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ORIGINS OF THE BEAT GENERATION
BY JACK KEROUAC
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Knowledgeable people buy Imperial

because they have an educated taste

and a sense of value

Whiskey by Hiram Walker

BLENDED WHISKEY o 86 PROOF » 30% STRAIGHT WHISKEYS, 6 YEARS OR MORE OLD

70% GRAIN

MEUTRAL SPIRITS » HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC

, PEORIA, ILLIMOIS

“woE UNTO THOSE who spit on the Beat
Generation,” Jack Kerouac intones in
this issue, “the wind’'ll blow it back.”
The warning is part ol his new PLAYBOY
article, The Origins of the Beal Gen-
eration, a disarming statement ol opin-
ion from that generation's most vocal
and probably most authoritative spokes-
man. Kerouac's utterance, we leel, 1s a
valuable amplification of the triptych
survey, The Beat Mystigue (PLAYBOY,
February 1958), in which Herbert Gold,
Sam Boal and Noel Clad illuminated
the other side of the Beat coin, the dark
sidle where all is cool and nihilistic,

The Voyage of the Peanut 1s a wacky
and winning story ol a young man’s
adventures in Hollywood. It takes the
leading position in the issue and is writ-
ten by Harvey Jacobs, a new talent from
whom we are expecting big and impor-
tant work in the future. Balanced against
Jacobs' easygoing Peanut are Ken Pur-
dy's crime story, The Wise Guy, and
John Atherton’s science-fictional Waste
Not, Want Not.

Satire takes pictorial as well as written
form this month. Photographer-satirist
Jerry Yulsman has provided extraordi-
nary extrapolation on the theme of the

PLAYBILL

motor scooter in his Veni, Vidi, Vespa!
You see Jerry on this page in the act
ol setting up one ol the wricky jobs for
which he's [amous: photographing a
nude on a busy city strect in broad day-
light. Roger Sklar joins the ranks ol

PLAYBOY's satirists by ringing a number

of deft literary changes on that fine old
pleasantry, Who Was That Lady?

Girls from the exotic East have
brought heady Oriental spice to the U.S.
entertainment scene, and praysoy’s ubig-
uitous camera has recorded all the de-
lightful details. A4 Girl Named Charlie
is actually a girl named Marilyn, and a
lovelier George Gobel alumna we've
never lamped. “Charlie” is Miss June.

Alan Holmes has unearthed some [as-
cinating facts and anecdotes in connec-
tion with a subject of particular interest
to men, The Mann Act. Thomas Mario
hands out appetizing advice on summer-
time [ood and drink in Beer and Skittles.
And, bringing a helpful completeness to
this June number of the urban man's
handbook, the Messrs. Green and Ruther-
ford, rravsoy's fashion pundits, discuss
formal attire as well as suggest duds for
wear whilst water skiing and skindiving
(ves, a bit more than skin is required).

YULSMAN (at right)
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e (g NP BUY ANY JAZZ ALBUM IN COLUMBIA'S
mf cnumm 824 (ATALOG—GET THIS FABULOUS 12~
FOR ONLY {) X< (ONLY*1.49 IN STEREO)

DUKE ELLI

MAN LION
The greatest collection of jazz musicians ever put on one
@ record—an introduction to the most extensive jazz catalog

HOLIDAY J'
WILSON DAV
in the world!

DAVIS DUKE k.S
GOODMAN LIONRYY
IE HOLIDAY

JIMMY RUSHI
TEDDY WILSO
MILES DAVI

Includes sessions with: DAVE BRUBECK « BUCK CLAYTON « MILES
DAVIS - DUKE ELLINGTON . BENNY GOODMAN - LIONEL HAMPTON
J. J. JOHNSON » GERRY MULLIGAN . JOE WILDER - TEDDY WILSON.
Complete Columbia jazz catalog printed in album. Ask your
dealer for ‘"‘Columbia Jazz Festival'' today. Limited time only!

BENNY GOODMAR

JJ 1 BILLIE HOLS J.J. SOHNSON GERRY

Columbia Jazz Festival JJ1 J5 1 (stereo)

THESE AND MANY OTHER GREAT JAZZ ARTISTS ARE AVAILABLE ON COLUMBIA RECORDS

BLIEH CLAYTON

S W &

LIUHEL HAMPTON

DAVE BRUBEEK MILES DAVIS DUKE ELLINGTON ERROLL GARNER BENNY GOODMAN

ART VAN DAMME JOE WILDER TEDDY WILSON

corLuMmsBIAl

““THE FIRST NAME IN JAZZ"

& "Columbia” 9 (& Marces Beg. A divisien of Columbia Broadcasting System, Ing,

JIMMY RUSHING

3 J. JUHHEDN

BILLIE HOLIDAY GERRY MULLIGAN

GUARANTEED HIGH-FIDELITY AND STEREO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY |

DEAR PLAYBOY
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PLAYBOY INTERNATIONAL
Let me congratulate you for providing
entertainment to a Paris bachelor. 1
could not find your 1959 prLavBOY Play-
mate Calendar, even at Brentano's shop,
Avenue de 1'Opéra and 1 feel very sorry!
I hope you will help me before 1 get
what you call the blues.
Jean ]. Hugot
Paris, France

In Brussels, Zagreb, Peshawar, Benares,
Hong Kong, Tokyo, Kyoto, Albuquer-
que, Taos, Lima, Cuzco, Machu Picchu,
Rio and of course the new capital Bra-
silia, the best magazine vendors sounded
like a one-line chorus: “So, so sorry!
Wish these people in Chicago could
print more copies! We usually sell half
of what we could sell! If only they
would send us more!™

Victor Stoloff
Producer-Director

Orbit Productions, Lid.
Brussels, Belgium

OMPHALOSKEPSIS

I enjoyed Mr. Roth's February pic-
torial study of omphaloskepsis (medita-
tion while gazing at the navel), for 1 am
a student of this ancient art. Omphalo-
skepsis was first practiced by the Hesy-
chasts, a school ol 14th Century mystics
among the Greek monks ol Mt. Athos.
They practiced a kind ol sell-hypnotism
by gazing fixedly at their navel, search-
ing the seat of the soul, and in this con-
dition were supposed to receive spiritual
illumination. With a lew minor revisions
from its original form I think omphalo-
skepsis could be pleasantly revived by
those with a prLaysoy point of view.
Elimination ol the rule that you must
gaze at your own navel would make
possible omphaloskepsis at parties—an
excellent way to break the ice. I'm sure
many  interesting  and  provocative
thoughts would come to both partners
[rom just a few minutes ol meditation.
Revival of omphaloskepsis would have
commercial possibilities.  Do-it-yourself
kits for those too shy to ask a partner
and who don’t want to [eel alone in the
world would contam a small glass eye.
Inserted in the navel, the eye would

gaze back during omphaloskepsis. Those
with a flair for the fancy would purchase
navel rhinestones for the party situation
and the hlthy rich could insert dia-
monds, rubies, emeralds and other
precious stones. A feminine omphalo-
skepsis partner would surely get the
right idea during meditation if her
playboy had a diamond-studded brace-
let or a set of emerald earrings hanging
from his navel.

Vince Martin

La Mesa, California

Arnold Roth’s Navel Engagement
made me feel sad and imferior. Unul

now I didn’t realize what fun lu-u]:]tc

who have navels have. You see, 1 have
no navel. My doctor says I am a sister
ol Eve.
Sharon Lench
Duxbury, Massachusetts
Sounds more like the ultimate in re-
jecting your maother to us.

Boy! That Navel Engagement spread
by Arnold Roth was great! What your
magazine needs is more and more such
features by that same creative genius,
Arnold Roth!

Arnold Roth
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

UP TO PAAR
On his TV show, Jack Paar described
PLAYBOY as a magazine dedicated to
sports cars and seduction. What is your
opinion ol this?
Ronald Erkes
Park Forest, Illinois
It reminds us of Mort Sahl’s observa-
tion that “‘rraveoy is dedicated to high
fidelity and seduction, with the hi-fi in
the front under science and the other a
little further back under science-fiction.”

YELLOW BRASS
I was just on the point of suggesting
that you publish some material on the
bullhght when your January issue ar-
rived and, with it, Charles Beaumont's
magnificent story, The Music of the
Yellow Brass. 1t's exactly what 1 was look-
ing for.
Dennis Cacetta
Fort Lee, Virginia

FLAYBOY, JUNE, %50, YOL. &, NO,. §. FUDLISHED MONTHLY BY HMH PUBLISHING €O. INC.; FLAYDOY BUILDING, 232 E. OWIO
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NEW YORKE, CI 5.-2820; WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE, 232 E. OHIO STRELT. CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS, i 2-1000; LOS ANGELES
RIFRESENTATIVE, FRED E. CRAWFORD, €12 5. SEARAND AVINUE, LOS AWGELES, CALIFORNIA, DU 4-73521; SAM FRANCISCO REFPRE

EENTATIVE, BLANCHARD-NICHOLS ASSOCIATES, 33 PFOST STRELET

SAN FRANCISCO 4 CALIFORNIA, YU ®:.834) SOUTHEASTENN

REFRESENTATIVE, SOUTHEAST ADVERTISING SALES, CHAMBER OF COMMERCE ®OUILDING, MIAMI 32, FLORMIDA, FR 1-2103.

“naturally”

PONGEE
by
Lnrdules’r

The traditional ‘natural shoulder' summer
dinner jacket. Lord West's featherweight in-
terpretation of the renowned PONGEE silk. In
natural shade. Sixty dollars at fine stores.

“it’s fun to go formal”

WEST MILL CLOTHES, INC. 101 W. 21 St. N.Y.C.
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BMW opens

new doors
to space
economy

BMW's ingenious engineering principles now give you

elegance and versatility in a big way! More room front and back than
cars selling for hundreds more! Space and comfort for a family of five,
protected by the special safety tubular steel frame. Greatest economy
in parking and turning space, too. And BMW's air-cooled, German-made,
2-cylinder rear-engine gives you up to 68 miles an hour...up to 58
miles to the gallon ... never needs anti-freeze. .. always gives trouble-
free performance. Complete with heater and defroster as standard equip-
ment, BMW is the biggest small car buy in America. Drive it today and
see! U. S. Importer Fadex Commercial Corp., 487 Park Avenue, Dept. PB-6
New York 22. FROM $1398 P.0.E. N.Y., HIGHER WEST COAST.

BMW "600” 2-DOOR
T s

BMW MODELS FROM $1048 TO $11,900 P.O.E. N.Y.

I wasn't in the mood to shed tears, but
The Music of the Yellow Brass did it.
Please let Mr. Beaumont know I'll bhe
looking for more stories by him.

Dorothy Deluenne
St. Lows, Missouri

The Music of the Yellow Brass is one
ol the best stories in a long time.
Arthur J. Manaro
Gainesville, Florida

Beaumont's unusual story of a boy and
the glory of the bull ring is comparable
only to Hemingway's The Capital of the
Waorld.

Jim Popolt
Flint, Michigan

A lot of bull, but no beef.
John Brazier
Caracas, Venezuela
if}i’f:.'
Jack A. Conrad
Fort Wavne, Indiana

CHARLES BEAUMONT'S MUSIC OF THE YEL-
LOW BRASS HAS TURNED UP ON TV AS AFTER-
NOON OF THE BEAST, STARRING KEENAN
WYNN, WITH THE AUTHOR GIVEN AS PAUL
MONASH. WHAT GIVES? WHO SUES WHOM?

F. M. STURTEVANT
MEDIA, PENNSYLVANIA

Nobody sues anybody. The TV play
was an authorized dramatization of “The
Music of the Yellow Brass,” and if you
had been watching the crediis just a bit
more closely, you would have seen, in
addition to the name of adaptor Monash,
the line “Based on a story by Charles
Beaumont, which appeared in pLAYBOY."
Other PLAYBOY stories planned for tele-
wising: Beawmont’s “The Deadly Will to
Win" and “Night Ride,”” Robert Bloch's
“The Cure,” Slesar-Folb's “A Fist Full
of Money."

TOUJOURS L’'ARMOUR
For almost five minutes straight 1 was
wrapped in a coat of laughter, as | read
the very humorous article Girls of My
Dreams by Richard Armour in the Feb-
ruary issue ol pravsoy. Each sentence
was [unnier than the preceding one.
Armour, in my personal opinion, is a
true wit. Let's have more of his material.
Steve Hodges
Station WHFC
Chicago, Illinois

Richard Armour's Girls of My Dreams
really rocked me.
Milt Wasserman
Cleveland, Ohio
More shining Armour coming up.

DEMOCRACY IN ACTION

The State of Arizona is currently con-
structing two new wings at the State
Capitol in Phoenix, one for the State
Senate and the other for the House ol
Representatives, In order to provide the
finest [acilities possible, we requested all
departments concerned to file their re-
quests with the State |’|.lllllillg and

who'll
be first

II‘
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tU ShaVe
SOur grape?

NOT RONSON

Ronson’s CFL Shaver is concerned with one thing. The human
beard. And, in attaining its top-rated shave-ability, it never
once shaved a fruit. Fuzzy or sour. Nor a prickly plant.,

This is it. The shaver that
shaves Closest, Fastest, with
the Lightest touch of all.
The top-rated Ronson CFL
Electric Shaver. Surprise!
The CFL sells for less than

other leading brands.

ONSON
CFL

... THE BEST REASON TO SHAVE ELECTRIC!

Top-rated? Maybe you’ve heard.

One of the country’s leading consumer testing magazines
stacked up the CFL against every other name brand.
Tested them all. Impartially. Mercilessly. Report: the
Ronson CFL is the best performing shaver on the
market today.

Who'll shave the sour grape? It’s a toss-up. But one
thing’s for sure. Ronson won’t. A beard? That’s some-
thing else again. As it should be.

RONBON CORP. * WOODBRIDOGE, N. J: * TORDNTO, ONT, * LD i, EN2
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ul playboy...

a Comfort®* Manhattan, stirred
caressingly... 14 light, dry vermouth
... 24 golden-smooth
100 Proof Southern Comfort...
just a suggestion of bitters...
and (skip the cherry) a deft twist of lemon peel...

- :

yvou've got it made...
A
|

Southern Comfort w3

g

-

Want to see the rest of the piciure?
Write Pat, she'll send it and a recipe book to you [ree.

SOUTHERN COMFORT CORP., 100 PROOF LIQUEUR, ST. LOUIS 14, MO,
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for the light casual feeling

Here’s a shoe that fits, looks and wears
like twice the price . . . with a big bonus
of feather-light comfort because we
make it of genuine Australian Kangaroo
. « « the active young man’s leather.

Ask for DeCaperino Kangaroos at
your shoe store or order direct
from us by mail. Enclose
check or money order,
and give regular shoe size.

Black only. Sizes 6-12.
Widths A to E. Shipped postpaid.
Satisfaction guaranteed.,

Write today for free folder
of other outstanding styles.

Postpaid ~ :

BRIDGEWATER WORKERS' COOPERATIVE ASSOCIATION

Bridgewater 12, Massachusetts

Building Commission. Members of the
Capitol press corps have submitted speci-
fications which read, in part: “Decora-
tions for the press room should be in
keeping with the culture and dignity of
the press. In present quarters, the art
work featured illustrations in  color
clipped from praveoy but unfortunately
stolen by somebody with low morals and
a high nljiuintl ol art. We now desire
plain, chaste walls with no art work on
them. Instead. please sign a contract
with pLAvsOY to send models in person,
one new bevy each month.” Please in-
dicate what sort of hgures (budgetary,
that is) will be necessary to comply with
the press room request. Also, if such is
available, |11r::1!~.r send me a handbook on
The Care and Feeding of Playmates.
And in addition — merely as part of my
duty, of course — please send to my at-
tention, in no wrapper, a \.'I:Illlllf.‘ of the
product to which the press room gang
refer when they say “models in person.”
Your earnest consideration and coopera-
tion in this matter will be sincerely ap-
preciated.

David H. Campbell

State Representative

House of Representatives

Phoenix, Arizona

SKIN OF SILK
Could you please tell me where 1
might purchase some cravats of the type
described in Ray Russell's essay, Skin of
Silk and Eyes of Fire?
John Weak
Shreveport, Louisiana
Since they've been out of fashion for
well over a century, Russell has been
forced to buy hus at a theatrical costum-
er's. We suggest you do the same.

May I call to your attention a typo-
graphical error which occurred in the
Table of Contents of vour March issue?
Following the listing, Skin of Silk and
Eves of Fire, someone very carclessly set
the word “humor.”

Fred Taylor
Denver, Colorado

ICE BERG
In your January issue vou published a
letter from a student named Gordon
Berg, in which he severely criticized the
Playmate of the Month section and sug-
gested it be replaced by “creative con-
temporary poetry.” I completely disagree
with him. Furthermore, I have conducted
a poll among many of my prAvYBOY-read-
ing friends and they disagree with him.
Francisco J. Cuervo
M1
Cambridge, Massachusetts

What is more “creative,” more “con-
temporary,” more sheer “poetry” than a
beautiful woman?

Stanley H. Kossen
University of Washington
Seattle, Washington

So easy to care for

R After Sisge

THE ONE AND ONLY FULLY AUTOMATIC WASH-AND-WEAR FORMAL JACKET!

Two little words make the wonderful difference: ""Fully Auto-
matie.”” “"Nite Magic''™ is the luxurious jacket that comes out of
a full eyele in an automatic washer and dryer with the air and
spirit and fresh press it wore when yvou first bought it. Fully

lined—yet it weighs only a whisper. You'll look well in this
shawl collar, slender After Six. You'll like the details of style
and tailoring. Stores which always show the best can show you
this After Six at about $39.95. (Slightly higher West of Rockies.)

Worite for Free Dress Chart Booklet by BERT BACHARACH, foremost authority on men's fashions. AFTER SIX FORMALS, Dept. P-71, PHILA. 3, PA.
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CREW CUT

havr dressing by Max Factor

No more shagey-dog looks from wind-blown hair!
From Army-style and Ivy-type cuts to your own favorite tonsorial
arrangement — wispy, wiry, or wavy — your hair will stay put
with CREW CUT. Use it and you've got it made...well-groomed

hair, that is...because Max Factor made it that way.

Now in tubes — and jars — 5 9C plus tax. o ——

IO EMAX FACTOR NG,

I, too, appreciate your artistically writ-
ten stories and consider vour men's fash-
ion section to be progressing nicely. No
one can say I do not appreciate poetry,
having written several published songs,
but the day you substitute poetry for
Playmates is the day I will discontinue
my subscription.

Gordon W. Downs
Phoenix, Arizona

The [ollowing is some very contem.
porary poetry written especially for Gor-
don H. Berg:

Here at Duke, after reading your

letter, . e

We think that you would feel much

better

If the food you ate

Contained less potassium nitrate.

(More commonly known as saltpeter.)

Wynn Montgomery and friends
Duke University
Durham, North Carolina

I must say that I am in entire disagree-
ment with the letter sent to vou by Mr.
Berg. i |

Mike Dohler
Kelowna, British Columbia

Gordon Berg should keep his creative
contemporary poetry in his purse.
Joe Zillman

Los Angeles, California

A SHAVE FOR SILVERSTEIN

I have long been an admirer of Shel
Silverstein. Not everybody in my family
shares this admiration. My eight-vear-old
son picked up the March issue of pLAYBOY
and happened to open it to a photo of
Silverstein. He said in disgust, “Oh, that
Fidel Castro again!” and put it down
In order to avoid Silverstein’s being mis-
taken for such a controversial ficure as
Fidel Castro in the future, I would like
to start a fund among the readers ol
PLAYBOY to collect enough money to buy
Shel a one year's supply ol ..'-|1'.H'iI':.';:r
cream and blades.

Walter Stevens
Birmingham, Alabama

Shel rather likes being thought of as
controversial and, in addition, he ex-
plains, “I'd feel naked without the
beard."”

HERE'S HOW
Tom Mario has given me so manyv
great recipes for drinks that I can't re-
sist getting in on the act and making
available to the public my own creation,
Vanguard The Second. Take a jigeer ol
vodka and 14 jigger of créme de cacao:
add ginger ale; serve in an ice-cube-
packed highball glass.
Gordon R. Gemeon
Peabody, Massachusetts
Casualties will please contact Mr. Gem-
€0n,; not PLAYBOY.

PLAYBOY

AFTER HOURS
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ere’s a shortshort urban fable, sad

but true, of a bricf adventure in free
enterprise. Fellow 1n New York was
notably generous with the loan of his
bachelor diggings for alternoon assigna-
tions. Even casual acquaintances could
avail themselves of his place, provided
they adhered to his admonition to do so
at two o'clock, when his maid would be
gone for the day, and to be out by five,
when he'd be home. What he didn’t tell
them was that, as the maid went off, a
hidden tape recorder in the bedroom
went on. The resulting recordings were
sold by the gracious absentee host to
various other folk, thus compensating
him [or his generosity, and helping de-
fray the rent. This happy blending of
pleasure and profit came to an end,
however, when one of the victim's wives
heard one of the tapes played at a party.
She recognized not only his voice, but his
technique as well. (She said later she
thought she'd have forgiven him the in-
fidelity if he hadn’t murmured exactly
the same words of endearment to the
other girl that he used on her.) The vic-
tim himself, auditioning the sounds
aghast, had just opened his mouth by
way ol feeble explanation, when his
enraged spouse smote him across it with
a pewter mug. He is now paying both
alimony and a sizable dentist’s bill. And
the enterprising entrepreneur, his ruse
exposed, seems to have run out of
couples looking for a pad.

.

That the Oregon Daily Emerald, a
school newspaper, never underestimates
the power of etcetera should be obvious
from this recent statement: . . . women
have initiated no significant all-campus

political movements in recent years even
though they compromise more than half
the student body.” And while we're

passing through Typographicalerrors-
ville, let's not fail to notice a recently
discovered landmark from a British
Columbia newspaper, Forest and Mill.
In a review of a Canadian novel, the
précis of the plot reached this feverish
pitch: “Sylvia, on the other hand, who
suspects he is wanted by the police, sees
Chris as her accomplice in destroying
the husband she hates. With almost
crazed-like desire, she plots Larsen's
death and draws Chris into her pants.”
The best-laid pants of mice and prool-
readers gang alt a-gley.
.

Wags, or possibly Conrad Hilton press
agents heavily disguised as wags, have it
that Mr. H. plans to open a hotel in
Moscow that he’ll name The Comrade
Hilton, and after that intends to make
over the Leaning Tower of Pisa into a
hostelry to be called The Tiltin® Hilton.
Could be, but when we're asked to be-
lieve that stuff about the Glasgow place
called The Kilt 'n' Hilton and the con-
cert hall labeled The Liltin® Hilton and
the Washington, D.C., palazzo in the
5||.'||1L~ of Eisenhower's brother to be
christened The Milton Hilton — that’s
where we draw the line.

.

Newsman Joe Hyams has compiled a
glossary of "sources” used by columnists
and reporters. Among his translations:

An informed source: Anybody with an
opinion that tallies with the reporter’s.
A wsually reliable source: Same person,
only he or she occasionally takes one
drink too many. Friends said: Any of the
reporter’s [riends will do. The whole
town is buzzing about: News is dull to-
day so let’s make some. So-&-So called to
tell me: So0-%-50's press agent jli?sl ]I1.I!l§.'|I
up. So-&-So wrote to tell me: The press
agent also writes, So-&-50 had no com-
ment: What So-&-So really said was “Get

out of my way, buddy, or I'll run you
over.” It is reported that: Scooped againl
L ]

Observers of the passing parade who
are especially  pleased by obviously
mammalian paraders will take note of
Marian Weeks, employed in a Southsea,
England, café. A notice on the calé wall
reads: “Patrons are kindly requested not
to waste the waitress’ time by asking
for her vital statistics . . . They are 4115,
26, 37 —'s wrue.” Evidently assembled
along the same engaging lines is Ruth
Shepler of Des Moines, Iowa, who had
a 209, U.S. cabaret tax slapped on her
tavern because, in the opinion of the
government, her habit of balancing two
to four glasses of beer on her frontage
as she goes about her work constitutes
entertainment.

.

What may be an example of Agoniz-
ing Reappraisal, Southern Style, comes
to us from Pocket Books, which reports
that it has received an order for 100
copies of How to Win Friends and In-
fluence People from Central High School
in Little Rock.

THEATRE

In writing, performance and direction,
Tennessee Williams' Sweet Bird of Youth
is nerve-shattering theatre. It is Williams
at his most degenerate to date, swamp-
deep in violence and evil and the mias-
mas of spiritual decay, but he accords
his victims a large share ol compassion
and supplies them with a moral for their
cpitaphs. His achievement is to make
yvou care for two people who are despic-
able and damned. One is a faded movie
star on the lam [rom her lost youth and
Hollywood; the other is a tired gigolo

11
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FRANK BROTHERS « FRANK BROTHERS * FRANK BROTHERS * FRANK BROTHERS * FRANK BROTHERS
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OF HEW HAVIM

Away with
inhibitions !

SHAHLOME MNNVHA

Tiwis Persian Print
is a snooty beauty-
handsome enough
for anybody's summer
anywhere, The
imported fabric was
woven of Sudanese
yarn, It’s immensely
rich. Blissfully light,
too, The button-
down collar has a
flare that really
flatters you, Basic
colors: olive, blue,
wine. $§9.50.

Fashion nabobs !
View our entire shirt
collection ! Of note:
our imported
bleeding India
madras short-sleeve
pullovers, in
colorings that will
surprise and please
you. $£10.95. Also:
our fine imported
foulards in neat blue,
olive or maroon
patterns on natural-
color ground. $8.95,

NEW YORK
OUTFITTERS TO THE COMPLETE GENTLEMAN
9 East 5Tth Street, New York
633 N, Michigan Ave., Chicago
264 York St., New Haven
Waorth Ave. and Country Rd.. Palm Beach

SHAHLOMA MNNVHA « SHAHLOHE NNVHA »

SHAHLOME M¥NVH4 + SHIHLONH NNYH4

Acknowledged
EXCELLENCE

BASED ON RESEARCH

LEAKPROOF
CHROME PROTECTED
SEALED-in-STEEL
GUARANTEED!

CORROSION-PROOF
PORTABLE LIGHTS

BURGESS BATTERY COMPANY

DIVISION OF SERVEL, INC.
FREEFORT, ILL. = MIAGARA FALLS, CAMADA
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who still fancies himsell a vigorous ath-
lete in bed and a likely candidate for
a screen contract. Shacked up together
in a fancy Gulf Coast hotel, the lost lady
takes her refuge in alcohol, hashish and
sex; her companion supplies the sex, and
is not above trying a spot of blackmail
to wangle a foothold in Hollywood. His
immediate problem, however, is fear of
literal castration. Years ago, in this same
town, the young man had venereally in-
fected a childhood sweetheart, and a
posse ol outraged relatives and Southern
centlemen now announce their intention
ol avenging her with the punishment
that best fits the crime. Directed by Elia
Kazan, the performers are flawless, from
Sidney Blackmer, Diana Hyland and
Rip Torn in subordinate roles, to Paul
Newman and Geraldine Page as the
[rightened protagonists. Miss Page, in
particular, is a revelation. Gone are the
mousy mannerisms, the compulsive elbow
scratching, the querulous voice that had
become her stylistic trade-marks. In Sweet
Bird, the actress has found herself. She
sweeps across the stage like an army in
full array. At the Martin Beck, 302 Waest
45th St., NYC.

FILMS

Eerie and suspenseful, if over-preachy,
The World, the Flesh and the Devil is a sci-h
attack on the myth of racial superiority.
Harry Belalonte plays a Negro who is
seemingly the only guy alive after World
War IV; he is militantly color conscious
and appallingly respectful toward the
only girl in the world, blonde Inger
Stevens., In the starkly naked city of New
York, Harry's mainly interested in ex-
pressing grievances about discrimination.
This goes on even alter the girl, taken
with his good looks, smoldering manner
and technical ingenuity (he lights up
Broadway on a whim and puts a phone
in her pad), lays it on the line. Then
Mel Ferrer arrives in a boat to compete
unequally for Inger's favors, and a
private little World War V starts, but
ends with a tidy compromise. Belafonte's
nagging concern about the color of his
skin is, of course, downright silly, but
the flm is great in its illusions of alone-
ness in the big city, full of echoes and
despoiled by litterbugs before they died
of too much radiation. You should en-
joy it, except when the lectures begin.

.

John Braine's snarling non-U first
novel, Reem at the Top (Playboy After
Hours, January 1958), has been made into
a vigorous, frank but overlong picture.
Scowly lady-killer Laurence Harvey, born
poor and grimy, is out to leaplrog his way
toward the top, even if it's over the back-
sidles of [ashionable young ladies. He
meets top-leapee Heather Sears, whose
daddy is a rich tycoon. But belore

Calcvlated to intrigue style-conscious men are
these slim-topered, close-fitting slacks of crisp
Dacron-and-wool hopsacking. Zephyr-weight,
they feature Continental drop pockets, extension
waistband ond adjustable side tabs. No back
pockets. Black, Charcoal Grey, Cambridge Grey,
Charcoal Brown, Olive. Sizes 28-42, 17.50
Also in white imported tropical worsted 22.50
For mail orders odd 45¢
Wrile for our new spring end summer calolog
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Jazz music is fun to Gerry Mulligan. Listen-
ing to him blow that marvelous saxophone
of his, you automatically know it. The *“*wail™
of a good time he and his quartet have
playing and listening to each other is con-
tagious. If you haven’t caught it, this
Columbia recording offers the nccessary
exposure. There's no cure.

WHAT IS THERE TO SAY?—The Gerry Mulligan
Quartet CL 1307 CS B116 (steren)
GUARANTEED HIGH-FIDELITY AMND
STEREO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY
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vaulting the many obstacles to the girl,
riches, social status and security, he
dallies with Simone Signoret, an older
but mighty versatile married woman.
Eventually, some stern decisions are
forced on him, but you know this oppor-
tunistic cat will make out. Director Jack
Clavton has set up moods of anxiety and
yearning at the beginning, but hits you
over the head with suspense gimmicks at
the end. Some pretty blunt, interesting
stuff here, if you're patient.

Nasty Black-and-Tans and patriotic
Irishmen who can, if they've a mind,
charm the moss off the f[ences of Kish-
macool, darkly scheme against one an-
other in Shoke Hands with the Devil, set In
1921 during the last months of The
Trouble. Swept into the turmoil is Don
Murray, a peaceable lad from across the
water, in Ireland to study medicine,
After a fluke gets him into a jam with
the Tans, he's about to be shipped back
to America by college prof and LR.A.
leader James Cagney, but a number ol
things convince him he should help the
rebs: one’s a systematic black-and-bluing
he takes from a Tan colonel; another’s
Glynis Johns, who shows him the fruits
of patriotism — as, indeed, she shows all
the lads save Cagney, who's too deep in
the cause for frowzing. The exposure of
raw wounds is the main emphasis here,
but characterizations, under the vibrant
direction of Michael Anderson, are so
picturesque that the continuous flow of
richteous venom never palls. Photogra-
phy by Erwin Hillier is first-rate, with
attempts to make you wince at some of
the explosive action. You do.

.

The most remarkable thing about
Frankenstein’s Daughter 1s that she's a man.
The sexual switcheroo comes about thus:
good-looking, Ivyish (albeit crazed) Dr.
Oliver Frank has acquired a male
cadaver which in his opinion is just ask-
ing for all that peachy reanimating volt-
age and wattage; but there's a slight
hitch — no head. By far the best head in
town belongs to a voluptuous blonde
played by Sally Todd (rraveoy's Miss
February, 1957), so Dr. Frank makes a
date with her and, after some front-seat
calisthenics, does the poor girl in (“It’s
a shame, really; she was so pretty”). Now
comes the best part. Sally's pretty head,
or so they tell us, is stitched to the male
(albeit headless) corpse, the sparks go
crackle-crackle, and when Dr. Frank
whips off the tarpaulin and stands back
to allow his masterpiece to stumble
around, is it Sally? It is not. It's the
Swedish Angel or some other ugly male
wrestler, dressed up in the traditional
bandages, trousers and weighted shoes,
Dr. Frank doesn’t seem to notice, though,
because he insists on calling him her.
Dr. Frank, as you must have figured out
by now, is really the grandson of the
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this enthusiastic endorsement
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Your choice of sedans—hardtops—sport coupe—station
wagons. Remarkably inexpensive for all their value—
quality—and craftsmanship. Discover the DKW, .. at your
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You just tilt this

ROCKET-FLAME
lighter!

Works like a miniature blow
torch, throwing a stream of
flame. Lights a pipe fast.
thaws frozen locks...lights
fireplaces, even used for
soldering small objects.
Held upright, it lights a reg-
ular flame for cigars and
cigarettes.

This all-purpose lighter is
guaranteed in writing.

Precision-made, light-
weight, compact...yet costs
only $2.50. Comes with in-
struction booklet,

Where you buy your
cigarettes, buy yourself a
ROGERS ROCKET-FLAME!

NATIONALLY
ADVERTISED

Write to 419 Fourth Avenue, New York 16,

for name of nearest dealer,

Rogers, Inec., the finest in smokers

accessories for over half a century,

brilliant (albeit dead) Dr. Frankenstein.
Everything goes up in flames at the end.

BOOKS

In One Star General (Rinchart, $3.50),
Al Morgan, who yanked the rug from
under a cathode comic in The Great
Man, does likewise for a brigadier. Or
all but. Trouble is, after giving the rug
some good yanks, he suddenly turns be-
nign and grabs the old boy just as he’s
about to fall on his face. This General
Charlie Bronson, it seems, has an outsize
death wish. Had it ever since he killed
his pregnant fiancée in a car crash. His
wife (the dead gal’s sister), loved and
married him, but sis’ ghost came between
them, so she took to bottle and bed
(other men’s). Well, as you might well
suspect, a CO with a death wish can be
a hazard to his men, but by the time the
Army found this out, Charlie had made
Colonel in World War II. It took out-
and-out blackmail to get him his star,
and he'd have been just another Penta-
goner if not for Korea, where that death
wish resulted in humbug bravado. Now
(it's 1953), he's flying home to a hero's
welcome. We learn all this in flashback
from the hard-nosed newshawk who is
the author's corner-of-the-mouthpiece,
the hero's PR rep, and Mrs. General’s
current bedmate, in that order. So when
the plane lands, we expect to see a prime
s.0.b. But, surprise, surprise! Charlie has
seen the light, and is now just one big
bundle of togetherness. Why? Ask Mr.
Morgan. Fact remains, however, that
most of this is superior hatchet-job,
so give One Star General 31/, stars.

L ]

The madness of My Brother Was an Only
Child (Dutton, $2.50) begins with the title
and ends, 96 pages later, with Chapter
47, Lord Chesterfield’s Last Letter to His
Son, here given in its entirety: “Dear
Junior: Get lost. Dad.” In between, we
are told that THIS BOOK BANS BOSTON, that
“Sunday morning in Arizona is just like
Sunday morning in Connecticut only
more bowlegged,” that On One’s Hand
[t Is Much Better To Have Fingers
Than Toes. Poughkeepsie Under the
Czar is discussed, F. Scott Fitzgerald and
Tennessee Williams are parodied in
piecces called This Side of the Disen-
chanted Infidel Revisited and Six G
Strings in Seavch of an Old Violin Named
Charlie, and we are treated to a writ-by-
hand letter from a boy away at L':IIII]:'I:

. my coonseler is a [age can 1 be one?
i dont thimk it cost enything xtra.”
There’s also an uncut pair of pages:
when you slit them open, you are greeted
by one word: The perpetrator
of all this is touted as the author of
H. G. Wells' Outline of History and
Please Don't Eat Jean Kerr. He writes
material [or the Paar show and his name

“:\:‘th"F'!”

BLUE J.

In a wonderfully relaxed and happy blowing
session for trombonist, f [ Johnson with
three jazz cohorts of distinction, (Max Roach
drums, Paul Chambers, bass, and Tommy
Flanagan, piano) proved that northern jam,
though sometimes tart, has a sweetness all
its own, “We had a session,” ]. J. remarked
afterward. Translation: a delicious tour de
force lor cats. We think vou'll agree.
BLUE TROMBONE—J. J. Johnson

CL 1303 C5 8109 (stereo)
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is Jack Douglas.

.

Pelham Grenville Wodchouse has
opencd his literary madhouse to the pub-
lic again. There's nothing new or differ-
ent there, but of course there needn’t be;
long-time associates of Bertie Wooster,
Freddie Widgeon, Ooly Prosser, Mr.
Mulliner, Bingo Little and assorted
Beans and Crumpets will know exactly
what to expect from A Few Quick Ones
(Simon & Schuster, $3.50), and, by and
large, they won't be disappointed. The
Wodehousian knack for making a minor
social contretemps assume, hilariously,
the proportions of major international
intrigue has not been dimmed by 50
years of practice. Most of the stories first
saw light in American magazines includ-
INng PLAYBOY.

.

It was Ernest Hemingway and Barna-
by Conrad who handily filled the hve-
foot shelf on bullfighting, but comes now
one Angus Macnab with a last-minute
entry that deserves consideration: Fighting
Bulls (Harcourt, Brace, 53). Macnab 1s a
Briton who fought in the Spanish Civil
War and liked the country, and the bull-
fight, so much that he became a citizen.
His book necessarily repeats some ol
Hemingway, Conrad and the rest, but
much of his material demonstrates schol-
arship instead of observation, which is
an interesting change; and he gives to
the bull an emphasis that has long been
overdue, since most writers are con-
cerned with the man.

.

Did you know that you can spot the
social class to which two couples belong
by where they sit in a car? (Lower class:
men in front, women in back; lower-
middle: each man with his own mate;
upper-middle: each man with the other’s
mate.) Or that it means a lot to execu-
tives whether their desks are mahogany,
walnut or oak? These are a couple of
the symbols that, consciously and un-
l.fJI]?'.il:itHlﬁl':l'. CONcern us i" Our l"\'{']"ln'l'.l.'l}'
endeavors, and that concern Vance
Packard in The Status Seekers (Mchay,
$4.50). He examines the classes ol
American society to discover how the
same wants and insecurities he [ound
the admen manipulating in The Hidden
Persuaders (Playboy After Howrs, June
1957) are involved. Paradoxically, the
book turns out to be both depressing
and stimulating. Depressing  because
class lines are hardening in this coun-
try, it seems, creating a rigid society in
which it's more and more difhcult to
make upward progress; sumulating be-
cause Packard’s style is sprightly and his
findings are often startling, sometimes
shameful, always provocative ol [urther
thought and self-scrutiny.

o

rrLAavBoy-regular Jules Feilfer is per-
haps the most perceptive cartoonist on
the current American scene. You'll ind

The NoW MANSHELD Hop (DAY I
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You can alfford the Mansfield Holiday 11. You'll
like its many all star built-in features . . . ® electric
eye meter ® conversion and haze filters ® fast /1.8
colar-corrected and coated turret lens system com.-
plete with 6.5mm wide angle and 2'2 x telephato
lens ® etched optical view finder ® economical roll
film ® die cost aluminum construction in iwo-toned
hammerloid finish. See the new Mansfield Holiday
Il 8mm Turret Camera ot your Maonsfield Dealer.

MANSFIELD INDUSTRIES, Inc.

1227 LOYOLA AVE. = CHICAGO 26, ILL.
Foctories: Spring Grove, Minn. * Burlington, Wisc.

with ELECTRIC EYE METER

Quall..

8 mm TURRET
MOVIE CAMERA

streamlined styling
that's a stand-out

finest advanced
features of more
expensive cameras

super-sharp movies
under all conditions

Low Plce...... $5995

Deluxe Carrying Case . . .. $7.95

For Men On The Gold Standard

14K GOLD COCKTAIL JEWELRY
TIE TACKS CUFF LINKS
15,001 Manhattan With Ruby ‘Cherry' 66.00%
15.00% Martini With Emerald 'Olive’ &8.00%
20.00% Gibson With Diamond 'Onion’ 77.00%

BLACK STAR SAPPHIRE
TIE TACK

In 14K Gold 25.001
Larger Size 35.001%

14 GOLD
COLLAR STAYS
In Leather Case
Per Pair14.50%
Personalized with 3 Initials
1.00 Extra
fTAX INCLUDED » ACTUAL SIZE
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

! MAIL ORDERS FILLED
} | POSTAGE PREPAID

if Diners CLUB CHARGE,
give account number and
authorized signature

Mmerrin

B30 MADISON AVE. (COR. S4TH ST.)
HEW YORK 22 PLAZTA 3-8688

'
L]
[

-

- s

B g -

?‘_hﬂ-t;u -

WRITE DEPT. PL-B

HAPPY SESSION

N\
b
Whenever he
tions the boys into action, Benny Goodman

» puts clarinet to lip and mo-

can probably command a larger audience
than anybody else in music. (Is there a soul
with ears who isn't a fan of his?) This record-
ing is another example of his tremendous
talent—a talent that has kept him reigning
as the undisputed King of Swing for over two
decades, Two noble jazz musicians, Andre
Previn and Russ Freeman, sit in and add
some sparkling improvisations to the swing-
happy session.

HAPPY SESSION—Benny Goodman and His
Orchestra featuring Andre Previn and Russ
Freeman CL 1324 CS B129 (steren)
GUARANTEED HIGH-FIDELITY AMND
STEREO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY

COLUMBIAK
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EXCITING
MAD KISS

LONDON BY NIGHT LRP 3105
JULIE LONDON

with PETE KING & His Orchestra

*Julie sings “The EXCITING Life”

“MAD About The Boy,” “In The
~ Middle of a KISS** and 9

other delicious standards.

ax
o) WRITE FOR
4 FREE CATALOGUE

TBERTY ©
RECORDS, INC.

16 HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF.

proof of his powers in Passionella and Other
Stories (McGraw-Hill, $1.75), in which
he penpoints foibles and frailties indi-
vidual and international, and makes the
whole business a hell of a lot of fun
besides. If you like to laugh at yourself
and your times, read it

RECORDINGS

David Allen’s third album, I Only Have
Eyes for You (Warner Bros. 1268), is his
finest to date and a frst-rate example
of why many consider him the best inter-
preter of the romantic ballad today.
Here Dave handles a tasteful mixture ol
standards (I Only Have Eyes for You,
You Go to My Head, Heart and Soul)
and lesser-known dream stuff (You're
Laughing at Me, With Every Breath |
Take, Drifting) in a manner that proffers
to the listener a warm, emotional expe-
rience. Pat Suvzuki's Broadway ‘59 (Victor
stereo 1965) 1s a pleasant potpourri of
the more singable footlight fare around
these days. Pocket-sized Pat warbles with
obvious relish the likes of I Enjoy Being
a Girl (from Flower Drum Song), Just
for Once (Irom Redhead) and The
Party's Ouver (from Bells Are Ringing),
is backed briskly by the suave scoring
and wand-waving of
Johnny Hartman’s a balladeer with an
easy, resonant set of pipes that can be
heard to good advantage on And |
Thought About You (Roost 2232), a collec-
tion of lovelorn pop tunes (Long Ago
and Far Away, Little Girl Blue, et al.)
that are nifty for late-hour listening.
Keely Smith’s Swingin’ (Capitol
sterco 1145) is a thumpingly accurate
description of this bright-tempo set of
goodies (The Nearness of You, There
Will Never Be Another You are just a
couple), each one handled faultlessly by
the swinging Miss Smith and her pal
on the podium, Nelson Riddle.

L]

Pres and Teddy (Verve B205) re-creates
a healthy sound from the archives of jazz.
Lester Young, who recently died, and
Teddy Wilson, compatriots in some ex-
hilarating sessions with Billie Holiday
on Brunswick in the Thirties,
forces 1n 1956 for this session,
leased.

George  Sivaro.

Pretty

joined
just re-
Bassist Gene Ramey and trusty
drummer Jo Jones were . '
the tour of six oldies, including Al
of Me, Prisoner of Love, Louise and
Laove Is Here to Stay. Pres' '.-.'lu_-;u'!..', float-
ing sound and Wilson's precise, but
never mechanistic, piano mesh moodily.
['here aren’t any frantic scale races here,
just the penetrating insights of a group
of musicians who handle all melodies
with care.

along, too, fm

The firm of Audio Fidelity, something
of a leader in the hi-i dodge (what
with the best bullfight album, La Fiesta

HAMP ON
VIBRAPHONE

When Lionel Hampton is at the drums he
can be heard at greater distances than
probably any other jazzman alive, But this
album is different. You have to bend a little
to hear Hamp. It's soft and pretty and all
vibraphone (with a nice relaxing background
of rhythm and reeds). Hamp's a man who
has made musical history of many Kkinds.
Here he is making it in a fresh, new way!
GOLDEN VIBES—Lionel Hampton

CL 1304 CS B110 (stereo)
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|“ your records will
sound clear as ta?es

with the new
groove-cleaning

LEKTROSTAT KIT

the first record cleaner designed
for long-play and stereo records

Something wonderful happens to records
cleaned the Lektrostat way! Music sparkles
with new clarity...annoying crackles, and
hisses disappear. Get these results every
time you clean with Lektrostat ... first record
cleaner designed for monaural and stereo
long-play records! Only Lektrostat has a
non-gumming, anti-static
detergent PLUS special
groove-cleaning Applica-
tor. At your local record
shop or high fidelity dealer
...0r write for dealer
nearest you, 200 =

dexter chemical corporation
845 Edgewater Road, New York 59, N.Y.
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GREAT MARILYN MONROE SOUNDTRACK
SOME LIKE IT HOT

UAL 4030 .STEREO UAS 5030...$4.98
FOR YOU WHO CHA CHA

SOME LIKE IT HOT
CHA CHA CHA

UAL 3029...$3.98-STEREO UAS 6029...$4.98

COOLEST!

GREATEST SAMPLING OF
MODERN JAZZ ON RECORD TODAY

SOME LIKE IT COOL

MX 21...$1.98 STEREO SX 71...$2.98

ALL FROM

UNITED ARTISTS RECORDS

AIR LIFT
AIR SPRINGS

HANDLE ANY
OVERLOAD

* The only air-adjustable
overload spring — his any
car or Light truck,

¥ A sale, level ride for
vacationers, sportsmen,
businessmen, trailerites,
* Quickly installed — no

parts removed from car.
Write for FREE Literature: Dept. 376
OVER 1,000,000 SETS IN USE S

AIR LIFT COMPANY

Lansing, Michigan

In Conoda: 18 Mook Avenuve, Torenlo ¥, Oniario

Brava, and the loudest and best-selling
Dixie discs, The Dukes of Dixieland),
now comes along with another sell-
announced first: The First Component
Series. Idea is that the hrst and most
important component in a stereo rig is
the record itsell. The new series, says AF,
demands the finest equipment and unless
you have it you shouldn’t buy the rec
ords. If you have doubts about your
setup, you can give it its moment of
truth with the series’ Stereo Test Record
(Audio Fidelity FCS 50,000) which is
about as taxing of your rig's potential
as a Pike’s Peak race would be to your
car, and which combines test tones on
Side A with [lashy excerpts from the
other albums in the series on Side B. 1
your gear can make the grade, you can
go on with Ravel's Bolere and a Bizet
Carmen Suvite (FCS 50,005) and Tschaikov-
sky's 6th Symphony (FCS 50,002), both con-
ducted by Alfred Wallenstein; Marches
from Operas (FCS 50,008) and Russian
Composer Masterpieces (FCS 50,009), both
batonized by Arthur Winograd; and
Strauss Waltzes (FCS 50,013) led by Eman-
uel Vardi —all played by the Virtuoso
Symphony of London. Pleasant enough
program music all this, superbly recorded
and just dandy for demonstration pur-
poses or to shatter windows five blocks
away. If the electronic quality level is
maintained and the musical repertory
improved, the series should really

To many jazz fans, trumpeter Harry
Edison is known as “Swects.” At the
Verve Records empire, however, he's
known as The Swinger (Verve 8295). In
this latest outing, Edison works with
tenor saxophonist Jimmy Forrest, a DP
from r-'n"-r ranks, and a splendid rhythm
section — Jimmy Jones, piano; Freddie
Green, guitar; Joe Benjamin, bass and
Charlie Persip, drums. Edison leads the
pack authoritatively through two stand-
ards (The Very Thought of You and Sun-
day) and four originals, with Forrest
cautiously tumbling after. The rhythm
section, buoyed by Green’s calm but con-
stant artistry, deftly keeps pace. Edison is
one horn man who can appeal to jazz-
ophiles of most eras. He’s been around,
he's listened and this effort is one ol his
best.

That Ella Swings Lightly (Verve 4021) is
a great cookie should come as no sur-
prise. It makes it for three reasons: a
right-in-form honey-voiced Ella tackling
some of the better songs from the Forties
(Just You, Just Me; As Long As I Live
etc.) and backed by the big, kicking band
of Marty Paitch. Beverly Kelly Sings (Audio
Fidelity 1874) spotlights a fresh young
chick with a knack for fancy phrasing
that leaves you stunned. Bev, nimbly
supported by the Pat Moran trio, boasts
a big voice that does wonders to the likes

Cheers, Chaps,
here comes that

£ unlish
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" after shave...
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the only
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men's lotion
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The last word in romantic music! Twelve lovely

love songs in free-wheeling, big-swing arrange-

ments by Sid Ramin and orchestra. The perform-

ance is great, and even the sound swings. In a

word,smashing! On regular L.P. and Living Stereo.
When ordering Stereo, say . . . RCA!

@ RCAVICIOR &

17



PLAYBOY

18

an

olive won’'t
but

TRIBUNO win*

-

'\--..__‘_______...-f

#:. .. make the perfect martini because it's the
vermouth made extra dry to satisfy the Martini-
wise.

And for manhattans use Tribuno Sweet Vermouth
(or Extra Dry for dry manhattan devotees.)

"I Brands. e, Sole distributors in the United.States

o S it P
~ a new adventure in time...

1 -'I f
-1 - £ - )
f ."l

\' .
; ey
\-'hi ey
g

/0dIAC
Sea Wolf

Perfect for skin divers
...perfect for you, the
newest Sea Wolf has now
& been tested to an amazing
" undersea depth of 430 ft.

It's super-waterproof®,
gelf-winding and ultra smart —
THE ADVENTURER’S WATCH
...JNOROUT OF THE WATER!

@ 17-jewel precision mavement

®* movable bezel with 3 minute calibrations
® large radium blocks and hands
® shock-resistant ® anti-magnetic
® unbreakable mainspring and crystal

\/ & slim stainless steel case and band

"\ ® white or black radium dial, sweep hand

An Official Watch of the Swiss Federal Railways
$100.00 Fed. Tax Included

*5o0 long as cryital is inloct, case unopened.

@ ZODIAC WATCH COMPANY, 15 W. 44th Street, New York 36, N.Y.

ol I Gel a Kick Out of You, Sometimes
I'm .’fn'fu’?}. and 10 other top tunes,
.

A much-argued-about new star in New
York hip circles is Paul Knopl, a pianist
who illl‘\t l'_\|l]|!:!:'1| into action with two
stereo sets, one called The Outcat in Knopfian
Jazz (Plavback 500) — “An outcast and
a far-out cat,” Paul explains — the other
Enigma of a Day (Playback 501). There are
only six tracks to each set, most of them
quite long and very adventurous, and
Knopl blends composition and soloing
almost as if his trio were a big band. We
were intrigued by Mother M, dedicated
to 'helonious Monk (“"He's not really
my mother,” Paul's notes assure us), and
by Eddy Poose ("Think of a Viennese
psychiatrist saying Oedipus’), both on
the 500 set. Knopf is a 32-vear-old Bronx
ite who soaked up atmosphere in New
Orleans, academics at  Juilliard and
NYU. He's a fil!ll]. |}-c']lll."n.i._'ll i[! ol h.llru]m'
brand of individualism, and we're a firm
believer in him.

.

Only a Russophobe would find it easy
to resist the boot-stomping, open-throated
Soviet Army Chorus and Band (Monitor H20
% 540) as they fill two platters with [olk
SONEs, OpPCTd l'\l:'t]}l\ and Soviet Ly
pop numbers. Despite such titles as [ e
Will, Enough of Suffering and The Cliy;
on the Volga, and such lyrics as “There
are many l[ellows like him that our army
has discharged /By his manners and be-
havior you can recognize a veteran,”
these tunes are right catchy, and the con-
ductor, Boris Alexandrov, is a swingcr.
Ihe i 1s nowhere, but build voursell a
vodka collins and spin, say, the unin-
lhabited A Distant Journey and Sing Lit
tle Nightingale (neither as gloomy nor as
evelash-fluttering as their titles seem) and
vou'll be hooked, tovarich.

. L]

If you look for the same qualities we
seck 1n a jazz LP, your requirements will
mclude standout compositions and
rangements, ditto  interpretation  and
solo work, intelhgent packaging with
solo credits and helplul liner notes, plus
first-class recorded sound. By these stand-
ards one ol the strongest contenders to
cross our turntable i 33046 weeks 15 an
item on a young label, Andex Records,
entitled tn @ Jazz Orbit (Andex SUD1).
It features a big band assembled by Bull
Holman (seven brass, hve reed, thre
rhivthm) with solo work by the leader on
tenor and by trumpeters Jack Sheldon,
Conte Candoli, Stu Williamson, saxnien
Richie Kamuca and Herb Geller, pun st
Vic Feldman, et numerous al., inilh I d
liner notes by André Previn, and stun-
ning stereo sound quality. Five standards
are on one side, four originals on the
other, all scored by swingster Holinan

Ii

rrAYBOY poll winner and contributos

Kai Winding has come up with a neat

N, P Varsity Inspired Presentation of match-mated
accessories for the Very Important Person in your life.

©1959, HICKOK MFG. CO., INC, ROCHESTER |, N. Y.

Very Ivy, precisely correct and very indubitably Hickok.

New Ivy Match-Mated Accessories

Challis 1" and %" Adjustable Belts, in 4 colors (see swatches), $2.50 each. Morocco trim Wollet with card pocket and currency divider, $5.00%. Cowhide
leather-lined money fold, $2.95% Topgrain cowhide trim Secretary with currency and stamp pocket, $7.50%. Pocket eyeglass case, $2.50". "Plus Fed. Tax.
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Nothing makes
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COMPOUNDED AND COPYRIQHTED IN THE U.B.4. BY COTY, INC.

one in The Swingin’ States (Columbia CL
1264; stereo CS 8062). As you might
guess, the 12 tracks include Indiana,
Idaho, Oklahoma, Louisiana, Jersey
Bounce, etc., and are played by a group
that’s more potent than Kai's regular
touring four-trombone septet. Reason
for the high potency content is the in-
clusion of star sidemen of the New York-
based or non-touring variety, such as
Frank Rehak on the bone team, Hank
Jones and Gus Johnson in the rhythm
section. Kai himsell wrote the breezy, in-
formal notes and they match the per-
formance to a T-bone. The unbilled sil-
verblonde on the cover, as astute readers
may recall (pravsoy, Frankie and John-
ny, September 1957), is Mrs. Winding.

DINING-DRINKING

On the off-season Miami Beach scene,
if vou're interested in eating, Black Caesar
Forge is a must. It's quite a challenge to
find the place, two miles east of U.S. 1 at
Rockdale, but it's worth the effort. The
restaurant is largely and attractively un-
derground in an old quarry, and is dedi-
cated to doing the very best that can
be done to red meat. Doors open at five.
Equally rewarding is a visit to the
Jamgaica Inn (320 Crandon Blvd.) on Key
Biscayne. Their English Pub i1s open for
all three meals, and a dinner ol prime
ribs of beel in the Inn itself, with its
glass-enclosed indoor garden of crazy
tropical plants, is memorable. Excel-
lent food, with background music and
a magnificent view of Miami Beach and
the bay, is to be found atop the Columbus
Hotel (312 N.E. First St.) in downtown
Miami. The wine list 1s above average.
An offbeat spot for dinner or after-thea-
ter supper is The Gallery (1763 Coral Way)
in Coral Gables, where you sit on cush-
ions on the lloor and are served authen-
tic Polynesian food by girls who now
and then burst into song, The walls are
adorned with abstract paintings by local
talent, tastefully lighted and for sale.
The Lvau (1755 79th St. Causeway) is big,
dimly lit, and capable of superb achieve-
ments in Cantonese fare. Beware of
their drinks: potent, mainly rum, and
vou need both hands to get them off the
table. On the Beach itself, Maxim's (9516
N. Harding) is your mecca when you're
in a summer formal and your date is all
gussied up, too. Posh is the word. Joe's
(227 Biscayne St.), near the dog track at
the southern tip, is the oldest restaurant
in town and merits high praise for its
stone crabs, for which it is famous. The
Old Forge (132 Arthur Godfrey Rd.) is
also an old established place, where you
dine under palms in a garden, but can
stuff yourself on their German cuisine.
As to night life: all the big hotels have

their own entertainers, and you can find
out who is where by consulting the news-
paper. In general, late spots in Miami
tend to be large, crowded and dimly lit.
A couple of standbys worth catching:
The Harbor Lounge (1335 79th St. Cause-
way) features a pianist-singer team with a
risqué¢ repertoire; and if you have the
nerves and strength to withstand the
blasts, you might make the scene at The
Rancher Motel (1780 N.E. 126th St.) which
is live and jumping at 4 aA.m. with one
of the noisiest rock-'n’-roll bands in the
world, punctuated by the Tune-Toppers,
a quartet of very [unny musical zanies.

Just opposite Ciro’s in Los Angeles,
but 20 steps below street level, is the en-
trance to The Renaissance (8424 Sunset
Blvd.). You enter into a small foyer, and
all you can see are two small rooms
filled with merchandise: in one are eso-
teric books and records; in the other
are silver and ceramic jewelry being
sold by the artisan, sweaters made by
Indians in Mexico, and the current
badge of the bohemians, sandals from
I'ogoland. You have to be a member
(54) or a member’s guest to get into the
club proper, three whitewashed rooms
with intervening walls removed and a
small raised platform for the performers.
Food and drinks are reasonable and there
are 20 chess sets, in case you care to check
your mate between shows. Entertain-
ment is varied, ranging from jazz groups
to comics to folk singing to pantomime,
most of it surprisingly good. As a mem:-
ber you're kept on the qui wvive about
coming attractions via a newsletter. The
owners are two young guys who claim
they're running the place for aware
young bohemians, as opposed to beat-
niks. Il you want to argue about the
difference, see them—Harry Manning
and Ben Shapiro—not us.

Depending on your LQ. (Imbibing
Quota), the Purple Onion is either a short
skip or a stagger away from ‘The Renais-
sance, along Sunset Blvd. Its address is
7290, and its setting is Andalusian.
I'here are bullfight posters and guitars
on the walls, colored papers on the
windows and camp chairs at the tables.
Drinks are 95¢ to $1.10 and worth it if
you dig flamenco. Thursday through
Sunday, starting around 9:30, Clark Al
len and Margarita flamenc. Allen plays
guitar and sings and Margie dances,
sometimes alone, some nights with a
partner. Allen intersperses translations
and explanations that are humorous and
informative, and one evening of listen-
ing and watching can make you an in-
formed, jolé!-crying afictonado. There's a
two-drink minimum here, and closing
time is two o'clock, seven nights a week.
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[ was dragged into the Haven Of The Jolly Atoms,

VERY MAN WISHES to make his million
E.'mr.l find himself a friendly belly
where to rest his head.” This 1s what m';.'
Uncle Feig told me on the night I went
out in the world. He squeezed this wis-
dom out of himsell by a major effort of
will. He had to give me something to take
along for my Hag, and 1t certainly wasn't
going to be convertible currency. 5o he
sat me across from him at the kitchen
table and put his head between his hands

and pressed. It was like watching an
apple commit suicide in the juicer.
Uncle Feig had powerful arms [rom
his days in construction, and his habit
ol putting the vise on his brain made me
nervous, It was his way of thinking. The
night of my departure from the home-
stead he was squeezing especially hard
and I sat there in a sweat ready to dodge
his eyeballs in case they blew. After his
thought came, he relaxed and smiled.

He was |J|L'¢J‘|L'I.| with himself and ".1'|1}
not? He knew he had said something
really big that I could carry in my
pocket.

I'hen Uncle Feig took an egg out ol
the fridge and said, “Murray, try to bust
this by shoving from both ends.” 1 tried
until my face was red and Uncle Feig
laughed and slapped the table.

“I can’t break the egg,” I said.

“It goes to show you,” he said. “Na-

ture is nature. It's got a way of balanc-
ing things out. If a lousy egg can take
a beating, you can take a beating. If a
stupid eagle makes it to Miami for the
cold months, you got no worries. You're
a nice-looking boy."”

It was getting near time for my bus
so | thanked him. “Forget it," he said.
“And keep me in touch. If something
good happens send me a postal and 1f
something bad a Western Union. Re-

there 1s a big
sweet globey world
out there:

g0 see 1t, man!

PEANUT fwction By HARVEY JACOBS
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member, you got relations. My final ad-
vice to you is don’t be a noodge and
don’t get impatient. When you're ready
for it, it comes to you. The road opens
up.”

I put on my jacket and picked up my
bag,

“Goodbye,” I said. “You'll hear from
me."

“I was your mother and your father
the way things worked out,” Uncle Feig
said. “Make me proud parents.”

“I'l try my best,” I said. 1 was be-
ginning to feel weepy and I didn’t want
to cry. It wasn't so much that I was em-
barrassed but I was afraid to scare my-
self. After all, my room was still there
inside, it was a pretty good life, and I
wasn't in bad with the cops. Nobody
was whipping me to go.

Uncle Feig came over and kissed me
on the cheek. He hadn’t done that for
years., His beard was like wet Brillo and
he rubbed it against my face.

“Are you sure about this trip, kid?”
he said.

“Oh, yeah, yeah.”

“Go and sow your oats. Get them out
of your system.”

Then Uncle Feig handed me a box. 1
opened the box and in it was a pigskin
wallet. I flipped the wallet and found
a l10-dollar bill and a picture of Uncle
Feig under the celluloid. It was an old
picture of a much younger man but you
could see it was my uncle.

“Smell it,” Uncle Feig said.

[ smelled the pigskin. Its newness
came through in a sweetish, good smell
that is proof of the genuine article.

“That’s terrific,” I said. “I really ap-
preciate it.”

“"Nothing,” Uncle Feig said. "Have
fun, kid."”

"“Take care of yoursell,” 1 said.

“I'll take care,” Uncle Feig said. “You
take care."”

“So long,” I said.

I caught my bus.

I found a seat by the window and
settled in. The glass was mistish from
rain so I made a porthole with my hand.
Under the hole I wrote my name, Mur-
ray Welkin, and the date. Don’t ask me
why. I knew it wouldn't last, like the
carving on a tree, but it gave me pleas-
ure. I suppose I wanted to mark that
night one way or another and there were
no walls handy to scrawl on.

When the bus lights went out and
the driver hit the gas, the motor roared
like a bull in heat. I nearly jumped out
of my skin. I was very excited. 1 felt the
vibrations of the bus zoom through me.
I was so charged up I could have been
plugged in a socket. We moved out of
the station and through the town. 1
grew up in that town and knew every
store and face practically but that night
the street looked different.

The bus went through the tenderloin

and turned on the highway. It shook
free of the last houses and picked up
speed when the road widened. 1 was
sailing, pointed due west.

West was my chosen direction and
with a reason.

I wanted to be in the movies. That is
something 1 never told anybody. Take
it or leave it, that’'s how I felt. My
ticket was good until Los Angeles and
that seemed a damn fne start.

| put my head back against the seat
and looked out my porthole. All I could
see were lights and some lumpy black
shadows. 1 felt pretty jazzy as you can
easily comprehend. T was 18 years, lour
months old. I was finished with high
school. 1 was relaxing on a Greyhound
over a set of fat whirling wheels that
chewed up a mile a minute for me. I
had a goal.

If there was a single thing in the
world that bothered me, besides leaving
Uncle Feig alone back home, it was one
correctable situation. I was still a virgin.
Not that I was sick or incapacitated.
It's mostly that I was a busy kid with
outside interests.

That night on the bus 1 thought
things over and I realized I had plenty
time. And I was even glad because 1 felt
saved up. I had it fgured that my
unique condition in the sexual area had
some value. 1 didn't feel exactly boasty
about being what they called unspoiled,
but I wasn’t too sorry. Everything was
happening to me for the first time, so
why not that too? Besides, I wanted her
to be a movie star. That's right, a movie
star. Which movie star I wasn’t particu-
lar about, and why a movie star 1 can't
tell vou, but I wanted the initial experi-
ence to be with a movie star., Is that
unreasonable? That's the way I was. |
had my own ideas about things.

You notice 1 didn’t tell the name of
the town I left from, and that was on
purpose. I did it to protect the inno-
cent. So when I say now that a day later
the bus pulled into Los Angeles you'll
have to take my word. Also take my
word when I say that the frst place |
tried for a job I hit it lucky.

I was in a luncheonette near the ter-
minal eating some sunny-side-ups when
I noticed the counterman watching me.
I eat my bull's eyes in a slightly pecu-
liar way. First I eat the whites until the
yellows are isolated. Then I maneuver
the yolks onto my fork and slide them
into the cave still whole. It's a game I
play with mysell. This counterman got
a big kick out of it. It broke him up.

“How come you do that?" he said.

“It's a habit,” 1 said.

“I got the same habit,” he said. “With
me if a vellow breaks I'm in a lousy
mood. You got that?”

“Not exactly,” 1 said.

“It ruins me,” he said. “I can't stand
it. You know, its psychological.”

“Yeah?"

“No question about it,” he said. “It’s
a proven fact. My sister in college gave
me the poop.”

“Imagine that,” I said.

“Everything has a meaning,” he said.
“Do vou dunk?”

“I can take it or leave it,” 1 said.

“Dunking has a meaning too,” he said.

“"What does it mean?” I said.

“It means vou're a slob,” he said. and
he started to laugh.

The result of all this was he told me
about a job. He didn’t have too many
details but he wrote out the name of a
man to see who managed a place called
Goobertown. [ thanked him and left
him a quarter tip.

It was still early and I felt seedy from
the trip so my first official act was to find
a pad. Normally I would have gone to
a hotel because I am not a shy type, but
I chose the YMCA because they had a
swimming pool. I thought a little splash-
ing around would be just the thing after
24 cramped-up hours. Can you blame
mes

There is a Y on Turk Street that sold
me a room with privileges for three dol-
lar bills. My room was small but 1t was
enough to make do. I put my trunk on
the floor, hid my money in the Gideon
Bible under Solomon, and went down to
the gym. They gave me a locker and a
towel and a card to fill out saying that
if 1 drowned or dropped dead they were
not responsible.

I stripped and showered, then walked
through a puddle of chlorine until my
toes were sterilized, then out to the
swimming room. For some reason every-
bodv at the Y swims naked and as it was
crowded in the pool, naked men and
hoys were leaping around or lounging
against the walls. The sight of all those
bodies under Auorescent lights made me
dizzy. It was like being in a monkey
house where the fur suddenly dropped
off the apes and I was as bad as the rest.
The shapes and sizes of the Los An-
geleans had plenty variety, and I admit
it gave me some comfort to know that I
stacked up well alongside them.

I was in trim condition without loose
beef and I pulled myself in and did a
neat racing dive into the greenish water.
I swam around loosening my muscles,
then got out, rubbed dry, dressed and
went upstairs. 1 felt a lictle tired and it
was only 11:30, so 1 pulled back the
blankets, took off my shirt and pants
and lay down for a nap.

[ remember my dream as if it was
painted on the wall. I was taking a
screen test in a big studio full of cam:
eras and lights. There was a band ol
music playing a New Yorkish song and
a girl in a cruddy dress sitting on the
steps of a house. They had me decked
out in a tux and high hat complete with

(continued on page 56)

respect for scientists that's going around.

“A result, I imagine, of all the damned increased
fl'!
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amusing horizons beckon in the brave

VENI,
NI
VESPA!

THESE DAYS, if you don't see motor
scooters everywhere vou look, it's
only because you're not looking
everywhere. The bright little bugs
have become a two-wheeled way
of life in many a major metropolis,
partly because of their Continental
smartness (they are even more
popular in Europe and two of the
biggest sellers in the U.S., the Vespa
and the Lambretta, are imported
from ltalyy and partly because of
their parkability and ease of navi
gation through the tangle of city
trathc, In New York, it's not unusual
to see a J. Pressed ad exec, complete
with attaché case, scooting down
Madison Avenue on his wav to an
important business conference. All
ol which got us to wondering what
it will be like in the next vear o
two il the current trend to scooter-
ization continues. Undoubtedly the
popular little vehicles will }.;t‘_uitl
encroaching on other long estab
lished forms of transportation and
some of the prospects SLI_L”.;L'NIL'RI
here may not be too outlandish

Exurban car pool members are enthusiastic about.the motor scooter’s convenience and
practicality. They estimate that daily commuting fare, to and from the office, averages
$.03. Photographer caught them on the way to pick up pool’s remaining three members.

new world of the motor Sscooter

Polo players pose proudly with team-
mate who has been awarded a cup for
individual performance in a winning
match (above). The scooter gave win-
ners speed and maneuverability while
the opposing team was horsing around.
The happy artist (right) ferries model
and materials to his Greenwich Village
studio. He claims that scootering lends
an exhilarating inspiration to his art, and
plans to attach a rear-view mirror so
he can study his subjects en route.

salire By JERRY YULSMAN
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High society lady enjoys look back in hauteur while chaufteur scoots her to the
opera. Advantage of motor scooter to the upper crust is that one’s self, one’s jew-
els and one’s furs are seen before and after, as well as during, performances.

Motor scooter taxi avoids traffic jams, car-
ries passengers into their elevators. New cry
for private eyes becomes “Follow that scoot!”

TN oy
Long arm of the law makes a short haul, as T ML .

strippers are stuffed into scootered paddy —— y -wy“ W
wagon. Inside man is determined by seniority. ~ -'"*ﬁﬁ taad; :

T eoa

Romance becomes motorized as a loving couple anticipates slow scoot through Central Park in handsome hansom. Proximity
is assured by the nature of the vehicle, and at the proper moment, the discreet driver runs out of gas and wanders off for more.
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“Do you allow children?”

Late last year, at the Brandets Uni-
versity seminar at Hunter College,
Jack Kerouac, coiner and captain of
Beat, delivered an address on the
topic of Beat and its beginnings. In
the address, he sounded depths hith-
erto not plumbed, dispelled wide-
spread misconceptions, debunked
what he considers the phonies of the
Beat movement and reaffirmed his
faith in the basic principles of true
Beat. At our request, he has wrillen
for PLAYBOY an article based on this
speech. It is our pleasure and privi-
lege to publish this statement here.

'His ARTICLE necessarily’ll have to be
about myself. I'm going all out.

That nutty picture of me on the cover
of On the Road results from the fact
that I had just gotten down from a high
mountain where 1'd been for two
months completely alone and usually I
was in the habit of combing my hair
of course because you have to get rides
on the highway and all that and you
usually want girls to look at you as
though you were a man and not a wild
beast but my poet friend Gregory Corso
opened his shirt and took out a silver
crucifix that was hanging from a chain
and said “Wear this and wear it outside
your shirt and don’t comb your hair!”
so I spent several days around San Fran-
cisco going around with him and others
like that, to parties, arties, parts, jam ses-
sions, bars, poetry readings, churches,
walking talking poetry in the streets,
walking talking God in the streets (and
at one point a strange gang of hoodlums
got mad and said “What right does he
got to wear that?”” and my own gang of
musicians and poets told them to cool it)
and finally on the third day Mademaor-
selle magazine wanted to take pictures
of us all so 1 posed just like that, wild
hair, crucifix, and all, with Gregory
Corso, Allen Ginsberg and Phil Whalen,
and the only publication which later
did not erase the crucifix [rom my breast
(from that plaid sleeveless cotton shirt-
front) was The New York Times, there-
fore The New York Times is as beat as 1
am, and I'm glad I've got a friend. I
mean it sincerely, God bless The New
York Times for not erasing the crucifix
from my picture as though it was some-
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thing distasteful. As a matter of [act,
wha's really beat around here, 1 mean if
you wanta talk of Beat as "“beat down”
the people who erased the crucifix are
really the "beat down™ ones and not The
New York Times, myself, and Gregory
Corso the poet. 1 am not ashamed to
wear the crucifix of my Lord. It is be-
caus¢ 1 am Beat, that is, 1 believe in
beatitude and that God so loved the
world that he gave his only begotten son
to it. I am sure no priest would've con-
demned me for wearing the crucifix out-
side my shirt everywhere and no matte
where 1 went, even to have my picture
taken by Mademoiselle. So you people
don't believe in God. So you're all big
smart know-it-all Marxists and Freu-
dians, hey? Why don't you come back in
a million years and tell e all about it,
angels?

Recently Ben Hecht said to me on
TV “"Why are you alraid to speak out
your mind, what’s wrong with this coun-
try, what is everybody alraid of?” Was
he talking to me? And all he wanted me
to do was speak out my mind against
people, he sneeringly brought up Dulles,
Eisenhower, the Pope, all kinds of peo-
ple like that habitually he would sneer
at with Drew Pearson, against the world
he wanted, this is his idea ol freedom,
he calls it freedom. Who knows, my
God, but that the universe is not one
vast sea of compassion actually, the
veritable holy honey, beneath all this
show of personality and cruelty, In fact
who knows but that it isn't the solitude
of the oneness of the essence of every-
thing, the solitude of the actual oneness
of the unbornness of the unborn essence
of everything, nay the true pure forever-
hood, that big blank potential that can
ray forth anything it wants from its pure
store, that blazing bliss, Mattivajraka-
runa the Transcendental Diamond Com-
passion! No, I want to speak for things,
for the crucifix I speak out, for the Star
of Israel 1 speak out, for the divinest
man who ever lived who was a German
(Bach) I speak out, for sweet Moham.
med 1 speak out, for Buddha I speak
out, for Lao-tse and Chuang-tse I speak
out, for D. T. Suzuki I speak out . . .
why should I attack what I love out of
life. This is Beat. Live vour lives out?
Naw, love your lives out. When they
come and stone you at least you won't
have a glass house, just vour glassy flesh.

That wild eager picture of me on the
cover of On the Road where 1 look so
Beat goes back much further than 1948
when John Clellon Holmes (author of
Go and The Horn) and 1 were sitting
around trying to think up the meaning
of the Lost Generation and the subse-
quent Existentialism and 1 said “You
know, this is really a beat generation”
and he leapt up and said "That's it,
that's right!" It goes back to the 1880s
when my grandfather Jean-Baptiste Ke-

rouac used to go out on the porch in
big thunderstorms and swing his kero-
sene lamp at the lightning and yell
“Go ahead, go, if you're more powerful
than I am strike me and put the light
out!” while the mother and the children
cowered in the kitchen. And the light
never went out. Maybe since I'm sup-
posed to be the spokesman of the Beat
Generation (I am the originator ol the
term, and around it the term and the
generation have taken shape) it should
be pointed out that all this “Beat™ guts
therefore goes back to my ancestors who
were Bretons who were the most inde-
pendent group of nobles in all old Eu-
rope and kept fighting Latin France to
the last wall (although a big blond
bosun on a merchant ship snorted when
[ told him my ancestors were Bretons
in Cornwall, Brittany, “"Why, we Wi-
kings used to swoop down and steal your
nets!™) Breton, Wiking, Irishman, In-
dian, madboy, it doesn’t make any dif-
ference, there is no doubt about the
Beat Generation, at least the core of it,
being a swinging group of new Ameri-
can men intent on joy . . . Irresponsi-
bility? Who wouldn't help a dying man
on an empty road? No and the Beat Gen-
eration goes back to the wild parties my
father used to have at home in the 1920s
and 1930s in New England that were so
fantastically loud nobody could sleep
for blocks around and when the cops
came they always had a drink. It goes
back to the wild and raving childhood
of playing the Shadow under wind-
swept trees of New England’s gleeful
autumn, and the howl of the Moon
Man on the sandbank until we caught
him in a tree (he was an “older” guy of
15), the maniacal laugh of certain neigh-
borhood madboys, the furious humor ol
whole gangs playing basketball till long
after dark in the park, it goes back to
those crazy days before World War 11
when teenagers drank beer on Friday
nights at Lake ballrooms and worked off
their hangovers playing baseball on
Saturday afternoon followed by a dive
in the brook —and our fathers wore
straw hats like W. C. Fields. It goes back
to the completely senseless babble of the
Three Stooges, the ravings of the Marx
Brothers (the tenderness of Angel Harpo
at harp, too).

It goes back to the inky ditties of old
cartoons (Krazy Kat with the irrational
brick) — to Laurel and Hardy in the
Foreign Legion — to Count Dracula and
his smile to Count Dracula shivering
and hissing back before the Cross —to
the Golem horrifying the persecutors of
the Ghetto —to the quiet sage in a
movie about India, unconcerned about
the plot — to the giggling old Tao Chi-
naman trotting down the sidewalk of
old Clark Gable Shanghai — to the holy
old Arab warning the hotbloods that
Ramadan is near. To the Werewoll of

London a distinguished doctor in his
velour smoking jacket smoking his pipe
over a lamplit tome on botany and sud-
denly hairs grown on his hands, his cat
hisses, and he slips out into the night
with a cape and a slanty cap like the
caps of people in breadlines —to La-
mont Cranston so cool and sure sud-
denly becoming the frantic Shadow going
mwee hee hee ha ha in the alleys of
New York imagination. To Popeye the
sailor and the Sea Hag and the meaty
gunwales of boats, to Cap'n Easy and
Wash Tubbs screaming with ecstasy
over canned peaches on a cannibal isle,
to Wimpy looking X-eved for a juicy
hamburger such as they make no more.
To Jiggs ducking before a household
of furniture flying through the air, to
Jiggs and the boys at the bar and the
corned beef and cabbage of old wood-
fence noons —to King Kong his eyes
looking into the hotel window with ten-
der huge love for Fay Wray — nay, to
Bruce Cabot in mate’s cap leaning over
the rail of a fogbound ship saying
“Come aboard.” It goes back to when
grapelruits were thrown at crooners and
harvestworkers at bar-rails slapped bur-
lesque queens on the rump. To when
fathers took their sons to the Twi
League game. To the days of Babe Cal-
lahan on the waterfront, Dick Barthel-
mess camping under a London street-
lamp. To dear old Basil Rathbone look-
ing for the Hound of the Baskervilles
(a dog big as the Gray Wolf who will
destroy Odin) — to dear old bleary Doc-
tor Watson with a brandy in his hand.
To Joan Crawford her raw shanks in
the fog, in striped blouse smoking a
cigarette at sticky lips in the door of
the waterfront dive. To train whistles of
steam engines out above the moony
pines. To Maw and Paw in the Model A
clanking on to get a job in California
selling used cars making a whole lotta
money. To the glee of America, the
honesty of America, the honesty of old-
time grafters in straw hats as well as
the honesty of oldtime waiters in line
at the Brooklyn Bridge in Winterset,
the funny spitelessness of old bigfisted
America like Big Boy Williams saying
“Hoo? Hee? Huh?” in a movie about
Mack Trucks and slidingdoor lunch-
carts. To Clark Gable, his certain smile,
his confident leer. Like my grandfather
this America was invested with wild
selfbelieving individuality and this had
begun to disappear around the end of
World War 1I with so many great guys
dead (I can think of half a dozen from
my own boyhood groups) when sud-
denly it began to emerge again, the
hipsters began to appear gliding around
saying “Crazy, man."”

When I first saw the hipsters creeping
around Times Square in 1944 1 didn't
like them either. One of them, Huncke

(continued on page 42)

WHO WAS THAT LADY?

six great writers roast a grand old chestnut
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THE SNAPPY EXCHANGE of dialog that
goes Who was that lady I saw you with
last night? — That was no lady that was
my wife is a capsule classic of concise
and cutting wit that must have split
many a discriminating rib when it was
freshly minted. Nobody seems to know
when that was, nor does anybody seem
to know whose teeming skull spawned
the gem, but it's worthy of the finest
talents of this or any epoch. Like, for
instance . . .

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
HORATIO
Merolio, hold!
MEROLIO
Whao calls?
HORATIO
“T'is 1, thy friend
Horatio.
MEROLIO
Horatio! How now,
Good cousin. What's the news?
HORATIO
Why nay, "tis 1
Who should be asking that of thee this
day!
Or hast thou so amused thyself last
night
With such frivolity that all the news

-
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Is drowned in the cup? Rememb'rest
not
Thy walk upon the green?
MEROLIO
What! Didst thou see
Me then?
HORATIO
Why marry coz, indeed 1 did.
MEROLIO
And thou mad’st not thy presence
known?
For shame, Horatio!
HORATIO
For shame? It would have been
The greater shame so bluntly to intrude
Upon thy pleasure.
MEROLIO
Stay! Thou speakest in
Conundrums! What prattle’s this?
HORATIO
The maid! The maid, good fool, with
whom 1 watch'd
Thee tread the green, oblivious to sight
And sound and smell! Did not she
pleasure thee?
MEROLIO
O, fie on pleasure, fie on maid, and fie
On thee Horatio! That was no maid
Nor dame, nor lady. Neither did she
give
Me pleasure. Dear Horatio, I fear
Thou saw'st me with no mistress. O,
the shame!
[ walked last night with her who bears
my name,
(Exeunt)

PADDY CHAYEVSKY

ANGIE
Hey, Marty.

MARTY
Yeah?

ANGIE

You know when we were in the Loew's
Paradise last night?

MARTY
Yeah?
ANGIE
So you know who I saw? I saw Vince.
MARTY
So?
ANGIE

So I saw Vince. 1 thought you'd like to
know, that's all.
MARTY
All right. How'd he look?
ANGIE
He looked OK, I guess. He was with
some broad.
MARTY
Waddaya mean, “broad.”
ANGIE
Like I said, a broad, a dame, you know.
MARTY
Angie, that was no broad, that was
Vince's wife. And you don’t go around
calling a guy's wife a broad.

ANGIE
Vince i1s married?
MARTY
Yeah.
ANGIE

No kiddin'. 1 didn't know that. Since

when?
MARTY

Since last month.
ANGIE

No kiddin’. How come he got married?
MARTY

Waddaya mean, “"How come he pgot
married?"”

ANGIE
Like I said, how come he got married.
Last time I saw him he was yellin’ he
was never gonna get married. So how
come he got married?

MARTY
He hadda.

CHRISTOPHER FRY
MATTHEW

Hey, Thomas! Last night when a cirrus
whisk

Brushed the luminous lint from off

The pock-marked moon, 1 saw you
walking

Through the nebulous night with a
lady.

Who was she, Thomas?

THOMAS

Lady? Dear boy, that was no lady, that
was

She who flls my golden days with
bronze and

Shattering uxorial ululations; Penelope
uncorked,

Creation's original chattermonger.
Lady?

Say rather a pimple on posterity’s
posterior.

Dulcetly, in monosyllables, mirabile
dictu,

My wile.

WILLIAM SAROYAN

SAM
Hello!

IKE
(Poking his head from behind the tree
branches) Were you calling me?

SAM
[ was calling anybody; a general hello
to the world. But I guess you'll do. Do
you live in that tree?

IKE
Right the first time. My name is lke
Bambolo and I live in a tree. My roof
is made of leaves, and my hat is a Bos-
ton cream pie. (Indicates pie on head)

SAM
Why Boston cream?
IKE
I've tried ‘em all, sonny: apple, choco-
late, banana . . . but nothing keeps the

sun and knowledge out like Boston
cream. Who are you?

SAM
My name’s Sam. No last name. I live
most anywhere. Say, haven't I seen you
someplace before?

IKE
Nope. Here. Got a letter for you,
(Takes envelope from branches)

SAM
For me? Thanks. It's been years since
I've gotten a letter. (Tears it up)

Might be bad news. (4 girl runs in,
Begins picking up the torn pieces.)
GIRL
Save them! Save them! Save the pieces!
Why are you wearing a pie on your
head?
SAM
Who's she, your wife?
IKE
Wile? God no! My wife's a fat slob who
prefers houses to trees. This is the lady
I was walking with last night.

MAXIM GORKY

PEPLOV
This cellar stinks, Vassili Vassilievitch.
This cellar stinks and you are a thiel.

VASSILI
The cellar stinks because it cannot do
otherwise, and I am a thief because I
cannot do otherwise. We are both
products of our environment. Peplov,
do you know I can read and write? To
read and write and be reduced to
thievery. Bah! Have you seen Mik-
hailka, the shoemaker?

PEPLOV
Mikhailka drinks. He is now getting
drunk.

VASSILI
And Natasha? Where is she?
PEPLOV

Natasha 1s walking the streets, trying to
sell herself between fits of coughing.
But who wants a consumptive prosti-
tute?
VASSILI
Damnation! It's cold in here.
PEPLOV
Too cold for Gregor, I'm afraid. He
hasn’t moved in four hours.
VASSILI
Do you think he’s dead?
PEPLOV
We are all dead, Vaska my friend.
Sooner or later. If not now, tomorrow.
It's the system. Where are you going?
VASSILI
There is only one way to go, Peplov:
up. We are already at the bottom.
PEPLOV
Well, give my regards to your lady
friend.
VASSILI
What lady friend?
PEPLOV
The one I saw you with last night, in
the shadow of the Kremlin wall.
VASSILI
Bozhemoi! She was no lady friend. She
was a potential victim.
PEPLOV
Ah! But then again we are all victims.
It's the system.

TERENCE (probably the original)
PUBLIUS
O, Pamphile, quae erat femina qua cum
heri nocte te vidi?
PAMPHILUS
Non erat femina . , . erat uxor mea!

playing it cool in a summer dinner jacket

THERE IS A STRANGE PARADOX in the men’s attire field these days.
The last 10 years have seen the rise of a great deal more informal
living than ever before, ably backed by an emphasis on sports-
wear and casual duds. Yet, at the same time, the knowledgeable
gentleman is becoming more formal in his dress — but not accord-
ing to the old mold of rigid conservatism.

A black or white dinner jacket is, of course, still correct for
summer or tropical wear, and probably always will be. But there
has also been a continuing trend toward additional color in
formal warm-weather attire. Another trend that you won't want
to buck is toward lightweight construction in jackets, trousers
and evening shoes — all of which help make for elegant, good-

y looking formal attire that is a pleasure to hang on your back

attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

The gentleman gratefully accepting his after-dinner savory is impeccably attired for the formal affair in his black British
mohair and worsted dinner suit, with satin-piped shawl collar and cummerbund attached to its trousers, by Baker, $175.
Our pointing friend cares not one whit for tradition and wears a striped Continental cut formal jacket of silk and
Dacron, with cuffed sleeves and slash pockets, $55; his tropical worsted trousers are black, $20. Both by Lord West.
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come the balmy nights.

No time ol the year puts more
emphasis on  you formal ward-
robe than the season coming up.
Why? Because this June, July and
\ugust the country clubs, yach
clubs, beach clubs and just plain
¢lubs are _-_;ni!]:]_'. Lo !II'It{lI:|:I_'.l_' in the
three Ds —dining, drinking and
dancing — more formally than ever.
Fact is, in the more civilized parts
of the country, these club affairs
are strictlv formal on weekends.
\lso, if your vacation plans carry
vou to a resort, large hotel or
aboard a cruise ship, you'll find
that a dinner jacket is mandatory
for evening wear.

Every sound formal wardrobe
for the gentleman should be built
around the black (or, if you wish,
midnight blue) dinner jacket for
winter. If you choose wisely in
one of the new lightweight fabrics,
the black job can also be enjoyed
as a change during the spring and
summer seasons., You should ex-
pand your wardrobe [rom there by
adding a white dinner jacket and
at least one other jacket in the
deep or soft-tone shades shown on
these pages — and don’t forget to
check out the light blues and the
off-whites.

Formal trousers, ol course, are
never anything save midnight blue
or black and they will invariably
sport that stripe up the side.
I'rousers have come a long way in
styling as well as weight reduction:
they, like all your trousers, should
be slim and tapered for a lean,
pipe-stem look.

Black patent leather or dull call
shoes or pumps are always worn,
though in a pinch you can get by
in a black plain-toe call. Your hose,
of course, should be black (plain
silk or nvlon are best; ].H:llt'ltlt'l.[
or clocked socks are strictly thumbs
down), and worn with garters.

White dress shirts with plain
f[ront or narrow pleats running
from the collar all the way down
are quite right. The ruffied shirts
and lace jabots derived from the
colorful costumes of Spain belong
just there, not here.

Studs are optional since many
of the summer [ormal shirts come
with handsome buttons, Cuff links
should be ol |J].|i|| design for for-
mal wear. Solid gold links may be

] ] -
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The cha-cha-cha is torrid but the guy keeps cool and crisp in a Dacron, rayon and
mohair dinner jacket, $37.50; the black mohair and worsted trousers are satin
striped, $18.95, both by Palm Beach. Linett's satin cummerbund and tie set, $10.
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Sitting one out on the balcony, or mingling with the crowd inside, a formal affair
becomes a special affair if you're correctly attired. Case in point: the deep-toned
red silk dinner jacket, $95, and braided black silk trousers, $45, both by Lebow.

By
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Rating luxury smoking service as the evening draws to a close, our guy relaxes regally in a sunset blue dinner jacket of
crease and stain resistant rayon acetate, with shawl collar, $27.95; his black crease resistant trousers are two-ply rayon
tropical, $12.95. The final touch: a coordinated dark blue nubby weave cummerbund and tie set, $5.25. All by After Six.
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“Oh, show some guts, Thorndike.

ry

CHRISTIANSEN

fiction By KEN PURDY

. =
¥

'..*._ En e 0N Ko b
- X 4" ;‘,'ﬂ f'_«‘ » ‘*\ Y’
: % 1 2

il

q‘;"l 5 g ‘;, ) ‘4 ‘I.I}i }

THE WISE GUY

it was a mean trick to play on a pretty girl,

but lieutenant hayward’s trick was even meaner

LIEUTENANT EDDIE HAYWARD slid out of
the squad car. He nodded to the cop
waiting for him at the door.

“Top floor, Lieutenant,” the man said.

The building was an old walk-up. A
scared-looking little girl of three or four
peered lonesomely at Lieutenant Hay-
ward on the third floor landing, and as
he smiled at the child a bony hand
jerked her through the doorway like a
toy on the end of a string.

The door of the top floor apartment
was open. The living room was immacu-
late, and more: it had been decorated in
sure taste. A long and narrow white-
marble coffee table stood bright on brass
legs before a chocolate-brown couch, a
crystal bowl of roses at one end of it
There were bright Victorian prints on
the walls, and in a corner of the room a
hi-fi set gleamed in a plexiglass cabinet.

The girl was in the tiny bedroom,
half sitting against the bed, one hand
on the coverlet. She was wearing pa-
jamas and a robe and she was a pretty
girl in her middle twenties. Hayward
closed the bedroom door,

The patrolman handed him a slip of
paper carrying a few scrawled words.
Name, Jane Conklin, resident in the
building two years, employed as a copy-
writer, heavy blow on the right temple,
and so on. Hayward went back to the
living room.

“Sergeant McElroy?" he asked the
patrolman.

“Coming up the stairs now, Lieu-
tenant,” the man said.

Sergeant McElroy was a big man,
heavy, and he was puffing.

“Always on the top floor, eh, Lieu-

tenant?” he said.

“Yeah,” Hayward said.

“Where's the girl?"

“Never mind that right now. What
did you find out?”

“Everybody liked the girl,” the ser-
geant said. *“She was nice to the kids in
the building, once she bought a hot-
water bottle for the old lady across the
hall, things like that. She made good
money, and they say she supported her
father, lives in Virginia someplace. Paid
$42.50 a month for this place, fixed it up
herself. None of the others look like
this, I can tell you that. She went out
a lot, had quite a few boyfriends, nobody
knows their names. Had a party up here
once in a while, quiet.”

“Sounds like a heavy case, maybe,”
Hayward said.

“I dunno,” the sergeant said. “I've
got the super out in the hall.”

“Let's see him,” Hayward said.

“His name’s Tobias,"” the sergeant said.
He hooked a finger toward the hallway
and the patrolman came in, a scared-
looking fat man of 50-odd shambling
along in front of him. His belly bulged
in a dirty T-shirt.

“l don't know nothin’ about it, Cap-
tain,” he said. “I don’t know a thing
about it.”

“I didn’t say you did,” Hayward said.

“You were up here yesterday, though,”
the sergeant said, “and the girl asked
you why the devil you hadn’t fixed the
drain in the sink. That right?"

The man nodded,

“And she asked you what you did with
the five bucks she gave you to put new
locks on the bedroom windows, loud
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enough so that the people next door
heard her. That right?”

The man nodded again.

“So you came up here again this
morning, and one thing led to another,
and vou with a hangover and all, and
vou just belted her a lick on the head.
That right?" Sergeant McElroy shoved
a heavy finger into the man's chest.

“I never touched her,” Tobias said.
“1 fixed the drain. Go look at it. 1 told
her I'd get the locks today and 1 will,
too, I never touched her. 1 didn't even
sce her this morning.”

A buzzer rasped from the Kitchen.

“Punch it, Mac," Hayward said. “We
got company.” He turned back to
Tobias. “I think we’ll want to talk to
vou some more,” he said.

“1 never touched her,” the man said.
“I told you that.” The patrolman pulled
his arm. “What about the locks for the
windows?” Tobias said. "I got to buy
the locks.”

“She doesn’t need them any more,”
Hayward said. “You drank up her five
bucks, anyway.”

Sergeant McElroy spoke to someone in
the hallway. “Come on in, son,” he said.

A young man walked slowly into the
room. He was tall and pink-cheeked in
an olive-green suit, a black knit e,
“What's the matter here?” he said.
“Where's Miss Conklin?"

“"What's your name?” Hayward said,

“Michael Talbert.”

“"Miss Conklin's in the bedroom.”

“lIs she —"

“That's right,” Hayward said. “When
did vou see her?”

“Last night,” Talbert said. “We went
out last night.”

“Until when#”

“Oh, one, two, about.”

“You go home then:”

"1 staved about hall an hour, then |
went home,” Talbert said.

"You surez”

“OI course I'm sure. We had dinner
and went to a show. then we had a
couple of drinks and then we came
home.”

“"Home?”

“Here, we came here.”

“What brought you back this morn-
ing?" Havward said. “You forget some-
thing?"

"1 wld Jane I'd come by and have
breakfast with her this morning.” Tal-
bert said. “It's Saturday, neither of us
has to work.”

"l see,” Hayward said. “Tell me,
where did vou get that scratch on voun
faces”

Ialbert laughed shortly. 1 haven't
got a scratch on my face.”

"You surer” Havward said. “You
check this morning, shaving?”

“I'm sure,” Talbert said.

“Have Johnson walk him around,

Mac,” Hayward said. “See if anybody
remembers him. Maybe somebody saw
him leave last night, one, two o'clock.”

“Now, wait a minute,” Talbert said.
“You can’t haul me around like an ex-
hibit, 1 haven't done anvthing.”

“Why don’t you be nice, and co-
operate:” Hayward said. “Save me the
trouble of taking vou over to the station
house and booking you and bringing vou
all the way back here. OK?"”

Talbert shrugged and the patrolman
followed him out the door.

“What do you think?" McElroy asked.

“Who knows?"' Hayward said. “The
fella who killed her is probably hallway
to Kansas City right now.”

“I think we should sweat the super a
little.,” McElroy said. "This young guy
would never come back this morning, if
he did it."”

“He might,” Hayward said. “I think
he's a wise guy. He might just figure it
would throw us off.”

“Well, we got time,” McElroy said.
“We haven't even started. We got prob-
ably 50 people to talk to.”

“Yeah.” Hayward said. “But before
we spend any time on anybody else, even
the super, I'd like to try one little thing
on that Talbert. Look. You go find
him, take Johnson off him and say
you're going back to the house. And
tell Talbert to amble back up here by
himsell. Tell him I just want to see
him for a minute. Then you come up,
quict, and hang in the hallway where
you cin hear. You got that?"

"I got it,” McElroy said. “But I don't
get it.” He lumbered out .

Soon, Hayward heard Talbert on the
LTS,

“The sergeant said you wanted to see
me again,” he said.

“That's right. Sit down,” Hayward
said. :

“Isn’t that the shower?” Talbert sad.
“Who's running the shower?”

“Jane,” Hayward said. Talbert's eves
were staring. He popped bolt upright
in his chair.

“But Jane's dead!™ he said. “You told
me she was dead!™

“1 know,” Hayward said. *“Heartless
of me, wasn't itz I have to give her
credit for the idea. though. You've been
wilking around all morning figuring
vou had a murder rap on you. Right?”

I'albert nodded slowly.

“"You can change it to assault and bat-
tery now,” Hayward said, “And you've
lost a girlfriend.”

“1 want to see her,” Talbert said. He
got up suddenly and started toward the
hedroom,

“I wouldn't,” Hayward said. “She's
mad enough at you as it is. Besides, |
object to men walking in on young
ladies in the shower. Sit down. She'll be
out soon e¢nough. You better think ol

what you're going to say to her.”

“I just lost my head,” Talbert said.

“Sure,” Hayward said. “But vou hit
her too hard. And what a dumb thing
to lose your temper over, anyway.”

“It was because she was so damned
stubborn,” Talbert said. “It wasn’t as
if she hadn’t lent me money before. She
had, and I always paid her back.”

“When she said no the first time you
should have given up.” Hayward said.
“Instead vou sat around here all night,
drinking Jane's liquor and arguing with
her. She got ready for bed, and you
still wouldn’t leave. Finally vou lost your
head, as vou say. and you hit her a few
shots. Then you went home, scared, and
sobered yourself up. You walked around
and you talked to vourself and fnally
you had to come and see if you'd killed
her or just knocked her out. By that
time she'd blown the whistle and we
were here. You rang the phone first,
didn’t you?"

Talbert nodded.

“She wouldn’t let us answer,” Hay-
ward said. “She’d had this cute idea
about letting you think vou'd killed her,
and she wanted you to get the full bene-
fit of it. Maybe she thought you'd pass
out yoursell, from shock. I'm afraid the
girl really dislikes you. So you come up,
vou find the place full of cops and you
try to bluff it out. That's about it, isn’t
ie’’

“Yes." Talbert said. ““That’s about it.”

“So you wind up in trouble,” Hay-
ward said. He walked to the bedroom
door, opened it, went in, Talbert heard
the shower shut off. He was sitting on
the edge of the chair. white, his eyes
staring and bulging in his face, when
Hayward came out, the open cuffs in his
hand.

“On your feet, bum.” he said. “Let’s
go.”

He hustled him down the stairs to
the street, turned him over to the pa-
trolman. “Take him in,” he said. He
watched the car drive away, Talbert
jammed between two uniformed men.

"“T'hat was a quick one,” McElroy said.
“"What made you think he did it?"”

“When he first came in,” Hayward
said, “and he walked toward the bed-
room, he was looking to the left, where
she was, before he even got to the door.
So 1 figured mavbe he was remembering
where he'd seen her last. Besides, he
goofed when 1 asked him if he had a
scratch on  his face. Obviously, he'd
checked that little detail.”

“Pretty mean of vou, turning on the
shower like that,” McElrov said.

Hayward shrugged. “He killed her a
mean way, too,” he said. “The creep.”

They stood on the sidewalk in the hot
sun, waiting for the squad car o come

hack.
¥

“What'sa matter? Don't 1 gel any orange Juice?”

4]
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URmmS OI: BEAT (continued from page 32 )

of Chicago, came up to me and said
“Man, I'm beat.” I knew right away
what he meant somehow. At that time
I still didn't like bop which was then
being introduced by Bird Parker and
Dizzy Gillespie and Bags Jackson (on
vibes), the last of the great swing mu-
sicians was Don Byas who went to Spain
right after, but then I began . . . but
earlier I'd dug all my jazz in the old
Minton Playhouse (Lester Young, Ben
Webster, Joey Guy, Charlie Christian,
others) and when I first heard Bird and
Diz in the Three Deuces I knew they
were serious musicians playing a gooly
new sound and didn’t care what I
thought, or what my friend Seymour
thought. In fact 1 was leaning against
the bar with a beer when Dizzy came
over for a glass of water from the bar-
tender, put himself right against me and
reached both arms around both sides of
my head to get the glass and danced
away, as though knowing I'd be singing
about him someday, or that one of his
arrangements would be named after me
someday by some goofy circumstance.
Charlie Parker was spoken of in Harlem
as the greatest new musician since Chu
Berry and Louis Armstrong.

Anyway, the hipsters, whose music
was bop, they looked like criminals but
they kept talking about the same things
I liked, long outlines of personal ex-
perience and vision, nightlong confes-
sions full of hope that had become illicit
and repressed by War, stirrings, rum-
blings of a new soul (that same old hu-
man soul). And so Huncke appeared to
us and said “I'm beat” with radiant
light shining out of his despairing eyes

. a word perhaps brought from some
midwest carnival or junk cafeteria. It
was a new language, actually spade
(Negro) jargon but you soon learned it,
like “hung up” couldn’t be a more eco-
nomical term to mean so many things.
Some of these hipsters were raving mad
and talked continually. It was jazzy.
Symphony Sid's all-night modern jazz
and bop show was always on. By 1948
it began to take shape. That was a wild
vibrating year when a group of us
would walk down the street and yell
hello and even stop and talk to anybody
that gave us a friendly look. The hipsters
had eyes. That was the year 1 saw
Montgomery Clift, unshaven, wearing a
sloppy jacket, slouching down Madison
Avenue with a companion. It was the
year I saw Charley Bird Parker strolling
down Eighth Avenue in a black turtle-
neck sweater with Babs Gonzales and a
beautiful girl.

By 1948 the hipsters, or beatsters, were
divided into cool and hot. Much of the
misunderstanding about hipsters and
the Beat Generation in general today
derives from the fact that there are two
distinct styles of hipsterism: the cool

today is your bearded laconic sage, or
schlerm, before a hardly touched beer in
a beatnik dive, whose speech is low and
unfriendly, whose girls say nothing and
wear black: the “"hot” today is the crazy
talkative shining eyed (often innocent
and openhearted) nut who runs from
bar to bar, pad to pad looking for every-
body, shouting, restless, lushy, trying to
“make it" with the subterranean beat-
niks who ignore him. Most Beat Genera-
tion artists belong to the hot school,
naturally since that hard gemlike flame
needs a little heat. In many cases the
mixture is 50-50. It was a hot hipster
like myself who finally cooled it in Bud-
dhist meditation, though when I go in a
jazz joint I still feel like yelling “Blow
baby blow!" to the musicians though
nowadays I'd get B6d for this. In 1948
the “hot hipsters” were racing around in
cars like in On the Road looking for
wild bawling jazz like Willis Jackson or
Lucky Thompson (the early) or Chubby
Jackson's big band while the “cool hip-
sters” cooled it in dead silence before
formal and excellent musical groups
like Lennie Tristano or Miles Davis.
It's still just about the same, except that
it has begun to grow into a national
generation and the name “Beat” has
stuck (though all hipsters hate the word).

The word “beat” originally meant
poor, down and out, deadbeat, on the
bum, sad, sleeping in subways. Now that
the word is belonging officially it 1is
being made to stretch to include people
who do not sleep in subways but have
a certain new gesture, or attitude, which
I can only describe as a new more.
“Beat Generation” has simply become
the slogan or label for a revolution in
manners in America. Marlon Brando
was not really first to portray it on the
screen, Dane Clark with his pinched
Dostoievskyan face and Brooklyn ac-
cent, and of course Garfield, were first.
The private eyes were Beat, if you will
recall. Bogart. Lorre was Beat. In M,
Peter Lorre started a whole revival, I
mean the slouchy street walk.

I wrote On the Road in three weeks
in the beautiful month of May 194l
while living in the Chelsea district of
lower West Side Manhattan, on a 100-
foot roll and put the Beat Generation in
words in there, saying at the point where
I am taking part in a wild kind of col-
legiate party with a bunch of kids in an
abandoned miner's shack “These kids
are great but where are Dean Morniarty
and Carlo Marx? Oh well 1 guess they
wouldn’t belong in this gang, they're too
dark, too strange, too subterranean and
[ am slowly beginning to join a new
kind of beat generation.” The manu-
script of Road was turned down on the
grounds that it would displease the sales
manager of my publisher at that time,
though the editor, a very intelligent

man, said "' Jack this is just like Dostoil-
evsky, but what can'I do at this time?”
[t was too early. So for the next six
years I was a bum, a brakeman, a sea-
man, a panhandler, a pseudo-Indian in
Mexico, anything and everything, and
went on writing because my hero was
Goethe and I believed in art and hoped
some day to write the third part of
Faust, which I have done in Doctor Sax.
Then in 1952 an article was published in
The New York Times Sunday magazine
saying, the headline, “ "This is a Beat
Generation' " (in quotes like that) and
in the article it said that I had come up
with the term first “when the face was
harder to recognize,” the face of the
generation. After that there was some
talk of the Beat Generation but in 1955
I published an excerpt from Road
(melling it with parts of Visions of
Neal) under the pseudonym ° Jean-
Louis,” it was entitled Jazz of the Beat
Generation and was copyrighted as be-
ing an excerpt from a novel-in-progress
entitled Beat Generation (which I later
changed to On the Road at the insist-
ence of my new editor) and so then the
term moved a little faster, The term and
the cats. Everywhere began to appear
strange hepcats and even college Kkids
went around hep and cool and using the
terms I'd heard on Times Square in the
early Forties, it was growing somehow.
But when the publishers finally took a
dare and published On the Road in
1957 it burst open, it mushroomed,
everybody began yelling about a Beat
Generation. 1 was being interviewed
everywhere 1 went for “what I meant”
by such a thing. People began to call
themselves beatniks, beats, jazzniks,
bopniks, bugniks and finally I was
called the “avatar” of all this.

Yet it was as a Catholic, it was not
at the insistence of any of these "niks"
and certainly not with their approval
either, that 1 went one afternoon to
the church of my childhood (one of
them), Ste. Jeanne d'Arc in Lowell,
Mass., and suddenly with tears in my
eyes and had a vision of what I must
have really meant with “Beat” anyhow
when I heard the holy silence in the
church (I was the only one in there,
it was five p.M., dogs were barking out-
side, children vyelling, the fall leaves,
the candles were flickering alone just for
me), the vision of the word Beat as be-
ing to mean beatific . . . There's the
priest preaching on Sunday morning,
all of a sudden through a side door of
the church comes a group of Beat Gen-
eration characters in strapped raincoats
like the LLR.A. coming in silently to
“dig” the religion . . . I knew it then.

But this was 1954, so then what hor-
ror I felt in 1957 and later 1958 natur-
ally to suddenly see “Beat” being taken
up by everybody, press and TV and
Hollywood borscht circuit to include

(concluded on page 79)

By GEORGE, a girl named CHARLIE

gobel’s
gutar girl
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PHOTOGRAFPHY BY BRUNO BERNARD

OU'LL BE GLAD to learn that Charlie’'s name isn’t really Charlie at all. Her real
Y name is Marilyn Hanold. But in his nightclub act, dirty-bird George Gobel is in
the habit of explaining that he employs an assistant who does nothing else but
chaperon his guitar; then he turns to the wings, yells “Charlie!” and scantily-
dressed, hazel-eyed Marilyn makes her stunning entrance. Marilyn also put in an
appearance in the Gobel film, The Birds and the Bees, in which she played a partic-
ularly tasty comb of honey. When she's not performing with George, she’s indulging
her taste for such hectic hobbies as hunting and water-skiing. These rugged avoca-
tions notwithstanding, Miss Hanold has a completely feminine interest in dating
dashing young males. In her professional life, although she has played a variety of
roles, she has invariably been type-cast as a girl. This was good thinking, we feel, so we
have emulated it by choosing her for the part of an abundantly girl-style Miss June.
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Mary and Bob were in their upper berth
on the train to Niagara Falls, and she
was so wonderstruck that she kept re-
peating over and over again: “Bobby, I
just can't believe that we're really
married.”

Finally, a sleepy voice bellowed out
from below: “For chrissake, Bobby, con-
vince her — we wanna get to sleepl”

An Eastern newspaper reporter on an
assignment in Kentucky struck up a
conversation with a young lady in a
small bar. After half a dozen drinks, he
suggested they buy a bottle and retire to
his room, and she agreed.

“Say, how old are you?” the reporter
asked as the girl was disrobing.

“Thirteen,” she replied.

“Thirteen? My God! You get those
clothes back on and get out of herel”

Pausing briefly at the door as she left,
the perplexed nymphet said: “Super-
stitious, huh?"”

Ok, you're hired,” said the busy execu-
tive, moving around his desk toward the
buxom young female. “Now would you
like to try for a raise?”

gas

A woman with a past attracts men who
hope history will repeat itself.

Something the matter?” asked the bar-
tender of the young, well-dressed cus-
tomer who sat staring sullenly into his
drink.

“Two months ago my grandfather
died and left me $85,000," said the man.

“That doesn’t sound like anything to
be upset about,” said the bartender,

polishing a glass. “It should happen to
me L)

“Yeah,” said the sour young man, “but
last month an uncle on my mother’s side
passed away. He left me $150,000.”

“So why are you sitting there looking
so unhappy?” asked the bartender.

“This month — so far — not a cent.”

The divorce court was attentive as the
wealthy woman complained to the judge
that her husband had left her hec{ and
board. When she had finished, the hus-
band rose to his feet and coolly replied:
"“A slight correction, Your Honor. I left
her bed — bored.”

He held her close against him, a warm
glow of satisfaction covering them both.
“Am I the first man you've ever made
love to?" he asked.
She studied him reflectively. “You
might be,” she said. “Your face looks
very familiar."”

Ohne of the most active men-about-town
we know was thoroughly upset by the
results of a recent medical examination.

“You've set yourself a killing pace
with the ladies and it has got to stop,”
the doctor warned. “You're literally fall-
ing apart piece by piece.”

The car sped off the highway, went
through the guard rail, rolled down a
cliff, huunc::(%unff a tree, and finally
shuddered to a stop. A passing motorist,
who had witnessed the entire accident,
helped the miraculously unharmed
driver out of the wreck.

“Good lord, mister,” he gasped, “are
you drunkz!"

“Of course,” said the man, brushing
the dirt from his suit-front. “What the
hell you think I am —a stunt driver?”

Heard any good ones lately? Send your
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ill., and
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used.
In case of duplicates, payment goes to
first received. Jokes cannot be returned.

“Come on now, Cynthia, that isn’t fair.”
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HE SIX MEN FILED IN, Barnes, of the In-
Tnerinr. Hoop, representing Asio-Af-
rico. Gosboy, of the Russkers Group.
A stringy little gnome from the Arctic
Combines. Edestone, Commerce. The
chairman, Leader Maskisson of the
Amerrikabloc, started at once.

“l have evidence, gentlemen, of
dumping in the Indian Ocean. Leader
Hoop's beach plants are flooding ——"

Everyone stared at the ceiling in
agonized embarrassment. Always The
Problem. Never a solution.

“You know,” Maskisson went on,
“that this has been coming upon us for
years, ever since Ben Salter, on that
memorable day in April 1997, found
that every razor-blade slot in his house
was overflowing.”

The other men nodded glumly. As
il they didn't know when The Problem
first began,

“And now there just isn’t any more
room,” Maskisson continued, "and we,
the Leaders, must find a way. But, as
we well know, it is our duty to foster
short-life permanent-expendables,”

All the men stood up together and
murmured reverently, “Bless Waste.”

Then they all sat down and shook
their heads. All except Barnes, of the
Interior. He waved his hand to attract
the chairman.

“1 have a contractor. [ have prool.
He will get rid ol it all,” he broke out.
He seemed oblivious to the hostile
stares of the others, who remembered
that Barnes had wried this stunt before.
That “contractor” had tried to resell
waste. He had been given 20 years for

seven counts of extended over-use, and
The Problem was worse than ever. Now
here was that fool Barnes with another
one.

But even before Maskisson could pro-
test, Barnes had swung open the door
to the conference room and led in a
little, smiling, plump man in a spar-
kling weldcloth suit.

“Now, Leaders, Mr. Gripfiler will
show you,” he said proudly.

Mr. Gripfiler smiled still more. He
snapped open his eternametal handcase
and revealed a beautifully constructed
device made of transparent life-rock and
polished durametal. In its center,
cradled in a mesh of platinum filament
wires, was a hollow durametal hopper,
with a clamshell mouth,

“This, sirs, is my Wondergrinder,”
said Mr. Gripfiler. “It will dispose of
anything. Permanently, and with not
a trace of vapor, smog. residue or
sludge.”

“Even an absoblade?” smiled Hoop,
trying to make a dismal joke. Everyone
knew that nothing made by man’s per-
fect technology was more difficult to
dispose of after its time than one of
these deadly little shining blades. Made
of special alloy eternametal, they never
lost their cutting edge, and with the
recent up in quotas for the Absoblade
Combine no one was permitted to use
one [or more than a single shave. Any
such reactionism would start a danger-
ous autocycle.

“Do you have one handy?" asked Mr.
Griphler.

A blade was [ound in the stainless
flint tile washroom just off the confer-

ence chamber. Flicking open the tiny
clamshell jaws with a chubby finger,
Mr. Gripfiler dropped the absoblade
in the hopper. The jaws snapped shut.
Mr. Gripfiler twisted a knob. The fila-
ment wires glowed red for a second,
then faded to a dull white.

Mr. Gripfiler flicked open the jaws
of the hopper. The absoblade was gone.
Each Leader felt that he had witnessed
some expert sleight-of-hand. So they
gave him pocket tissues, folding knives,
watches — all the intricate little articles
they would soon have to drop into
waste-chutes and replace with new
models. And each time, no matter how
full they stuffed the little hopper, Mr.
Gripfler made them vanish. Without
a trace,

Maskisson broke the silence. “I'm
convinced,” he said, "but 1 should get
the feeling of the others ——"

The Leaders looked at him. They
nodded.

“Take it,” said Gospoy.

“Sign paper now,"” urged the Arctic
L.eader.

They accepted Mr. Gripfiler's terms.
He was as good as his word, and soon
500 full-scale Wondergrinders were op-
erating in each disposal sector of World-
fed, obediently swallowing every shred
ol rejected waste.

But no one thought to ask Mr. Grip-
filer where it went.

No one cared. The Problem was
solved.

L] - L]

Blurro IV sat gracefully on a mag-
nesium bench and indolently arranged
his fibroid toga. In Blurro's world of

80,704 there were no problems, Progress
had outmoded itself at least 30 thousand
years ago, largely due to the Wonder-
grinder, reputed to have been created
out of the mud of the Nile in the Year
of Troubles, 2080, or thereabouts. No
one cared much for history. They only
knew that those blessed machines with
their clamshell jaws took care of all the
junk that man could produce. It all
went into the Divine Wondergrinder
and vanished. Blurro's world was tidy
and at peace. There were no problems.

But now, on this day of June 80,704,
the air before Blurro’s eyes seemed to
become pregnant. It struggled to give
birth to an object. Then, with a tiny
plop of gratified release, a small object
fell at Blurro's feet. He picked it up,
and promptly cut his finger. Then
other objects fell, like solid rain. Two
tiny ticking machines. Some crumpled
pieces of paper. A folding knife,

In a month the garden world of the
year 80,704 was a mess. An ugly and dan-
gerous mess, for everywhere came the
steady shower of deadly sharp abso-
blades.

It took the wisest thinker, Clarol III,
to solve the problem. With a stroke of
mind as brilliant and as irresponsible
as the original Gripfiler's, Clarol not
only reset, but reoriented, the Wonder-
grinders, Now they sent the junk on,
not only in time, but also in space.

No one asked Clarol where it went.
No one cared. The Problem was solved.
L] L] L]

Thirty million light years away, on
the grubby little planet Omicron, the
last remaining pair of great scaled Long-

fipes dragged their 80 feebly twitching
legs across the bone-strewn wastes of
granite and basalt. Death faced this pair,
for they had eaten the last loose chunks
of metallic ore they could paw from
the ground.

The huge male could only belch a
feeble smoke puff from his cavernous
mouth. Then something flickered in the
air before the tired female's half-shut
eye. Then another flicker, and she
caught the morsel with her upper feeder
palp. It was tiny, but it crunched with
metallic promise. More shreds fell.
She nudged her vast mate. He opened
one of his five eyes to see manna falling
from heaven.

When the four yellow moons had
circled Omicron again, the two Long-
fipes were browsing contentedly through
a vast stack of non-refillable metabotts,
stainless durametal cans, and perma-
nent metaloid furniture which fell in a
steady stream from the upper strato-
sphere. Their digestive fires flared with
a healthy crackling roar, and as the
male raised his huge upper jaw, a long
swirling blast of white flame seared the
enamel from a pile of old autobodies
before him.

Gamboling clumsily behind  their
parents were two Longfipe cubs, scoop-
ing up mouthfuls of the shining abso-
blades which covered the plain like
petals from a metallic flower.

And they didn’t stop to ask where this
blessed provender came from.

They didn’t care — they just ate and

were content.

the world was in peril until mr. gripfiler

appeared with his marvelous machine



BEER AND SKITTLES
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food and drink By THOMAS MARIO

E RECENTLY POLLED our friends to see how many knew

what “skittles” were. Most said they were a kind of
potato chip, or other crisp edible. Some thought they were
a timid animal, or salted fish. Only one knew they were
ninepins, used in a game much like bowling. Of course,
the expression “beer and skittles” is an idiom for play or
enjoyment, but if anybody wants to persist in believing

V1eWS
on brews,
with menus

to match

skittles are snacks to be munched with beer, we don't really
mind because that's exactly what we're going to talk about
right now — beer and, well, vittles.

First, we'll talk about beer — which, for our purposes,
we'll interpret with enough latitude to permit the inclu-
sion of ale and other variants. It's hard to convey in words
the qualities that make up the gusto of a fine glass of beer;
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but the elixir of all beer, the very soul
and core of its flavor, is the refreshing bite
which comes from the hops, and which
is always damned by non-beer drinkers
because it's bitter, as though the quality
of bitterness were unpalatable. Now it's
a fact that most youngsters dislike things
which are bitter. But as we grow more
experienced, we begin to savor foods
which may be sour, salty and frequently
bitter. Among the many kinds of bitter-
ness we've now learned to welcome in
this country are the astringence of the
quinine water in a gin and tonic, the
soft bitterness of Italian black olives,
the sweet bitterness of the dark choco-
late fondant on an eclair, the subtlety
of the Angostura in a manhattan,

When you taste beer slowly and de-
liberately, the earthy tang of the hops
rests on the crown of your tongue as the
beer slowly goes down. There's an ever-
so-mild aftertaste, too, and this is most
important to recognize when you're
learning to discriminate between one
kind of beer and another. If it's a fine,
well-balanced beer with good body, the
subtle aftertaste lingers on. If it's a
watery beer, there’'s no aftertaste to
speak of. This echo of the original flavor
is somehow stimulating to the appetite,
and quite automatically you find your-
self reaching for the pretzels, the anchovy
canapés or the Swiss cheese.

The first thing to remember when you
shop for beer is that beer is at its best
when it's fresh. Unlike wine and many
kinds of distilled spirits which need
aging, beer is at its prime Havor when
it's poured into the kegs, bottles or cans.
The great Midwestern breweries now
have plants along both East and West
coasts as well as in other parts of the
country, and constantly deliver fresh beer
almost evervwhere. So buy bottled or
canned beer at markets where trafhe
around the beer shelves is heavy.

Among enlightened bibbers beer ex-
cites quite different reactions at different
temperatures. Extremely quick cooling
in the freezing section of your refriger-
ator will cause it to lose flavor and
acquire a harsh edge in taste. Extreme
heat is just as harmful. In Belgium, the
champion beer drinking country in the
world (the Belgians drink about 30 gal-
lons per capita yearly, while Germans
down 22 and Americans 15), it is quaffed
at about 50° F. And when professional
beer tasters in our country do their pro-
fessional beer tasting, the brew is usually
from 40° to 50° F. At these temperatures
the aromatic qualities are more easily de-
tected. This doesn’t mean you must stick
a thermometer into the next mug you
serve. But if you remove the cans or bot-
tles from your refrigerator 15 to 20 min-
utes before you pour, your beer will
probably reach a most pleasant tempera-
ture for civilized guzzling.

When pouring bottled or canned beer
these days, some hosts tip the neck of
the bottle or can gingerly against the
side of the glass, pouring slowly so the
glass is filled up with as much liquid
and as little head as possible. When beer
is poured in this manner, most of the
carbon dioxide is trapped in the glass,
and the head turns out to be a thin
wafer instead of the snowy high collar
it should be, It's true that the carbon
dioxide is what gives the beer its tingle
and revival power, but too much of the
gas is stultifving. When beer, on the
other hand, is poured to create a rich
creamy cap, it loses just enough of its
carbonation to make its softness and
mellowness much more in evidence. A
superior beer will not only form a deep
dense head, but as the beer is slowly
sipped, a lace of foam will cling to the
sides of the glass. If you punch a can of
beer once, it will create noticeably more
foam when poured than if you punch it
twice. Always hold the bottle or can
about an inch above the rim of the glass
to build up a rich, exuberant cap.

Equally important in serving beer
correctly are clean glasses. The smallest
trace of foreign matter on glassware al-
fects the taste of the beer and the forma-
tion of the head. Wash beer glasses in
very hot water with a detergent, fol-
lowed by hot rinse water. Don't towel
the glasses. Rinse them in clear cold
water before pouring the beer. If you
belong to the ferocious fraternity that
uses beer glasses for stressing points
during an argument, you'll want heavy
seidels or steins. If you enjoy drinking
vour beer in curvacious company, you'll
want thin Pilsner glasses, or perhaps the
large tulip-shaped goblets which show
up the brilliant clarity of a superb beer.
The glass bottoms on old pewter mugs
were designed for the same purpose.

In spite of overstandardization of
American beers in the past, there are
now scores of brews that maintain their
own highly individual qualities, ranging
from light Champale, which bears an
uncanny resemblance to champagne,
through the straw-colored, yellow, and
deep orange beers, to such heavy brews
as Pryor's double dark beer, a beverage
similar to old fashioned porter. Guiness
stout from Dublin has long been and is
still a sumptuous drink, straight or
mixed with ale.

To set up your own beer tasting
criteria, you don't have to emulate the
original ale testers in London, known
there as conners. These august connois-
seurs always wore leather trousers. To
test a brew, they'd pour a little on a
wooden bench, and then sit down. If,
after three minutes, their trousers stuck
to the bench, the ale was deemed “good
for man’s body in lawful measure.” To
make your own test, simply buy three or
four different brands of beer or ale.

Don't try to taste them immediately
after a meal. Wait an hour or so. Then
sip them, a little at a time. Between each
sipping take a bite of unsalted cracker
to give your taste buds a fresh start.
You'll probably be surprised at the ex-
tent of your own flavor consciousness.
You'll notice such characteristics as hop
flavor, body, sweetness, mellowness,
sharpness, blandness and many other
qualities that you never expected to be
able to identify.

The semantics of beer labels these
days is simple. The main difference be-
tween beer and ale, for instance, i1s
merely that ale has a stronger aroma
and a stronger hop flavor than beer.
Beer takes one kind of pedigreed yeast,
ale another. When ale is brewed, the
yeast rises to the top of the fermenting
liquid: beer yeast stays at the bottom.
In German breweries the term “lager”
once meant that the beer was the type
that was stored (lagered) during its
sedimentation period. In this time its
own natural carbonation was gathered
and returned to it. Since practically all
beer is handled this way today, the term
is really unnecessary. Bock beer is a dark
brew, made in the winter for use in the
spring, with a slightly sweet malt Havor
and a more pronounced hop taste than
regular pale beer. Stout is dark ale made
with more malt and hops than usual.
Terms like Pilsner or Munchener refer
to the European cities from which some
heers were originally exported.

There's one element in beer which no
brewing chemist can possibly analyze.
Of all drinks, beer seems to engender
the most conviviality. It may not be as
esoteric as a fine white burgundy or as
quick as whiskey or as heady as cham-
pagne. But with a glass of beer in your
hand, vou can't help but warm up to
whoever's drinking with vou. If you're
a host at beer sessions, the most amicable
thing vou can do is provide vittles that
go with easy summertime drinking.
You'll find the following foods especially
appealing with tall glasses of cold beer.

GARLIC OLIVES

Get extra large stuffed or plain green
olives. Drain a 434-oz. jar of olives (or
whatever size jar you need for the num-
ber of guests who are coming). Put the
olives in a bowl with 14 cup olive oil
and 2 large cloves of garlic smashed. To
smash garlic, put it on a cutting board
and rest the flat side of a heavy knife
against the garlic. Hit the knife sharply.
Remove the skin around the garlic be-
fore placing it in the bowl. Cover the
bowl, place it in the refrigerator and let
the olives marinate at least 4 hours be-
fore serving. 1f the olives are marinated
overnight, the flavor will be even more
zestful. Remove the garlic before serv-

(continued on page 77)
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PEANUT (continued from page 24)

cane, and I was walking down the street
coming home from some tremendous
evening, just slumming along doing a
snotty tap dance., The girl saw me and
I saw her and we fell in love, We went
dancing around together and a chorus
came out dressed like pussy cats and
danced with us. It was a great number.
Then it started to dawn and the girl
said goodbye because it could never
work out. She ran into a tenement and
got lost. I went home to my penthouse
and tried to shake her but I couldn’t get
her out of my mind. So I called my Jap
and told him to case the street until he
came up with her. My Jap was very de-
voted and would have died twice to keep
me comfortable and he went out and
found her hiding behind a wash line. 1
came tap dancing over to her place and
proposed a quick marriage and she na.
turally accepted while crying, and we
headed for city hall while the neighbors
hung out of windows singing this mad
song. It was a pleasant dream and I
woke up smiling, But I didn’t smile for
long.

[ blinked my eyes a few times to cor-
roborate what 1 thought they saw and
sure enough there was this lady. Y ladies
are a very particular kind picked 1 sup
pose for their being extremely safe. She
was easily a hundred years old and stood
holding a dust pan and a broom. She
was standing over my bed making a
sound like milk curdling, a kind of chilly
inside clucking. I did a quick check to
see that I was covered which I was by my
underwear which is the same as shorts

“"What can 1 do for you, lady,” was
the first thing that came to my head so
I said it.

“You can’t do nothing for me but get
dressed and get out,” she said. “It's
cleanup time.”

“OK,” I said. “I'm getting up.”

“A young man like you sleeping away
the best part of the day,” she said. "It’s
a sin and a shame. You should be out-
side getting sun on your bones.”

“Sure,” 1 said. "You're perfectly
right.”

“There's fortunes to be made in this
day and age,” she said. “But not by the
lazy nor the slothful.”

“Certainly,” I said. "II you'll excuse
e sl

“Myself, I would seek out uranium in
the bowels of the earth, or enter the real
estate field,” she said. "There's wealth
i owning property.”

“Yes mam,"” I said.

“A young soul should welcome the day
with a head full of ambitions,” she said,
waving the broom. “Out into the world
of commerce.”

“As a matter of fact,” I said, “I've got
this appointment with a big oil man.”

“Qil is good,” she said. “What with

the Dow Jones Average hitting new
highs and Wall Street, pardon the ex-
pression, bullish.”

“I'm getting dressed,” I said. “I'll be
out.of here ...

“See that you do,” she said, heading
for the door. “There's dust and dirt in
this room. It's marked for destruction,
and nothing or nobody can stop that.
Remember my words.”

I remembered.

| dressed like a greased fash in my
blue suit, white shirt, red tie and black
shoes, combed my hair and got out, I
passed the lady in the corridor sitting on
a pile of laundry reading the stocks and
bonds section of the Examiner. Her lips
moved when she read and I swear she
was saying something about the Erie
Railroad which she shouldn’t have said.

The elevator hustled me downstairs
and I walked out into a glary day. It
was muggy and close but the swimming
had primed me and give or take a few
aches I felt very optimistic. I had the
address of Goobertown written on a
piece of paper, so I asked a pedestrian
for directions. He pointed out the rights
and lefts and 1 found my way without
trouble. 1 have a very good sense of
direction and could find my way out of
a ball of cobwebs if it was necessary.

Goobertown turned out to be a store
with a fancy front of blue marble and
chromium that sold nothing but pea-
nuts. The windows were full of peanuts
in every living known variety. There
were plain roasted peanuts and choco-
late covered peanuts, peanuts and rais-
ins, peanut butter, peanut brittle and
peanut you-name-it. Even on the out-
side there was this peanut smell which
was extremely tempting.

I went into the store through an auto-
matic door that worked on an electric
eye and saw right away that the inside
was even fancier than the outside. There
was music and air conditioning and
snappy glass counters along the walls.
The counter girls wore white uniforms
and caps shaped like peanuts and they
were nice and clean looking. The floor
was marble and the whole place had a
bankish feeling only instead of money
everything was peanuts. It was really a
seLup.

A floor man came over to ask me what
I wanted. I told him I heard there was
a job around and he walked me back to
the manager's office. He knocked on the
door and a voice yelled “Come in,” and
[ went in.

The manager was a short man, thin,
wearing a gray stripe suit, I did a
double take because for a split second
he looked like one of his peanuts. He
was sitting at a wood desk with a glass
top decorated with peanut bookends
and a peanut shaped lamp. I thought i

was carrying things too far, and 1 began
to feel crawly.

“Who sent you?” he said, and I told
him I was recommended by the counter
man.

“Are you interested in show business?”
he said.

| was surprised to hear that and I lit
up.

“Yes,” 1 said. "“As a matter of fact.”

“This position involves showman-
ship," he said. “It's a job with a [uture.
We're looking for a serious-minded fel-
low who wants to advance with the com-
pany. We want a man capable of grow-
ing.”

“I think I'm capable of growing,” I
said.

“We want a man who is not afraid of
hard work and starting at the bottom.”

“I'm very interested,” I said.

He was looking me over.

“Stand up,” he said.

I stood up.

“Sit down,” he said. "How's yow
health?"

“Fine,” I said. “Tiptop.”

“Do you like the outdoors?” he said.
“We want a man who likes the out-
doors."

“1 like the outdoors,” I said.

The manager pressed a button on his
desk and a girl's voice said, “Yes, sir.”

“Send in Mr. Humphrey,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” the voice said.

The manager sat staring at me and I
focused on the picture of a farm where
a big machine was harvesting a crop of
you guessed it. I suppose it was the com-
pany farm. There was a scrapy noise at
the door and this man came in who was
maybe 60 or 65. He stood slouched over
like a buck private in a comedy. The
manuager stood up.

“Mr. Humphrey,” he said, “this young
fellow seems promising. I'll leave you
alone with him."”

The manager picked himself up and
walked out of the room.

Mr. Humphrey was giving me the
ONnce-ovel.

“So you're applying for my job,” he
said.

“Your job? I didn’t know it was your
job, sir. 1 wouldn't want to . . ."

“I'm retiring,”” Mr. Humphrey said.
“I'm retiring to Mexico.”

“That's nice,” 1 said.

“Fifty years with the company,” he
said.

“That's a long time,” 1 said.

“And now I must lay down my shells.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” I said. “But I don't
think I heard you."”

“I'm laying down my shells,” he said
in a louder voice. “I'm out of the rat
race. It's a young man’'s game and my
days of service are done. I've earned my
rest. I'm going into stud, grazing on the

(continued on page 62)
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ON BROADWA

"ME LATEST ATTEMPT to escape [rom

hacknevdom is the Chinatown play,
illlprr]'[t'{l. of course, from America,”
wrote an Irish gentleman, London drama
critic G. B. Shaw, in 1897. The latest
attempt to escape from hackneydom,
circa 1959, is the Asian showgirl, 1m-
ported, of course, from Asia, or at least
from the ranks of Asian-American citi-
zens. Gone, happily, are the days when
the showbiz idea of Asian beauty was
Myrna Loy with upswept eyebrows as
The Daughter of Fu Manchu. Now, the
legitimate stages of Broadway and the
desert casinos of Las Vegas have be-
come truly oriented to the Orient and
are featuring far-out Far East femininity
which is (if we may be allowed to shift
gears and invoke the name ol an-
other Irish gentleman) the McCoy.

The World of Suzie Wong takes place in and around
a Hong Kong brothel called the Nam Kok. Above, a
bout of horseplay amuses Suzie (France Nuyen) and
her American lover (William Shatner). Below, the
fleet is in like Flynn. At right, vive la France.

.

TRIFPERS AND CHIPPIES, Asian style, are

the principal objects of interest in two
girl-packed Broadway shows, Flower
Drum Song and The World of Suue
Wong. In Flower Drum, pop songbelter
Pat Suzuki belts out Rodgers-and-Ham-
merstein songs and plays a nubile night-
club ecdysiast in San Francisco’s China-
town, who finds herself the sexy center
of a conflict between the traditions ol
the Old World and the New. The title
role of Suzie Wong is played by the
lovely Eurasian actress, France Nuyen.
Suzie, to put it bluntly, is a Hong Kong
whore; like her Western sister-under-
the-skin, Sadie Thompson, she eventu-
ally finds true love in the arms of an
understanding American boy. Suzuki and
Nuyen, in their respective shows, are
surrounded by scads of shitskirt sirens.

ORIENTAL SEX

Flower Drum Song has a San Francisco Chinatown locale.
Above, conservative elders (Juanita Hall and Keye Luke) look on
with dismay as one of their race bumps and grinds in U.S. fashion,
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IN LAS VEGAS

HE wiLp wesT has met the Mysterious

East with a maximum of concord in
Las Vegas. The scintillescent Nevada
town, for some time now the nudity
nexus of the nation, has spotlighted a fea-
tured showgirl of Asian lineage, Tokyo-
born Muneko Yashi (the name translates
as Coconut Chest, and it's phony, which
her 40-inch chest is not). Appearing
bare-bosomed in the Arabian Room of
the Dunes, whither she was airplaned
by her mentor, Harold Minsky, she has
been in this country just since October,
and is the only Asian girl Mr. Minsky
has ever employed in his half-century
career. Over at the Thunderbird, Ori-
ental sex takes the fair form of the
China Doll Revue, chiefly a leg show
displaying the lissome limbs of ladies
with names like Toy, Wing and Keiko.

Japan-born Muneko Yashi is Minsky’s first featured
Asian showgirl. Her popular parasol number, above, is
spoofed by her in her dressing room, below, to the
amusement of her Western showgirl friends who com-
prise the chorus, seen at left. Muneko was brought to this
country by Harold Minsky. Although U.S. food and
lingo still bother her, she insists “I American girl now.”
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plantation, do you get what I meanz?”
“I think so,” | said.
“You might be my successor,” he said.

i

(continued from page 56)

Yes, sir.”

“The king is dead, long live the king."”

“Yes, sir.”

“Don’t think I'm not looking forward
to my leisure,” said Mr. Humphrey.
“Oh, I love the business. But I have my
hobbies too. I've prepared for old age.
Make sure that when your time comes
to pass your shells on to someone new
vou'll have other interests,” he said.

LYes s’

“I think you'll do,”" he said. "You
have the right cut. 1 like your style.”

“Thank you,"” I said.

Mr. Humphrey went out of the room
and came back with the manager, who
was beaming.

“Congratulations,” the manager said.
“You're on the Goobertown team now,
lad. Mr. Humphrey has given vou the
green light. It's up to you now.”

“That's wonderful,” I said.

“Let’'s get him out on the field.” the
manager said to Mr. Humphrey. “The
sooner the better. He's got to prove
himself.”

“Right,” Mr. Humphrey said.

“You'll start at forty-five dollars a
week,” the manager said. "“We'll be
watching you. Our eye is always open
for executive talent. Now go with Mr.
Humphrey, and good luck.”

He shook my hand. 1 followed Mr.
Humphrey out of the office, into another
room.

“"Excuse me if 1 get emotional,” Mr.
Humphrey said. “But this 1s a solemn
OCCAsI0n.

“Sure,” I said.

He went over to a big black box lying
on the floor.

“Open it,” he said.

I opened it.

“Take them out,” he said.

I bent into the box and took out a
pair of black pants, and two giant hall-
shells.

"Wait a minute,”
this?”

“Your uniform,” Mr. Humphrey said.
“Wear it proudly.”

“My uniform?” 1 said.

“Yes,” he said. “Now hang vour suit
up there and let’s try it on for size.”

I said. “What 1s

“Am I going to be a peanutz” [ said.
“Is that what the job is?"

“Naturally,” Mr. Humphrey said.
“You will represent Goobertown on the
streets of Los Angeles.”

I did some quick thinking. I weighed
the angles. It was a job and I needed a
job. 1 could hit the studios on Saturdays.
Besides, plenty ol stars were discovered
walking around the streets.

“Haste,"” Mr. Humphrey said. “It takes

time at first, but in a few months you'll
be able to snap them on in a jiffy."”

“All right,” I said. "But give me a
hand.”

He helped me strap on the shells. |
felt like 1 was locked inside a drain
pipe. There was a little eye hole and a
breathing slot near my mouth. Mr.
Humphrey put two black sleeves over
my arms and white gloves on my hands.

“You look fine,” he said. “I'm proud
of you."

“Put me in front of a mirror,” 1 said.

“Vanity. vanity,” Mr. Humphrey said.
“1 know just how you feel.”

He led me to a mirror. 1 couldn’t be-
lieve what I saw. I was a peanut, a hu-
man peanut. Mr. Humphrey was excited.
He took me into the store. The cus-
tomers did a double take and the counter
girls giggled. I figured what the hell and
bowed at a fat blonde holding a bag in
her hand. She roared. The manager
came over.

“A fine start.” he said. “Now wander.
Keep moving. Get yoursell seen. Be
back here at six and don’t stop to dally.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. And 1 thanked Mr.
Humphrey.

I walked outside, and you can under-
standd how 1 attracted some attention.
I'he frst block was the hardest, and
watching the traffic lights, but after that
I began to enjoy myself. It was hot in-
side my shell and I was worried about
possibly sneezing and blasting my brains
out, but otherwise a breeze blew in
through my armholes and cross-venti-
lated with the breathing slot, and that
made life bearable. 1 took a slow walk
around town looking at the buildings
and ogling the crowds. Every once in a
while I waved to a kid. And while I
went I was thinking to myself, “Things
are looking up, Murray. Here you are
in town a few hours and already em-
ployed.” I knew that Uncle Feig would
be proud of me and that made me [eel
}_'.IHJI.I.

Time passes fast in the peanut busi-
ness. The day shot by. People stopped
to trade cracks with me and I even de-
veloped a routine. I told them there
were plenty nuts where I came [rom,
and said, “What's your excuse?” It went
over big. It must have been three-thirty-
ish when I noticed the car,

I have seen cars and cars in my life-
time before and since but never any-
thing like the job that was cruising
alongside me. It was long and low,
painted olive green, loaded with chro-
mium and souped up. On the radiator
was the figure of a jungle-type girl with
her hands stretched out galloping along
on top of a panther. A chauffeur han-
dled the wheel and you could see that he
was happy with his machine. A saintish
look kept him smiling slightly, and he

(continued on page 80)

man at his leisure

ROMANOFF’S, in Hollywood, is a
restaurant conceived and perpetrated
by a Graustarkian “prince,” and per-
petuated by people whaose lives are a
mixture of illusion and reality so heady
that it’s often unclear where one be-
gins and the other leaves off. This is
poetically just, since its founder, Mike
Romanoft, had himsell led a life of so
many guises that his real identity was
frequently obliterated in the scuffle.
His most famous pose, and the one
that brought him notoriety, was, of
course, that of nephew to the last of
the czars. Subsequently, he renounced
his “ritle.” became an American citizen
and — by the topsy-turvy laws of Holly-
wood — only then achieved the princely
prerogatives of living royally and be-
ing an arbiter of social status. Today,
reaching the top of Tinseltown’s totem
pole and remaining there seem to
bear some direct relationship to regu-
lar attendance at Romanoff’s princely
establishment. Many things combine,
however, to make the pilgrimage a
pleasant one: the conversation is gen-
erally [fast-moving and memorable;
stars and starlets delight the eye in
their efforts to attract attention; agents,
writers, directors and producers table-
hop like bees sampling a field of clover;
and the food and drink will convince
you ol the owner's regal nature, erst-
while pretender or no. Everything is
painstakingly prepared and presented
with pomp and circumstance. If you
and a starry-eyed companion want your
taste buds to feel like successful talent
scouts, try a meal consisting of Fresh
Cracked Crab on Ice, Créme Portu-
gaise, Mignonette of Spring Lamb
Sauté Cyrano, Fresh Asparagus with
Hollandaise Sauce, Hearts of Romaine
Salad, and a Sabayon for two. Take
your time: there's plenty to watch. This
is the place for publicity launchings
and post-premiere parties — and when
the squarer guests leave, the insiders
linger long after the kitchen closes to
mix brandy with badinage. Certainly
among the major attractions is Mike
Romanoff himself: impeccably groomed
and strolling-stick in hand, he generally
positions himself at his bar, where he
spends the evening holding court be-
fore his subjects, as captured (along
with bartender Ross Acuna) by artist
LLeRoy Neiman on the facing page.
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“This bed ain’t big enough [or the both of us, stranger!”

L]

THE UNDOING OF ARISTOILE

A new telling of a tale from the 14th Century

Ribald Classic

WHEN ALEXANDER THE GREAT was not yet
great, his father, the king of Macedon,
engaged the venerable and wise philos-
u}:ht'l'. Aristotle, to be his tutor, A sepa-
rate dwelling was erected in the palace
garden so that the teacher might be com-
pletely alone with his pupil. And soon 1t
was known in many lands that there
had never been a vouth as wise as Alex-
ander.

Now it happened that the queen had
in her retinue a maiden with so enticing
a figure and so fair a countenance that
no man could get his fill of looking at
her. Those who were expert in such
matters said that her beauty was far
above the ordinary. She came of good
family and her name was Phyllis.

One day Alexander saw the comely
Phyllis in the palace garden and was in-
stantly consumed with love for her.
Whenever she came into his sight his
learned mind became quite confused.
Phvllis in turn had not failed to notice
the handsome prince and soon guessed

German collection, Gesammtabenteuer

“Giddy-ap, old man!” laughed the girl

the cause of his melancholy. Her heart
quickly caught hre, and when Alexander,
unable to restrain himself any longer,
begged her to meet him se retlyv in the
garden after dark, the gentle girl was
moved by compassion to assent.

They kissed and embraced a thousand
times and soon found happiness such as
they had never known. When dawn
finally compelled them to separate, they
could not wait to be joined again. After
that, they met frequently in the garden,
and played the game of love over and
over with ever new and delightful varia-
tions. And each encounter left them
more blissful than before.

But the fulfillment of Alexander’s
longing only served to fix the lad’s
thoughts more strongly than ever on his
heloved Phyllis and made 1t increasingly
difficult for him to take an interest in
his studies. His |M't'|:|t.‘3;!_'t| tutor dis-
covered, after some investigation, the
reason for this indifference and em-
ployed every means at his command to

separate the lovers; but neither words
nor blows were of any avail, and finally
in desperation Aristotle brought his
complaint before the King.

Disturbed by the news, the king de-
termined to punish Phyllis with certain
subtle but uncomfortable torments, but
the lass denied the accusations with such
skill and vehemence that the queen came
to her defense and the matter was
dropped. A strict watch was now kept
over the lovers, however, making further
meetings impossible and causing the two
young people to suffer greatly. There
grew in Phyllis a great anger toward the
source of all this misfortune, and she
vowed to take revenge on the meddle-
some Aristotle.

She put on an exquisite silken gown
that concealed little of her snowy bosom.
Around her neck she draped an ermine
fur and on her head she placed a tiara
glistening with precious stones, With
infinite care she reddened her lLips and
cheeks. Then, after inspecting hersell in
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while the queen and her ladies watched in amazement.

the mirror to see that everything was as
it should be, she li]‘]‘ltlt"t] into the garden,
barefoot. She walked with conscious
grace, not too fast and not too slow, her
bearing regal, her color superb, her eyes
sharp as those of a falcon in search of
prey. When, now and then, she stooped
to pick a flower, her gown revealed a
faultless thigh.

Aristotle saw the fair temptress [rom
his window and was remarkably im-
pressed. Love made a child of him.
When the girl heard his subdued groans
and saw him at the window, she threw
him a flower saying, “Old gentleman, I
wish you a very good day!”

“Many thanks, fair maid,” the sage
replied hoarsely.

The girl looked at him with apparent
sympathy., “Are you not well?”

“Well enough, well enough, but I am
very lonely. Take pity on an old man
and pay him a visitl”

At this, Phyllis went into his room

and sat down close to him, whereupon
he trembled and said, “In my day I have
traveled far and seen much., but never
have 1 beheld a maiden fair as you. II
vou will let me win your favor, 1 will
not only give you 20 gold pieces, but 1
will let you take whatever you like from
my treasure chest!”

“"But, sir, how can I do that? I am an
innocent maiden!”

Her eyes fell on a saddle lying near
the door and an idea came to her.

“In truth, you ask a great deal. But
if you will let me put this saddle on your
back, this silken belt in your mouth, and
if you will then carry me to the end of
the park, 1 will do your bidding. Decide
quickly, for I have little time!"

“"How can | carry you on my back?"
the philosopher wailed. "I am no longer
young!™

“If you want to win my favor, you
must do as I ask.”

I'he ardor of Aristotle benumbed his

Ribald Classic continued

senses and he permitted Phyllis to saddle
and ride him. While he strained and
sweated on all fours toward his goal, the
saucy young damsel laughed, “Giddy-ap,
old man!” From the castle wall the
queen and her ladies watched in utter
amazement.

When the end of the park had been
reached, the girl jumped off lightly and
cried, “Old scoundrel, now you have
been repaid for robbing me of my sweet-
heart! Your hundred years have been
reduced to seven, for you have behaved
like a silly child.”

And she fled merrily across the garden.

The story spread rapidly through the
palace. So great was the shame of the
famous scholar that he packed his be-
longings and, it is said, went to an island
called Galicia where he wrote a thick
volume on the deceptive nature of pretty
WOmen.

—Translated by William H. Schad
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LET's surpose that you live and work in
the Oranges, New Jersey. One bright
morning at the office you spot a new
addition to the staff: soft auburn hair,
cute face, big wide-set eyes and a lovely
pneumatic hgure, It turns out that she
lives in your town too; she's 23, a B.A.
from Bennington. You move in and your
enterprise is rewarded with a date on
the following Friday for dinner and a
play in Manhattan. You pick her up on
the appointed night and you roll through
the Lincoln Tunnel into the glittering
world of midtown Gotham after dark,
You stuff her with seafood coquille and
tournedos at Le Chanteclair and get her
to the theatre just as the curtain rises.
So far, so good. But you really have no
idea of how far you can get with this
girl. Being basically a pessimist, you
don’t expect much more than a few
kisses at her doorway. But as the eve-
ning pProgresses, so do you: the dear lit-
tle thing proves far friendlier than she
looks, and you end the evening in a
small suite in a Gramercy Park hotel.

Next day you discreetly describe the
girl's warm and affectionate nature to
your best buddy, who promptly decides
that he is just as deserving as you are.
He makes a date and takes her across
the Hudson too, fully expecting to fol-
low in your fortunate footsteps. Alas, he
scores a goose egg: he leaves her at her
doorstep with the warm memory of a
sincere-type handshake to speed him on
his way.

A serious Federal offense has been
committed here. By you? Not at all. By
your f[riend, who could be dragged oft
to the penitentiary for five years and
fined $5000 to boot. He has violated the
Mann Act, though he got nothing but a
handshake for his pains. You, who en-
joyed the fullest pleasure the lady had to
offer, could not be booked for so much
as Jaywalking. You are completely in
the clear.

Ridiculous? Certainly. But that's the
way the law reads. Everyone has heard of
the Mann Act— the misbegotten brain
child of turn-of-the-century Representa-
tive James Robert Mann — but few know
anything about it except that it is
ominously concerned with sex and state

THE MANN ACT

lines. Thousands of men violate it every
day, quite unwittingly. It's wise to know
what the Act really stands for.

The Mann Act (or the White-Slave
Trathc Act, its ofhcial title) makes it
a crime to transport any female across a
state line with the intent that she shall
be engaged in “prostitution, or debauch-
ery, or for any other immoral purpose.”
Further, it makes it a crime to persuade
or force, or in any other way induce any
female to be transported across a state
line for the same purpose. The penalty
is a fine of up to $5000, or a jail sen-
tence up to five years, or both; if the
girl involved is under 18, up to $10,000
and 10 years.

The “crime” the Act condemns is not
“immorality.” It is the transportation of
a woman with an immoral intent. Once
you take her across a state line (with the
lurking thought that you may score), the
crime has been committed, no matter
what happens next — or doesn’t happen.
Your Iriend broke the law because he
had an “immoral” intent when he took
Miss Bennington through the Lincoln
Tunnel. You, not even considering the
possibility of making out (untl after the
transportation was over), are in the clear.
You see? The pure in spirit shall triumph.

This peculiar law was enacted in 1910
under peculiar conditions. At that time,
due to the unemancipated attitude of
the average American female, and other
factors, commercial prostitution was a
big deal in America. The term “vice
ring”’ had real meaning, and some of the
organizations were so powerful that state
governments couldn’t destroy them. The
national government stepped in. Since
the Constitution narrowly limits the
right of Congress to concern itself with
state matters, a circuitous approach to
the problem had to be made, something
akin to sending a three-time killer to
prison for non-payment of income tax.
Congress undertook to regulate the
interstate aspects of commercial prostitu-
tion, and the Mann Act was the result.

So why is an active, average young
man from New Jersey imperiled, when
the idea of commercial prostitution has
never entered his head? Because of the

(continued on page 73)

the road to hell is paved with mere intentions

article By ALAN HOLMES
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MANN ACT

o ool Southern playboys invent
new pastime-

“lor any other immoral llLl'Illl:l‘-l.'.“ In the

first test case, the Supreme Court inter-

' |ﬂt*t{.‘:f this to mean non-commercial

s extramanital or |:|:-|:1.|til.|1 INLErCOUTrse.
Ig (1-

The unfortunate first victim was a Cali
]?E[rtjf.

, fornian named Caminetti who took =2
high school girl to Reno with him lor a

weckend. Clearlv, it had not been the

TAN FASTI c ' mtent ol Congress to apply the Mann
Act to this kind of peccadillo — but in
W order to revise the law to conform to its
BT e s original purpose, some brave Congress-
' man would have had to propose an

NEw. EIVES Yﬂ“ A amendment which would surely result in
his being tagged throughout the land as b Heoaied
FASTEH TA" an advocate of sin. A Congressman that MG{HDIE‘"
PRODUCT

CAN

brave was not to be found at the time,
and none has appeared since.
Appellate  courts  have consistently
ruled, therefore. that premarital inter-
course comes under the heading ol “anv
other immoral purpose,” even though it

SAN JUAN FR

Deep in Dixie we uncovered a new

playboy pastime—The Bacardi Party.

It’s the essence of simplicity: Guests

bring Bacardi, the host supplies the

mixings—as many as he can think nf,
isn't even illegal in manv states — New . AR g
: 5 : ot (Soda. cola. oinger beer. iced tea,
”, York for one. Thus. in that state it is bl : gL
v - : » : : R ete., ete.) Fun because Bacardi mixes
not illegal to crawl into the sack with a

girl, but it 1s a serious crime to drive hex
there [rom another state with the inten

tion of doing so,

very well with all mixers, exotic or

Americas favorite brand - by far Hn"l'lt-'* [.}I\II{' or \’ “"I"-‘{J'-"

So we appeal to northern playboys:

Tanfastic gives you a I'he courts have also limited the appli-

A0ROX-OLN W00 — cation of the phrase to sexual immor- | gBaeardi Imports, Inc., 595 Madison Ave., NY Do not be outdone. Throw bigger and
::::;L!':r::;;ctfufar::; ality. Let's suppose you know a girl in Rim. 80 proof better Bacardi parties. Your honor is
S e wostalt Connecticut who is  extraordinarily at stake.

‘ ] cate skin smooth and
R .-f% > supple.

> Tanfastic contains an
exclusive, new tan-
ning booster, called

skilled at poisoning people. You wish to
do in vour great-aunt Hepzibah, whose
last will and testament will bring vou a
great bundle of loot. The old dear lives

y ™ E"t'::#:-;h'“"'“ in Brooklyn Heights, so vou have vow
T - l E : = 4
it little friend gather up her wollshane and - All-round
p : It actually multiplies . X 3
2 and intensifies the her strvehnine-laced mint tea and vou .
; - 5“"!'3 ““ﬂi“ir rays - transport her across the state line for the town
¢ ::::T:r;::;:;ﬂ[;';t the purpose of homicide. No violation .
: the M re. | and countr

Tenfastin==anothes ol the Mann Act here b 4
wonderful product : On the other hand. the courts have .
from the makers of not laid down anv definite ruling about N \ you'll wear

kil - : ;
ks where sexual immorality begins., Pre

sumably, the hope ol a kiss, even an % those wonderful
ardent kiss. 1s not immoral. but bevond £
that the lover's ]1:|t|1 is studded with

booby traps. For example, il you take a ‘ )

girl into circumstances that might tend _ : s F Rv E
to "lead her into immorality,” vou are \ ' 3

violating the Act. This precedent was '
established in the case of an agent who | : .
booked some dancers into a Mexican [ \ o o
cabaret. Although the girls’ contracts ' | % 3

JET® BOOTS

Y L%
'l._."--‘n-_ o o
----1..._-...;--.-:"2:.#"'

specifically provided that they would not JETS are worn by the smartest

be obliged to engage in prostitution, the _ S men . . . for dress or leisure . .

atmosphere of the cabaret was so de- _ for sports or campus . . . at hearths

: osrading that he was convicted under the \ ' and hunting lodges, on horses

4 Mann Act merely for having taken . and planes, in cities and suburbs.
ﬁ them into the place. 'This doctrine could . In rich Calf and Kid Leathers.
be extended. Many a {1|iu.- imn m.m.i:' 15 ' " } Black or Brown.

locally known as “the passion pit” and ‘:::h:lﬁ—‘:::;f; 5 to 16, AAA to EEE

for good reason. Il vou take a girl to g U, 8. Pk, UIL,

| Most styles under S18
such 2 }}];IH'. does it tend to lead her

For the store nearest you, write:

JOHN A. FRYE SHOE CO., Inc. Mariboro, Mass.

Bootmakers Since the Days of the Covered Wagon

into immaorality? Could be. A notorious

Now available everywhere—in handy plastic tubes and unbreakable squeeze bottles. lover’s lane could be “lil:'”‘-" (l:iltgt‘l'ullh.

Under a rigid interpretation a man could
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FOLK SONG
SING ALONG

“Sing Along"” is now a national pastime, and
Mitch Miller our national kapellmeister for
community singing.
end to the old chestnuts America enjoys sing-
ing along with Mitch and the Gang. Here is
the fifth album in this famous series, a col-

There seems 1o be no

lection of hine, contagious [olk songs that in-
vite you to join in.

FOLK SONGS=SING ALONG WITH MITCH
CL 1316 C5 8118 (stereo)

GUARANTEED HIGH-FIDELITY AND
STERECO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY

COLUMBIAK

@"Columbia” ™ Marcas Reg. A division of Columbia Broadcasting System, Inc

Actrass
Venelia Stevenson,
Warnor Bros. Plctures

ite easy, it's fun...

High fidelity STEREO sound can be yours
at savings of 509 or more. HEATHKIT
step - by - step instructions, written espe-
cially for beginners, assure swift and
successful assembly. Send today for the
FREE catalog listing over 100 easy-to-
build HEATHKITS.

HEATH COMPANY
Benton Harbor 38, Michigan

i
> a subsidiary ef Daystrom, Inc.

Please send the latest Heathkit Catalog.
NAME
ADDRESS
_CITY ZONE

STATE

be racked up for persuading a girl to get
into the back seat of a parked car. All
on the condition that a state line was
crossed, ol course.

For those unfortunates who live in the
District of Columbia, things are worse
still. There, vou don’t even have to cross
a state line to set yoursell up for trouble.
All you have to do is transport — with an
immoral intent, of course. If you are tak-
ing vour girl home in a Washington taxi
and the possibility of spending the night
with her flits through your mind, you
have just violated the Mann Act. If you
walk her home, however, you're sale —
but don’t get gallant and carry her into
her apartment. (To be really and truly
safe, vou can do no better than follow
the dictum of the Court of Appeals [or
the District of Columbia, which recently
held that “about the only place where
sexual intercourse can take place with-
out running athwart the local law is in
an anchored balloon.”) As a matter ol
fact, yvou need not even transport a ;{l!'l
in the District of Columbia or anywhere
else in the Federal jurisdiction to find
yourself in contravention of the Act. It
is enough to “persuade, induce, entice or
coerce,” to quote the statute, or for that
matter, “cause to be persuaded, induced,
enticed, or coerced,” or even “aid or
assist in persuading, inducing, enticing,
or coercing” any woman or girl to go
from one place to another for the pur-
pose of prostitution or debauchery or lor
any other immoral purpose. Il you write
to a girl in another state and invite her
across the line for a weekend ol mum-
blety-peg, it's wise not to bother trying
to make out — unless '_u,'uu'n.' 1:-1'1:]1.'|l'r.'l| LO
prove you had no such idea when you
wrote the letter.

If you make arrangements with a
young lady to spend the night in a hotel
room in another state, and you and she
travel there in separate cars, at different
times, you have nevertheless broken the
law il you “|u-1m:u|rd, induced, enticed,
or coerced” her to go.
tally, is readily recognized as a powerful
‘persuader,” etc.) On the other
the whole thing was her idea in the hrst
lii;l{l.', there 1s no violation., Nor can a
woman be convicted under the Mann
Act for transporting herself across a state
line, but she can be held Lable lo

(Money, mmciden-

hand, 1l

transporting another woman. There 1s
no section in the Act which makes it a
Federal crime for either a man or a
woman Lo transport a man across a state
line for immoral purposes.

These are the [acts. Now, what about
actual practice? For one thing, the FBI
hasn't yet worked out a way to tap minds,
so vour intention, as long as you keep it
to vourself, is invulnerable. And even il
it could be demonstrated that you har-
bored “evil” intent when you brought
your pelile amie across the Wisconsin-
IHlinois line for an evening of fun and

games in Chicago, a jury would probably

e ——— ———— - 1
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Filter Pipe by HEDICO

Protects you from irritants
Safeguards your pleasure

Nicotine, tars,flakes and juices
trapped inside Medico's change-
able filter never reach your
mouth. When filter is discolored,
replace with fresh one. That's
why Medico is more enjoyable
than any other smoke —
Cleaner . . . Milder
Cooler . . . Sweeter

menico Crest

New Meerschaum-
Hined . o oeessina £10.00

Gold Crest (illust.). 5.00
3.50

Eiﬁit FE-uI"Ip?:I » Fiiter Pi pes NYLON BIT
er Medico Filler Fi
£1.50 to $20.00 GUARAMTEED
BITE-PROOF
IMPORTED
ERIAR

Trademark

FILTER PIPES

For CatalogP6, write MEDICO,18E 54thS5t.,N. Y. 22

(A RIVIERA
1/ SLEEVE SHIRT

Made wxclusively by Low Magram,
“Shrtmaker 1o the '-1Jr" Thit
gvelel. Schillli embioidered, m-
poried balisle, i 1.II1rI- mag-
milicenl; & faihion |;rvr
I ta 1he zcal || malt

e
giedwey. An ideal shirt f.f '.:. T |
and summer weas now hil
able, for the farsd lime, 1o you!
IN STOCK. White. Reg. slret;
CRL-IL. Tall mén who Aeed #i-
i e ._hlpa i slégvEl, 1pd
city meck size and word TALL

$A.85.
Send chech of M.O. Me C.OD

« Member Dipers” Clab and Amerl-
can [xpress Charge Plang,

Write for fres calaleg "Lew
1"]2""1lcl.?q'!*bllll:lﬂcfl:ﬂ':r-l
ian Men's Fazhioan™

lew magram
B30-Tih Ave., Dept. rRG ML Y, 19
IMPORTED

PASSPORT
CASE

AEEESFEEERERRAEE LA X E RN

Colors lor bath men and women.
For everyday use a3 well as for
travel. Compariments for lrav-
elers chegues, U, 5. and foreign
currency, air-sleamship lickels,
landing cards, luggage checks
iah, yes— and lor your passpori )
Currency-conversion flable, loo.
Please specidy: nalural pigskin,
or caliskin in black, navy, brown
of red. $19.75 (Price ncludes
Federal Excizve Tax and handling.
Check of money ordef. Sairy, no
COD's.) Satifaction guaranieed.

SID CATO ASSOCIATES

Dept PB6, 1315 Eddy St., Chicago 13, ML,

A man with drive
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-

FLYING "

S

SERV\CY

.

gets Flying A

There’s more in it: (1) Highest octane for more power.
(2) The only gasoline over 100-octane that doesn’t cost you extra.
(3) Clean burning—the cleanest ever refined! (4) Never a knock in any engine.

Reason: Flying A comes from the most modern refinery in the world.

TIDEWATER OIL, THE "FLYING A" COMPANY—-FORMERLY TYOOL a5
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not convict you. United States attorneys
have bigger game to worry about. Addi-
tionally, they are wary of the blackmail
potential in the Mann Act. However, if
“immorality” actually does take place,
there is always the danger that the girl
herself, er her parents, will demand ac-
tion — and get it. For example, the orig-
inal transgressor, Mr. Caminetti, found
that his weekend in Reno cost him 18
months in prison and a $1500 fine. But
most  prosecutors, knowing that the
Mann Act was intended to curb com-
mercial prostitutes only, try to use it
solely or at any rate primarily for that
purpose.

A rundown of several cases that have
been tried under the Mann Act since
Caminetti shows not only that the word-
ing of the Act is vague and the Supreme
Court’s interpretation of it appallingly
literal, but that individual courts” appli-
cations of the law have been contradic-
tory, quixotic and unpredictable. Con-
sider the case of a kindly couple who ran
a brothel in Nebraska. They decided to
close up shop for a while and take a
vacation in Salt Lake City. They took
two of the girls, hard-working and de-
serving Lypes, along with them. It was
in no sense a business trip and no play-
for-pay took place during the course of
it. Still, they were convicted under the

Mann Act, on the ground that while
the trip to Salt Lake City had been in-
nocent, the trip back had not been, since
the girls went back to work when they
got home. The Supreme Court upset the
verdict, ruling that the trip had to be
considered as a whole, and as such it was
innocent.

There 1s a common, but mistaken, idea
that you can evade the Act by interrupt-
ing the trip just short of the state line
and having the girl walk across it alone.
One court case ivolved the madam of
an lowa house who had her chaufieur
drive her to Nebraska to pick up a
couple of prospective employees. When
they got to the bridge between the two
states, the girls got out and walked across
part of it. In the dark they became con-
fused, however, and there was a great
deal of conllicting tesumony as to
whether the short distance they walked
actually included the state line. The
judge brushed the whole argument aside
and ruled that it was all one trip. It
therefore made no difference if the girls
walked a few [eet in the course of it,
even if those [ew [eet contained the state
boundary.

Consider the case of the Unlucky Hyp-
notist. This was a businessman who took
his secretary along on a trip, a legiti-
mate business occasion. They quarreled

alter their return, and he found himself
in court, listening to the girl testify that
she had been compelled to take the trip,
much against her will, by some mysteri-
ous force emanating from her boss. She
blamed everything on the [act that he
was an amateur hypnotist. She argued
that she would never have accompanied
him, much less allowed him to have car-
nal knowledge of her, had she been [ree.
Displaying blithe ignorance of the fact
that no one can be hypnotized without
knowing that he is being hypnotized,
that it is almost impossible to hypnotize
a person without that person’s active
cooperation, and that only a very few
of the world's most skilled hypnotists can
compel a subject to act against his will,
the court entered a conviction under the
Mann Act.

Finally, the case of the Reverend
Grace, bishop of “The House of Prayer
for All Peoples.” On ecclesiastical busi-
ness in New York, the hishnl} was at-
tracted to a woman he met there and
offered to drive her to her home iIn
Philadelphia. While traveling through
New Jersey the reverend attempted to
have intercourse with his guest on the
lloor of the car (a chauffeur was driving)
but did not make out. He stayed with
her for two weeks of dalliance in Phila-
delphia, where, as 1t was later legally

stated, “he took various immoral liber-
ties with her person™ but did not have
intercourse with her. They proceeded to
Baltimore, and fhnally to the reverend’s
home in Washington, D.C., where, final-
ly, and lor a lee ol hve dollars. he was
allowed to possess her, as the saying goes.
She became pregnant, and when the
bishop returned to New York, he was
prosecuted and convicted under the
Mann Act.

The conviction was upset, the appel
late court finding that the bishop had
had no “immoral purpose” before leav-
ing New York State. Immoral purpose
he had later, and in plenty, but that
didn’t count.

And there, fellow felons, you have it
In briel, Congress used unnecessarily
broad language in trving to stop com-
mercial prostitution, the Supreme Court
interpreted it literally, and gentlemen
amateurs are put in hazard as a result.
The Declaration of Independence asserts
that every man has an inalienable right
to life, liberty and the pursuit of happi-
ness. Congress and the courts have in-
sisted through the vehicle of the Mann
Act that 1l |1.'ll:r[1inr.'~n' is jllh.[ a thing
called woman, best vou don't think
about her or take her across a state line.

(o 2y
-./r;'ﬂrﬂ/ .'F&f/mlx'

(continued from page 36)
regarded as a long-range investment and
they do have the necessary simplicity
and quiet elegance for formal clothes.

The cummerbund or the cummervest
should be worn in the position of a belt.
Keep 1t down —at the waisthne. The
open cummerbund pleats are always
turned up when vou put the cummer-
bund on. Usually the bow tie is bought
in a set with the cummerbund, but if
vou prefer to find a special shape in a
tie, remember that these two items must
match. Most ol the packaged bow ties
are the pre-tied, clip-on variety used by
glue-ingered types who are leery of tie-
ing their own. In truth, anvone who has
learned how to tie his shoe laces can
handle a bow tie with equal ease, and
we recommend you purchase the do-it-
yoursell model.

Solid black ties are still the most ac-
ceptable, with midnight blue running a
close second. The use ol solid colors
other than these, the stripes, or the tar-
tan plaids are also now acceptable. Artsy-
craltsy brocades, silver and gold lamds,
and all the other exotic fabrics dreamed
up by the designers are colorful plumage,
bt Nllilll": for the birds,

BEER AND SKITTLES

(continued from page 51)

ing. You'll want cocktail toothpicks for
spearing these toothsome appetizers.

LIVERWURST CLUB SANDWICHES

These may be made with either plain
or toasted rye bread or toasted white
bread. For 4 companions vou'll want 8
slices of bread, each piece spread with
creamed butter, that is, butter left at
room temperature until it can be worked
very smooth for spreading with the back
of a spoon, Cut 1 very large Spanish
onion or 2 medium-size yellow onions
into the thinnest possible slices. Heat 2
tablespoons salad oil in a large frying
pan and saut¢ the onions only untl
they are limp — not brown. Fry 8 slices
of bacon unul crisp. Cut 14 Ib. Braun-
schweiger  liverwurst  into  thin  slices.
Make 4 sandwiches of the sautéed onions,
the liverwurst and the bacon. Place a
lettuce leal or two on top ol the bacon.
Cut the sandwiches diagonally and place
them, cut side out, on serving plates.
Garnish the sandwiches with sliced toma-
toes (beelsteak if possible) and cold crisp
garlic dill pickles. Serve both English
mustard and mayonnaise in sauce boats.

STUFFED DEVILED EGGS

For this type of snack there is no desig-

Polished Cotton ... cool and smooth Whether you're taking your ease horizontally or standing up

from every point of you!

POST-GRAD

to the problems of the moment, the Post-Grad look is equally
correct. You'll find it in slacks, shorts and jackets. Here you
see it in a high-lustre polished cotton that washes

easily and wears endlessly. All this is yours when

you see the label that says HIS.

SLACKS $4.95 TO $46.95 SHORTS $3.95 TO $4.95 JACKETS $12.95

SLACKS and
SPORTSWEAR

i you connal find HIS sporisweor ol your favorife slere
wiite to HIS, 230 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, N. ¥

SPORTSWEAR
Don't envy H-I:S...wear them
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The world's most
fabulous conversation
piece . . . 3% oz.

/\ﬂlﬂﬂg £

camera oy i
Speeds up to 1/1000 ; &}1["
sec., F/3.5 lens, . !
focuses 8" to.inf.,
50 r:p._mnnutinr. 1 '
Minox B, with built-in S|
expoiure meter, leather |
cose ond chain—=149.95
Withou! meter—11%. 50 \\-..

at all camera sfores

FOR LITERATURE. KLING PHOTO CORP.
257C FOURTH AVE., N.Y.C. 10

(BRITISH OFFICER’S CHAIR)
*19.95

The famous B. 0. C.
. . - extremely versatile
and eomfortahle . . .
has sturdy natural
birch frame and heavy
CANYAS COVED in Iltnl"k.‘
white, aqum, rust,
green, red, royal blue,
olive removable and *‘

washable, 28" x24"x27"

high. Assembles in minutes without
tools, Satin black or walnut-finished
frame 1.00 extra. Shipping charges :
East of Miss. Add 1.50; West of
Miss. 2.50.

SEND 26¢ FOR CATALOG
Check or money order (no C.0.D.'s) to:

the workbench

Dept. P, 46 Greenwich Ave, New York 11

| haven't heen so happy
since the pigs ate my
little sister

: 51
B - X - ’I
2%
all my favorite @§ = M|
Sick Jokes are )|

now together

n

s wherever
books are
sold OR -

SLASH OUT
COUPON NOW

— — —— ——

The Citadel Press, Dept. S-G810
222 Fourth Ave., New York 3, N.Y.

I enclose $1.00. Please rush me, postage pre-
aid, a copy of SICK JOKES, GRIM CAR-
TOONS & BLOODY MARYS. I must laugh
myself sick or I can return the book within 10
days and vou will sorrowfully return my dollar.

.'.'n.li"__._..:.;_;.__l
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'l_ SETELh B i e

nated portion or serving. The number
of eggs you'll need will depend upon
the appetites of the beer drinkers you're
feeding as well as the amount of other
food provided. Stuffed deviled eggs are
delightful with cold [ried chicken or
cold sliced glazed ham. To make 12 half
pieces, boil 6 eggs 8 to 10 minutes. Chill
the eggs. Let 14 cup butter stand at
room temperature until it is solt enough
to spread easily,. Remove shells from
eges, and cut the eges in half length-
wise. Carefully remove the yolks Irom
the whites. Force the yolks through a
fine wire sieve into a mixing bowl. Add
the butter, 2 tablespoons mavonnaise, |
teaspoon prepared mustard, 14 teaspoon

F

dry mustard, 14 teaspoon onion salt and
I4 teaspoon pepper. Add 1 tablespoon
prepared anchovy paste and 14 teaspoon
lemon juice. Mix ingredients in the bowl
until very well blended. Refill whites
with volk mixture, using a pastry tube
if one is handy. Otherwise use a spoon
or small spatula, Chill the eggs thor-
oughly before serving.

S5WISsS CHEESE SALAD

LLike the garlic olives, the cubes of
Swiss cheese in this salad may be eaten
with cocktail toothpicks at non-meal
hours, or the salad may be served on
lettuce like any lunch or dinner salad.
In the latter case the following ingredi-
ents will make 2 portions. Buy 145 lb.
Swiss cheese in one piece and cut into
14 inch cubes. In a mixing bowl combine
the cheese with 14 cup French dressing,
2 medium-size onions sliced as thin as
possible and 2 teaspoons imported Dijon
mustard. [ the Dijon mustard isn't
available, any other prepared mustard
may be substtuted. Mix well. Marinate
2 to 3 hours before serving.

HAM CORNUCOPIAS

Very carefully remove any pieces of
shell or cartilage from 1 lb. fresh crab
meat. (A 13-0z. can of crab meat may be
substituted.) Cut 14 cup pitted black
olives into thin slices. In a mixing bowl
combine the crab meat with the sliced
olives, 14 cup mayonnaise, 2 tablespoons
minced parsley, juice of 14 lemon, 1 tea-
spoon grated onion, 14 teaspoon Wor-
cestershire sauce and 2 hard-boiled eggs
which have been shelled and chopped
very fine. Add salt and pepper to taste.
Add more mayvonnaise if a richer mix-
ture is desired. Place the crab meat on
8 large thin slices of canned ham. Roll
the ham cornucopia fashion, that is, with
one end closed and the other end show-
ing the crab meat. Place the rolled ham
on a deep bed of crisp watercress. Serve
with French bread or Russian pumper-
nickel. And keep the suds coming, be-
cause getting vour gathering all hopped
up is one way for a bright young man

to get a head.

from the 50th State!

. CUFF LINKS
HAWAIIAN

Exquisitely crafted in
sterling silver or gold
finish with adjustable
toggle.

A. Miniature replicas of Ha-
waii's golden pineapple.

B. Smartly styled, jewel-
like coconut palm trees.

C. Distinctively handsome
outrigger canoe in the surf.

D. Authentic Royal Hawai-
ian gilded crest, symbol of
Hawaiian kings.

Only $11.50 a pair includ.
ing tax and air mailing any
place in U. S.

Shown 145 size
Send Check or Money Order

ZRoss Suthenland

Whaikiki, Hawaii

Free! Folder on additional Hawaii Cuff Links.
Write us now!

« REBEL HAT -

Rugged top attire for Rebels of any Couse

We predict the rebel hat will set the trend this year at
drinking bouts, beer blaits, counmtry club linki, and other
sporting evenls, In bold olive. 9 or. combed salin; water
repellent. Sires &3 - 7V5. Dry martini insignia, crossed
golf club insignia, or plain. Please specify. Only $3.00 ppd.

Alsa: Club, fratermity, sorority letters or emblems
imprinted o order. Write for details and prices.

Beals & Schulty

McHenry,
ilinois

LINGUAPHONE

MAKES IT EASY TO LISTEN ond LEARN to

s

SPANISH (American or European) @

FRENCH
GERMAN ¢ ITALIAN & JAPANESE
MODERN GREEK . ICELANDIC

Any of 34 lanquages available at home
Only Linguaphons, The Waorld's Standard Conversa-
tional Method, brings the worlid's best native langunge
teachers into your home on fine Hig=llke recordings

You listen for just 20 minutes 6 day You hear the

evervilay conversations of ¥ 1o 12 men ant women.
You learn to speak quickly, eorrectly by Imitation, the
same natural way you learned English n= a ehild

Exciting Business, Travel Opportunities Here and
Abroad. LinFuaphone 8 uked the world over by schools,
governments, business firms,. Over a milllon home-study
students, Send for FREE Book and Detaflsof FREE Trial.
T LINGUAPHONE INSTITUTE i
T-231-069 Radie City, New York 20, N. ¥. |
Pleass vepd e FREE BOOKE I
Dietalls of FREE trial. No obligation, of course, |

My language interest in I
Name : ot o .1
Nildroes 1 - » ]
iy Tene Higie ]
1

. |

World"s Standard Conversational Metheod
For Over Hall & Century

Fe———————

ORIGINS OF BEAT

the “juvenile delinquency” shot and
the horrors of a mad teeming billyclub
New York and L.A. and they began to
call that Beat, that beatific . . . bunch
ol fools marching against the San Fran-
cisco Giants protesting baseball, as if
(now) in my name and I, my childhood
ambition to be a big league baseball
star hitter like Ted Williams so that
when Bobby Thomson hit that home-
run in 1951 1 trembled with joy and
couldn’t get over it for days and wrote
poems about how it is possible for the
human spirit to win after all! Or, when
a murder, a routine murder took place
im North Beach, they labeled it a Beat
Generation slaying although in my child-
hood I'd been famous as an eccentric in
my block for stopping the younger kids
from throwing rocks at the squirrels,
for stopping them from fryving snakes in
cans or trying to blow up f[rogs with
straws. Because my brother had died at
the age of nine, his name was Gerard
Kerouac, and he'd told me “Ti Jean
never hurt any living being, all living
beings whether it's just a litde cat or
squirrel or whatever, all, are going to
heaven straight into God’s snowy arms
so never hurt anything and if you see
anybody hurt anything stop them as
best yvou can” and when he died a file
ol gloomy nuns in black from St. Louis

(continued from page 42)

de France parish had filed (1926) to
his deathbed to hear his last words
about Heaven. And my father wo, Leo,
had never lifted a hand to punish me,
or to punish the little pets in our house,
and this weaching was delivered to me
by the men in my house and I have
never had anything to do with violence,
hatred, cruelty, and all that horrible
nonsense  which, nevertheless, because
God 15 gracious beyond all human m-
agining, he will forgive in the long end

. that million years I'm asking about
you, America.

And so now they have beatnik routines
on I'V, starting with satires about girls
in black and [ellows in jeans with snap-
knives and sweatshirts and swastikas
tattooed under their armpits, it will
come to respectable m.cs ol spectacu-
lars coming out nattily attired in Brooks
Brothers jean-type tailoring and sweater-
type pull-ons, in other words, it's a sim-
ple change in fashion and manners, just
a history crust — like from the Age ol
Reason, from old Voltaire in a chair to
romantic Chatterton in the moonlight
— from Teddy Roosevelt to Scott Fite-
gerald So there's nothing to get
excited about. Beat comes out, actually,
ol old American whoopee and it will
only change a [ew dresses and pants and
make chairs useless in the livingroom

and pretty soon we'll have Beat Secre-
taries of State and there will be insti-
tuted new tinsels, in fact new reasons
for malice and new reasons for virtue
and new reasons f[or forgiveness . . .

But yet, but yet, woe, woe unto those
who think that the Beat Generation
means crime, delinquency, immorality,
amorality . . . woe unto those who at-
tack it on the grounds that they simply
don’t understand history and the yearn-
ings of human souls . . . woe unto those
who don’t realize that America must,
will, is, changing now, for the better |
sav. Woe unto those who believe in the
atom belicve in  hating
mothers and fathers, who deny the most
important ol the Ten Commandments,
woe unto those (though) who don't be-
lieve n the unbelievable sweetness ol
sex love, woe unto those who are the
standard  bearers of death, woe unto
those who believe in conflict and horror
and violence and Gl our books and
screens and livingrooms with all that
crap, woe in fact unto those who make
evil movies about the Beat Generation
where innocent housewives are raped
by beatniks! Woe unto those who are the
real dreary sinners that even God finds
room to forgive . . . woe unto those who
spit on the Beat Generation, the wind'll
blow 1t back.

bomb, who
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PLAYBOY JAZZ FESTIVAL

SPONSORED BY PLAYBOY MAGAZINE

HHHHHHNN THE GREATEST JAZZ FESTIVAL ON EARTE HHHH0

See and hear more great jazz stars in one weekend than most people see in a lifetime
W W N G T R W M M A A A 0 0 0 A A A A i

SATURDAY AUGUST 8 @ SUNDAY

AUGUST 9

4. oreat performances|

MAGNIFICENTLY STAGED IN THE SOUTH BOWL OF SOLDIER FIELD—CHICAGO

GREAT VOCALISTS -

GREAT BANDS -

AFTERNOONS AT 2:00 PM EVENINGS AT 8:00 PM

HIGH FIDELITY SOUND SYSTEM SUPERVISED BY ALLIED RADIO CORP., CHICAGO

GREAT COMBOS

FESTIVAL SERIES TICKETS | AL SEATS RESERVED X7
[ALL 4 PERFORMANCES] AT $22/$17.60/$13.20/$8.80/$4.40

— - -\
Individual Performance tickets at $5.50/$4.40/$3.30/$2.20/$1.10 ) [T
| E

£ 9 B C | |t

MAIL

PLAYBOY JAZZ FESTIVAL
PLAYBOY BUILDING
232 E. OHIO STREET
CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS iy
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Combination Beach Towel and Robe. The Roman Empire
rises again with these terrific terry teammates for beach, pool
of patio. White, with gold and black authentic Roman molil.
Her SUN TOGA slips over head, converls from large beach towel
to flattering. form-fitting bathing suit topper or dry-off robe.
His CAESAR CAPE changes from king size towel to he-manly
beach cloak thal fastens at the neck. OUne size, in each, lils
BREYOND. & it m s T s v e £5.00 each, ppd.

SEND FOR FREE CATALOG OF UNUSUAL GIFTS

Satisfaclion Guaranteed.
Send check or money order to:

THE CROSSWINDS HOUSE No. 1 Crosswinds, Dept. PG

5L Louis 24, Missouri

includes
tax, postage
handling

A conversation piece at
campus and penthouse
cocktail parties . . .
Order your favorite drink;
Scotch and Soda, Gin,
Dry Martini, Manhattan,
Bourbon and Ginger Ale, 4643 Beverly Bivd. Dept. P
or Cocklail Time. Los Angeles 4, Calif,
Brochure Available on Regquest

NEW! Revised Edition

How much do you know
about the new stereo
record? For the full
story, in simple easy-
to-understand terms
read "It Takes Two
To Stereo'” by Walter
0. Stanton. For your
free copy, write to
Dept. HE9

PICKERING & CO., INC.
Sunnyside Blvd., Plainview, New York

HIy 1
HIG,

Binek wrought-iron cabinet s just walting for your
eollection to grow into! “"Shows-off"" 200 LIP* albumas.
Ten compartments to fOle reconds by symphonies, ops l
erai, ballets, jazz. folk, chamber and show musiel
I Hitgrdy: 28 "x29 %10, Fully assembled! Hemit 80,095,

T chir. Iilfiers rel. Exp., ehor. collected on

l ||: In':-ri-_ h,I|I|:_..r\| !.Ill'\1r1\:l?\'.|l1fl"|-; l.'{"!.l.l ANTERE! sq‘?5 '
i'Leslie Greations = Depl. V246 » Lafayelte Hill, Pa. l
Wush my Record Calinet! [ enclose §0.U5 Ck. or M.O.

Specify gold or silver and
style when ordering.
Send Check or Money

Order to:

CONTEMPO ORIGINALS
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PEANUT

had a dreaming expression on his face.
The back of the car was curtained off,
but I saw [rom my shell that the curtains
were separated. Somebody was peeking
outside.

At first I thought it was a coincidence
that the car crawled along next to me.
But after a while I got suspicious so 1
crossed the street and turned a corner.
The car turned too and kept crawling.
It made me a little nervous and 1 was
beginning to wonder, when out of the
blue a little kid off the sidewalk ran up
to me and threw an arm lock around my
haunches. She wouldn't let go. She had
never seen anything like me before and
I suppose she wanted to eat me on the
.HIHII..

Her mother tried to drag her away but
she carried on and screamed. A crowd
formed and the kid fell down to my
ankles and held on. I was losing my
balance. I didn't relish the idea of fall-
ing down on the sidewalk because I
knew it would be damn near impossible
to get up and I would be at the mercy
of anything that happened to come
along.

The kid sunk her teeth into my ankle
and luckily there was a bone that stopped
her. She was yelling, “I love my Uncle
Peanut,” which was frightening by itself
and she meant it from the heart. Finally
they pried her separate and her mother
belted her with a handbag and promised
her I would stop around on Christmas.

A cop came over by then and gave me
a talking to. He told me to move along,
which I was willing to do, and I beat it
back onto the avenue at a slow trot. It
was hard to make real time because the
wind caught my peanut at the corner
and nearly tipped me over. By the time
I got hold of myself the car was gone
and to tell you the truth I forgot about
it. I was too busy just sweating and
rubbing my bruise.

I was shaking pretty bad. The experi-
ence was a mean one. I thought of going
back to Goobertown but I never was a
quitter and that $45 was big time to me.
So I looked around for a place to catch
my breath.

Now L.A. is a curious town full of
peculiar temples, Every few blocks is a
churchy-looking building that is not ex-
actly an ordinary church. They have
strange names and odd shapes, but all
of them are open to the public. I was
attracted to one by its [four-o'clock
whistle. I mean exactly that. At four

(continued from page 62)

o'clock this tower on the street gave out
a moaning noise like a squeezed owl.
My nerves were [rying anyway and that
sound threw me. I thought it was an
carthquake and that I would be swal-
lowed up. But it was only the tower
clock marking tuime. The building had
a big sign in neon that said: “Haven

SENLAT/ORAL

L NEW
GAS-0IL
BLENDER

BLEND-RITE

IT'S AUTOMATIC!
MIXES PERFECT FUEL FOR
OUTBOARD ENGINES!

Ends guesswork and mess. Re-
duces engine repairs. Ez:; to
use. Two oil settinps: Yaor Va2 pt
per gal. Just set dial, insert gas
nozzle in conning tower, pump
as thru. Result . . . perfect
uel mix! Fast, accurate. All
steel construction. See your
dealer or send check or M/O.

Money back guarantee,

$19°5
ppd.
Dept. No. P&
ALVA T.SMITH COMPANY, Box 36, Thiensville, Wis.

Satin
Bedsheets

NEW
TO CELEBRATE
SPECIAL OUR 8th ANNIVER-
PRICE! SARY., we offer you

Lthis special discount on
our famous Satin Bed-
sheets and Pillow
Cases. Made of seperd
Celanese satin, Guaran-
teed washablée—they last
for years. in sur
regular popular
shades: Blue. While,
Black, Pink, Gald,
dCrimson, Satlitfaction

.l“ "’;h - {‘H Guaranteed. Prepaid.
o T BN New

Dbl. Bed, 2 sheets, 2 eases,,.......508.85 (Reg. $28.05)
Twin Bed, 2 sheets, 2 ecases........ 18.95 (Reg. $28.05)
King Bed, 2 sheets, 2 ensed........ 27.85 (Heg. $42.05)
3 Mir. monog. N CASES.....c.exuess 3.00 (Reg. & 5.00)

SCINTILLA®, 1209 W. Balmoral, P.B., Chicago 40, lil

EGGHEAD?

At last. .. for the PLAYBOY's office, den, or trophy
case...a life-size Egghead! Comes in two frames
of mind, ID-oriented (1) or openminded (r). Ceramic Egg-
head stands 11" tall, makes a greal place to hang your
hat. It's an ideal gift too. %£6.95 includes shipping
charges. Specify "SEX™ or “THINK". Limited availabil-
ity. Sorry, no C.0.D.'s. WARBACK ASSOCIATES, Box 2083,
Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y.

“FRATERNITY PADDLES

Mo college or group is complete without one of these
beautiful paddles. Genuine White Oak with natural,
mohogany or block finish; smooth and lightly pol-
ished. 23 inches long; 5 inches wide, Only $4.95 each,
Monograms, initials or names, 50¢c extra per poddle.
State finish required. Send Money Order or Cash

to P.0. BOX 9141, SAN DIEGO 8, CALIFORNIA.

MEMORY EXPERT

BE OME YOURSELF — At the CONFERENCE
table, have facts at your fingertips. AL
; Ihe COCKTAIL table, remember namas,

o Y phone numbers ., . impress the gird . .,
'E behind the drink. Get lop grades in the
CLASSROOM. You can easily learn o
remember namaes, faces, numbers, spell-
ing, lacls, #tc. Complele home-sludy
course in 11 books. DMLY £10 postpaid,
Send check, or money order lo: MEMORY 667 Crenshaw Biwd

Write for Free Brachure Los Angeles 5. Calif

BOOTLEGGERS BEWARE!

Check-A-Drink is @ social marvel, the size of a swizzle
stick, that instantly measures the proof of your high-
balis. Once the bane of bootleggers, now a must for the
playboy-about-town or home lippler. Developed from a
lab instrument, Check-A-Drink will instantly improve your
barside manner. Only $2 to

Check-A-Drink
601 Lexington Ave, . Mew York 22, N. Y.

THE BIL.AZER

Red and white candy striped washable blazers,
unlined in regulars, longs, shorts.
Sizes 34 to 48 13.95

Order by mail. Send check or money order now to
BRADLEIGH 5Ny
PERSONALIZED DESK SET

GLEAMING GOLDENM

finish. With a

handsomely engraved
nameplate of walnut !

design. Attractive

matching desk

pens with

PAPERMATE

DELIVERY GUARANTEED G Poxed
send Check or M. O. to $10- ppd.
IRVIN STUART COMPANY

——

red & blue
refills. 8" wide,

FATHER'S DAY

19 5. LA SALLE 5T, CHIfAGCIi ILL.

ARE YOU STANDING ON YOUR HEAD?

Slouf([] ‘pg 0wy Ay Juowdg ‘AL PEOL
LHVIN FJHNLINENA AHOLOVY

10) Japd0 Aauod
40 yoaaya puag ‘giGRg Aup A wuldpao Uy
OGN aY) alisap oy 280L] Jo0.0 ‘yay 83 Aq
aprs 16 |Iny ¥ ‘[@:E aungqni Apdnjs jo sda|
Ysiuy Suoqs] JIojiod Suijy-uany ul ayeuwym
oY) slapo Jnee wnef Puuunygs-daap ‘EnolInxncg
WONE Aum o Juaaon JulyLLE B FppY Ulye pau
=(0a] pajunuls Jo pajwald fjjuonewnip cauya
S JINES 'Li.'l.l:q!!.l_l'l.’_. [_I.?,J!EITCII‘F—].IHIII.LI!. ‘.-C!l.l"l_ I.l! 'Illl:'l}i

Convertible Top
Plastic Rear Window

RENEWER

+ Removes Surface Seratches
# Cleans and Palishes

# Hoemwoses surface discolorabion.

o Henvses popd grime, ele

a Get erveinl elear vision

o Clesns and polishes In one simple operatlon.

s Antl statie.

s ANl plastic windows and surfaces on bonis,

¢ Will elean plexielass, polystiyveene, vinyl nid mosk

vither plastle products.
e Ench, Prd. (No G008, please.). .« . .. $1.50

NATIONAL MAIL Oltl:IEﬁ Co.
Dept, LB-) 831 W, Washingten Blvd., Chicaga 7, Il

Of The Jolly Atoms.” It also said:
“Enter Strangers” so I went over and
entered.

[ had to bend to get mysell through
the first door and I came up against a
seccond. This one was painted white
with gold universy pictures and it had
a bronze hand for a knob. 1 grabbed
the hand and gave it a shake. Chimes
rang out and the door opened. It was
dark inside and my eves had to adjust.
But when they did I saw that I was in-
sidde a big boxy room decorated with
plastic stars and planets. In the center
hanging [rom the ceiling was a ball spin-
ning and little balls whooshing around
it. Two spirally columns of Hashing
lights Hanked an altar at the far end.
I decided right away that this was not
the place for me and I turned io go.
But two ladies in white robes came out
ol someplace and took me by the arms.

“Sister Proton welcomes you,” said
one.

“Sister Nutron welcomes you,” said
the other.

“Pleased to meet you,” I said. “But
I'm on a lunch hour and . . .”

“Enter the kingdom of Hux,” said Sis-
ter Proton.

“Let yoursell fragment,” said Sister
Nutron.

“1 came in to rest,” I said.

“OfF course,” said Sister Proton.

“"Now rest,” said Sister Nutron, sitting
me down under the spinning ball.

“There i1s nothing like disintegration
and remtegration,” said Sister Proton.

“Nothing,” said Sister Nutron.

“You'll be a new man,” Sister Proton
said, “and for such a reasonable fee.”

“Five dollars a treatment,” said Sister
Nutron. “For the [und.”

“Surely vou believe in the work of
the fund,” said Sister Proton.

*"Well,” 1 said, “the truth s . . .

A raimbow ol lights began Hashing
out of the ball and it started to come
down over my head. It was suspended
by a very thin wire and whirling that
way it looked very ominous.

“Disintegrate, reintegrate,”
Nutron.

“Flux is everything,” said Sister Pro-
Lonn.

“I don't have five dollars,” I said.
“This is mv first day in LA, I just
started working . . ."

“You can owe us the five dollars,” said
Sister Nutron.

“That’s nice of you,” I said. “But . . ."”

A chorus of voices came out of a
speaker somewhere and the ball turned
vellow. It was about three [eet over our
heads.

Wi

said Sister

“Now, atomize,” said Sister Nutron.

“Fly apart,” said Sister Proton.

The ball began to buzz and come
down closer and I was worried that it
would hit the top of my shell. ] prob-
ably would have been pulverized if it
hadn’t been for some quick thinking.

e

" RONSON
> ROTO-SHINE

THE PERFECT SHINE . . .
THE PERFECT WAY . ..

Even vour playmate will enjoy polishing
your shoes this pleasant way. The Roto-
Shine Electric Polisher cleans, polishes and
buffs your shoes to a high lustre, with no
mess and no fuss.

Famous Ronson construction insures de-
pendability and performance. Easy snap-in
socket permits quick interchange between
brush and buffer.

Polishing kit comes
complete with brushes,
buffers and polish for
both black and brown
shoes.

Perfect for home, office
and traveling.
$17.50 Complete — Postage
Free. Fully Guaranteed.

Send Check or Money Order to

FLARE PRODUCTS
727 S. Dearborn St. *  Chicago 5, Il

19 APRIL 53
0

Captured for her forever by @ sparkling
genuine 2-pt. diamond handset to mark
the date on an accurate calendar of 14K
solid gold engraved to your order.

SHOWN ACTUAL SIZE

14k gold, handmade spiral bracelet
and charm ...............$36.00
~ Charm only ..............$15.00
Promp?t, safe delivery all charges pd. No C.O.D.s. |

o agc@ 7

56 Bellevue Theatre Bldg., Upper Montelair, N. ),

Build the best STEREO hi-fi
save 50% with “JF[H*L kits
-

> Stereo Dual
Amplifier -
Preamp HFB1
Kit £ 69.95
Wired . $109.95

Mail coupon for free catalog of G0 models of hi-fi.
test instruments & “‘ham’ radio gear. Kifts &
Wired, — & name of nearest EICO dealer,

EICO, 3300 N. Bivd,, L.1.C, I, N. Y. PB-&
T R e e e e e
JAddress.. ..o
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“1 owe you five dollars,” 1 yelled. “I
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“This is business,” the manager said.

BAN-LON CARDIGAN SPORT SHIRT

L] . .
i owe you len dollars.” . CARSINEU ROPE e | “Important business.” Ban-Lon Miracle Wash 'N'
: Al eI Ty ; : ~ s . . L T : ' ' Wear fabric retains its
N o vacatwon. I'he ball began to lift, the buzzing ® ALL RENTAL, LEASING AND SALES PLANS e Can’t I possibly \.!J bbb et
Pﬂ"ﬂlﬂim‘ with a DIPLOMAGIC touch! stopped, the lights went out and Sister o FOR ANY MAKE ANYWHERE IN EUROPE & “Not possibly,” he said. “You work ; SHSACT S ametes o
. Proton and Sister Nutron calmed down . e | tonight."” d i madeinthariabling
i Paradise . AN . : . e ' ; . . R Py appearance, Versatile
; v Get set to enjoy a scintillating Jazz Festival... “Fill in this short form,” Sister Nu. ot ..- .-'- - “If you say so, sir,” I said. e g Ezrdlgﬁnqmsa%m ;»;:tA ail-
= . ] - b i x i B w W _ Avail-
! a tremendous panorama of sports and tron said. o s = Good man,” he said. d | 3515 16 mavy vl toukt,
entertainment events...an authentic Polynesian village I wrote out an 10U giving my name = - “What do I do?” 1 said. : / :ﬂuﬂmﬁfar- 15”':';‘- small, me-
‘ * T . B4 A jl J! « andg RE
set on our 1,000-foot beach...a smart Country Club as Sam Humphrey which was the name o . Just go with Mr. Antenna,” the man- ' / A terrific value  $6.99
offering Golf and Tennis FREE—June 1st through of my predecessor, and listing an address . s | ager said. “He'll explain things later.” E gf?“ TE:‘-"E"‘]”E} .r:”"'f."mfer;
November 15th! Now at moderate rates. .. that came to my mind. . - He pointed to the chauffeur. Mr. s back guarantee. Styled by:
the wonderful fun—the picturesque settings— “Are you refreshed, brother?” said . L ARt Ez'rr,r}raf‘g-nn e | Antenna came over and shook hands D & G Clothes Shop

h b dini h kli i Sister Proton and 1 said, “"Extremely.” ® 209 Post Street Ly g S agith mie. 744 East 63rd St., Chicago 37, Illinois
the superb dining— the sparkling entertainment. .. b o MoRastSteet o0 orl,S: Wabash Averve @ . . Located.in the University of Chicago area for over 40
all part of this 400-acre “capital of the resort world”— I'hey led me to the door and I ducked i L L 101 icago, IIl., FI 62341 & \re we ready?” he said. years. Our prices can't be beat. It's smart to buy

outside. $00 00000000 IRNOSRRRRBES “I'm readv.” T said. for less

Panorama
of Events

the endlessly varied, elegantly international DIPLOMAT!

« | JIPLOMAT

‘dune 1 thru

EAST/WEST

HOTEL AND COUNTRY CLUB
HOLLYWOOD-BY-THE-SEA | FLORIDA

SAMUEL FRIEDLAND, Ownership [ GEORGE E. FOX, Mng. Director

Cary MiddlecoM, Golf Pro

ol

Write now for colorful brochure and rates, or see your Travel Agent

U.5.A. DRINKING TEAM WARMUP SWEATER. Excellent
warmup garment for drinking bouts, beer busts. Guaranteed to help

team drink for victory at all sporting events.

CONFEDERATE DRINKING UNIFORM. Be prepared when
the South arises again! Wear this official uniform of Southern drink.

ing circles for expedient recognition at mint julep
parties and other festivities.

a7 OMPANIONS FOR CAM
prC =

Both made of quality cotton fabric in white
only. Sizes §, M, L & XL. Available with or
without hood.

pUS CUTUPS

U.5.4
IRk
1EAN

It took me about a half-hour to get
over being atomized and by then it was
after five. I had walked a long way so
I turned back toward Goobertown, |
was looking forward to coming out ol
my shell and doing the town as a civilian
again,

About a block from home base I saw
the monster car again and things fell
into place. The way 1 figured it, Goober-
town sent that car to spy on me and
there was no question but that I would
get canned because of the mess on the
strect. My thinking was very muddy.
If I had any sense 1 would have realized
that the car probably cost more than all
the company’s peanuts end to end, with
the fixtures thrown in for good measure.

I ambled into the store like a prince
on wheels. I took it slow with dignity.
Inside 1 looked around and strutted
over the marble toward the manager's
office. I saw him in back of the place
huddled with the chauffeur gesturing
and whispering his lousy report. The
manager looked serious as hell and shook
his head. Then 1 saw the chauffeur
reach into his pocket and pass some-
thing to him and things changed. The
boss began to smile. He patted the
chauffeur on the shoulder and even
laughed.

I was practically on them when they

DRINKING FLAGS

No party, beer bust, or other festive occasion would be
complete without the hoisting of a traditional drinking
flag. Ideal gift for playboys, boat owners or just plain
connolsseurs of the grape.

Made of white nylon—12" x 18", $2.95 each, Post-

poid. Send check or money order. (Californio residents
odd 4% sales tox.)

hﬂbbl-lﬂ(. P.O. Box 335 —Hermosa Beach, Calif.

DISTINCTIVE LUCKY FISHING ROD HANGER
—0l cast aluminum and finished in attractive
muted black. Hanger can be mounted on any wood
or plaster wall. Approximate size 74" long:
4° wide: *g" thick.

$2.95 ppd. . .=aend check or money order to:

KESCO, P.0O. BOX 252, WORTHINGTON, OHIO

FAMOUS
FLORENTINE CHESS SET!
Agthentic replicas of 11th

“The company is watching vou,” the
manager said. “Keep that in mind.”

“T will,” I said.

I followed Mr. Antenna outside and
we walked toward the car.

“Where are we going?” [ said. “I
haven't had my supper yet.”

“Don’t complain,” Mr. Antenna said.
“You should be thanking vour lucky
stars. You'll get fed.”

He opened the car door for me.

“"How can 1 fit in there?” 1 said. “Get
me out of my shell.”

“The shell stays,” Mr. Antenna said.
“The seat bends back. We'll lay you in
horizontal.” Y

“I don't know,” I said.

“Get in,” he said. “It's the best thing
that ever happened to you.”

[ got in somchow and was stretched
across two seats. Mr. Antenna got be-
hind the wheel and started the car. We
went purring along through the city and
I knew from the trafic sounds that we
were out of the mash and in suburbia.

“Be a sport,” I said. “Where are we
coing?"’

“You're going to heaven,” he said.

“"Let me in on the secret,” I said. “I
don’t like surprises.”

“You'll like this surprise,” Mr. An-
tenna said. 'l guarantee vou'll like this
surprise.” i

IT REALLY
WORKS!

™

SLIDE-RULE TIE CLASP

Miniature slide-rule tie clasp really works! It's
2" long, precision made, fully colibrated with
scales A, C, & D, oand has o

o 6.95 .

magnifier slide. In sterling silver.
Matching cuff links (non-operative)..6.95 ppd.

HERE'S HOW CO. (DEPT. PL-6)
95 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 3, N. Y.

| Make-Up Cape

A lovely handmade cape
for your own personal
%4 ! playmate. To be used dur-
ing make-up sSessions,
1 /f after the bath, or around

A the swimming pool. Wash-
able, reversible, and drip-
dryable. She will love it.
One size fits everyone.
Available in black, blue,
green or pink, Send check
or M.0. for only $19.50 to:

LUCY PHELPS

International Airport, Miami, Fla.

TR

- L

P.0. Box 1118,
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Only $4.95 ppd. each. Satisfaction guaranteed. CONFERRL e . Century handcarved Chessmen : : erroll
Send check or money order fo: DRI ING ',\ SaW me coming. E:grnmlr owned by Cosimo de I decided to play it cool. I shut up
% ned x edici and now om display - : 2 -
CAMPUS CASUAL CO. FooTem I was I'L".I{Ij.' with a hlu-mll of resigna- in the Ufizi Patace in Flor- | and waited. Mr. Antenna began singing

P.0. BOX 3493, Dept. 7, Richmond Heights 17, Mo, w

.

N I-1 v = y -
K s Dukes
B w«mkuﬂcn

- ko & a wow . N
L il . =
'ﬂ?-.*. 2 P
f B N L T e
" lf_t_'_ -i‘-r . B

CONVERSATION STARTER

The proper ploy in the land of poi is to share
your beach blanket with a pretty girl. And many
an enchanting friendship has begun on beaches
all over the world, Duke assures us, as a result
of this conversation-starting blanket.

Made of quality heavy flannel, very large (6 1.
square) and imprinted as shown, Black lettering
on pale yellow anly. Washable. Shipped in plas-
tic zippered carrying case.

$5 each ppd. Satisfaction guaranteed.

Send check or money order to:

POWDER RIDGE SKI SHOP
5t. Cloud, Minnesota

""CASUAL APE'"

Orlrinal—IDstinetlve — AL -
tive In Ebony—Measures 4705
v AL Inchin, An Unusual
Artistie Moo rm Coramie.
Availnhle Evelusively by Mail
Orler, 12.70 em. or TWOD

for RO peel. (NSO OO0, 005
California ODrlers malid 0%
Hales Tax.

JAY-EFF MODERNE OF CALIF.

41214 No. |l Cilenesgia Hlvd.
[hept, 1*-0
Woest Hollvwood 48, Callf,

IMPORTED
GOLF SCORER

oy $5.95

Click off each stroke as vou playv.
AT o il Feawr Father's Dav,
Girnslual foanm Blrthadiivs. Fully suar.
anteosd, MPostpald. Send ocheck or
maney  arder

Timparted Alarmmt  Wrisl Wiateh —
B40L00 value, Only S205 plus 1057%
tax. Free clreular of other waleh ""Puvs."

JUNG'S DISTRIBUTORS, 720 N. Bth 51., Sheboygan, Wisc.

tion that included mention of my future
glorious career but before 1 had a
chance to deliver even the opening sen-
tence the manager came over Lo me :..;I'fll-
ning with his mouth open.

“Hello, lad,” he said. “We wondered
what happened to you.”

“I was out on my beat,” 1 said.

“Yes,” the manager said.
done very well. I'm hearing good things
about you already.”

“Yeah?” 1 said.

“Incidentally,” the manager said,
“you know this type of work calls for
occasional late hours.”

“I didn't know,"” 1 said.

“Now you know,” he said. “And to-
night we have a special assignment for
}'mL"

“You've

“Tonight?" I said. “It's my first night
in LA. and I was looking [orward

0.

ence, Each simulated ivory

piece heavily weighted and

felted. King size 4 inches

Mow on sale at 57.95 plus

75¢ postage and handling.
SAVAH

Bax 27125-P-4
Lot Angeles 27, Calil.

only °1,987

®» DOnly $47.50 per month

& Cabin sleeps two
comfortably. Overall 17’ 8"

® Trailer takes it anywhere

# Available with inboard

motor

HOUETTE
MARK II

SILHOUETTE MARINE LTD.
150 Spring St., N.Y. 12, N.Y. Dept. L
I'm interested: 25¢ enclosed.

Enclose 25¢
(no stamps)
for 24 page
illustrated

bookletl,
“*Silhouette

Sailing'", LY oo icannis Zone.... State.............

a popular song. He had the car moving
along at a good clip and we must have
put 20 miles between us and the town.
He was singing along just hitting his
stride when he swerved the car into a
driveway and we were riding on [}clj]}lus,

The car stopped.

“We're home,"” he said.

He got me out of the car by twisting
a little and I saw where I was. We were
parked in a forest-like affair in front of a
clearing., There was a hittle lake full of
swans to the left and the biggest house
I ever saw in my life on the right.

“Now, listen,” said Mr. Antenna.
“Just accept the fact that you have been
selected.”

“For what?' I said.

“Just be nice and keep loose,” he said.
“"Come on."

He rang the doorbell and a man came
down to let us in.

garner

play
“‘moroccan quarter’’

IN THE NEW

PLAYBOY
JAZZ
ALL-STARS
ALBUM

2 12" LPs
Vol. 2
S

= PLAYBOY JAZZ
232 E. Ohio Street

Chicago 11, lilinois
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FOR FREE BROCHURE AND
DEALER NEAREST YOU, WRITE:

VESPA DISTRIBUTING CORP.
3 East 54th St., New York 22, N. Y.

A NEW CONCEPT IN RECORD
sTORAGE—DECORATE

WITH YOUR ALBUMS!

Decorate any room with them. The
racks shown at left hold o total of
B0 records. Combine space saving
convenience with the sosy “'drop-
in,”" “lift-out’* method of handling.
FI-RACK consists of slotted alumi-
num bands which fasten easily to
the wall, holds 12" albums B deep
Sotin gold or black finish,
1 Album length (holds 8)..... $2.50 ppd.

2 Album length (holds 16) 54.25 ppd
4 Album length [helds 32) §7.00 ppd
[Adjusts for 7" albums too . . . 12 deep)

333 N. Michigan Awvenue, Chicage 1, I,

¥ | @

19 " WOLE

Write

GAG CLUB SHIRT

Here's the perfect gift for every man whether
he's a golfer, fisherman or a taxpayver (who
isn't). A fine quality, cotton washable knit,
short sleeve, WHITE polo shirt, with colored
emblem.

satisfaction guaranteed . . .

specify SM.L.XL., and emblem desired.

“?\g?-
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TATPATER

JACK NORMAN, P.0. BOX 7088, Kansas City 13, Mo.
fully copyrighted

For Jozz Lovers

Presents

For Jozz Lovers

HARRY SCHILLER

JAZZ-SEVILLE

Featuring All-Ster Jozz Bands Nightly

7969 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollyweed
Phone OL 4-0280

RENDEZVOUS OF THE STARS
* GENE NORMAN'S *

@mgﬁﬂfiﬂ ant Interlucle

OlLeander OLeander

MORT SAHL $3

FOUR PREPS

| EArL cRANT

BANCING Moy THE SUMSET STRIP-HOLLYWOOD. CALIF.

Yithe wildest .. ."

“most frenzied on-the-spot joxz

ever recorded .

“full blast of rearing excitement ...
tincludes the last word on ‘The Saints’, .."

CHARLIE SHAVERS -+
HENRY “RED"

COZY COLE -
MILT HINTON -

ALLEN * BUSTER BAILEY = CLAUDE
HOPKINS » PANAMA FRANCIS -
BENNY MOTEN and other greats

reCOId(‘(I LIVE from the fabulous metropole cafe

— — — ———— ———— —— —

metropole cafe ® 725 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y.

Enclosed find check or money order for $5.00
(54.85 plus .15 handling) per LP album

Rush "JAZZ AT THE METROPOLE" Teo
Name

Address

City & State

“Ah,” said the man. “Monsieur Pea-
nut.”
“In the flesh,” the
“He’s all yours.”
“"Follow me, sir,”
I went l.l{ht;th's.
and

chauffeur said.
the man said.
I'he man stopped by
a {]H'\.{'ll door knocked with his
hinger tps.
“Monsteur
i \'f}j[{' 11L|. ullt il.l‘-i. ream.
“Eh. bien!" a voice from inside.
Then the servant, or butler, or what-

was went hustling down the cor-

Peanut est ict,” he said 1n

said

ever he
ridor and disappeared around a corner.

I was alone. 1 heard music
sudden and I felt like 1 was back in the
temple except this music was stringy,
full of violins. I was fdgety in my shell,
restless from the suspense.

The door u|n:|u1"E and a hittle
black who have
pointed inside and ran away in the di-
rection of the butler. 1 went in, shell
and all, thinking, “Murray, this day has
plenty of doors in it." when I saw her
sitting in a golden boat.

No, | am not going to mention names
I have honor left and 1 know my
responsibilities. But I can tell you 1
knew who she because 1 saw her
plenty of times before, and you did too.
| said she was sitting 1n a golden
but the boat was a bed with white sheets

all of a

air] in

must been a maid

SO
wis
Iyt
and cushions and she was sort of nicely
draped out in a gauzy kind of night-
gown. 1 knew who she was all right
F'he fact is I dreamed about her a year
or so before 1 started

“Hello, Peanut,” she

they call a sultry
I was too choked up even to ask lor

to shave.
said, i what

vOLCe,

her autograph.
“Sit down, Peanut,” she
I went over and sat down. I was shiv-
ering hard enough to rattle my shell
and 1 didn’t know what was happening.
In the movies she wears things like a
middy a crisp kind of little

said.

blouse or

oirl dress but this was confusing and
different.
“"Relax, Peanut,” she said.

She reached over to an ice bucket and
pulled out a bottle of wine. She poured
two glasses and held one out lor me.

“Much appreciated,” 1 said, "but 1
either need to get out of my
uniform."

“Not yet,” she said.
“For what?” I said.

“For the sweet moment when vou cast
off vour shells and stand
she said. “You have no
citing this 1s.”

“No mam,” I said.

“"You don’t know what a drag life can
“Work, work, work. Same,
When

wanted to know vou

d 5traw or

“Let's wait.”

hefore me,”

idea how ex-

be,"” she said.

SAMme, same. I saw vou todav, 1

as a woman knows

a man. In a moment of discovery.”

"You were in the car,” 1 said.

“Yes, my Peanut,” she said.

"“Yes, my unknown l|l|;l|ilit':..”

mystery

I, MORTON C. MORTON,
INVENTED THE MORTINI

| was the first person in the history of
western civilization ever to mix two fifths
of gin with one ounce of vermouth. (Add
one peeled Bermuda onion.)

Only people with the most fashionable
psychoses drink MORTINIS, and MOR-

TINIS are served only at MORTON'S. ()
- /'.J

MORTON'S RESTAURANT 'a

550 South Shore Drive—Chicag
Jaguae  pSsoin

123 E. 54rh 51, Res.: PL 1-8855

luncheon Mondey through Fridoy
Dinner nightly incl. S5ai. & Sun.

ws Sfordi

234 W, 44th 5t. Res.: LA 4-5784

luncheeon, cockiails, dinner, supper
Monday through Solurdoy

NOW APPEARING!

CAL TJADER
QUINTET

BLACKHAWK

TURK & HYDE -Uazz

SAN FRANCISCO hg"fjad“'

Genuine FRENCH PHONE.

“"‘Rare and Romantic,”" from
Europe. IN WORKING ORDER
£34.50 Ppd. With 4 Prong Jack
Plug, $3.00 exira . . . Send
for FREE BROCHURE on other
models. We also have Gas
Street Lamps and real old 4
wheel Trolley cars.

ARTHUR SEIFERT, BOX 41,
Sound View Sia., N.Y.C. 72

—_ H=A%B*
NOW Science
shows you how to

Learn by "EAR”
et ladies & gentlemen. ..

NOW YOU CAN LEARN AWAKE AND ASLEEP

Now,al last, selence gives you an casy shorteut to learning, With

te
i, Y

this amazing new tool, you *“start* to learn while awake—
then th =|r1='- ersity-tested Dormiphone take: over, confinués
the learming process for you rrh|f vou go off fo sleep
Do you want to learn & lang e Memorize a speech or an
array of Imporiant faet r' es. Tormulae Correct your
L-s'-. h—Hreak bad habits !In Il wmiphone SAVES YoOUk
Il FFORT., So simple to u childrem benecfiit—so
I F r | |.r1| practical It 15 used hy r-!ll-*nrnr-». paychologists,
people of all ages, occupations. Find osut mow the Dorml-
phone works wor vor., Wrlte for ¥eee Book or call for FrREE
DEMONSTHATION {lel the Selentifle Evidence Todoy

el S —

MODERMOPHOMNE, INC,

I08-063, Madie City. M. Y. 10, N, ¥,
NGentlemen: Mease send meé vyour FREE Mook 1 am |
Iinterested In learning more about the DORMIPHONE I
and what It ean do for me. MO oblialion—ii0 sales-

]
Clrcle 7-0830

|

[

I

I

| man will eall !

' NAME I

| TAME ccecccssrrnrrsninnnenns tEad s A s R aRER BB |

| ADDRESE iscrnssennssadiionnnantosssnsssssh :

I ;

| b 5 e i U L e ZONE. ...BTATE. .. .csass |
My main interest In Dormipho mics Is for:

] inguage Learning i ) Bpeech Improvement

(] Memorization | } Befynnl or College Work I

i P P e — —!

I was feeling very warm. Her impact
She was curvy and warm
looking and her hair was combed out
and spilling like a fountain. She began
stroking my shell.
“Please stop that,
“Why, Peanur?”
“For personal reasons,” I said.
But she cuddled in closer.
“Would believe that 1

was big on me.

" T said.

vou haven't

lelt like this for years?” she said. “You
do something to me.”
“It's probably the uniform,” I said.

“You thrill me,” she said.
peal to you?"

“Oh yes,” 1 said. “Oh yes.”

“Do vou like me for myself?"”

“Pardon?"’

“Do you love me?”

“Well [ said.

“Do you want to touch me?"

She was curling and uncurling at the
same time and breathing in tiny breaths
and I began to get a little dizzy.

“Now,” she said. “Emerge!”

“I don’t know . . ."”

“Now,"” she said. “Cast off thy shell.”

Bt s

“Do 1 ap-

[ said.
she said.

“Now, Peanut mine,” she said. “Re-
veal yoursell!”

2 | 2

“You're driving me insane,” she said.
“Come out.”

Her lips were on top of my breathing
slot and let me tell you I was on fre.
I didn’t want to do anything I would
regret or take advantage of her, but 1
am only human and she came at me like
a cat. So [ started to pry myself out of
the shell, the trouble being that I didn't

know the combination.

“Peanut, have mercy,” she said.
“Spring lorth!™

“I'm trying to spring forth,” I said.

“Have patience.
tell me how . . .
“Please, please, please, please, please.”
“I think it goes this way,"” I said. “But
LTever Lo
“Help me,"”
Drown me."”
“I'll quench you,” I said. “But my
shell is slightly jammed. Mr. Humph-
rey

Mr. Humphrey didn't

she said. “Quench me.

“Murderer,” she velled. “Seducer!

Are you trying to make a fool out ol
me?"”
“Never,” I said. "\nl in a million

years. But the trick .

She gave out with a glt)tk‘lillf_‘;’ sound
that was very tigerish, jumped off the
bed and ran to the door, shrieking,
“Somebody, get me a nutcracker. For
godsakes, get me a nuteracker!”

“Wait
minute . . ."
bolted down the hall and I

heard [ootsteps running up and Mr.

a minute . . ." I said. “Just a
I was worried.

ut she

Antenna and the butler came into the
rOOI.

“Stay away from me,” I said. “These
shells are the property of oA

~Sands

LAS VEGAS, NEVADA

where you meet the stars

FOR
RESERVATIONS DIAL:

DALLAS = Rlverside 7-4227

ST. LOUIS +« JEfferson 1-9115
LOS ANGELES + BRadshaw 2-B611
SAN FRANCISCO + EXbrook 7-2287
WASHINGTON, D.C. + STerling 3-3704

CHICAGO + CEntral 6-3317

NEW YORK = PLaza 7-4454

*TORONTO +« EMpire 3-6728

the \A)
Cloister
swings

until 4 A.M.

900 N. Rush St.
Chicago

B588 Sunset
Hollywood

FAMOUS FOR

ROAST BEEF « STEAKS +« BARBECUED RIBS -

EMBE

DINNER FROM 5:30 P.M. OPEN TO 4 A.M.
161 E. 54TH ST., N. Y. C. PL 9-3228

"ﬂn—fﬂuching Comedy.”"=Atkinson, N. Y. Times
A Playboy's Evening in New York Is
Mot Complete Without Seeing
Gertrude Berg Cedric Hardwicke in

A MAJORITY OF ONE
SHUBERT Theatre, 225 W. 44 5t., N.Y.C.
Eves.: Orch. $46.90 Mezz. 55.75

Write for tickets. Checks payable to

“A Majerity of One Co."
720 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C.
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I don't know how they did it, but
they did it. I got in a few punches but
I wasn't very mobile and they had me

on the floor. 1 came popping out of RED NlCHOI s
the shells like a cork on New Year's

& his Five Pennies
smile and 1 smiled back because what

OPENIN 2
was there to do? IE“hG JUNE
“Delicious Devil,” she said. “Bashful
Beelzebub. Subtle Satan. Luscious Lu- |

cifer.’
I didn't even bother to defend myself. & hIS St‘,\[t‘[

It's too hot to be fighting today. SEh Rl STEAKS » ROAST BEEF « BARB. RIBS
Mr. Antenna drove me to L.A. On OINNER FROM § P M R A 0PN NIGHTLY
the trip to town I sat with my head back
on the cushy seat, feeling swallowed and
digested. That's the [eeling exactly. 1

AS FAMOUS FOR up

vt 2
FOOD AS FOR MUSIC i the seat like a stuffed cadet. I

think if they screwed a bulb in my belly
button that minute it would have started

flashing on and off. I felt like an easy
cinch for the Congressional Medal or at
least my face on the two-dollar bill,
You might say there was a rooster flying
around inside me, and 1 knew that me
and the bird were going to stay good
friends. It's amazing what certain things
can do for a man and a puzze why they
don't run out and tell the kids.

I started to hum with Mr. Antenna
and together we managed to handle
Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.

When we got to the Y, Mr. Antenna
helped me carry my shells into the lobby
and we shook hands.

From the workahop of

ﬂtfrk[(ww

and they went out of the room. She
was standing over me with a terrible

NEWEST ADDITION TO THE
SVAL. PIPE FAMILY...

Uniquely
styled & suited
to the campus
man. Famed SVAL
concentric fluting
assures twice the cool-
ng surface. Genuine block
meerschaum well guaran-
tees full-flavored smoking.
Attractively packaged. mailed 1st

class, $5.00 postpaia
Exclusive British models in otfbeat &

ANCING
RINKING

THE ONLY CALYPSO
NITE-CLUB IN N.Y.

100 W. 57th St., RESERVATIONS JU 6-4790

Said bull to matador, “Say —

Let's toast one another
As brother to brother
With Terry 'N Tonic ... Olé!"”

SUPPER FROM & P M APM g4 AN
ALL CNE CLUBS

Ask for Terry Spanish Brandy . . .
better places! You'll Ji:n.'E it!

Sit back and enjoy yourself,

Terry Brandy also makes a smooth
drink, straight.

84 PROOF » BRIONES & CO., INC.; N.Y. 4, N.Y,

CARTOON PRINTS

6 fﬂl" $1 Senoritas prefer them to etch-

Ings — these cleverly cartooned adventures of
the intrepid matador and the philosophical bull
— as seen in those Terry Brandy ads! For 6
prints, 815" x 11", all different, send $1 to

Briones & Co., Inc., 85 Pearl Street, N.Y, 4, N.Y

f:erry N thIC

1 or 2 jiggers TERRY. 2 ice cubes. Fill with
tonic (quinine water). Add lemon or lime.

was inside the velvety gullet of this high-
powered fish and it wasn't the worst
sensation.

We went swimming down the river
past other fishes with big white eyes. 1
was enjoying the ride even though I felt
slightly dissolved, and the fish thoughts
had me feeling really poetic. I'm no
Henry Longfellow but occasionally I
snap off a rhyme.

We were moving fast and smooth with
me in a 40 percent trance and Mr. An-
tenna humming a bumble-bee jazz-type
noise, working the wheel like he was
half dashboard. We whizzed in and out
of lanes beating out the other carfish
and life inside my whale was very com-
fortable.

TRounotable

151 E. 50th ST., N.Y.C. PL-8-0310

NBC BROADCASTING KNIGHTLY ® MIDKENIGHT TO & A .M

,:Ntw YORK’S rnnutou
*smﬁ\don R!STAI.IRAN
: xSfE 5 ‘ﬂ'ﬂd Chnps \'

: Renﬁﬂvuus of | [ 1”

GOURMETS | AND' cuehmneﬁ

> Y, ;
DnlphmﬁCOCKfﬁll I.CIUNGI‘:

1217 Avanu& uf Amen:us

Complete

Hu Filet Mignon Dinner $4.20

Other dhmm from 52,55
. Open for Lunch Cocktail Lounge
B 108 WEST 49 ST. - NEW YORK CITY - CI. 5-4790

Original Finest lialian Cuising

A Tew steps from your theaotre

lelelanq
AT | | |THE ]

@ Cl 5-6138

PATSY
¥ G
host

163 W. 48 ST.

“Well,” he said, “I wish you milk and
honey."”

“The same to you,” I said, "and
thanks for the ride.”

“Let's not talk too much about this,”
he said, “if you know what I mean.”

He held out a wad of bills packed
like an artichoke. "1 know what you
mean,” I said.

I didn't take the cash. Enough is
enough. I don’t believe in witches but
there’s only so much a human person
can stand. I waved it back at Mr. An-
tenna like it was a habit with me to
leave big tips, and he pocketed the
money and left.

I checked the shells with a desk clerk
and wrote out a note for Mr. Humphrey
resigning my commission and suggest-

traditional design also available.

&RNST de {/OVEN
Box V, Centuck Sta., Yonkers, N, Y.

PRICES—COCKTAILS from 5 (o 8 P.M,
145 EAST 55th ST.

MABEL
MERCER

ABSURD, CHIC, REASONABLE

EL 5-0250

1009 MILD
CLEAR HAVANA

'J
E CAPULETS

Far discriminating moderns

I must have been just a little bit south
of Boobie Village because it seemed like

_Corner 48th sn co 5-4430
— .\‘ "-,

metro ing that he put off social security be-
cause the country needs men with his

single? 21-317

R ) e e s 7th : : T
? the u!.mit world w as submerged and T DIHEES* i avenue at 48th st. l 5 ﬂﬂRR savvy what with the Red menace. Then S EC
w y rave a one - breathing bubbles. What brought me ALSO AMERICAN EXPRESS CLUB LIBORIO I went up to my room, packed my grip aroma and delightful taste
ack to dryish land was this Edsel that : vaded for the ro: .
- —— back to dryish 1 . : . Suparb  Cabon: b Suglil' Beleursan .lll.ll_lll_.lilt_ll for the road. of imported Havana Tobacco.
-1_‘ came at us from the l)l)lil]ﬁllt‘ direction. DE”EHH Ih(_-}- say a “'”]'[_[ Lo [ilc ‘ﬁ'il..bit? is SI.iﬂ'-l-
In my condition I could have sworn it Lunch — Dinner — Supper cient. I was in the City of the Angels Enjoy the unusual, Here's a

Paco Amaya, Flamenco guitarist
(Carmen Amaya's brother)
Osvaldo Alen, pianist. Member Diners*

B84 Bth Ave. (52-53 St.), N.Y.C. + CO 5-9793

refreshingly new, slim blunt
(made to satisfy) the

modern smoker's demand for
milder clear Havanas.

for 24 hours on my trip, and already I
felt cramped. 1 said to myself, “Mur-
ray, L.A. 1s a nice place to visit, but
what else can she give you except
smoggy eyeballs? There is a big, sweet,
globey world out there which Columbus
tells you is round, so why not have a
look-see and prove it for yourself?”

was a mackerel, and I'm telling you it
smiled at me. I said in this dazy way,
“What the hell is that hsh grinning
about?"”

L‘-'Ir. ‘.\n{{-”-n;;l S{I}I‘]Pt'-{i lllll‘l'llnillg. I]'L.. Hilglrl*s Plavboyvs."” Offer expires: June 30, 1950,
turned around to me and said, “Boy, B e e =
get hold of yourself.” I got hold of my- E‘:nyf "\E»h' \{ [\‘:_,1 }f(' S‘\'. %
self. AS CUBAN AS CUBA

I admit I took my pulse to make sure ”i“i‘:‘é:&;h?;ﬂhsgﬂg“iﬁ“
I was still alive, but 1 did it shrewdly.

: * PAELLA A LA VALENCIANA
BACHELUR PARTY I didn't want Mr. Antenna convinced
Join a that I was some shlerm [rom the coun-

Cocktail Lounge— Air Condilioned—Piano music by Panche Cardenas
try who never had an experience belore,

Bring in this m), receive a prize and join l

Skiilfully rolled of milder
Cuban leaf from start to finish,
You'll delight in the easy
drawing pleasure of
Raymond Mitchell Capulets,

Cebon

hear

frank

I guess I inherit wandering blood
from my grandpa who kept moving
i _ until he couldn't read his compass any-
sinatra more.
' ; So I stood on the concrete wiggling
my thumb. The way I saw it, the movies

Member Amer. Express Club Open4P.M.1e3 A.M.
L 253 West 51st 5t., N.Y.C, . JU &6-9055

World-famous tours for single men and women.

| sing

TWICE the fun—for EVENINGS ARE INCLUDED: So I folded my hands politician style : . ' P e M T
Monthly departures to e Europe e Mexico L R AR R G Zoot Sims « Al Cohn - Mose Allison | _ were a corpse anyhow, and that TV And here’s music to your ears!|
® Caribbean e Hawaii —from $290 complete! Y S v ! lik ON THE was the place to be. 1 figured someday $
' beating it was jumping like a :
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cHEck cHicaco on August 8th and 9th
for what will easily be the biggest, sure-
to-be-talked-about live jazz bash in the
history of that art form: The Playboy
Jazz Festival, to be held at Soldier Field.
Stars sioned as of this date include Count
Basie, Louis Armstrong, Dave Brubeck,
Chris Connor, the Dukes of Dixieland,
Duke Ellington, the Four Freshmen,
Erroll Garner, Dizzy Gillespie, Coleman
Hawkins, [ ] _]nhlhnll, Stan Kenton,
Shelly Manne, the Modern Jazz Quartet,
Gerry Mulligan, Oscar Peterson, Sonny
Rollins, Sarah Vaughan, and, like the
man sayvs, many, many swinging others.
Between sets you can browse through a
complete high fidelity exhibition featur-
ing the latest stereo gear.

If the Alpine and Andean ski slopes
don’t offer the novelty they once did,
try ducking “down under” for some of
the world's best skiing on the slopes ol
Mount Kosciusko midway between Mel-
bourne and Sydney in Australia. Six
miles below the top ol the shides, at
Charlotte Pass, you'll find The Chalet,
offering meals, entertainment and ac-
commodations that vie most successfully
with the better ski resorts in the States
(best make early reservations as it's usu-
ally booked full way ahead of time). The
tab will run around 510 a day including
ski tows. And while you're down under
there's some great skiing in New Zealand
on Mt. Ruapehu (9175 ) in Tongariro
National Park. A trip to the Antipodes
entails covering many a mile, and there
IS many a fasc ill:uitlg stop-over €n route,

In August, Hawaii celebrates with a
month-long hula festival, and just across

PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK

BY PATRICK CHASE

the International Date Line are the Fiji
Islands. One of the islands, Nbengga,
features natives walking on flaming coals
to give vou something to talk about back
ahiti entices with its wav-
ing palms and sarong-clad lasses to give
vou something to think about all through
the vear. Once vou reach the hallway
mark, vou might as well keep going and
make it a round-the-world junket. A
wood stepping stone on your way is Bang-
kok, capital of Thailand. For night life,
try the hostess-attended Hoi Tien Lau
Roof or the Club L-85. And during the
days, you can watch kite-flving contests
on the Pramani Ground, near the Royal
Palace, or the fish-fighting that abounds
on Sundays despite its illegality. Before
vou leave for the rest of your sojourn-
ing, take a trip to Angkor Wat, the fabu-
lous thousand-year-old ruins in the
Kingdom of Cambodia, located midway
on the air route between Saigon and
Bangkok.

Once in Europe, you can take your
pick of things to do and see. If you dig
the Bard, there’s the annual Shakes-
peare Festival at Stratford on Avon in
Warwickshire, England. And if longhair
music is your wish, there’s the annual
Salzburg Music Festival in Austria. But
if snarling exhausts and squealing tires
are music to your ears, there is Grand

home, while 1

Prix racing at Nurburgring in the Eifel
area ol Germany.

For further information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Reader Service,
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Hlinos.

NEXT MONTH:

YACHTING —THE SOPHISTICATED AND EXCITING SPORT
PRESENTED IN WORDS AND PICTURES

OSCAR LEVANT—EXAMINED BY MAURICE ZOLOTOW

MEREDITH WILLSON-THE MUSIC MAN ON HAPPINESS

BEAT VERSE--BY JACK KEROUAC, GREGORY CORSO,

ALLEN GINSBERG

FICTION—-BY HERBERT GOLD AND CHARLES BEAUMONT

FLORIDA

FT. LAUDERDALE
Ross Shoes
GAIMESVILLE
Smith's Mem Shop
JACKSOMVILLE
Larry's Shoe Slores
MLAM |

Jordan Marih
ORLAMDO

Ivey's
TALLAHASSEE
Mendolion's
TAMPA

Maoas Brothers
WEST PALM BEACH
Belk's

MARYLAND

BALTIMORE
Hess Shoes
CUMBERLAND
Peaking Ine.

MASSACHUSETTS

BOSTOMN
Coes & Young
LYNH

Sam's Town & Tweed Shop

PITTSFIELD
Beue-Clark
SALEM

Almy Bigelow Washburn

SPRINGFIELD

Forbes & Wallace Inc.

NEW JERSEY

ATLAMTIC CITY
McAvoy

NHEW BRUMSWICK
Field's Inc.

HEW ARE
Bambergers

MAINE
PORTLAMD
Beanaoil's

MNEW YORK

EROOKLYM
Abraham & Strowm
BUFFALD

Adam Meldrum & Anderion

Eastwood Shoes
CAMTOM

Moble Shoe Store
ITHACA

Cosentini

NEW YORK CITY
Gimbael's

Stern's
SYRACUSE

Dey Brothers
UTICA

Flemma Brothers

PENNSYLVANIA

ALLENTOWRN
Hews Brothers
BUTLER
C. E. Miller Shoe Store
COLUMBIA
Heinmans
ERIE
L. Press and Company
GREEMNSBURG
Kamp's Shoe Store
HARRISBURG
Pomeroys
HATBORO
Santerion’s
HOLLIDAYSBURG
G. W. Willioms Co,
IMDIAMA
Waonrler's
LAMNCASTER
Sayres, Scheid &
swaeton Inc.
PHILADELPHIA
Gimbel's
PITTSBURGH
Gimbel's
SCRAMNTON
The Globe Store
STATE COLLEGE
Bostonion Lid.
WASHINGTOM
). Samolsky & Son

RHODE ISLAND

PROVIDENCE
The Qutlet Co.

VIRGINIA

FRAMEKLIM
Peable's Dept. Slore
MEWPORT MNEWS-
WARWICK
Hofheimer's
HORFOLK
Hofheimer's
RICHMOMD
Thalhimers
ROAMOKE
Heironimus
SUFFOLK
Romsey-Strovd Shoes

WASHINGTON D. C,

WASHINGTON D, C.
Hohn Shoe Stores

Sport Oxford in Tumbleweed [shown), Gun-
smoke, Silver Dollar, White Cloud, Wild Oatls,
Storlet Feather, Houn' Dawg.

Chukka Boots in Loden Green (shownl, Wild
Dots, Gunsmoke, Tumbleweed, Block Thunder.

Perforated Yomp Oxford in Corn Cob (shown],
Yucco Tan, Wild OQots, White Cloud ond
Silver Dollar.

Compus Oxford in Houn' Dawg (shown) and

Moccasin Slip-on in Scorlet Feather [shown),
Dirty Buck.

Houn' Dowg, Tumbleweed, Wild Oots and
Silver Dollar.

Soddle Slip-on in Silver Dollar (shown), Wild
Ooats, Bluck Thunder, Yucca Ton, Corn Cob.

Boys' Chukka Boots in Wild Oats, Gunsmoke, Tumbleweed; Campus Oxford in Gunsmoke, Wild Oats, Tumbleweed, Scarlet Feather.

Hush Puppies

BY WOLVERINE

MEN'S STYLES $8— AND 995

Boys' from $7.95. Slightly higher in the West,

COOL COMFORT!
BRUSHED PIGSKIN!

Treat your feet to brushed pigskin . . . the leather that breathes! Just 12
casval, good-looking ounces per shoe, including balloon crepe sole and
spring steel shank support. And they're specially treated to repel water,
resist soil, brush clean in a jiffy. At stores everywhere, including those at

left. Wolverine Shoe and Tanning Corp., Rockford, Michigan.

FATHER'S DAY GIFT CERTIFICATES AVAILABLE.

Hush Puppies hove been selected by the U.S. Dlympic Committee to be worn os part of the officiol uniform for the United States Pan American Teams.



CARRINGTON C. CARRINGTON DECLARES:

“I’'m coming across with Carrington’s...

the Canadian’s Canadian whisky.”

rringlons

/ arrry. fons ( ana (/ 17/} L) ey
(s -8

your assurance
it's Carrington's !

CARRINGTON & CO., LTD.,, NEW YORK, N. Y.—BLENDED CANADIAN WHISKY—SIX YEARS OLD—86.8 PROOF
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