem. Then one rainy night, when it was
thundering and blowing a gale, he set
oft lor the vizier's house armed with
some thieves' tackle. Fastening a ladder
by hooks to the wall, he climbed to the
top of the mansion and slipped down
into the courtyard. There he saw all
the vizier's slave-girls fast asleep, cach
in her own bed. One of the beds was
marble, and lying in it was a girl radi-
ant as the moon rising on its fourteenth
night. Going up to her, he sat down by
her head and pulled off the coverlet,
that was of gold cloth. At her head and
feet stood a pair of candlesticks of shin-
ing gold, each holding a candle of pure
ambergris. Under her pillow he found
a silver box, neatly concealed by her
head, containing all her ornaments.
Drawing out a knife, he stuck it into
the girl’s buttocks, inflicting a visible
wound. She woke up in a terrifhic fright,
but seeing him close by her she was too
afraid to scream. So she kept quiet, sup-
posing that what he was alter was her
money.

“Here,” she whispered, “take the box
and everything in it. You won't gain
anything by killing me. I throw myself
on your mercy. 1 appeal to your honor.”

The goldsmith took the box with its
contents and went away. Next morning
he got dressed early and went off with
the box ol ornaments to seck audience
ol the king.

“Your majesty,” he cried after duly
kissing the ground, “I'm your sincere
well-wisher. I'm from Khorasan, and
I've come secking your majesty’s pro-
tection. I wish to place mysell under
your banner. I reached the city late last
night,” he went on, “but I found the
gate was locked. so I slept outside it
While I was lying there, hall aslecp
and hall awake, I saw four women ap-
proaching: one was riding on a broom,
another on a fan . . . I knew at once
they must be witches, coming into our
city. As one ol them approached me she
gave me a kick with her foot, then she
hit me with a fox's tail she had in her
hand. That hurt a lot, and I was so in-
furiated by the blow that I pulled out
a knife T had on me and stuck her in
the buttocks, just as she turned her back
on me and was making oft. Feeling the

(concluded on next page)

RUDI'S
TRAVEL
BAR...

$1495
POSTPAID

Nome ar
Initials in
Golﬂ Free

rrying Case tor your trips, foolbali games and holiday parties. Holds

Jhbollies of favorite beverage. Tan leather-gr Plastic with

lining. Has 4 gold-rimmed shot glasses, stirrers, botile opener,

napkins. Lock and kegh eep contents safe. Compact size 121:" x 9°.
A Real at $14.95. Shipped Prepaid in U.5.A., Alaska, Hawaii, Puerio

Rico. Send check or Money Order. $5.00 Oeposit on C.0.0. No' munls

Depl. P-9 1123 Broadway
New York 10, N.Y.

Next Month

The big jazz event of the year:
THE PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL
in which you—the reader—pick
the artists far the first annual
PLAYBOY ALL-STAR JAZZ BAND.

IMPORTED “"Mannen” RUBBER
SHOWER SHOES

Safe NON-SKID Soles!
For Shower, Pool, and
Lounging Noiseless—Dry
Quickly—Pack Easily—
Durable Grade "A”
Quality—~Atactive Solid
Color Throughout!
Men's Sizes- 7-13
Ladies’ Sizes Extra
mﬂ. Small, Medium,
Color Choice: Blue,
White, Green, or Red.
Only $0 25 poir
- v 32, postpaid
Salisfacnon Guaranieed or your money refunded!
Please state shoe size and 2 color choices when
ordering.
SHOWER SHOE SUPPLY CO.
Dept. P8, Box 276, Littleton, N. C.

Science Gives You
A Short Cut to Learning

Learn Anything
Faster — more easily
with
The DORMIPHONIC
Memory Trainer
It Works for You . . . Awake or Asleep

Now, at las1, science shows you how o learn Ly “‘ear.”
With this amazing new method- you “start’" to learn
while you're awake—then universitv-tested  Dormi-
phonic: lokes over, continnes the learning process for
you while you sleep. Do you want to learn o language

Memorize o speech—Break bad habits* Dormiphonics
SAVES YOUR TIME-YOUR EFFORT. So simple
children benefit—so helpful wml practical it s wsed by
educators, psychologists, people of all ages, occupations
and professions.

Break Down Barriers to Learning

Find out HOW Dormiphonies works FOR YOU, Write
for FREE Baok or call for FREE DEMONSTRATION
—Get the Scientific Evidence Toduy.
MODERNDPHONE, INC. Clrcle
298-096 Rock. Plaza, New York 20, N_?é)sao
Gu\l’.lmun Please send me your FREE HBooklet, T o

ted in learning more about the l'l(m'.\tll'IIO\IL

¥ Tralper and what it can do for me, No oblis
—no salesman will call.

CITY. - +ZONE. .. .STATE. .. .... e
My mnln Imon =l in 'I)nl'" Iglhonlcu is for:
[; Loaarning a Language eech Improvement

! Memorlzntlon s,F
I_ﬂ Habit Correetion O Sl Ieicament & |



PLAYBOY

78

F YU R | s
LIKE TO & -

cotecr = 1A\ i
RECORDS ==4

Surely you will want one of our Wrought Iron Cabloets to show-off more
than 200 of vour long-play record albume. Ten compartments, each holds
Ing over 21 reconds, 50 you can devote entire sections to your symphonies,
wlloks, ehoral and chamber wocks. Still more spaces for vour
ance. jnes nod show albuma. The answer to every
¢ lover's problem for safe, compact record storage. Sterdy,
uhi ipe., Please remit $0.95, shipping wt. 10 Tha. Mb'
ed, exp. chan. colleet: with owr famous ALR-

i
MAIL-MONEY-BACK-GUARANTEE! $9.95

TesLe CREATIONS. = Dept. 146N, « Lafayette Hill, Pa.

ak

DR“MS la.r‘gﬁ'e size 316 95 ppa.

Cured goat-skin heads. Handmade and
meticulously fitted with special light and

dark So. American hardwood. These drums
produce the authentic two-note bongo
rhythm native only to handmade bongos.
Tenor size $9.95 ppd.

BARRINGER & CO., DEPT, H

1275 Wesichester Pl., Los Angeles, Calif.

For Men of Good Taste
The Flying Jodhpur

$1800

Satisfaction Guaranteed

1000
Name & Address
Labels $1.00

Mrs. m H. Robinson
1035 Thurmal Avenue
Rochester, New York

Your name and address printed on 1000 fine qual-

%y gummed labels. PhCKED I.N PLASTIC BOX.

se them on smuonery, checks, bo Its. greeting

Soll os o plove, comffoﬂoble. yet Iful'{ Ieollle:: lindcd ca.rgs. reot;]rds, ete. :&n cboncel of 3 label rmte]d
ality leother. Corde- on ne it

von sI‘M Block or Ton. Sizes ?lo 13. Give size ond q d] i5 xwfmogg. THslb Ign X

width when ordering. SP}EC.}&L FFEB :‘;\fﬁel‘luaﬁoe?sll bargain, E.sdf.ﬂfbr
NAVARRO BROTHERS gifts. Makes a wo a1, us ac-
Dept. Y 204 San Francisco St., El Paso, Texas tion guaranteed, Handy Labels, 950 Jasperson

Bldg., Culver City 1, California.

FEMALES BY COLE

Now on cocktail napkins: a
series of your favorite feminine
nip-ups by droll Jack Cole. 18
devilish sitvations (including
Prude, Indecisive, Homey, etc.)
you've chuckled over in the
pages of PLAYBOY—on 36 clean
white napkins, for your next
festive spree. The cost? Low.
Just one buck per box, post-
paid. Dash off your personal
check tonight.

PLAYBOY COCKTAIL NAPKINS

11 E. Superior St.
Chicago 11, IMinois

MEN! WE FIT
W-1I-D-E FEET

E to EEEE Only = Sizes 5 to 13 4

Real comfort at last for wide feet! We specialize in
men's w-i-d-e sizes. The smart styles you like to
wenr but can't find in your w-i-d-e width. Top
quality dress shoes, work shoes, sport and cnsual 4
shoes, rubbers, slippers. Popular prices.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
Not sold in stores. Write for FREE Catalog
today. No obligation! No agent will call.

HITCHCOCK SHOES, Hingham 100-H, Mass.

wound, she fairly took to her heels,
dropping as she ran this box and every-
thing in it. I picked it up and opened
it, to find these valuable ornaments in-
side. Take it; I don’t need it, as I'm a
man that wanders among the moun-
tains. I've cast worldly things out of mv
mind and foresworn all carthly goods,
seceking the favor of Allah the Most
High.”

He lelt the box with the king and de-
parted. As soon as he was gone the king
opened the box: he took out all the
ornaments, and began turning them
over in his hands, to discover among
them a necklace which he remembered
having given to the vizier who owned
the slavegirl. He therelore summoned
the vizier immediately.

“Look,” he said when the minister
came in, “isn’t that the necklace 1 gave
you?”

The vizier recognized the necklace at
once.

“Yes,” he agreed. “And I gave it to a
singing-girl of mine.”

“Bring me the girl forthwith,” the
king ordered.

The vizier produced her in a trice.

“Now uncover her buttocks, and look
and see il there's a wound there or not.”

The vizier uncovered the girl’'s but-
tocks, and saw the knife-wound clearly.

“Yes, Sire,” he reported. “The girl is
wounded.”

“Then she’s a witch,” the king an-
nounced. “Exactly as the holy [ellow
told me. There's not the least shadow
of a doubt.”

So the king ordered them to put the
girl in the Sorcerers’ Pit, and they des-
patched her there that very day. When
night fell, the goldsmith, knowing that
his stratagem had succceded, came to
the guardian of the pit carrying a bag
of a thousand golden dinars, and sat
chatting with him till a third of the
night passed. Then he turned the conver-
sation in an intcresting direction.

“You know, brother, that girl in the
pit is quite innocent of the mischicl
they alleged against her. It was mysclf
that brought her to her present pass.”

And he told the watchman the whole
story from hrst to last.

“Brother, take this purse,” he con-
tinued. “There's a thousand dinars in
it. Give me the girl, and I'll take her
off to my country. These thousand di-
nars will be much more useful to you
than keeping the girl in jail. And profit
into the bargain of the reward Allah
will give you on our account. We'll both
ol us pray for your welfare and salety.”

When the warder heard this story he
marvelled exceedingly at the goldsmith’s
stratagem and how it had succeeded. He
took the bag with its precious contents
and let the girl go, on the strict condi-
tion that the goldsmith should not tarry
with her in the city a single hour. The
goldsmith took her and set lorth at
once, journeying with all speed until he
came to his homeland, his purpose [ullv
attained.

—Translated by A. J. Arberry



CIRCLING THE SQUARE

THE SUAVE aT1zeN relaxing here is our idea of A Real Man.
His chest-hair may not be exactly luxuriant; he may not be
able (in the words of Sir W. S. Gilbert) to “tell at sight a
chassepot rifle [rom a javelin” — but he’s Our Boy, nonethe-
less. Why? Because he’s well-rounded. Pufling at a pipelul

ol tasty tobacco, this modern magniflico can ;lppl‘cci;llc a
phunogl‘aiph-[u]l of Bach, Stravinsky — or Brubeck. When
his ears have had their fill of such sumptuous sounds, his eyes
can scan the profound pathology of Sigmund Freud, Jean-
Paul Sartre — or Prolessor Michael Spillane. Food and
drink? It’s obvious, from the satisfied expression on Our
Hero's classic [eatures, that he has recently supped and
sipped superbly. The fair sex? Observe the solidly-stacked

item entering stage left. Modesty prevented our artist from
including a copy of pLaviov. No matter: we can safely as-
sume this well-rounded man is a regular subscriber to the
most wellrounded of magazines. Are you? Well-rounded,
we mean? A subscriber, we also mean? You probably are both.
But if you are not, reflect upon this: the opposite ol round
is square. And the most clfective antidote lor squareness
(your best [riends won't tell you) is rravsoy. Brush vour
teeth twice a day; sce your dentist twice a year; read PLAVBOY

once a month. Subscribe today.

NEXT MONTH

Three rousing cheers for the big COLLEGE
ISSUE of pLavBoy—including the first annual 3 years 513 z years SIo

PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL in which you, the
reader, vote for the musicians for the 1957 PLAY- E:o:lsf:?n $|5e-(:g fromri ::E; E:oﬂli::’:?n $l?z.2?: fron’:i :2‘;
BOY ALL-STAR JAZZ BAND -a weekend at = e S I e

Dartmouth with JANET PILGRIM, and what I year 56
a time pLAVBOY’S favorite Playmate has on this
all-male college campus—a story of fraternity
life by HERBERT GOLD and a most amusing
satire of monster movies by RAY RUSSELL—

Please enter my subscription to PLAYBOY for

the second half of the full-color, twelve-page port- $ enclosed ] 3 years $13
folioc on PLAYBOY’S PENTHOUSE APART- [ 2 years $10
MENT. All this and a good deal more in the =
October COLLEGE ISSUE of pLAYBOY. L] ‘Bl e e [17 year %6
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY.
ZONE STATE

ENTER ADDITIONAL SUBSCRIPTIONS ON A SEPARATE
SHEET OF PAPER, SEND TO PLAYBOY, 11 E. SUPERIOR,
CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS 09
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Here are the stores that arc tying
in with pravsoy's [all fashion
theme, “THE MAN ABOUT CAMPUS
DRESSES RICHT FOR EVERY OCCA-
sioN.” All of the fine shops listed
below are prepared to sce that
you're outfitted in taste and in
style for the scason ahead.

ALABAMA :
BIRMINGHAM—Blach’s
Boston .‘;lm Swore

HUNTSVILLE—BIll's Men’s Wear
ACKSONY [LL E—McWhorter's
{OBILE—Meizger Brothers

TUSCALOOSA—Black, Fricdman &

Winston
Town & Campus Men’s Wear
Wiesel Company

WINFIEL D—(_.ra}"%on Hill's

ARIZON

DOUGLAS—Coleman’s

PHOLENIX—Hanny's

TUCSON—Dave Bloom & Sons

ARKANSAS:

JONESBORO—Lamberth & Coleman
Star Clothing House

LITTLE ROCK—Baumon’s

RUSSELLVILLE—Xorthingion Shoe

CALIFORNI

EAGLE ROCK~—Roherts Clothes Shop

EL MONTE—Salvin's Department Siore

FULLERTON—Nielsen’s

LONG BEACH—Meads \1cn’s Store

LOS ANGELES—lee’s “mr.” shop

PASADENA—Don Kay

PASO ROBLl“-u—Daud Rowe

REDLANDS—Guir"s

REDONDO BEACH—Guys Men's Wear

SACRAMENTO-—Hecseman

SAN BERNARDINO—Howe's Shoes
The Harris Company

SAN FRANCISCO—Lyn Broocke
Hirsch and Price
Sir Francis Drake Howel Men’s Shop

SANGER—Star Cleaners and Clothiers

SAN JOSE—Mosher's For Men

SAN 'LUIS OBISPO—Beno’s, Inc.

SANTA ANA—Hill's Inc.

STOCKTON—Ernie Reed

VENTURA—Beno’s, Inc.

COLORADO:

BOULDER—Barilet’s Mcn’s Wear
Bartlent's Squlre Shop
Bcrgh:lrn s
Don’s Men's Shop
University Shy

COLORADO ‘;PRIIJ'\GS—Robbms Oon

The Corner,

DEN \’ER—Dc“‘c}"S Men’s Shop
Kaufman
Morris Al
Reed-Vol
Ski Inc.

us

The Campi
PUEBLO—Dav-Jones
CONNECTICUT:
HARTFORD—Campus Shop
MIDDLETOWN—Cannell’s
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA:
Cavalier Men’s Shop
David Richard
Mode, Inc.
FLORIDA:
COCOA—Svdnor’s Store For Men
CORAL GABLES—The Dinghy
G '\IVL\VII LE-—Silverman’s
L & L Men's Shop
KEY WEST—Dob Richman's
TAMPA— [ack Pendola, Inc.
WINTER HAVEN—Genuece
GEORGIA:
ATLAI\TA—B & B Shop

Mu
J\UGL"STA—Lcon Simon Company, Inc.
COLUMBUS—Chancellor Company
SAVANNAH-—Levy's Depariment Siwore
" Men's Quality Shop

AHO:
MOSCOW—Murphy's Men’s Apparel
ILLINOIS:
AURORA—NMartys
B A\R NGTON—Phil

11 ]
ber Men’s Shop

lips Mens Wear

ED LL A T(.lg[.‘("l'\r
ISLOO\IIN(_.'IOJ\ Dewenter’s Clothing
CARTHAGE—Califfs' Clothing Store
CHAMPAIGN—Baskin-Chaimpaign, Inc.

Pat Kane

Kaufman’s
Schumacher’s
CHICAGO—Barney's Men’s Wear
IB:\askin .
cacon’s 10
Steven Bm‘g P
D & G Clothes .'bho
Dal Degan’s Calif.
Duro’s
Harvey Brothers
Helander & Godey
Tom Hvnes
Lucas Clothing Company
Majestic Stores, Inc.
Charles Mosel
Turner Brothers
YMCA Hotel S|
EVANSTON—Sclig's Store For Men
GENEVA—Counrywear
OLIET—Harvey Brothers
A GRANGE—Carl’s Toggery
Steven's Store For Men
LAKE FOREST—Roberison’s
Smiths Men’s Swore
MELROSE PARK—Cobey’s
MOUNT PROSPECT—Sundherg’s
NORMAL—Hall’s Tog Sho].: Inc.
OGLESBY—Kessler’s of Oglesb
OTTAWA—Shank & Donal:ue
PEORIA—Harvey Brothers
Hotel Pere Marquetie
ROCKTON—Counirywear
ROSELAND—Harvey Brothers
SPRINGFIELD—B & F Toggery
Harvey Brothers
Muvers Brothers
WAUKEGAN—Barncys
Feinberp's
Lindberg’s Men's Shop
WINNETKA—The Fell C.ompany
z lO\l—megtr s
INDIANA:
BLOOMINGTON—Sullivan’s Inc.
CULVER—Adams Men’s & Boy’s Wear
EAST CHICAGO—H. 5. Blumcnihal’s
EVANSVILLE—The Hub
HAMMOND—Harvey Brothers
Modern Tailors
Two-Leps, Inc,
MISHAWAKA—Fred A. Ullmann
FPERU—Hall & Son
SOUTH BEND—Gilherts
Rasmussen’s Men’s Shop
The Hub Store
TERRE HAUTE _{)nsf h's Inc.
VALPARAISO—]. IP ey Company
Lowenstines
George Neeley's Men's Shop
Salbery’s
WEST LAFAYETTE—Geisler’s
Dick Henry's
WHITING—Lewin-Wolf
IOWA:
AMES—Jameson’s
Ober’

uals

o
The Sport Sho)
BLU RLIN(}TON—Eicpc Peierson
CEDAR RAPIDS—Bremers—Town
& Counuy
CLARION—Crowe & Sons
DES MONES—Ove's Toggery
IOWA CITY—Bremers
Siephens

KANSAS:
CONCORIMA—Davylight Clothing
INDEPENDENCE—RKrueger & Rouse
LAWRENCE—Jack Norman
Ober’s
The Universi
MANH -\TTAV—bDn & Jcrry Clothiers
Gibbs Clothing Com
Sievenson Clothing
Woody's
SALIN: ‘\—R & S Men's $l1o_p
TOPLERA—Cunningham Shields
WICHITA—Harvey Brothers
Kern's
Lavin Men's Wear
KENTUCKY:
ASHLAND—S1eckler’s
LOUISVILLE- Lad—N-Dad Shop
Rodes-Rapicr Company
PADUCAH- --_'lules Men’s Sho
RICHMOND—Chenault’s Men s Store
LOUISIANA:
ALEXANDRIA—The Fair
NATCHITOCHES—Nichols
NEW OQRLEANS—Terry &
SHREVEPORT—Waldorf

MAINE:
WATERVILLE—Levine’s
MARYLAND:
EBALTIMORE—A & G Clothicr

Brandau’s

Frank Leonard University Shop
MASSACHUSETTS:
AMHERST—CIMT Allen

House of Walsh

F. A. Thomps=on & Son
CLINTON—Gould’s Men’s Shop
GREENFIELD—Bartlew’s Incorporated
PITITSFIELD—Rosenfeld’s
TAUNTON—Knopf §

AUNTON—REno poriswear

MICHIGAN: =
ANN ARBOR—Tice and Wren

Wagner & Company

Wild & Company
CROSWELL—Aikins Department Store
DETROI'T—Paul’s Men's Shop

rnpany

uden
ailoring

Princeton Shop, Inc.

Todd’s Clothes
EAST LANSING—Ramsey's Univ. Shop

Redwood & ROS!

The Tog
I"LINT-—(.InH Saclmt.'le.r

Crawford & Zimmerman
HANCOCK—]oflce's
HOUGHTON—Ed Haas & Company
KALAMAZQO—Redwood & Ross
ROYAL OQAK—Publix Men’s Wear
SAGINAW—BHondell's

Edward’s Mens Sllop

MINNESOTA :
MARSHALL—Olson & Lowe, Inc.
MU\NEAPOL[S—MJohmon, Inc.

Sim’s Men's Wear, Inc.

The College Shop
NORTHFIELD—Hub Clothing
VIRGINIA—Palace Clothing Company
MISSISSIPPI:
CLEVELAND—C. R. Anthony

Tobe "I\aplans Men's Shop

rtment Store
LRFF{I\\OS‘.D—Larry ’s, Inc,
MER[DI‘\N—:\Iex Loeb Tnc.

Bud's Men's !)

OXFOR D—Harmon s, Inc.
MISSOURI:
COLUMBIA—Neukomm's
SPRINGFIELD—Heer’s

ST. LOUIS—Wolff’s Clothiers, Inc.
MONTANA:
BOZEMAN—Rowles Mack

The Hub

Wagner’s
GL. -\‘:(:0 W—Freidl’s

NEBRASKA:

LEXINGTON—Avers Clothing

LINC OL\I—Hanm Brothers
Magee's

OMAH -\—Bcrg Clothing Company
Harvey Brothers

NEVADA :
LAS VEGAS—]Jack Garn Men’s Shop
NEW HAMPSHIRE:
HANOVLER—]ames Campion Inc.

Darimouth Co-op
NEW JERSEY:
BAYONNE—Chas. Grotwsky, Inc.
IRVINGTON—Parkway Mens Shop
NEWARK—MNanzt's
PASSAIC—]. Abbon & Son Inc.
PENNS GROVE—Chas. Charlop’s Sons.
PRINCETON—Woeiss Clothes
SHORT HILLS—William Budd, Lid.
SUMMIT—Roots
TRENTON—Maury Robinson’s
WEST NEW YORK-—Schlesinger’s
NEW MEXICO:
GALLUP—Glenn’s Men's Wear
NEW YORK:
BUFFALO—Riverside Men's Shop
DUNKIRK—New York Store
HAMILTON—Baum’s

Jock's University Men’s Sho?
HENPSTEAD—Edward Miller Inc
NSON CITY-—George’s Men’s Shop
EW ‘AORI\—BudKI\ Lee

Geo. Kessler & Sons

Henry Lokos Inc.

Lever & Greenbe!
ONEIDA—Marshall ope,
SCHENECTADY—Vinick’s Men’s Shop
SYRACUSE—Lund Univ. Men’s Shop
TROY—Arustic Tailors

Chasan Inc.
YONKERS—Chas. R. Horon
NORTH CAROLINA:
DURHAM—The Young Men's Shop
FAYETTEVILLE—Black’s, Inc.
Ed Fleishman & Bros,, Inc.
The Qluality Shop
RALEIGH—Lanier-Womble
Norman’s
Varsity Men’s Wear
ROCRY MOUNT——Epsmns
SALISBURY—Trexler Brothers Inc.
Zimmerman’s
WARRENTON-—Drake’s Men's Wear
NORTH DAKOTA:
FARGO—Fargo Togzery
Hawkinson-Solberg Company
The Straus Company
GRAND FORKS—Silverman’s
Straus Company
Wilson’s Clothing

OHIO:
ALLIANCE—John Cheeks Men’s Wear
ATH DBecklev's

BARBERTON—Farber’s Men’s Sho
CLEVELAND—Dad & Son Stores Inc.
University Shop
COLUMBU S——Mar\ in’s Men’s Wear
The Union Company
DAYTON—Ray Eell Inc.
Dunhill’s Inc.
Meropaolitan
DELAWARE—Leo C. Wilson Company
FREMON Lytle’s
OXFORD—Young’s College Shop
NEW PHILADELPHIA—Bosion Inc.
SANDUSKY—Byer Brothers
SPRINGFIELD—Vogue Shop
STEUBENVILLE—Morley's ( lothes
TOLF DO—Jack’s Mens Shop
s Men's Shop
\'Ol NGSTOWN—FPowers & Flaucher

OKLAHOMA :
ENID—Grays
FREDERICK—Rex E. Curtis & Son
STILLWATER—Varsity Clothing Shop
OREGON:
ALBANY—Phil Small
EUGENE—BIll Baker's Men's Wear
PORTLAND—Millers for Men
PENNSYLVANIA:
ALLENTOWN—FKoch Brothers
BETHLEHEM—Tom Bass

Silverberg & Goldberg Inc.
CHAMBERSBURG—Lyvons
EASTON—Chief Levin’s Campus Shop
GET r\bBUR(J—H:rshcy Men’s Shop
LEBANON—The Hub
PHILADELPHIA—Jess Butz

_Leﬂrr} Finn
wson Clothes

Martoni Tailors
e Arrow Swore

PITTSBURGH—Frank Mens Wear

Lefiees Lid.
RIDGWAY—The Toggery
WILKES-BARRE—Louis Rosenthal
WILLIAMSPORT—Daud’s Mens Shop
RHODE ISLAND
PROVIDENCE~—John Betz Esq,
SOUTH CAROLINA:
CHARLESTON—G. W. Kessler's

Taylor’s
COLUMBIA—Grayson’s Inc.
GEORGETOWN—Peoples Clulhmg
GREENVILLE—Bob’s Men’s Shop

re Sh
GR I.".%'ﬂ'\\ OOﬁ.ERuqcnbﬂg s
McCOLL—Sutker's Department Store
SOUTH DAKOTA:
BROOKINGS—Fergen’s
LEAD—Finola's
RAPID CITY—Ostrom & Anderson
TENNESSEE:
BRISTOL—Bank Sireet Men's Shop
CHATTANOCOGA—Koblentz, Inc
COLLIERVILLE—United Sup
COOKEVILLE—Ideal Men's g)fnp
OHNSON CITY—The Penney Co.
MEMPHIS—Grossman's
NASHVILLE—Dix Limited
Davitt's
Levy's Inc.
Malarnee's

TEXAS:
BEAUMONT—Hofler’s Sporiswear
COLLEGE STATION—Exchange Store
OUSTON—Harris
SVILLE—Kerr's
ARNES CITY—Adeclman’s
KINGSVILLE—Laws Men’s Shop
LAREDO—Shelby J. Theriot
LUBBOCK—Doms Lid.
PORT NECHES—Nights
SAN ANTONIO—Todds
TEMPLE—Swarnes’
TYLER~—A. ]J. Harris Men’s Sh
WICHITA FALLS—Taylor Brothers
UTAH:
PROVO—Hoover’s
YVERMONT:
BURLINGTON—Shepard & Hamelle
VIRGINIA:
CHAR LOTTESVILLE—Kaufman’s
DANVILLE—Sater’s
KILMARNOCK—Dunaway's
LEXINGTON—College Town Shop
MARTINSVILLE—Ted's Mens Shop
NORFOLK—Sullivan’s
PORTSMOUTH—Nachman’s
ROANOKE—]Jos. Davidson Inc.
SOUTH BOSTON—Fuller's
G. J. Hunt & Sons
SUFFOLK—David’s
WILLIAMSBURG—Williamsburg Shop
WASHINGTON:
PULLMAN—Cy"s Campus Sport Shop
TACOMA—Karl's Men's Wear
WEST VIRGINIA:
CHARLESTON—RKaufman Brothers
The Diamond
HUNTINGTON—Dunhill’s Ine.
MacPherson’s Inc
MORGANTOWN—Harry Galdsmith
Oppenheimer's
WISCONSIN:
EAU CL-\IREmCampen
LADYSMITH—Ditmanson Company
Mn\Dl%O'\I:Spelh 's Casual “car

Th
MILWAUKEE~—Arnold's Clothiers

Sisson's
OCONOMOWOC—Snyders
RACINE—Geo. & Lester's

L. M. Smiths
WAUSAU—Seim Brothers
WYOMING:
LARAMIE—Walters
CANADA :
CALGARY, ALBERTA—

Al R’?cn Men's Wear Lid.
TORO\‘ O, ONTARIO—

bo Brothers Lid.

\\'].\ DSOR, ONTARIO—

Richman Clothes

AFRICA :
LE.OII{"QLD\«'ILLE, BELGIAN CONGO
—hamo

ASIA:
HONG KONG, B.C.C.—Wins-Wear




NOW IS THE TIME TO BUY A NEW SUIT!

All this month you'll see rravsoy fashion promotion material in the windows and
on the display cases ol hundreds of fine stores.

Because of the season, the display is aimed at the man-about-campus — but it
should be a good reminder to the man-about-town, too, to attend to his apparel
requirements.

We trust that when you see the display you'll take time to take stock and stock up
for your fall fashion needs. On campus or in business 1t pays to dress right — in
fact, you can’t aftord not to.

FASHION DEPARTMENT « PLAYBOY e« 11 E, SUPERIOR = CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS
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CAFE BONAFARTE—SHERATON-BLACKSTONE HOTEL—CHICAGD

It isn’t pOlite to read at the table.....w: really can’t approve of this young
man’s perusing PLAYBOY during dinner at the posh Cale Bonaparte in the Sheraton-Blackstone, but we can appreciate
the enthusiasm, for it has made prLavBOY the largest selling quality priced (50c or over) men’s magazine in the nation

. and the best possible medium for advertisers interested in reaching the urban male market. Table manners aside,

want to know more about the pLAYBOY audience?

PLAYBOY ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT « 11 E. Sup..or St., Chicago, MI 2-1000 = 270 Park Ave., New York, PL 9-3076
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