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Best seats in the house—Starring MGA 1600, the fastest, safest, smartest looking

sporting machine ever to wear the Octagon. Produced by BMC, world's largest and most experi-

enced manufacturer of sports cars. Scenario and direction by you, according to your mood for
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THE CUTE CHICK popping out of the
Christmas ornament on the cover of this
Seventh  Anniversary PLAYBOY is pert
July Playmate Teddi Smith. Teddi’s but
a harbinger of a host of dandy diver-
sions to be [ound in this goodie-packed
December issue, however. To celebrate
our Seventh Anniversary we've assen-
bled a luminescent lineup of top talent
and tempting [are to make the merry
season sufl merrier. Joining the festivi-
ties 1s crack fictoneer Gerald Kersh,
whose tale of art, genius and skuldug-
v, Oaldmada, heads up the good
ading to be found inside. A rugged
lellow, British-born Kersh has been a
member of Her Majesty’s Coldstream
Guards, a professional wrestler, night-
club bouncer and collector of debts for
a London bookie. This is his third story
for pravsoyv; more will lollow soon.
Keeping Kersh company this month is
Ray Bradbury, whose science fiction
and fantasy have garnered world-wide
awirds. This ume around, Ray departs
from the s-I kick with Very Late in the
Evening, a tightly plotted yarn about an
ivitation that came hfty years too late.

Coming right on ume, during the
height of the Broadway theatre scasom,
is Eric Bentley's penetrating Lelier Lo a
Would-Be Playwright, anent the pitfalls
(and pratfalls)y of scripting for the
stage. Probably the most authoritative
keeper of today's theatrical standards,
Bentley, for most of his forty-four vears,
has acted, taught, directed and com-
mented-in-print about goings-on behind
the footlights.

The setting: Paris. The cast: colum-
nist Herh Caen of the San Francisco
Chronicle and  Paris-based  syndicated
scribe Art Buchwald of the New York
Hevald Tribune. The dialog: as bright
and witty as you'd expect. When Caen
wurned up in the City of Lights not long
ago, Buchwald served as host, and the
repartee (with tiotous interior monolog)
that took place is served up for your
delight in l"f'o'iling Fireman. Note, please,

DEDINT
id |

BRADBURY

our diplomatic handling of Laffaire
by-line.

Included in this glittering Christmas
gallery is a perceptive peck into the
wild world of Billv Wilder, the many-
faceted Tinseltown titan, as seen by
rrayeoy-regular Richard Gehman. Holly-
wood is [urther covered, or uncovered,
in our salute to The Magnificent Mari-
Iyn — a photo-and-text survey of the
curves and carcer of our very first Play-
mate (about whom vou'll learn still
more in the Wilder piece). Also in the
realm of perky pulchritude: a photo
parade of five favorite Christmas Play-
mates, those misses December who have
graced our gatelold in Yuletides ol yore.
A Tfeast of Eden is what you'll enjoy
when you flip to this month’s Playmate,
Carol Eden, getting all toasty warm in
front of the blazing Yule log. Additional
holiday cheer is proffered via Playboy’s
Christmas Cards, penned by satirist
Larry Siegel and providing a pleasingly
piquant reliel from the saccharin staples
ol the genre. For what you'd like to sce
under your Christmas tree, take some
tips from our saucy Femlins displaying
a handsome holiday haul, and make sure
your own playmate is exposed to the
informative Iront-ol-the-book article,
Gifting the Guys, by Fashion Director
Robert L. Green.

Celebrating with us for the first time
is celebrated cartoonist Eldon Dedini,
one of the most sophisticated artists in
the ficld and famed for his past work in
The New Yorker and Esquire. He dis-
plays his risible wares in this issue along
with regulars Erich Sokol, Jules Feiffer,
Gahan Wilson, Alberto Vargas, E. Simms
Campbell and Shel Silverstein, who in-
troduces us, this month, o the maddest
menageric in or out of captivity in
Silverstein’s Zoo.

Verily, this combination Christmas
and Seventh Anniversary issue runneth
over with gladsome offerings, so tarry
here no longer. God rest you merry,
gentlemen. See you inside.

BENTLEY

PLAYBILL

KERSH

AND CAEN
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NEW! N°5 SPRAY PERFUME
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N® 5 Spray Perfume 225 measured sprays of Chanel N” 5—the most treasured name in
perfume—always at your fingertips. Classic black and gold case is leakproof, spillproof. Every

woman alive loves Chanel N" 5—and now she can take Chanel with her wherever she goes!

WCHANEL

@ 19680, CHANEL, INC., 1 W. S7TH ETREET,. N. ¥.




NEW! N°5 SPRAY COLOGNE

N* 5 Spray Cologne 800 measured sprays of the same cherished fragrance. (No substitute
for, but a complement to, Spray Perfume: own both') Black and gold case can’t leak or spill.
Perfect companion for Spray Perfume—around the clock, around the town, around the world!

CHANEL
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Jnecommonly elegant gift: 8-_\"{.’.111’-()1(.1 Walkers DeLuxe bourbon in

a classic decanter with medallion. Decanter expressly designed by Belgium’s

famed Cristalleries du Val-Saint-Lambert. Handsomely gift-wrapped. of course.

SIRAIGHT BOURBOK WHISKEY - B YEARS OLD - B6.8 PROOF - HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC., PEORIA, ILLINDIS
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BOWS AND BOOS TOWARD MECCA
Herh Gold's The Restless Mecca in
your September issue was a splendid
article, but I think it is too bad he
didn’t save those three incisive para
graphs on page 118 which dealt with the
beats and hipsters. They would, in the
past tense, make a marvelous epitaph
for the whole scurvy crowd. Cheers to a
writer who views them precisely as they
are. Don't let Herb Gold get away.
George A. Hoyen
Missoula, Montana

As a consistent, albeit little-heard,
proponent of the veritable rather than
the voyeuristic Village, huzzahs for Her-
bert Gold for an essay that penetrates to
the essence and not the excrescence.

Ellis J. Adelstein
New York, New York

I was looking forward to Herbert
Gold’s study of Greenwich Village, but
as disappointed with the schmaltz he
cranked out. Has My, Gold heard of the
Village Independent Democrats and
their campaigns against Carmine De
Sapio? Where was he when sculptor
Arnold Bergier and his Save the Village
Committee began to fight the real estate
syndicate’s demolition crews? Does he
know of the cfforts of Villagers to get
clinics for their drug addicts? What
about the outstanding work of the Rev.
Howard Moody at the Judson Memorial
Church? 1s Gold really a Villager or did
he stop at the Fifth Avenue Hotel for a
week to do his research?

Ray Bentley
New York, New York

Author Gold is a bona fide rvesident

of the Village.

Herbert Gold's article is in many ways
a fine one, and I congratulate him on
his Lerreting abilities. I can assure him,
as he assured me, that the Village will
SUTVIVE.
Charles Van Doren
New York, New York

When Herb Gold wriggled into the

very core ol Greenwich
called me “ubiquitous, bearded Sam
Kramer.” Webster says “ubiquitous™
means “existing or being everywhere at
the same time; omnipresent.” I was sur-
prised because that's the way I think of
myself, but never thought anvone else
noticed it. And with all that talk about
me with cream cheese, and me with
long-legged blondes, and me as a jewelry
maker — it was just too much, man!

Sam Kramer

New York, New York

Village, he

You show the Village as a center of
beatnik acuvity. Gentlemen, the beat
gencration is dead. It was ill for some
time of fallout and it finally died at a
Woolworth lunch counter in North
Carolina this past  February.  The
funeral services were preached this
spring at a courthouse in San Francisco.
I don’t know that the present intellec
wal ferment among young people has,
or needs, a title. If it does, vou might
call it “the concerned generation.” It is
concerned about the dangers of war, the
slow poisoning of our atmosphere and
the denial of elementary human rights
to racial and political minorities. I am
looking forward to secing more about
the “concerned generation”™ in yvour
pitges as this exciting decade proceeds.

John Boardman
Syracus¢, New York

ROCKET TO THE RENAISSANCE
It is a pity Mr. Arthur C. Cluke is a
British subject, rather than an American
ciuzen. If he were the latter, the more
perceptive  of you Americans  might
nominate him as President of the United
States. Reading his Rocket (o the Renais-
sance in the July rravsoy was like
standing on the shoulders ol a giant.
John Stincet
Toronto, Ontario

I read Rocket to the Renaissance with
pleasure. If vou are familiar with my
Utopia 1976, vou will realize why I con-
cluded that maybe the planet is in a
first-class mess because the poets and
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#slightly higher in West

YOUNG MAN to realize

The Great American Dream

All-American type needed here, rocks and rills, plains and prairie type.
How we emphasize the right man's soundness: The Great Plains sport-
coat by Cricketeer. A terrific piece of goods, news in its slanting twill
weave. Trimlines shoulders are all your own, coat a little shorter. What
this coat does, creates The Sincere Look, makes our man look like The
Great Executive's Dream. Quick success, nothing wrong with it. Cost
$40%. Trimlines suit, mostly vested, $60 to $75%,

for stores writes
CRICKETEER®

200 Fifth Avenue, N.Y.
This is appeal £24 to The Young Man Who Wants To Make $10,000 A Year Before He's 30.

@ Reg. U.S. Pat. Off.
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dreamers have let us down. Orwell,
Huxley, and the pessimists have taken
over,

Morris L. Ernst

New York, New York

I have been rcuding PLAYBOY €Ver
since the first issue, and I think Arthur
Clarke's Rocket to the Renaissance is
the best yet.

Robert F. Ferrell
Stockton, California

Arthur C. Clarke’s Rocket to the
Renaissance made interesting reading.
No doubt I am one of the older (al-
though certainly not very influential)
people he speaks of as agrecing with
Lewis Mumford. T recognize fully the
justice of what Clarke writes about the
effects on the arts, letters, and man's
image of himself and ol the world, pro-
duced by new discoveries, by bold adven-
ture, and by the sense of an open fron-
tier. There is, of course, an excellent
chance that radiotelescopy will teach us
much about the structure of the uni-
verse, But the chance that it will put us
into touch with other beings who com-
municate by means of symbol systems is
probably one in billions of billions, It
cannot be excluded as a minute proba-
bility. Indeed there are millions of such
minute probabilities. But in view of the
clear feasibility, and the great need, ol
doing what can be done by means now
available to enliven and enrich and to
cheer the lives of people living on the
surface of the earth, there scems to me
much less ground for heing interested
in the possibility of communicating with
beings on other planets than there is
for being interested, for example, in the
possibility that a million monkeys play-
ing with a million typewriters might
just possibly produce by chance the con-
tent of all the books in the Library of
Congress. The probability of that hap-
pening is, I believe, enormously higher
than the probability of communicition
with distant symbol users on other
planets.

(Name Withheld)
Berkeley, California

I never thought that I would find, in

a magazine devoted chiclly to [rivolity,

the most stimulating article on the chal-

lenge of the Space Age that I have ever
read.

Willred P. Campbell

Rockville, Maryland

LIMPWRISTED PLAYBOY?

I get the impression that you fellows
are a bunch of homosexuals. Your inces-
sant, shrill emphasis on sex, especially
voyeuristic fantasy sex, the (requent ap-
pearance in your pages of girl-sharing
and wife-swapping gags, your pitiful
defense of Don Juan and your endorse-

| ment of Don Juanism—even a novice
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From the world-famous
art collection of Vincent Price

Vancent Price says:

“In my book, ‘I Like What I Know,’ you'll find I col-
lect sensations. For instance, the art of America
before Columbus will always hold historical fasci-
nation for me. We realize at once that America is
not the hurly-burly youngster it is always painted
to be, but has invaluable foundations in ancient
time. With the art of Mexico, this is particularly
true.

“And from Mexico, I learned of another sensation.
Kahlaa, the coffee liqueur. Straight after dinner it
is exotic, ‘over the rocks’ it’s refreshing. Kahlia is
a drink that renews the delight of what we have
grown to take for granted — the still exotic taste of
coffee.

“And Kahlaa is coffee.”

I 4
53 Proof Kﬂ'-"_ue coffee liqueur

.. .available in its beautifully packaged,
bone china “Pre-Columbian” decanter,
Kahlia is the perfect Christmas gift.

Send for free recipe book to Jules Berman & Assoc. Inc.,
9026 Wilshire Boulevard, Beverly Hills, California
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Cuervo Tequila In the
g\ Lead

~

Have You Tried a Tequila Margarita?
whiTe First among Tequilas—
corn | CUERVO, infinitely in-

LABEL

86

PROOF

viting in a frosty Margarita*
cocktail .. .in a Martini,

* = Collins, Sour, highball or
| straight ... Ah, caballeros,

=% you will kiss your finger-
tips and roll your eyes
when you savor

|\ CUERVO. Supremely
. A satisfying. At your
el own dealer’s,

&= CUERVO

;—_—“ = TEQUILA

headshrinker could tell you that these
are the classic clinical symptoms of latent
homosexuality. A man has many mter-
ests in addition to sex. The latent homo-
sexual 1s incapable of any other interest.
Gustav Mailer
Beverly Hills, California
Among the many subjects that have
always held our intevest — including sex
—are Asop’s famed fables. We're espe-
cially partial to the one about the fox
and the sour grapes. It is our observation
that a healthy and not inconsiderable
mierest in sex is put down mosl oflen
by those who haven’t had any lately.

DREAR PLAYBOY

Alter six years and a stack of old
pPLAYBOYs almost Afteen inches high, |
have finally concluded that I can wait
no longer to register my protest against
pLavsoy's weak link, Dear Playboy.
Your section of letters to the editor is
an unmitigated bore. Of every hundred
letters, eighty-five are in praise of the
magazineg, ten are intercsting comments,
and five object to something or other,
and this is the backbreaker: these last
five are always answered snippily in
italics. By this time you should be above
this.

Ist Lt. David Maclsaac
Sheppard Air Force Base, Texas

In selecting letlers for tone. conlent
and subject matter, we strive to propar-
tion those printed so they will accu-
rately rveflect the breakdown of total
mail about an issue. Why don’t you
volunicer for ouler space, Maclsaac?

CAMPBELL AND VARGAS
Your September issue is a gas. What
a coup — E. Simms Campbell and Var-
gas! It's the talk of this small town. My
filty-six-year-old mother has become a
fan. I think it's a turning point in her
life. She canceled her Reader’s Digest
and Saturday Evening Post subscriptions.
Phil Leshin
New York. New York

Shades of days gone by that should
never have passed — Vargas!
Joe Stopka
New Haven, Connecticut

PRICE WAR
I enjoyed reading your September
issue even il the price has gone up ‘ten
cents. Your magazine its worth much
more than you are asking.
Willizun Martin
Flushing, New York

You lousy capitalistic bastards! Where
do vou get off with this sixty-cents-per-
copy jazze Get hip, thieves!

J- F. Stevenson
Miami, Florida

~now onN bel canto

b stereo tape!
ahmap

|
; Jainar

hpy
- moods

AHMAD JAMAL

... playing Jamal jazz piano as
only Jamal can. Buy it on 2-
track, 4-track or tape cartridge
—and send for complete cata-
log of bel canto tape releases!

bel canto Stereophonic Recordings

a subsidiary of Thompson Ramo Wooldridge Inc.
1977-1985 McAllister Avenue

COLUMBUS 5, OHIO

New
Pocket
Camera

MINOLTA-IGP?

“WEATHER DIAL”
sets exposure automatically

$2495

Nu figuring, no focusing. Set the
“weather dial” and shoot. It's that
easy. You get brilliant color slides

or jumbo 3x4 pictures. Fully '
synchronized for flash pictures. And
the precision Rokkor f:3.5 lens

is fast enough to take many indoor
pictures without flash.

MINOLTA CAMERAS

150 Broadway * New York 38,N.Y.
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the newest

SOUNDS

STRAVINSKY—A SELF-
PORTRAIT

IGOR STRAVINSKY-a self-portrait
in 3 “Lp's" and a fourteen-page
portfolio. Stravinsky conducts
x-ray sharp newly-recorded per-
formances of his masterpieces,
“LE SACRE DU PRINTEMPS"
and “PETROUSHKA." Stravinsky
writes, in his own Byzantine prose,
about the creation of these ep-
ochal works. He tells poignantly
about places seen and cherished
in a much-traveled life. As per-
sonal as his guiding hand on an
orchestra is the sound of Stravin-
sky's voice as he speaks about
“"Le Sacre." Ilustrations include
snapshots taken by Stravinsky and
his own hand-drawn map of old St.
Petersburg.

Stravinsky: Le Sacre du Printemps
Petroushka / Igor Stravinsky
conducting Columbia Symphony
Orchestra / D3L 300 / D3S 614

THE COWBOY ANO THE
HURRICANE

Brisk as a prairie breeze is AARON
COPLAND's brace of ballets —
*RODEO" and “BILLY THE KID,"”
newly coupled in high-stepping
performances by Leonard Bernstein
and the New York Philharmonic.
By way of further 60th birthday
salute to this celebrated American
composer, Bernstein, the Philhar-
monic and some youthful cohorts
present a first recording of Cop-
land’'s school opera for school
children, “THE SECOND
HURRICANE "

Copland: Four Dance Episodes
From ''Rodec™ / Billy the Kid /
teonard Bernstein conducting New
York Philharmonic / ML 5575

MS 6175

FROM BACH TO BOLERO

EUGENE ORMANDY and THE
PHILADELPHIA ORCHESTRA
move with wonderful agility from
Bach's majestic Toccatas on one
new record to Ravel's turbulent
“BOLERO" on ancther.

J. S. Bach: Toccata and Fugue in
D Minor, etc. / Eugene Ormandy
conducting The Philadelphia
Orchestra / ML 5560 / MS 6160

Ravel: Bolero; Le Tombeou de
Couperin; Alboroda del Gracioso
ML 5569 MS 6169

THE DUKE MEETS
TCHAIKOVSKY

Blithe-spirited DUKE ELLINGTON
and his aide-de-camp Billy Stray-
hom meet a surprising new col-
league — Peter lllitch Tchaikovsky.
The result is a suave and witty
commentary on that hardiest of
classics, "*"THE NUTCRACKER
SUITE." In the Ellington book,
“Waltz of the Flowers'" becomes
‘‘Danse of the Floreadores'"!

The Nutcracker Suite/Duke Elling-
ton and his Orchestra / CL 1541
CS 831
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e
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THE SOUND OF

BROKEN MUSIC

JONATHAN and DARLENE
EDWARDS, an intrepid pair of
music lovers (she sings — some-
times actually on pitch, he plays
— enthusiastically if not always
aptly), visit Paris. The Eiffel Tower
remains intact, but several monu-
ments, such as "APRIL IN PARIS"
and "“PARIS IN THE SPRING,"
are unavoidably and hilariously
crippled.

Jonathan & Darlene Edwards in
Paris / CL 1513 / CS 8313

PREVIN'S BROADWAY

ANDRE PREVIN is the guide to a
bright new world — the Broadway
jazz scene. Pianist-arranger Previn
and a limber jazz trio swing subtly
but powerfully in ten Broadway hit
tunes.

Give My Regards to Broadway /
Andre Previn and his Trio /
CL 1530 / CS 8330

33 singles: A happy new
note. Many of your favorite
singers and their songs are
now available too on neat
7=-inch single records at
your favorite speed — 33.

PERCUSSION IN STEREO

“"PERCUSSION GOES DIXIE-
LAND" and a number of other
riotous directions in a brash new
album by arranger-bandieader
GARRY SHERMAN. Equally com-
bustible is *'Sterec Dialog for
Brass"” a free-wheeling exchange
between trumpets and trombones.

Percussion Goes Dixieland / Garry
Sherman / CL 1537 / CS B337

...always yours on COLUMBIA ® RECORDS
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THE MNEW WaAISTEBAND

Licensed by Y, Le Cottier &
A. G. Trentesaux of France

Here’s —j}

why
you'’re
slimmer,
you'’re
trimmer

SANSABELT
SLACKS

YMM

YOUNG MAN'S MOOD

No visible means of support! Sansabelt Slacks
by YMM need no belts, no buckles. You'll see
why when you ease into a pair. French-imported
inner waistband gives more comfort, more sup-
port, less restriction than any slacks you've
owned. Sansabelt lies flatter to flatter the mid-
section—holds your shirt down, too. And they're
tailored to a “T" for taper in the famous Long
Lean Look of YMM. Plain front, V& top pockets.
Wear a pair. You'll agree—no slacks look, fit or
feel like Sansabelt! Complete range of colors
and fabrics about $19.95 at better stores. Write
Playboy Reader Service Dept., or address below.

YM M SLAC KS, BOX 317A, DIV. OF JAYMAR-RUBY, INC., MICHIGAN CITY, IND.

LAUGH COLLECTOR
Robert Legare closes his article, Hip
Wits Disc Hits, in the September issue,
with the statement that “humor has
come a long way since the days when
dad used to listen to laughing records.”
This suggests that laughing records were
the apex in recorded humor half a cen-
tury ago, but that is not the case. The
comic monolog is as old as the phono-
araph iwsell. Len Spencer, one of the
first commercial recording artists, made
them as [ar back as 1885, and until his
death in 1914 he continued to make
records  which were bestsellers even
into the late 1920s. The years between
1900 and 1930 were a golden era for
comic songs and recorded comedy in
America, with such classic examples as
Bert Williams® 1904 version of Nobody,
Arthur Collins® 1907 rendition of The
Preacher and the Bear, Billy Murray's
1909 masterpicce, Casey Jones, Steve
Porter's numerous Irish monologs, Ada
Jones” 1911 recording of They Always
Pick on Me, Smith and Dale’s The New
School Teacher, the many wonderful
songs ol Aileen Stanley, Frank Crumit
and those masters of satire, Billy Jones
and Ernic Hare, “The Happiness Boys.”
When I hear the sick and cynical “hu-
mor” of today, which T suppose is a
sign of the times, I long for the good
old days and the simple, harmless, inno-
cent comedy of yesteryear.
Quenton Riggs
American Consulate General
APO, New York, New York

WATCH THE BIRDIE
I was terribly pleased to be included

in the September issue of PLAYBOY.
Your picture of me is a most trenchant
study, showing all the ravages of time
and trouble it took to get Bye Bye
Birdie on.

Edward Padula

New York, New York

TAHOE BROUHAHA
JUST READ YOUR SEPTEMBER AFTER
HOURS COMMENT ON STATELINE [LARE
TAHOE NEVADA. WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN
DRINKING? JUST CONCLUDED SIX WEERS AT
HARRAH'S WITH MY NEW ACT AND THIS
PLACE REALLY SWINGS, AND WIIEN SINATIA,
DAVIS AND MARTIN DROP IN AND GET IN ON
THE ACT YOU CAN BEYT THIS 15 MO HANGOUT
FOR LITTLE OL’ LADIES. YOUR MAN MUST
HAVE GOITEN OFF THE PLANE IN ELRO =
RAY ANTHONY
RENO, NEVADA

NAME GAME

Saw your oddly-paired couples in the
July Playboy After Hours, and thought
I'd contribute a few of my own: Grace
and Dinty Moore, Florence and Ogden
Mills. Gypsy Rose and Robert E. Lee,
Peggy and James Joyee, Hazel and Sir



“If you can give a better bourbon... give 1t!”

Kentucky’s finest bourbon—beautifully gift wrapped with a distinctive foil design—in pints, fifths, quarts at no extra cost.
Straight Kentucky Bourbon Whiskey « 6 Years Old « 86 Proof «©Ancient Age Distilling Compuny, Frankfort, Kentucky « Founder Member The Bourbon Institute

JAncient Fyae
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Give her the lady-like pen that
never goes near an ink bottle

Give HER the exquisite Lady Sheaffer pen. The warmth
and charm of a lady’s handwriting can only be captured
by a good fountain pen—and here’s the most feminine one
of all. The Lady Sheaffer pen shuns ink bottles, refills
cleanly and easily with drop-in Skrip cartridges. Many
models to choose from, each jewel-crafted with precious
metals. Pens from $10, matching pen and
pencil sets from $14.95. For a jewel of
a gift, give her the Lady Sheaffer pen.

N

1960, W, A, SHEAFFER PEN €0., FORT MADISON, 10WA * SHEAFFLR PERS = MAICO HEARING AICS

Walter Scott, Lena and Trader Hom(e),
Grandma and Robert Moses, [oretta
and  Brigham Young, Leonore and
Charles Evans Hughes. Elaine and Sir
James Barrie, Maude and Sherman
Adams, Faye and Ralph Waldo Emer-
son, Gertrude and Jules Stein, Polly and
Jacob P. Adler, Gilda and Judd Gray.

Abel Green, Editor

Variety

New York. New York

The opening portion of Playboy After
Hours is the second thing 1 turn to in
every issue (the Playvmate being the firse,
of course). The July installment was
especially good, T think. The miniature
editorial about the inflation of job titles
was inspired. and T got a large charge
out of the list of improbable couples.
May I add a few? Think what would
happen if Dody Goodman married
Truman Capote, Gypsy Rose Lee mar-
riedd Billy Rose, Mamie Van Doren mar-
ried a certain prominent bridge expert
and Jean Simmons married Orson Bean:
we would have ladies named Dody
Capote, Gypsy Rose Rose. Mamie Van
Doren Goren, and Jean Bean.

Bill Morgan
Fredericktown. Pennsvlvania

WHO NEEDS WHO NEEDS?

Permit me to take exception to your
mention  in  the September  Playboy
After Hours column of the worthless-
ness ol such conversational chewing-gum
as “the powers that be.” “vou do that
little thing” and “lots of luck.” While
vou may get along very nicely with a
well-chosen single phrase (which T as-
sume  would be. “Mvy apartment or
vours?™), the rest of us need the psy-
chological hnks with self-assurance that
these clichés provide. Semanticists refer
to them collectively as “wverbal cathar-
sis.” Thev permit the nervous speaker
to relax, speak a word or two without
having o grope for something fresh,
witty and relevant. You may continue to
converse with assurance, agility and util-
ity, but I preler to hang onto a lew
conversational crutches.

5. F. Veenker
Sioux Falls, South Dakota

Normal conversation would exist in
a state of complete stasis without most
ol these clinkers . . . alas.

Dale Peters
University Park, Pennsylvania

AUTOMOTIVE SCHOOL
Even though the man who reviewed
School Jor Scoundrels erred when he
said lan Carmichael drove a Jag (it was
an Austin-Healey), I still think pLavroy's
worth the extra dime.
Robert Rossi
Rochester, New York



ADVICE ON ADVISOR
You have left voursell wide open!
Wait till Abigail Van Buren and Ann
Landers get hold of The Playboy Ad-
visor]
Lanny R. Middings
Los Angeles, California

What have you done? The Playboy
Advisor! Such trash belongs in the
lonely-hearts columns of the Sunday
papers. Gentlemen, you disappoint me.

Neil L. Fraser
Atlanta, Georgia

Have just read your new feature, The
Playboy Adwvisor, and have decided it is
excellent — in the praveoy tradition.

Ed Parsons
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

Congratulations on your new addition,
The Playboy Advisor. Your magazine is
no longer just exquisite entertainment;
it is an education for all of us P.L.T.s
(Playboys In Training).

Martin R. Rubinstein
Flushing, New York

I got quite a kick out of your Dear
Abby section. Telling the man who
asked whether a pipe smokes best with
or without a metal filter to try it both
ways was a classic!

John A. Sunkenberg
West Sacramento, California

Your advice in The Playboy Adwvisor
is just what vour Argentine readers have
been waiting for. It is a very relreshing
change of pace from Dear Abby and
Dear Ann Landers. We now receive the
man’s point of view. We must {ry to
remain dominant.

Stuart Angert
Tucumin, Argentina

Re your answer to L. M. and his salad
in September’s Advisor. Alter spending
a vear interning in New York, I find
that any salad served before the entree
in any decent San Francisco restaurant
is better than any salad served at any
ume in all of the better New York res-
taurants in which I have eaten. So who
cares if you are a boob, at least you eat
a better salad.

Eugene Dong, Jr., M.D.
Menlo Park, California

THE PLAYEOY CLUB
Your picture story on the club was

terrific. Though my territory is in the
East, I'd like to be a member for the [ew
times 1 get to Chicago.

Raobert A. Conn, Regional Manager

Flamingo Telefilm Sales

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

As a loyal subscriber o prAavnoy, |
would be most interested in becoming a

Give him the bold new pen
designed exclusively for men

Give HIM Sheaffer’s new PIFM, Pen For Men. It looks,
feels and writes the way a man’s pen should! Men like
the new large capacity and solid grip of the husky, broad-
shouldered barrel. The PFM pen’s unique point is hand-
ground for smoother writing, then molded info the barrel
50 it can take man-sized pressure. Sheaffer’s exclusive
Snorkel Pen clean filling action, too. Pens )}
510 to $25, pen and pencil sets $14.95
to $35. Just say “PFM, Pen For Men.”

\

© 1960, W, A. SHEAFFER FEN CO., FORT MACIZON, IO0WA » SHEAFFER FENS = Maico Hoamino AiDs
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FOR MEN

EAU
DE

COLOGNE

CHANEL

40z. 5.00
16 oz. 13.50

POUR MONSIEUR |

CHANEL

member of the Playboy Club.
Roger K. Marsh, President
Air Equipment, Inc.
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

If your club provides the same supe-
rior entertainment that your magazine
has over the years, this writer fails to
sce how its key will not be the most
sought-after one in the history ol man-
kind.

Arthur M. Smith
The Bendix Corporation
Bavside, New York

We here in Los Angeles have been
anxiously awaiting ncws of our own
Playboy Key Club since your announce-
ment on TV carly this year. Your recent
coverage in the August issuc of the
Chicago club opening achieved its in-
tended effects. Our enthusiasm about
rraysoy and Its activities, high cven
under normal conditions, has now
reached [ever pitch.

George K. Peters
Los Angeles, California

Please send me the details of your
New York club. If it’s anything like the
Chicago one illustrated in your August
issue, you should be able to hang the
“sold out” sign on membership the first
week it is “closed” for business.

William Steiner, President
William Steiner Associates, Inc.
New York, New York

So far, we've received over four hun-
drved requests for Playboy Club fran-
chises from around the world. plus thou-
sands upon thousands of requests for
membership. We're moving ahead as
quickly as we can with plans for Play-
boy Clubs in major cities throughout
the world, including early opening dates
in New York, Los Angeles, New Or-
leans, San Francisco, Miami. St. Louis,
Kansas City, Washington, D.C., and Las
Vegas. Applicalions for membership and
further information may be oblained by
writing The Playboy Club, c/o pLAYBOY,
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinots.

CAPSULE COMMENT
As part of our silver anniversary, we
are burying a tme capsule which is to
be opened in twenty-five years. We [eel
the contents of the capsule would not be
complete without an issue of PLAYROY,
replete with Playmate and 1960 fash-
ions, which are so graphically illus-
trated in the September issue.
R. H. Elliott
WLEU
Erie, Pennsylvania
As the Bard said, “Age cannot wither
her, nor custom stale her infinite vari-
ety.” And we thank you.
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e'd like to pass along to you, ver-

batim, a combination season’s greet-
ing and business brochure we've received
from Antofagasta, Chile: “"The American
and French House wish a Merry Cristmas
and Happy New Years sto you? 42 Bella-
vista Street. Special place to get good
divertiment and f[un? . Where two
orchestra play for you every five min-
utes Tipic and Hot Jazz, Fox, Rumba,
Tangos, alzo [rce dance? . . . Girls to
steal your heart away? Music to take
your breath away? Romance and songs
to thrill you? Yf you have a girl friend
bring on, you will feel on top the world?
. .. Thank s Call againg.”

-

One of the numerous New York clans
that gather at lunch and again at dusk
to ponder the day’s tribulations and the
peccadilloes of Iriends fell to musing the
other day on the United States’ second-
best showing in the recent sumuner
Olympics. What would happen, they
wondered, if the U.S. rounded up a team
of flits and entered a limp-wrist contin-
gent in the next Games? “Think of the
events they could have just for them,”
said one. “How about the hundred-
meter mince?”” Other events that came
to mind included the purse-put, the hop,
skip and hug, the Kkiss-blowing relay,
the team daisy chain, the grueling
handkerchiel wave, Iree-style twirling,
and in swimming, ol course, the butter-
fly stroke and the flutter kick. The broad
jump, naturally, would have to be elim-
inated completely. For a grand finale in
these gossamer games, there would be
the selection of Best All Around Boy, to
be judged on the basis of points earned,
physique, and length and softness of eye-
lashes. We know of just the character to
head up this team. He thinks drag races
are run by fellows in high heels.

End of a story in The Monterey Pen-
insula (California) Herald, on the up-
surge of tourist business: “They really
know how to live on the Peninsula.”
Headline of the story immediately be-
low: THREE CHARGED ON MORALS COUNTS.

Vladimir Nabokov belongs to that
elite corps of writers who have con-
tributed words to the language. His word
15, ol course, nymphet, which he claims
to have coined and the exclusivity of
which he has gone to court to defend.
Seems a French film outfit is shooting
something they plan to call Les Nym-
phettes, maintaining that the word is
in the public domain. Nabokov says no:
he is the “proprietor” of the word. We
estcem Mr. Nabokov, but we can't llc]p
reminding him that the French film
company is not calling its flick Lolita —
which after all, the title of his
novel. An itchy question is raised: are
authors indeed the “proprictors” of
words they have coined? If Cervantes,
More, Swift, Rabelais, Moliere, Sheridan,
Capek, Lewis, Porter, Potter and Kerouac
had been as possessive as Nabokov, they
would not have enriched the world's
languages with quixotic, utopia, lillipu-
tian, garganiuan, movon, mm’n?nnpf_\'m,
robot, babbitiry, pollyanna, oneupman-
ship and beat.

wis,

Our Hollywood informant reports that
he overheard the following at a recent
Calilornia clambake: “They're going to
give their marriage another try — for the
sake of the poodle.”

.

Young playwright Arthur L. Kopit's
fetish for rambling titles, which we noted
last month, is rivaled by author George
Kirgo. Kirgo's current book, published
by Simon and Schuster, is called: How to
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Write Ten Diflerent Best Sellers Now in
Your Spare Time and Become the First
Author on Your Block Unless There's
an Author Already Living on Your
Block in Which Case You'll Become the
Second Author on Your Block and
That's Okay Too and Other Slories.

A small prinl(.’d card we've seen, obvi-
ously the work of a macabre wag, con-
tains a single sentence: “It is a policy of
the Atomic Energy Commission to pro-
vide every child with a hot lunch.”

.

From the Great Falls (Montana) Trib-
une: “LosT — Tan and white altered
male cat. Answers to Susie. GI 3-7108.
Reward.”

A handy, dandy little lexicon of execu-
tive-type business terms has been making
the rounds, and we thought you might
get a kick out of a couple, or even put
them o work for you. 4 Program — Any
assignment that can't be completed by
one telephone call. To Activate — To
mike carbons and add more names 1o
the memo. Under Consideration — Never
heard of it. Re-orientation — Getting
used to work again. Reliable Source —
The guy you just met. Informed Source
— The guy who told the guy you just
met. Ummpeachable Source - The guy
who started the rumor originally. We
Are Making A Survey — We need more
time to think up an answer. Note And
Initial — Let’s spread the responsibility
for this. See Me, or Lel’s Discuss — Come
on down to my office; I'm lonesome.

Those of you who dug Thomas Ma-
rio’s recent pLAYVEBOY takeout on gourmet
dicting (Eat Great, Lose Weight, August
1960) will welcome, we think, the [ol-
lowing list of gourmet delicacies and the

19
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FIGHT BACK!

Help preserve masculme prerogatives!

Help fight ereeping matriarchy! Join
SMK. No dues. No meetings. One obli-
gation only. Smoke your Kaywoodie
often—especially among women. Flaunt
its manly grain, Tantalize them with
the lush tobacco-and-briar aroma. But
never let them savor a puff! Kaywoodie
flavor, mildness, and relaxation — all
without inhaling — are strictly male.

Will this return women to bondage?
Maybe not. But it will be a brave exer-
cise of your male prerogative...and
pleasurable to boot.

Write Kaywoodie Pipes, Inc., Dept. B8, N.Y. 22, for
free SMK membership card and pipe smoking booklet.

Tuckaway, Relief Grain,
Billiard Shape—$7.95
In Super Grain, $6.95. Standard
$5.95. New crystal-clear-bit
Tuckaway comes apart, fits in
easy-carry suede finish pouch.

KAYWOODIE

Campus, Yacht Shape
$4.95

White Briar, Pear Sha
$6.00 : e

Custom Grain, Prince of
Wales Shape—%$10.00

Cnn nms seur, Apple Shape

accents the male look

calories thercin: One jellybean, seven
calories. One portion of rattlesnake
meat, 200 calories. Five fried grasshop-
pers, 225 calories. One bowl of Chinese
bird’s-nest soup, a mere 75 calorics.
Ten chocolate-covered ants, 250 cal-
ories. One serving of barracuda. 135
calories. One standard glass of hippo-
potamus milk, B0 calories. (Speaking of
milk, the butterfat content of the milk
of the Pacific walrus is 43 percent.)
-

From Fred Russell's Sidelines column
in the Nashuville Banner: A worker at a
certain filtration plant died recently. At
his death it was disclosed that he had
left his brain o the Vanderbilt Medical
School. The school soon is expected o
issue a statement of its gratification that
at last the students will be able to ex-
amine a filtering man’s thinker.”

THEATRE

Brendan Behan's The Hestage explodes
on stage with the entire cast dancing a
crazy Irish jig and shortly settles down
to the comparative calm of a tipsy
vaudeville show. The scene is a Dublin
brothel peopled with whores, perverts
and assorted tosspots. The plot theoret-
ically centers on a young British soldier
who is being held hostage and will be
shot the next morning if the bloody
English have the bad judgment to exe-
cute an LR.A. killer in Belfast. But
Behan, the lustiest and luckiest thing to
happen to the Irish theatre since O'Casey,
is no man for sticking to a story line.
He lets his people have their say in
windy gusts of words interspersed with
fine cynical songs. The dialog as well as
the pungent lyrics snipe at the English,
the Irish and the Americans alike, at
politics and religion and, in general. at
the sorry state of a world living in the
shadow of the H-bomb. Behan has a
wild talent for writing for the theatre,
and Joan Littlewood brilliantly directs
her original London cast to keep pace
and faith with the exuberant Irishman.
The Hostage is bound to oftend any
number of stuffy pcople, but the rest of
the audience will recognize this Celtic
clambake as electric theatre. At the Cort,
158 West 48th Street, NYC.

frma Lo Douce, the musical hit that has
reached Broadway from Paris via a Lon-
don adaptation, has just one girl 1n it.
But any others would be superfluous,
since the girl in question is Elizabeth
Seal. This English actress, who looks
French with her bangs, her soft eyes and
her saucy legs, sings like a chanteuse in
a smoky bistro and dances like a whirl-
wind. Alexandre Breffort’s satiric fable
is all about low life in the upper reaches
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DOES AWAY WITH BULKY BAR LIGHTS FOREVER! Now all you need to take great movies
indoors is your camera and a compact new SUN GUN movie light.

Though only a handful, this powerful new light brightens the scene like the sun. No
double shadows. No overexposed “hot spots.” And actors can look close to the camera
without squinting. Colors come out more lifelike, too.

Your house is full of wonderful movies . . . waiting to be taken. See the new SUN GUN
at your camera counter now. The sun never sets on the man who owns a SUN GUN.
Sylvania Lighting Products, 1740 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y.

= T
A So compact it ’ Replaceable =
gafts in tl|11e D:Im lamp lasts over — -
your hand. twice as lon =
£2£" No bulk, no bar, R Eonii o R
gL bother. . \|| tional movie

Viorks better and easier ' P j i lient Tilts for bounge and
than multiple-light bar . . . indirect lighting.

Sussidory ot GENERAL TELEPHONE & ELECTRONICS &)

MOVIE LIGHT
o 555

*Manufacturer's suggested list

21



PLAYBOY

22

PUTTIN’ ON THE DOG

Behind the baleful eyes of this friendly
Hound Dog lies the gift that will be
closer to him than man’s best friend —
the famed spiral bottles of Dunhill
After-Shave and Cologne.

After-Shave, 1.50 and 2.25

Cologne . . . 2.00 and 3.25
All prices plus tox

' AT DISTINGUISHED STORES AND DUNHILL SHOPS

un

alfred dunhill of london, 393 Fifth Avenue, N.Y., wholesale distributor

IN CIRCLES
WHERE ONLY THE FINEST IS ACCEPTABLE

BESELER ¢ _. TOPCON

The intelligent buyer is entitled to know what a fine
camera can do before he invests in it. Beseler C Topcon is
the only 35mm single lens reflex camera built with such
meticulous care that ecch camera is delivered with indi-
vidual documented proof of precision performance —

A filmstrip of test exposure made in your camera, at
‘every f slop, to prove lens quality: a shutter calibration chart
to meet exacting requirements: free shutter recalibration,
cleaning and check-up to maintain precision performance,

With 58mm £1.8 or 35mm £2.8 lens $285.00.

See the new Topcon at select Beseler franchised photographic
®. deglers . . . or write for informative
b brochure to the

CHARLES BESELER COMPANY, 208 S. 18th St., EAST ORANGE, NEW JERSEY

of Montmartre. Miss Seal as Irma (pro-
nounced “Eer-ma”) is the busiest poule
along the Place Pigalle until she falls in
love with Keith Michell, a poor but
passionate young law student named
Nestor-Le-Fripe. For a while Irma works
overtime to keep her lover in pocket
money — until he rebels at having half
the neighborhood sharing her favors.
Deciding that what he and Irma need is
just one steady customer who will satisfy
her compulsion to work, he affects beard,
glasses and a middle-aged stoop, calls
himself Oscar, and becomes Irma’s ex-
clusive patron. Oscar gives Irma ten
thousand francs a visit; Irma gives Nes-
tor the same ten thousand francs; Oscar
is in business again. Dubious economics:
and Nestor, on double assignment, be-
gins to fray at the edges even belore the
money docs. He becomes jealous of his
own success as Oscar and decides that the
bearded intruder must be done away
with. This he accomplishes in a classic
pantomimic spoof, and is promptly con-
victed of murder and hustled off to
Devil's Island. Inspiration abounds in
Peter Brook’s direction, Onna White’s
choreography and Marguerite Monnot's
muted music-box score. At the Plymouth,
236 West 45th Street, NYC.

RECORDINGS

There has been much talk of late con-
cerning the alleged advent of what com-
poser Gunther Schuller has christened a
“third stream” of music, a music neither
jazz nor classical but bits of both. Two
recent releases bring the topic into
focus, The Golden Striker: John Lewis Conducts
Music for Brass (Atlantic) and Third Stream
Music: The Modern Jaxz Quartel and Guests
(Atlantic). In this pair, the two musics
are more closely and effectively inter-
woven than in most of the somewhat
synthetic earlier efforts along these lines,
such as Rolf Liebermann's Concerto for
Jazz Band and Symphony Orchestra,
which didn’t make it either classically or
as jazz. Third Stream Music comprises
three John Lewis works, one by Jimmy
Giuffre and one by Schuller. It also in-
cludes the MJQ with Giuffre's trio on
two tracks, with a small chamber group
on another, and with the Beaux Arts
String Quartet on two more, and the
result is a successful hybrid. At times
the sounds are swinging, with some of
the best Lewis piano and Milt Jackson
vibes on record; at other moments
they're indistinguishable in texture and
scoring from the work of such un-jazz-
involved classicists as Bartok. Does this
mean a “third stream™ has begun to flow?
No. The point is made more clearly in
The Golden Striker, which offers super-
lative Lewis writing for an eleven-picce
brass section. Here the instrumentation



lends itself more completely to a jazz
mood and the intermingling of the two
forms is achieved with subtlety and
skill. But to claim that by blending the
two you get a third music is like saying
that in assembling a necklace on which
diamonds and rubies are closely strung
you come up with a third precious
stone. The twain shall meet, and have
met in these two albums with unprec-
edented success; but let’s not think
this makes them one, for twain they
shall remain.
-

We are sore afraid that in the record
companies’ helterskelter scramble to at-
tach themselves to the Berman-Newhart-
Sahl-Bruce coattails, they have kept all
eyes on the charts and none, apparently,
on the quality of what is being currently
pressed. The prospect before us s
sloomy if several recordings which have
recently crossed our desk are accurate
harbingers of what lies ahead. First,
there is With Tongue of Madness (Pro-
scenium), expounded by Theodore, who
has achieved a reputation as a purveyor
of the macabre. In a sense, he is the
only totally sick comic on the American
scene today, in that his subject matter
is invariably grisly and uncompromis-
ingly morbid. If the impression con-
veyed is of a low degree of levity, it
is intentional. Aside from the inade-
quacies of his material, Theodore labors
under the additional handicap of having
large portions of his LP (taped before
an audience in Carnegie Hall) unintel-
ligible due to faulty pickup. The second
item is Professor C. Northcote Parkinson Ex-
plains Parkinson’s law (Libraphone). The
Professor’s original treatise was reviewed
in our November 1957 issue, and was ap-
plauded for its incisive, erudite and
witty scalpeling of big business bureauc-
racv. We must regretfully report a great
deal of the book’s freshness has been
lost in the translation to the spoken
word. Professor Parkinson’s voice has a
dry, semi-Hitchcockian quality to it
which evokes no more than a meager
smile from the listener, even at the re-
cording’s high points, which are few
indeed.

-

What's happened to Johnny Mathis?
His style has evolved into a larger-than-
life self-caricature. Every one of his cute
tricks has been made a little cuter, and
Johnny's ethereal approach to the ballad
has become positively ectoplasmic. Evi-
dence for this sorry change is to be
found i a slick new album of his,
I‘(‘pl('.[(' with two —count ‘em — two
orchestras  (Ralph Burns’ and Glen
Osser’s), and all done up with lots of
Richard Avedon photos of Mathis look-
ing like he can’t decide whether he's
singing or high-jumping. Titled Rhythms
and Ballads of Broadway (Columbia), it's
supposed to have two LPs’ worth of

Give the lasting gift
of magic performances...

Mercury -
Records

This year, through the sound ~
magic of Mercury, you can give
“front row seats” to a wide choice «
of thrilling performances. Every
person on your list will applaud

your good taste!

DAVID CARROLL © ==
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LATIN PEROUSSION
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New Sound innovations in daz-
zling Latin tempos. A rare treat
in listening pleasure! Excitingly
different percussion accents!
Deluxe "double-fold" album.
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Most hilarious album ever! The
complete, side-splitting Broad-
way show starring today's
brightest comedy team, re-
corded with original cast before
live audience.
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LOVE THEMES
FROM GREAT FILMS

The fabulous Clebanoff Strings
dip and surge through lush ar-
rangements of Spellbound;
Tara's Theme; many more.

SR 60238 MG 20578

Enpore Of Golden Hits

Get all the big hits of America's
No. 1 vocal group in this one
best-selling album: The Great
Pretender; My Prayer; Twilight
Time; 9 others.
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Kentuch Straight
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KENTUCKY’S SMALLEST DISTILLERY
EZRA BROOKS DISTILLING CO., LAWRENCEBURG, ANDERSON COUNTY, KENTUCKY

NEW GLENN MILLER PAGKAGE!

o steReo o ol
THE AUTHENTIC SOUND OF
THE AUTHENTIC SOUND OF

E'LENN MILLER~— TODAY

gt - direction
YESTERDAY
GLENN MILLER l)Rl':H‘“r

TWO0 ALBUMS FOR THE
PRICE OF ONE-PLUS *1!

Here's your chance to make a fascinating comparison! The album on the
left presents Ray McKinley in swinging new versions of 12 Miller favorites;
the other is a brilliant re-recording of the Miller originals! Over an hour of
authentic Milleriana, in a new two-album package that costs only $1.00
more than a single album! But hurry, offer is for limited time only!

See your RCA:\E

RALAD CORPORATION GF AMER)

B, record dealer today!

Broadway show tunes. However, some-
one slipped in Love Is a Gamble, from
the American Motors Industrial Show,
an automotive extravaganza. On the
other hand, happily, there is Johnny
Nash, who sings the way Mathis should
be singing. His latest LP, Let's Get Lost
(ABC-Paramount), features Nash's rich
tenor in close rapport with the com-
posers of such time-tested items as Peni-
house Serenade, Love Nest and Alone
Together. As that cigarette ad savs, no
frills or fancy stuff, but Mr. Nash gets
to the heart of the matter, which is,
after all, delivering both lyrics and
melody in a manner gratifying to a dis-
cerning listener’s sensibilities.
-

Alas, Professor Irwin Corey lost the
Presidential election, but his chew-‘em-
up campaign will not be forgotten. A
sizable slice of his political life is pre-
scrved on Win with lrwin (Atlantic), re-
corded by The World's Foremost Au-
thority at Chicago’s Playboy Key Club.
From a reference to Thomas Jefferson
(“He opened the House of Burgesses
and closed all the other houses”), the
Professor moves on to considerations of
Pericles and Athenian culture, Henry
Clay, the Spanish-American War, the
point value of S-E-X in Scrabble, a pro-
posal to tax the poor, Shakespeare on
virginity (“Away with it”), Magellan
("“The first man to circumcise the globe™)
and unrelated matters. He endorses Jew-
ish chess — played with rabbis instead of
bishops. He confronts Piltdown Man
and built-up woman. He declares that
childbearing is hereditary. Stirred to
our soles by his pointed slogans (“Irwin
will run for any party — and he’ll bring
his own bottle” or “Relief is just a bal-
lot away — elect Corey — then go on re-
lief”), we urge you to give this record a
try —and we urge Irwin to give the
Presidency another try in '64.

-

In our aggrieved opinion, the packa-
gers of Pearl Bailey's latest album have
done her a grave injustice in labeling
it Naughty but Nice (Roulette) and put-
ting a big “Restricted from TV and
Radio Air Play” stamp across the cover;
the fact is the songs contained thercin
are about as ribald as Winnte the Pooh.
Pearlie Mae doesn’t need the elbow-in-
the-side implication that she’s handling
indigo material to attract buyers; the
legion of Bailey admirers stretches from
here to Louis Bellson. Among the Pearl-
handled “blue” ballads are They're
Either Too Young or Too Old and Al-
ways True to You Darling in My Fash-
ion, which gives vou some idea of just
how terribly risqué things get. Mis-
nomers aside, the tunes are pleasantly
relaxed, jauntily up-tempo hbits of fluff,
the kind that have always been the most
engaging items in the Bailey bailiwick.

-
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She’ll LOVE this Magnificent
Toshiba Transistor Radio in Beautiful
Plush Lined Metal Jewel Case

Here’s the gift that says “Merry

Christmas” throughout the 4
years, a constant reminder of
your thoughtfulness. It's
practical . . . so small it fits
into purse or pocket. It's personal

There is a superior quality-built Transistor
radio for everyone on your gift list. . . min-

iature and shirt-pocket size portables, . World's First
world-wide portables, marine band port- ;
ables, AM/FM portables...and priced 3-WAY TRANSISTOR

for every gift budget, from 24.95 to
£9.95. Your dealer has them on RADIU ENSEMBLE
display now . . . early Christmas

il s_hoppmg assures widest Portable Slips Into Compartment

selection. 1. Shirt-Pocket Size Portable of Speaker Cabinet. Converts
Into Big Sounding Table Model.
2. A Battery Operated Table

Model Actually three radios in one. Ensemble consists of pow-
6 Transistor Miniature erful 7 tronsistor portable (model 7TP-303) complete
Model BTII?-_BBQ.CIompl:;: [ e 3. An AC Table Model that  yith batteries, earphone and leather carrying case,
with Batteries, Earphone, | / Plays on House Current Speaker cobinet (model 3WX) with baﬂenes and AC
g fLoathe ety e converter ...... A 1 3 N .$59.90

Lase. e e e $29.95
Model 7TP-303 (Radio only, with batterles,earphone, case) 39.95

TRANSISTOR RADIOS

FM/AM 10 Transistor
Portable. Complete with
Batteries, Earphone,
lealher Carr)rlng Case.

$89.95

] { Exclusive U.S. Representative for Toshiba Transistor Radios
TRANSISTOR WORLD CORP. 52 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 4, N.Y.
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...the BEAU BACHELOR in
TWO supple leathers

CABRETTA LEATHER

. For luxury the way you like
it: off-hand, casual, distinguished!
Tan, seaweed green, collee, or sun-
tan, in sizes 36 to 46 and longs.

CRESILK SUEDE

Traditional softspoken ele-
ganre in famous dry-cleanable
“Cresilk"” suede. Loden green, rum
brown, sand, amber or taupe, in

sizes 6 to 16 and longs.

ASHLAND, OHIO

at your favorite Cresco dealer . . .

About $45

or write

PORTABLE AS A CAMERA:

OPERATES 50 HOURS ON
4 FLASHLIGHT BATTERIES

@ Gives up to 90 minutes
recording time on
standard 3" tape

@ Weighs 5 pounds.

@ Size: 9" x 5" x 414"

In luxurious scotch-grain

. leather case complete with

L mlcruphnne. reels and ta

pe.
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THE MOST EXCITING TAPE RECORDER

DEVELOPMENT IN YEARS!

GREAT GIFT IDEA...USE FOR FUN, EDUCATION,
BUSINESS, PROFESSION, *'SOUND'" MOWES.
At last! A'true- hdelll{ recorder lhat lets you
tape it wherever you go
- convenient! Phono Trix opetates indoors or
out on 4 standard flashlight batteries. .. ready
to record and play back instantly an re and
everywhere Use it in office, home, school or car
rfect companion for business trips, parties,
each. Quality-built for years of pleasure. Ask
for demonstration at your local Phono Trix
dealer or write for FREE brochure.

FASCINATING ACCESSORIES AVAILABLE
Telephone pick-up and amplifier $ 8.95

ightweight. .. compact

Stethoscope earphones
AC adapter 19.95

Other Phono Trix models and kits
priced from $79.95 to $149.95

GENTLEMEN:

Name

MATTHEW STUART & CO., INC., Dept. PL
156 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N.Y.

Please send me full details on Phono Trix, and
the name of my nearest dealer.

City

Zone____State.

School of Rebellion (Roulette) showcases
the orchestra Bill Russo has headed in
New York — in concert and at Birdland

-since carly 1959. The ensemble com-
priscs twenty-one men: four trumpets,
five trombones, five saxes, guitar, bass,
percussion and four cellos. Russo em-
ploys — in person and at record dates —
a choir formation, a leftricht arrange-
ment with rhythm section centered, cre-
ating two separate units of approxi-
mately  comparable  instrumentation.
The two sides engage in call-and-re-
sponse patterns some of the time, play
in unison at others, and it’s a striking
setup for stereo. On the performance
side, the orchestra is precise but not
rigid, exciting but not frantic, in weav-
ing through a string of Russo composi-
tions, one by Russo student I'red Karlin
and the Dizzy Gillespie staple Manieca,
“recomposed”™ — Russo prefers that term
to “arranged” — by the leader. A young
veteran of jazz (with the Kenton band
and his own groups) and classical music
(his second symphony was performed by
the New York Philharmonic in April
1959), Russo has found in this orchestra
a flexible medium for expressing his per-
sonal view of music. His purposes, as he
told us recently, are *“to present the
large jazz orchestra as a sonorous and
buoyant tool for the composer, rather
than as the loud and nervous instrument
it usually is; to demonstrate a natural
use of sterco techniques and to make
something new and fresh without sacri-
ficing beauty.” Jazz can use such think-
ing, and performances, as this.

-

André Previn and his pals, drummer
Shelly Manne and bassist Red Mitchell,
helped lead jazz to Broadway in 1956
with a bestselling LP of My Farr Lady
tunes. Since then, the threesome — as
Previn and His Pals or Manne and His
Men — has cranked out jazzified glimpses
of Li'l Abner, Bells Arve Ringing, Pal
Joey and Gigi. The latest trio venture
brings the group in touch with West
Side Story (Contemporary). The Leonard
Bernstein score (eight songs, including
Something’s Coming, Gee, Officer Kvuphe
and Cool, are in this set) profits by
Previn's facile fingering. Mitchell and
Manne are, as usual, in top form.
The Ramsey Lewis trio doesn’t [are as
well in its current outing, Strerching Out
(Argo). Lewis, a potentially brilliant
pianist, seems to have one eye on the
cash register these days. Here, he
ranges from the pretentious to the sub-
lime, from a florid, heavy-handed batter-
ing to a right-hand tinkling identified
with Ahmad Jamal. It's too bad, because
he can whiz his way with the best of them
when he’s right. El Dee Young, a superb
bassist, and Red Holt, a discreet drum-
mer, are along for the bumpy ride. And
speaking of rides, there’s none better



OPERETTA MEMORIES

The Merry Widow Waltz; My Hero; Play
Gypsies, Dance Gypsies; The Count of Lux-
nn'FlF:wrg Waliz; Die Fledermaus Overture,
olhers,

Mono: LL 3181

THE AMERICAN SCENE

THE MUSIC OF STEPHEN FOSTER—My Old
Kentucky Home; | Dream of Jeanie; Old Folks
at Home, etc. plus THE MUSIC OF 19th CEN-
‘.I'UhFiY AMERICA — Home on the Range, 5
ofhers.

Mono: LL 3126

FILM ENCORES—Vol. 2
The High And The Mighty; A Cerfain Smile;
Friendly Persuvasion; Tammy; April Love;
Around The World; Secret love, 5 others.

Mone: LL 3117 Sterec: PS5 164

GEMS FOREVER

All the Things You Are; True love; | Could
Hove Danced All Night; A Woman in Love;
This Nearly Was Mine; Summertime, 6 others.

Mono:; LL 3032 Stereo: PS 106
WALTZ ENCORES

Charmaine; Wyoming; Lo Ronde; Love Here
Is My Heart; Lovely Lody; Moulin Rouge;
Greensleeves; Lonely Ballering, 4 others.

Stereo only: PS5 119

Sterec: PS 202

Stereo: PS 182

SONGS TO REMEMBER

With These Honds; Faraway Places; A Yery
Precious Love; Jamaica Farews|l; Tenderly;
Blue Star; Gigi; When | Fall in Love; No
Other Love; Yaya Com Dios; Two Different
Worlds; Tonight.

Mono: LL 3149

CONCERT ENCORES

Clair de Lune; Spanish Dance; La Boutique
Fantasque — Can Can; Chonson de Matin;
Gypsy Airs; Song Of India; Schén Rosmarin,
3 others.

Mono: LL 3004

FILM ENCORES—Vel. 1

My Foolish Heart; Love Is A Many Splen-
dored Thing; Laura; High Moon; September
Song; Three Coins in the Fountain, & others.

Mono: LL 1700 Sterec; P5 124
MUSIC FROM THE FILMS

Warsaw Concerfo; Serencta D'Amore; Dreom
of Olwen; The Legend of The Gloss Mountain;
Story of Three Loves; Cornish Rhopsody.

Mono: LL 1513 Sterec: PS 112
WALTZES OF IRVING BERLIN

All Alone; Becouse | Love You; Russian Lul-
laby; Always; Marie; The Girl That | Marry,
6 others.

Sterec: PS 193

Stereo: PS5 133

Mono only: LL 1452

SONG HITS FROM THEATRELAND
If | Loved You; Hello Young Lovers; Stranger
in Poradise; C'est Magnifique; Bewitched;
Some Enchanted Evening, 6 others.
Mono: LL 1219 Sterec: PS 125

CHRISTMAS CAROLS
The First Nowell; Hark, The Herald *Angels
Sing; Silent Night; O Tonnenbaum; White
Christmas; Adeste Fideles, 8 others.
Mong: LL 913 Sterec: PS 142

THE MUSIC OF VICTOR HERBERT
Ahl Sweet Mystery of Life; March of the
Toys; I'm Falling in Love With Someons;
Kiss Me Aggin; Indian Summer; ltalian Street
Song, 7 others.

Mono only: LL 746

STRAUSS WALTZES
Blue Danube; Wine, Women and Song; Tdles
from the Vienna Woods; Emperor Wallz;
Voices of Spring; 7 others.
Mono: LL &85 Sterec: PS 118

CONTINENTAL ENCORES

Lo VYie En Rose; Under Paris Skies; O Mein
Papa; April In Portugal; Arrivederci Roma;
Anema E Core; Lo Mer; Auvtumn Leaves,
4 others,

Mono: LL 3095 Sterea: PS 147
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mono

LONDON

RECORDS
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stereo

Write for free complete cotolog. Dept. DF, 539 W. 25th 5i., N.Y.C.
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EUROPEAN DELIVERY AVAILABLE ON FOUR MONTHS’ NOTICE.

““The new Rover 3-Litre is prob-
ably the most luxurious ‘small’
car in the world. The Rover has
been designed for quiet, long life
and driving ease. The immacu-
late leather and walnut interiox
reflects the British company’s
policy of using only the best ma-
terial, where it shows and where
it does not, as well. The Rover
shares twenty-odd points of me-
chanical similarity with the
Rolls-Royce, and every knowl-
edgeable tester who drives a
Rover inevitably compares it
with that make. It’s one of the
world’s great cars.”’xex ruroy ix riavsor

ROVER

THE ROVER MOTOR COMPANY
OF NORTH AMERICA LIMITED,
36-12 37th St., Long Island City, New York
373 Shaw Road, South San Francisco, Cal.

than a tour of the world of the late Art
Tatum on Still More of the Greatest Piano
of Them ANl (Verve)., Tatum's peerless
pianistic [acility is on display through-
out the ten-standard romp, and there’s
no better recommendation than that.

DINING-DRINKING

The Cloister in Hollywood (8588 Sunset)
is a haven, done up in Movieland Mod-
ern, for such au courant aural delights
as Diahann Canroll, Della Reese and
Sarah Vaughan. This kingsize music
conservatory was, less than two years ago,
the shuttered chost of the once-famous
Mocambo. Credit for the spot’s rehabili-
tation goes to a quartet of former Chi-
(d!_’;(}l]l\, owners Joe Miklos, Al Locb,
Shelly Kasten and Skip Krask, who re-
named and reworked the room (now
painted an intimate black) into a swing-
ing (the sound system is fi of the highest)
operation. Although primarily known as
a boite featuring the best singers in
town, the club in the past has presented
comics Buddy Hackett, Joey Bishop,
Shecky Green and Jack E. Leonard, who
have helped attract an extensive clien-
tele of showbiz luminaries. The regulars
have their own gold-labeled bottles on
display in the lobby, which is fun if you
enjoy looking at gold-labeled bottles; we
got more Kicks, however, from casing the
cockrail waitresses in those ever-so-tight
toreador pants. The club percolates all
week, with two shows a night (10:30,
12:30), three Friday and Saturday (9:30,
11:00, 12:30). Tabs vary with the cost of
the entertainment; some shows have a
$2.50 cover, others $3.50; occasionally, a
two- or three-drink minimum will be im-
posed. None of the aforementioned
tariffs applies in the lounge where the
regularly-ensconced celebs are a show
unto themselves. Manuel 1s the maitre
de, and food is available, but as we said
before, the sound’s the thing at The
Cloister.

-

The London Chop House (155 West Con-
gress) is the Cadillac of Detroit restau-
rants. Knowledgeable trenchermen who
linger in the Motor City consider the
Chop House a must, and for good rea-
son: the menu and wine list are docu-
ments intended for the most discrimi-
nating diner. The initial temptations,
which no one should resist, are the hors
d'oeuvres. Included are snails Bour-
guignonne (S1.60), Beluga caviar ($3.75)
and Dublin Bay prawns in mustard
sauce ($2.25). From the entree roster, try
the excellent English sole amandine
(54.35), the roast prime ribs of beel
(54.95) or the breast of chicken Madras
in curry sauce ($3.50); they're culinary

TLL NEVER SMILE
AGAIN Says
JERRY LEWIS

SEE JERRY LEWIS IN

"CINDERFELLA'"
{A JERRY LEWIS PRODUCTION FOR PARAMOUNT PICTURES)

JUNTIL You Shoot
Me With A Snazzy

New RICOH
AUTO 35

“Honest fellers, I'm sick of posing for
those crazy cameras with dials and
gears, that keep a photographer busy
figurin’. I want that man to fuss over

the picture, not the cameral!”

Yes, you don’t need an engineering de-
gree to get perfect 35mm pictures,
everytime. Ricoh’s ““Automatic Brain”
electric eye measures available light,
tells you exactly when you're ready to
shoot—no adjustments needed! Vivid
color prints or slides; ideal for a.&:h‘
{ Manual shutter,
diaphragm set-
tings) Price: only

49

,'9’,-
Sight, Snap / } Thatc Al!

ALLIED IMPEX CORP., 300 PARK AVE. SOUTH, N.¥. 10
CHICAGD 10 = DALLAS 7 = LOS ANGELES 36



tours de force. Don’t overlook the re-
wards of the wine cellar, either, for it's
one of the nation’s largest and best. The
rare 1926 red Bordeaux (Chiteau Las-
combes, AMargaux) and the French
champagne, vintage 1949 (Moét & Chan-
don, Dom Perignon) are precious pota-
bles. At meal’s end, choose vour coffee
from an array that’s equal to that of the
hippest mocha parlor — from Russian,
Viennese or Irish blends to Cale
Cemarara, a power-laden punch of
espresso and 151-proof rum. You can
make this epicure's grand tour daily,
except Sunday, from 11:30 ax. (for a
splendid lunch) to 2 a.ar., when after-
theatre-goers and dancers (a combo per-
forms after 9:30) finally head [or home.
There’s never a minimum or cover
charge. An added nicety: you'll be pre-
sented with personalized matches when
you arrive at your reserved table — and
reservations are recommended.

FILMS

Spartacus is the gory story of the
Roman slave by that name and of the
rebellion that he led. It is also the spec-
tacle of the year, in budget three million
behind Ben-Hur's ffteen, but in blood
several hundred gallons ahcad. May
we say that in the matter of gratuitous
violence, we hope that this is the end.
Some of the gore includes Kirk Douglas’
nearly severing the tendon of a guard's
leg with his teeth (the opening scene),
the branding of human flesh, strangula-
tion involving a bursting eyeball, drown-
ing in boiling soup, stabbing in the
neck, burning alive, an arm whacked
off with the stump staring at us, a blade
sticking out the back of one of the
heroes, a vast closeup panorama ol a
battlefield piled high with stabbed
and scorched bodies, on to the sight of
six hundred massed crucifixions. Sparta-
cus also involves the ultimate in beef-
cake compctition; in fact, the proceed-
ings often look like Muscle Beach in
masquerade. In  between these Great
Moments the story is told of the recal-
citrant slave, Kirk, who came near to
toppling the Roman Empire. The re-
bellion is plotted at Peter Ustinov's
gladiatorial school after Kirk’s oppo-
nent in a fight to the death, staged for the
titillation of some patricians, refuses to
kill his fellow slave and instead tosses
his wrident at, and just misses, Laurence
Olivier. On Mt. Vesuvius, Douglas builds
an army from a nucleus of gladiators;
this is supplemented by other slaves and
the booty he picks up en route to free-
dom outside Italy. Meanwhile, back in
the Roman Senate, cynic Charles Laugh-
ton vies with megalomaniacal Olivier
for control of the army. Olivier gets it,
and Douglas, tricked out of the ships in

SIR WALTER RALEIGH

Protective Pouch Keeps Tobacco

FRESHE& .

{

P ¥,
the pack £ Y No opills
Qut comes / when you fill
the Pouch! - just dip in!

This protective aluminum foil pouch keeps fa-
mous, mild Sir Walter Raleigh 449, fresher than
old-fashioned tin cans. The sturdy pouch is
triple laminated. Carries flat. Sir Walter Raleigh
is choice Kentucky burley—extra aged! Try it.
SMELLS GRAND—PACKS RIGHT!

Sooner or Later SMOKES SWEET—CAN'T BITE!

Your Favorite Tobacco!
BROWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORPORATION [=3¢@\%\ THE MARK OF QUALITY IN TOBACCO PRODUCTS
© 1960
— : =
I three
' - cha’s
' for
| Reese!

LvinG STERED

You'll dig Della Reese in luminous Latin versions
of one dozen delicious songs. Sample selections:
Tea for Two, Love for Sale, Let’s Do It.
It’s flaming . . . and fabulously danceable!

In Living Sterco and regular L.P. on RC _\\iC’l‘O]{
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manets seen in 417!

His confidently casual manner with most things that gladden the hearts
of men—holidays, women, and the good life—marks him as a “*417"
man. For more ieisurely moments during the Yuletide season, he
wears a 417" short-sleeve pullover of sheared Orlon® acrylic fiber,
with matching cardigan. Like other good-looking dress and leisure wear
in Van Heusen's **417” Collection, they’re sold at all better men'’s shops.

[ Noie, hear brilliant new performances by Belafonte
I' and the Belafonte Folk Singers, along with exciting
new South African singer Miriam Makeba. ..
all recorded in person during the actual
Carnegie Hall Concert! Two-record album in

Living Stereo or regular L.P. RC‘&__\/l(;’..IQI{

which his army hopes to escape, is forced
to face certain defeat in an Alexander
Nevsky-like battle. Olivier fails, how-
ever, in his ultimate objective, which is
to kill the legend of Spartacus, and
Kirk’s triumph, on his cross, is to sce his
wife, Jean Simmons, and her new-born
son, both [ree. Thirtv-one-year-old Stan-
ley (Paths of Glory) Kubrick has directed
Dalton Trumbo’s script from the How-
ard Fast novel with great stvle and im-
pact. Particularly well conceived are the
love scenes, one of them in a tunic built
for two, though they would matter more
if played by a better actor than Douglas.
Like Douglas, Tony Curtis (as a “singer
of songs; I also juggle™) is hopeclessly
outclassed by English actors of the cali-
bre of Olivier, Laughton and Ustinov.
As usual in this kind of cpic, the specta-
tor requires a strong stomach, eardrums
not easily shattered, and buttocks not
casily numbed. Bad news: Kirk is off to
clobber Montezuma next; good news:
Kubrick moves on to Lolita.
.

Anybody who cares about courage
would like to like Dore Schary’s Sunrise at
Caompobello. It took incredible bravery as
well as ambition for F.D.R. to survive
the polio that struck him down in the
summer of 1921 but could not prevent
him, three summers later, from rising to
national prominence with his nominat-
ing speech for Al Smith. It's a great
story, but it’s not a particularly moving
film. Aside from a little sight-seeing
(Campobello, the Roosevelts” Canadian
summer place: their Manhattan resi-
dence; and Hyde Park), the movie offers
nothing that wasn't presented more ef-
fectively on Broadwav. And when it
comes to the pivotal struggle between
F.D.R.'s mother, who wants her son to be
a country squire, and Louis Howe, his
friecnd and advisor, who wants him o
be President, the screen version he-
comes a grucsome caricature. As the
mother, Ann Shoemaker creates a vil-
lainess who wouldn’t have been taken
seriously in the bygone davs of melo-
drama. Hume Cronyn’s Howe is a gro-
tesque charade. As Eleanor, Greer
Garson is long-sullering — apparently
due to the strain of keeping her teeth
and her accent in line. Even Ralph Bel-
lamy, striving to repeat his remarkable
stage impersonation of F.D.R., seems
forced and affected. Only Alan Bunce,
as Al Smith, scems lilelike. Blame for all
this must be laid to director Vincent
Donchue, and to scripter Dore Schary,
who also produced the film. Too bad.

-

Since we ncglected to warn you
against sccing Ross Hunter's previous
production, Portrait in Black, we want
to make sure you avoid his latest drag,
Midnight Lace. Making her debut in this
sort of fatuity is Doris Day. She's mar-
ried to Rex Harrison, who has lots of



money. Into her life comes a horror:
repeated anonymous phone calls from a
crank who doesn’t stop at making the
usual lewd suggestions, but wants to
kill her, too. When the calls persist, and
Scotland Yard suspects Doris is making
them up, and even Rex doesn’t seem to
believe her —does she get anxious?
Hysterical? Distraught? All this and
more. She's a wreck. She almost appears
twice in the same gown. But fear not,
everything works out. The supporting
cast includes Hermione Baddeley, Rhys
Willizuns and other able actors. Wasted,
all of them, including Harrison.
-

Since no less an authority than James
T. Farrell disclaimed any responsibility
for — in fact, deplored — the film version
ol his trilogy, Studs Lonigen, it is rather
surprising to be able to say that the pic
ture isn’t bad. It’s no world-beater, but
1t does have some of the flavor and [eel-
ing of lower-middle-class Chicago life in
the Twenties. Studs' story covers the
period from his high school graduation
through tiic Crash. His loves include the
girl he wanted and didn’t get, the tempt-
ing teacher, then her niece. As for his
three poolroom buddies, one lands in
prison for rape, another is killed, and
the third settles into the dreary routine
of being a third-rate comic. And Studs’
career meanders from unemployment to
dental technician to house painter and
back to being unemployed. None of his
dreams (“I'm gonna be important,”
“Something's gotta happen,” "Someday
I'm gonna bust loose™) come true; nor
are they likely to (“I try and I try, and
nothing happens. I don't know™). A
newcomer, Christopher Knight, makes
Studs seem appealing. The style of the
film is flashy, but uneven: for instance,
the ersatz Kurt Weill score is audacious
at first, then just obvious and fnally
inappropriate. But happily, director Irv-
ing Lerner often succeeds in making
you wonder at the waste of this boy's
life, and of all the lives his represents.

-

Studs is a masterpiece compared with
Let No Man Write My Epitaph. 'This one is
supposed to be set in Chicago, too, on
West Madison, but it bears little resem-
blance to life in that area. Based on the
same-name novel by Willard Motley (the
sequel to Knock on Any Door), it's all
ibout an unappealing and unreal boy
living in a world he never made. Shelley
Winters and Burl Ives are among the
embarrassed parties in this blowout. So
is Ella Fitzgerald, who wasn't even given
a song worth singing.

L]

Swedish director Arne Sucksdorfl's
first feature since The Great Adventure
is set in central India among a beauti-
ful people called the Murias. The Flute
and the Arrow tells the story of a young
man who, ostracized for marrying an out-

A Message from Valleyfield, Quebec, to the U.S.A.

Tradition

o hang!

Now Imported O.F.C.
is bottled only at 8 and 12 years old

Yeats ago, when we began mak-
ing O.F.C., we let ourselves be
guided by the practice of other
distillers who bottle their best
known Canadian whiskies at two
different ages: six years old for sale
in the U.S.A., but older for con-

sumption at home.

Imported 8 year old

n time, however, we wondered
why wouldn’t you Americans ap-

preciate eight year old whisky as §

much as we Canadians? Deciding
you would, we waited the two extra
years and now send you 8 year old
O.F.C. art the price most others ask
for six.

Imported 12 year old

Now, we are also sending you
our 12 year old O.F.C., the oldest
Canadian whisky exported to the
U.S.A. This international gift
whisky is more expensive, but well
worth the extra cost.

As a final distinctive touch, both
8 and 12 year old O.F.C. come tissue-
wrapped and boxed throughout the

William F. Tigh, President,Canadian Schenley Lid.

CANADIAN WHISKY, a blend. Distilled, aged, and blended under supervision of the Cana-
dian Governmeht by Schenley Ltd., Valleyfield, P.Q., Canada. 8 and 12 years old. 86.8 Proof.
O.F.C. Distilling Co., New York, N. Y., Sole Agents in U.S. A.
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refill the flosk
viithout spilling o
precious drop.

8 oz. English Leather in crystal bottle.
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framed in handsome Redwood Chest.

MEM COMPANY

87 IRVING PLACE, NEW YORK

sider, shames the tribe when he gives
his life in Kkilling a tiger that had been
menacing the village for years. The
film’s stated intention is surely honor-
able: to show these people “as friends
rather than as exotic strangers.” But the
story is too pat, the villagers too well-
scrubbed and the photography too
travelogish to succeed fully in fulfilling
its aim. Surely it’s a step beyond Fitz-
patrick, but it’s not Robert Flaherty by
any means. Still, the narration is liter-
ate (by English novelist William San-
som), and the restless natives — clothed
or not— are exotically enticing.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

Marcel Marceau, at thirty-seven, is the
peerless pantomimist. This was made
apparent to us again when we were
mesmerized by his fluid artistry at Chi-
cago's Blackstone Theatre, during the
Frenchman's latest American tour. On a
stage devoid of scenerv, Marceau —in a
baggy sailor suit and ballet slippers —
performs eight solo exercises, flowing
into the roles of a billposter, carnival
characters, strollers in a public garden,
a china salesman, a seasick voyager, a
street musician and a mask maker whose
comedy mask clings stubbornly to his
face despite his anguished efforts to re-
move it. In all of these roles, Marceau
reflects his confessed concern for the lost
art of Chaplin —a concern that brings
to mind Aldous Huxley’s comment:
“Everyone's a walking farce and a walk-
ing tragedy at the same time.” Afier
more than an hour of solo effort, Mar-
ccau is joined by his Compagnie de
Mime — five men and three women —
for a mimodramatic version of Nikolai
Gogol's short novel, The Quercoat. In
an astonishing assertion of the power of
pantomime (what Marcean terms “the
universal language of gesture™), the
troupe weaves the tale of the impover-
ished Russian clerk who vearns [or a fur
coat, works desperately to buy it, then
loses it to thieves. The death of man’s
dreams and the frailties ol man are the
crux of Marceaus powerful appeal in
the Gogol adaptation. His gaunt frame,
his mobile face and his expressive hands
are indispensable to the performance —
as are the contributions of his troupe —
but most vital 1o his success are a mind
rich with knowing and a heart that is
touched by the struggles of everyday
existence.

BOOKS

Appropriately enough. at this time
each year publishers exert themselves to
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GO DATSUN

and you

GO AMERICAN!

It's all American in concept . .. the delightfully roomy, smart-looking Datsun
Bluebird! Full length safety frame (Datsun weighs hundreds of pounds more
than other leading imports). Sensational in pick-up and power, Datsun gives up
to 38 m.p.g. yet costs no more than the “light-weights™. Also available: FairLady
4-passenger Sports Convertible; 4-door Station Wagon; capacious Pickup Truck.

DATSUN Bluebird Sedan,
$1616, p.o.e.

At franchised dealers throughout U.S.A. or write nearest distributor. WEST: Nissan Motor Corporation U S.A., 612 S. Flower St.,
Los Angeles 17, Cal. CENTRAL & EAST: Nissan Motor Corporation U S.A., 120 Broadway, New York 5, N.Y. MID-SDUTH:
Southern Datsun Dist, Co., 1501 Clay St., Houston, Tex. HAWAII: Von Hamm-Young Co., Ltd., P.O. Box 2630, Honolulu 3
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OLD-WORLD CRAFTSMANSHIP...
NEW WORLD OF
STEREO SOUND!

"STEREO-SIXTIES" CONSOLES

Created in West Germany . . . enjoyed by millions throughout
the world! These complete sound centers bring you thrilling
4-speed stereo phonograph, FM, AM and short wave radio—
all in magnificently hand-rubbed cabinets of rich Black Forest
Walnut and other precious woods. Choose from 22 fabulous
Write for FREE illustrated models. Prices start at 539995

brochure and name of &

nearest Btundlg -Majes- -
L A LR, S0

Dept. PL-12 - 743 N. LaSalle St. - Chicago 10, lllinois

produce art books for the gift-giving
scason — books to  have, that is, as
opposed to books to read. This year's
clforts, happily, include several that are
worth at least glancing through voursell
belore vou present them to a friend.
André¢ Malraux’ The Metomorphosis of the
Gods (Doubleday. $20) is a sumptuous
companion volume to his celebrated
The Voices of Silence. Malraux ranges
the world of culture from the Egyptians
to the Renaissance, analyzing brilliandy
the special place occupied by the reli-
gion-inspired art of all ages. A quite
different, but equally fascinating explo-
ration of the nature of beauty is to be
found in Kenneth Clark's Looking af Pic-
tures (Holt. 510). The lucid British eritic
shares his special insights into sixteen
great paintings by Raphael, Rembrandt
and Goya, among others. The History of
Surrealist Painting (Grove, $17.50) by Mar-
cel Jean is, claim the publishers, the hrst
definitive such history in book form.
Assisted by 386 plates, it covers the de-
velopment of surrealism from Picasso
through Dali. Picasso in Antibes (Pan-
theon, $20) by Dor de la Souchére is
a magnificently illustrated study of six
bountiful months in the arust’s life.
And finally, so fruitful is the holiday
season, thirtyseven of the great man's
paintings and drawings, mainly from
his Cubist period, are elegantly repro-
duced in Picasso, The Early Years (Tudor,
$7.95).

Speaking  of gilts, scveral prLavioy
perennials are freshly represented in the
bookshops. Leonard Feather's  second
cdition of The Encyclopedia of Jazz (Hori-
zon, S15) is a H500-page total revision ol
all that has gone before, containing
more than two thousand biographies of
cverybody who blows, sings or even
whistles. Our Jazz Editor's impressive
volume is, all modesty aside, definitely
the relerence work in the ficld. In The
Clossics Reclassified (McGraw-Hill, 52.95),
Richard Armour, another Lamiliar n
reells seven great stories, including
The Hiad, David Copperfield and Moby
Dick, as they were never told in your
high school classroom. The fun s
abetted by sixty-five Campbell Grant
drawings. Lastly, pLAvBOY'S peripatetic
Shel Silverstein is offering his inimitable
wares in paperback this season. New
Here’s My Plan (Simon and Schuster, S1.50)
shows Shel at his sometimes bizarre,
sometimes  whimsical, olten  poignant
best — and includes, naturally, an ample
assortment of past triumphs from these
pages.

ame,

Women Confidential (Messner, $3.95) by
Lee Mortimer wrgues the theory that
the American male has been so beaten
down by women that he is flatter than
a worn-out rug. The book will disap-



point nearly evervone who tries 1o get
through it, for whatever reason. In par-
ticular, if vou skim through to find the
“uicy parts” vou'll spend a [rustrating
hour, All vou'll learn, assuming vou stay
awake past the interminable chaprers of
gossip-column prose, is that a phallus is
featured at the Beaux Arts ball
For those interested, there are whore-
house directories. complete with price
lists, for Western Germany, France, Hol
Lind and Tokyo. Mr. Mortimer seems to
believe that he is something ol a thinker.
Here are some samples ol his out-ol-this-
worldly wisdom: In military and “‘ad-
vanced intellectual™ circles normal sex
activity is considered decadent; wives in
the suburbs are divided into three types
— those who join committees, those who
are addicted to alcohol or extramarital
sex, and the “sloppy, neurotic stav-at-
homes™: the country alreadv has too
many scientists and intellectuals, so no
grants to education are needed: Farmers
all evade income taxes, live on govern-
ment subsidies, and sleep with their own
daughters; school teachers make up a
super-privileged class: and the nation is
plagued by “‘short-haired women and
long-haired men.” It is all set forth with
litde  talent, less wit, and meffable
vulgarity.

Hnow

-

Vince Packard has again donned his
helmet, taken up his spear, and charged
oue of the emples of our socicty. The
Waste Makers (David Mckay, $4.50) is
an assault on the idols of Built-In
Obsolescence and Outmoded Durability.
The main shrine of the Obsolescence
cult is, of course, Detroit, where auto-
mobiles are caretully enginecred o fall
apart every two years. Bur disciples are
cverywhere. An apparel industry execu-
tive declares, "It is our job to make
women unhappy with what they have.”
In the housing indusury, one finds a con-
cenuated effort to make the pervasive
picture  window seem  old  [ashioned.
Furniture manulacturers are dedicated
to “psvchological obsolescence.” And so
on and on. Packard, as usual, writes
without humor or grace ol expression.
But he has collected a  formidable
amount ol evidence to support  his
charge that America has become a
“force-ted society with a vested interest
m prodigality. . .”

L]

Saloon Society (Duell, Sloan & Pearce,
51.95) by Bill Manville is a bright, salty,
hook that
sparkles with sharp insight, a lively ancy,
and good writing. Manville, a Fillage
Foice columnist, celebrates the joys of

charmingly designed  small

drinking, of being young with cash in
vour pocket, and of living in Greenwich

Village. Delivered in short takes, with- |

out apparent continuity, this fictional

JULIE tells all about...

When | am in a kind of romantic, dreamy mood,
anywhere Felix Slatkin goes, | want to be. The
exciting sweep of his fantastic strings combined
with true island music takes you swiftly and
softly to the splendor of far
away isles. His unusual treat-
ment of tunes like “Moon OFf
Manakoora,” “Sweet Leilani,”
and others, makes me shiver
with the excitement and

romance that is Hawaii. It's almost like being

there yourself. Honey, if you're looking for a
romantic Christmas gift—this is it. Two more
guys all the gals are crazy about (me included)
are Bud and Travis, They'll give you a com-
plete evening’s entertainment in their newest
release, “Bud and Travis in Concert.”” Captured
is all the excitement from their triumphant live
concert. Takes two records
to hold the entire concert
...both .. _only $4.98 in
monaural, $5.98 in stereo. |
know you’'ll love them as
much as | do.

buderavis ==
§ - faCower?

Then there's Dave Barry...he [0
really “tickles” me—amuses | ii™

me, that is. Dave's new album
“Laughs For Losers” has ten |
of his funniest routines ;
recorded live in Las Vegas. Buy -
the album for your best guy or gal and listen
together as Dave goes through his dissertations
on “Oy Vegas,” “Dishonesty Is The Best Policy,”
“One Man's Family For Sale,”
and many more. You'll love
the guy for what he does to
you. Now for my special guy
—for someone just like you.
...l sing some of my very
favorite love songs. Tunes like “The Party's Over,”
“Misty,” and lots more are in my own album
“Around Midnight.”” 1 hope o you'll like it. And
incidentally, dear, “Around % Midnight"
and all the other Liberty albums m men-
tioned are on sale = - —
at your favorite
record store.

PARADISE FDUND-Felix Statkin-LMM 13001/LSS-14001 * BUD & TRAVIS IN CDNCERT-LDM 11001/LDS-12001
LAUGHS FDR LDSERS-Dave Barry-LRP 3176, monaural only = AROUND MIDNIGHT-Julie London-LRP 3164/LST 7164

Write me for your free Liberty catalogue: Julie London-Liberty Records, Dept. P-12, Los Angeles 28, California
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Off you go to the farthest reaches of the world

. . to Bombay, Biarritz . . . or the backyard bar-
becue. Wherever you go, recording the sound
around you is a fun thing to do. Professional
men as well as hobbyists find the Telette a boon
for on-the-spol recording.

No larger, no heavier than a folding camera, the
Telette provides its own power supply so you
need never ask the concierge, ““Ou est le
socket?” Its two-speed operation lets you re-
cord up to 1% hours on a reel of tape. 6147
oval speaker — largest in its class — provides
quality reproduction.

Investigate by visiting your favorite photo,
appliance, jewelry or department store, or write
for free brochure.

{
o *Prices alightly highcr West and South ®

TELECTRO
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TELECTROSONIC CORPORATION, CONSUMER PRODUCTS
SUBSIDIARY OF TELECTRO INDUSTRIES CORP., L. 1.C. 1 N.Y.

“diary”" chronicles the doings ol a group
of young people who occupy a world
that exists only alter the second drink is
down, where all that is said is delight-
fully on the mark, where the girls that
go by are slenderer, the men wittier or
more wry than any that ever lived, the
projects farther out, the music louder,
and the pranks all curried off with style,
The writing has bite to it, and the dia-
log is ringingly authentic. Occasionally,
Manville skirts the edee of the sort ol
sentimentality that is palatable when
taken with a little whiskey, but there is
none of the mawkish. neo-Hemingway
emotionalizing that passes for prose in
beat circles. David  Attie’s  evocative
photographs are exactly right for the
text, offering hallseen, hall-remembered
glimpses of a hazed-over world where
lovely undressed girls may appear be-
times, but dimly, bevond the bent elbow
of the horn-rimmed creep on the next
stool.
-

In laboriously surveying Norma Jean
Baker's transformation into America’s
Love Goddess. Marilyn Monree (Harcourt,
Brace. $5.75) by DMaurice Zolotow
treads paths already well worn by the
national magazines, Sunday supple-
ments and fan books: a shorter tour of
less-familiar ground would have been
more interesting. Zolotow does scrutinize
all facets of the Monroe image, however
— including her ability to antagonize
practically everv director under whom
she's worked: her inability to be on time
anvwhere: her marriages and her rela-
tionship to men generally — including
moguls Joseph Schenck. Harrv Cohn
and Darryl Zanuck: and the massive in-
security that drives her to demand
more retiakes than anyone else in Holly-
wood, a land not noted for psvcholog-
ically  stable Although  the
reader is left with the impression that
Zolotow has had to work around Mon-
roe for most of his material, the book is
not without its share ol pungent Monroe
commentary. On whether Arthur Miller
would have an active hand in Marilyn
Monroe Producuons: “Oh no. My com-
pany, that's business. My husband is
pleasure.” On her frst date with Joc
Di Maggio: “He struck out.” On Holly-
wood men: “There isn't a decent man
in Hollywood. They're all after one
thing.” Zolotow’s cxplanation of the
Monroe mystique is convincing: *“Mari-
lyn's great invention,” he says, “was the
playing of a [rankly sexual, [rankly
voluptuous, frankly interested woman
who was not evil. not dangerous, not
destructive. . . . Because of the primal
innocence inside the Venus body, she
was authentic.”

citizens.

BOBBY DARIN’S
| // CHRISTMAS

OF DECEMBER

ATCO 33-125
An LP that captures the
true spirit of Christmas!
Accompanied by large string
.\ PN orchestra and choir, Bobby
Darin sings twelve beautiful
Christmas songs and carols
1" that most tellingly convey
the Christmas message.
This handsome gold-foil
wrapped LP makes the
perfect holiday gift.

Available in sterco 8498
and monaural 33.98

ATCO RECORDS

157 West 57th Street
New York 19, N.Y.

SEE YOUR
COLOR SLIDES
BIG, SHARP,

BRIGHT!

SLIDE VIEWERS

Table-top or hand model,
there is a Sawyer's 2x2
slide viewer perfect for
you. Pana-Vue | {above)
lighted table-top model,
$6.95. At leading photo,
gift, drug and department
stores— wherever color
film is sold.
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GIFTING

TH

GUYS

a guide to guiding the girls toward
making you happy come christmas

By ROBERT L. GREEN

THE TRICK AT CHRISTMAS 1S to receive for
gifts the things you would choose for
yoursell. Somehow, someone ought to set
up somewhere some sort ol a registry
where a man could list his name and his
gilt preferences so that he doesn’t get
what he doesn’t want. or need, or per-
haps even comprehend. There are lew
more challenging moments in a rela-
tionship than when vou are forced to
unwrap a gift in the presence of the
giver, who is smiling in expectation of
vour rapture, and then, holding it in
vour hund, you have 1o all wo abvi-
ously wonder what the hell it is.

We applaud the urge that sends a girl
in search of an unusual gilt for her guy.
But we deplore the fact that, in the
adventure, she may be launching herselt
into uncharted territorv—ltor her. T he
results can be preity depressing, even
disastrous, come Christmas, as when a
well-intentioned girl presents a guy who
Swedish
American cut-glass decanter because she
feels his pad lacks “warmth.”

However vour conscience may  leel
cold-blooded and  calculated

digs modern  with an  early

about it
hinting isn't going to solve the problem,
cither. Like so: suppose vou've slyly re-
[erred o vour interest in antigque fire-
arms. registered  with
Iriends and family and, as holiday shop-

This hint has

ping progresses, each of vour well-wishers
sces a cap-and-ball pistol and reacts ac-
cordinglv. The net of the situnation 1s
that on Christmas day your digs look
like a Conlederate arsenal.

This example may seem exuwreme. It
is, but the wypical case may be even
worse; to wit, an overflow of tes and

handkerchiefs, because theyre “safe.”
And how about the insufferable urge
ol certain ladies who feel they must
brighten vour lile with a “lun™ present?
We are oo olten not amused. This sort
ol thinking can be expressed in nuny
ways, and one of the most discour:

sing
is the giving ol gilts known as “conver-
sation  pieces,” desk Lamp
shaped like a four-foot amocha or a
pamted wastebasket depicting Vesuvius
m the process of crupting, What will be
sad in the conversations engendered by

such as a

these gifts will seldom be worth re-
peatng.

\nother horrible idea that infests the
minds ol maids on a Christmas shopping
bender is the theory that the only gilt
worth buving a guy is a gadget. This
theory is based on the curious assump
tion that if a gift is i gadget it has
masculine appeal, ipso lacto. Nor does
the theory begin or end right there. It
has some strange, Frendian connotations
about virility: the more virile the guy —
so the theory goes

the more complex
must be the gadger. So. even though you
arc a4 man who can’t operate a pencil
sharpener without getting a trifle con
lused, vou end up with a push-button
bottle opener or an clectronic hairbrush
or a musical chronometer that plays vour
almia mater sone. A solfer we know lives
in fear every Christmas of receiving an-
other (he alreadv has six) ol those all-in-
one golf clubs that can be adjusted o
fit any shot in the bag. Actuallv. like any
serious goller, he uses an elegant set of
MacGregor Tournev irons with flame
ceramic Laces, a set ol woods by the same
manuflacturer, and an Aussie red bag

WATCH
WHAT
BLACK WATCH
DOES
FOR

A
MAN

the man's fragrance
for around-the-clock distinction

shave |lotion or cologne, $250
plus tax

BLACK WATCH
created for men by

PRINCE MATCHABELLI
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THE BEST IN CONSERVATIVE NECKWEAR—500 bunnies can't be wrong . . . especially
when they're *‘tied-in"" with your fall wardrobe. Subtly embroidered in an all-silk custom-
cravat, PLAYBOY's fashion bunnies will make your friends look twice. Colors: brown &
black. gray & black, red & black, and olive & black. Price: §5.00 Ppd. Send check or
money order; PLAYBOY CLUB members may charge to their key number.

PLAYBOY ACCESSORIES - 232 EAST OHIO -+ CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS

THE PLAYBOY CLUB TIE

made of kangaroo hide. (Woods 5100,
irons S155, bag S135 [rom anv local
goll-club pro shop.) Il a gadger must be
foisted on vou, a goller, at least let it
be something a real golfer can use, such as
a SwingRite indoor golf trainer (524.95).
This will help vou groove your swing
while waiting for the snow 1o clear.

The ulumate disappointment, how-
ever, is reserved for the guy clothed in
the mvth that he is The Man Who Has
LEverything. Lists of gifts for this [ellow
appear cach year. Unflortunately, the
suggestions usually add up to a lot more
of evervthing, most of it strictly nothing.

To help people avoid such a pitfall in
gilt-giving is a gilt in itsell. One way o
do it is to make sure that the eves of
vour loved ones lall on the advice con-
tained in these pages, or the gift items
pictured elsewhere in this and last
month’s issues. Be casual about it, but
be definite, too. You too should read this
article for nts fruitful sugeestions about
what vou'd like that might not other-
wise occur to vou and for its canny
directions in assuring that your wishes
be fulhlled. And don’t concern yourself
about [fecling calculating. You'll be
gifted, anyway; and you'll be gifting in
return,

Obviously, the first step in geuing
what vou want for Christmas is to learn
what you want yoursell. The simplest
way to determine what these things are
(and it’s surprising how [ew ol us really
know what they are) is by starting with
the things vou genuinely need. Let's say
you start with your wardrobe. Naturally,
it is unlikely that anvbody will give you
# new suit or topeoat (though a suitably
large gilt certificate might net you one),
but the right accessories are vitally im-
portant to supporting these basics. And
these are the things people are likely o
give vou. (We'll well you later how to
make sure the accessories they get you
are right.)

Next. look around vour living quar-
ters and think about all those things
vou have been pronusing yourselt but
haven't yet acquired. Do you collect iny-
thingz 1f so. what would be a worth-
while addition o your collection? How
manv times have vou visited friends and
admired their taste and the way they
have done their apartments, beach
houses. or mountain  hideawavs? Re-
member the things vou liked the most.
Look around your own pad, further-
more, and check off the things vou
would like to replace. By doing all this
you'll be amazed at the list of possible
gifts youw'll amass.

1f you own a sports car or a boat that
is your pride and joy, then list the gifts
that might make vou enjoy it all the
more. In what sports are vou involved?
Is your equipment for them still uscful
but, levs face it, not the very best? By




THE HEART OF THIS VAN HEUSEN SHIRT

COLORAY

COURTAULDS’
SOLUTION-DYED
RAYON FIBER
BLENDED WITH

fabric by STEVECO

Good hinting for Christmas: A Van Heusen knit soft as loving arms in exciting iridescent tones of
Coloray, the Courtaulds fiber that enriches everything it touches. And Coloray holds color fast...
through thick and thin, through washings and wearings. No fading! The shirt, SIEE I T T5Ta
Fenton Glaze textured stripe in 60% Courtaulds Coloray solution-dyed rayon, ~

®
40% cotton. Iridescent gold, olive, burgundy, grape, natural, grey. About $5. (;-I.J. R -Y’.’
At fine stores everywhere, or write Van Heusen, 417 Fifth Avenue, New YOrk, = e et wocie cor “conrgaa:




If you never buy
another record. .

make sure your
Dealer plays for
you the NEW

(AFlaupiIO

FIDELITY.

DOCTORED for
SUPER-STEREOD

Monaural- $4.98
SERIES Stereo - $5.95

a‘ AUDIO FIDELITY DFB 7003

B
per-cus sive
Lstu:n

PERCUSSIVE LATINO-CHA, CHA, CHA
«.. Torrid Latin rhythms pulsatlng
with a crisp, distinct definition an
directionality of sound. A modern,
musical miracle!

8F AUDIO FIDELITT © »

per-cus-sive

JAZZ

The Man With The
Golden Arm

Mack The Knife

Peter Gunn
Dragnet

DOCTORED
for Buper-Stexreo

PERCUSSIVE JAZZ ... Thrilling rico-
chet sound in the swinging, modemn
idiom. Pete Appleyard, vibes; 6 per-
cusslonists, rhythm and brass.

m ATDIO FIDELITY DFé 700
[Fzzzoracwic]
BI‘-OIIS-SIW

VAUDEVILLE

the BIG theatrical sound
DOCTORED b} \
for Buper-Stereo i ]

PERCUSSIVE VAUDEVILLE .,.The
fantastic sound of vaudeviile pit or-
chestras. Tap dancers, wood blocks,
soft shoe sound effects...the
works!

DFS is the slerecphonic cataleg number designa-
tion; DFM denctes monourol.

For Free Catalog, write Dept. P-12

AUDIO FIDELITY,INC.

770 Eleventh Ave., New York 19, N.Y.

the same token, what about your hob-
bies: gourmet cooking, hi-fi. photogra
phy? All are promising categories under
which to list desirables.

Why not think now about vour [uture
vacation plans? Ask yourself if you have
all the necessary equipment to take full
.'t(h".un;l_:_;(‘. of the [un and sports [acilities

offered at a resort.
Bt](JI’t we get into the subject ol spe-
cific gilts, however, let’s take into care-

ful consideration those persons who are
likely to be giving you presents. There
is. for example. the lovely who looks
vou smack in the eve and says, "What do
vou want me to give vou lor Chrisunasz”
It she i1s smiling when she asks it, no
answer will be necessary, or, il you wish,
yvou might retort, “A portion of thysell.”
But if she isn't smiling just that way,
there 1s a basic response to this ap-
proach. With as much directness and
simplicity as you can muster, answer. ©\
case ol wwelve-year-old Scotch: 1 have
plenty ol soda, thanks”— or something
cqually endearing and precise.

If that response strikes you as being
too abrupt. then pour drinks for the
both of vou, light the cigarettes, and talk
about & number of things that might
please you. With this sort of girl it’s best
to make sure she doesn’t go overboard
in the gilt department, so be sure vou
don’t imply that vou'll be satished with
only the exotic or the bizarre. Liquor in
all its possible combinations, [rom the
case ol champagne to the single bottle
ol twenty-vear-old brandy, is safe ground
for her. Even though vour cellar 1s well
stocked and she has to go after the ofl
beat, you can stecr her in the direcnon
of an assortment of liqueunrs. Leather
goods are a good bet for this girl 1o
choose, if you need. lor example, a jew-
elry box in which o keep vour hodge-
podge ol cuff links, studs, kev chains,
money clips, tie tacks, collar pins and
watches. Let her leel that she s just the
one to bring order into vour chaouc life
with a well-consuructed. compartmental-
ized, hand-tooled, plush-lined box. A
fitted case that will hold vour ties care-
fully unwrinkled while traveling may
also appeal 1o her womanly sense of
neatness. As to leather woilet kits, vou
might discuss ofthandedly the drawbicks
of kits that are actually another picce of
luggage. Let her know that you have ad-
mired her clegant yer pracucal tastes.
(Whether or not it's a valid comment.
she'll get the message.) Let her know,
for instance, that if she were to be

choosing an overnight case for a man
it should be of high quality. natwural
leather, simple in its fittings and ol

airplane weight and size. for complete
comlort while traveling. Give this givl o
general category that is clearly defined,
so that she can’t really miss and go cute
Avoid being vague Gt
above all — lor your sake

on you. all costs.

And, as well as

”
THE BRITISH " !

WOOL
SOCK

Britishers

wear ‘'em

. all year
A ‘round
N

Same size, same shape, after washing. Anklet $1.50.
Garter length §$1.75. At fine stores everywhere.

Abbey Imports, Inc., Empire State Bldg., N.Y.C.

A\
GIFT FOR THE CASUAL TYPE!

CORDUROY SHIRT
$7.95 by Manhatton

It's our new pullover tapered model with
three-button placket, button-down collar
and cheerful madras plaid lining in the
collar, yoke and cuffs. Olive, gold, tan ar
cobalt blue. S, M, L, XL.

Broadstreets

10 Men s smres in New York, New Jersey & Chicago

r BROADSTREET S, 525 Madison Ave., New York 22 i
l CORDUROY QUANTITY SIZE c_u‘:ﬂ_lﬁ‘_-l 1
1 SHIRTS | 1
1 @ s7.95 11
= [ check [] charge [Jcod. :
[ A e 1
l ------------- PP '
1 IDNE STATE......... 1

Add 35¢ for postoge ond handling nuhrd’o d'lﬂvuﬂr area,
L ¢ 8 4 1 &0 F ¢ 5 4 3 ¢ 8 8 0 9 1|
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SAHTAY:

B SMOOTH. .. these slim, manly BIG YANK guys! (BIG YANK slacks avoid
excess bulk, are smoothly tapered.)m MASTERFUL in any situation .. .
(Continental or authentic University slacks are right to wear anywhere.)
® SUCCESSFUL . . . they get what they're after! (BIG YANK fabrics give

more wear, take less care.)@ PRICES? Surprisingly low. At department or

men’s stores or write: S' AClG’Y BiG
YANK

RELTANICIE] MANUFACTURING CO. » 350 FIFTH AVENUE. N. Y. 1 » MAKERS OF PADDLE & SADDLE SPORTSWEAR
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PLAYBOY

REMOTE CONTROL TAPE RECORDER

Quality...versatility...value are the
words which best describe the Con-
cord 107" Tape Recorder, lts qual-
ity, both in high fidelity sound repro-
duction and in construction, is
superior to recorders costing much
more, Take it anywhere you want to
capture important words and sounds
...it's easy to operate and weighs
just 20 pounds.
The Concord *107" contains exclu-
sive features found in no other tape
recorder, See it...hear it. Judge for
yourself.

$139.95 including alf accessories
Electromatic remote control - radio-TV
patch cord - clip-on microphone - ear-
phone - Philippine mahogany case
SEE YOUR PHOTOGRAPHIC

OR MUSIC OEALER

ELECTROMICS CORPORATION

1549 No. Vine Street [ Los Angeles, Calif.

hers — never say, “Anything you want to
give me will be fine.”

Some women regard interior decor as
their special domain; they are usually
the ones who will give you something a
bit chi-chi or arty. Cope thus: at the
proper moment —and it can be done
casually as a conversational interlude
between other activities in your Hat or
by direct appointment —ask her advice
as to what might add to the charm of
vour pad. (Be careful here il you think
she is looking for a husband: she may
read all kinds of promises into this
question.) Some discussion should reveal
vour wants and guide her in selection.
You might start by telling her you're not
satished with the metal sculpture stand-
ing in the corner of your living room.
You already know — you make clear —
that you would like a pair ol carved
wooden candelabra, circa Sixteenth Cen-
tury, or a Steuben crystal bowl, or a
classic piece of decorative silver by Paul
Revere. The room could also benefit —
vou add, taking a long drag on your
cigarette — from a mahogany, antique
English clock with a dial and carrving
handle of dulled brass. Or. lor your cock-
tail table, a cigarette lighter made of
porcelain and leather. Or, to go with it
a leather cigarette box or something in
sterling with Spanish-cedar lining 1o hold
both king- and standard-sized smokes.
You can't find anything on vour desk
any more, it's gotten so loused up with
papers, so you have been thinking you
might invest in a paperweight: say, an
antique lock in brass and iron from Por
tugal, or a solid hunk of crystal from
IFrance, or a small picce ol Egyptian
stone sculpture. To complement the
paperweight. you thought vou might add
a liqueur chest from Hong Kong that
has chiseled brass httings and drawers
lined with Chinese silk brocade, a ther-
mometer encased in a weighted glass
sphere, or an carly American harness
ring made of iron that 1s coated in brass.

Speaking of how disorderly your desk
is getting — you point out — look at how
uneven that pile of books has become
over there. Thus you have automatically
brought up the subject of book ends.
The only thing you have to mention
now is how difficult it is to find really
heavy ones that aren't bronzes of Lin-
coln or Rodin’s The Thinker. Why
don’t they, vou ask rhetorically, make
book ends out of crystal blocks that
weigh at least nine pounds for the pair?
And as long as vou are asking why they
don’t, you might ask why they don’t
imvent an ice bucket made, logically
enough, completely of cork so that it
can be set afloat in a swimming pool?
Or coasters fluted in such a way that the
coaster doesn't go with your glass when
you pick it up?

Now, she knows as well as you that
they do make all these things, but if you
handle the situation discreetly enough,

"I WON'T WEAR A THING
BUT TOWNE AND KING!”

says ED ROTOR, helicopter chauffeur

MISTLETOE, VA., Dec. 5—-When department
store Santas arrive by ‘copler, Ed Rotor works
day and night for a full week. That leaves Ed a
fairly long “off-season.” so with a movie pro-
jector in the nose of his rig, Ed throws aerial
murals on the white walls of downtown build-
ings. For comfort in his windy chopper, Ed
wears warm, good-looking Towne and King's
half-cardigan stitch bulky with rrimmed collar
and border; 1009 virgin wool...comes in 6
California colors. .. $16.95.

TOWNE AND KING, LTD.
Coordinated Knitwear
595 Broadway, Redwood City, Calif.

vy

Model 7 Stereo Console

World’s finest preamplifier

The man who cherishes really fine pos-
sessions will never cease to enjoy the
precision, sureness, and ease with which
this instrument responds. His stereo
component system, based on Marantz,
has started off with a technical superi-
ority well above those employing con-
ventional good makes

Briefest examination, inside or out, will
disclose that the Stereo Console is dis-
tinctly alone in its category of quality.
A comparison at your authorized
Marantz dealer will show you the
difference.

SENSITIVE 42 millivolt for 1 volt output!
QAUIET 0.8 microvolts equ. noise input!
UNDISTORTED .02% 1.M @ 2 volts output!
PRECISE RIAA curve accurate to %2 db!

NOTE: The model 8 Stereo Amplifier (35 watts
per channel) is a perfect playmate for top
performance.

WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET 41U TO:

1 1 B8 -0 (B & 4
25-14 BROADWAY, LONG ISLAND CITY 6, N. Y.



she will simply make a mental file of all
the himts. It's almost a sure thing that
one of them will materialize on Christ-
mas day.

Because the technique is subtle, it can
be used more than once. You can be
reasonably sure of not geuing the same
eilt twice il you play it right with each
ol the voung ladies with whom you're
mvolved. “Baby.” you say as forlornly
as possible, “T'll bet you could find the
perfect letter opener for my mail, like
in silver.” That takes care of Babv.
Honey is something else. “Honey,” you
sy, using the same expression, “if you see
a coffee maker in white china around
that s itsell off automatically and
still keeps the coffee warm when vou
and I throw a party here, will yvou let
me  know?” She’ll let you know. all
right — on Christmas day.

It may be that vour identification with
a hobby is so automatic in evervone's
mind that inevitably their gift choices
for you will fall in that field. How to
help the mexperienced avoid the errors
ol giving the wrong version of the right
thing, or repeats of what you already
have or have gone beyond, is another
problem. You're an amateur photogra-
pher, [or instance, and high on all photo
zear. Your best bet is to make a list of
precisely what you want — and here vou
must be very specific with names, model
numbers, ete. Go over the list with vour
contact at the photo supply store vou
use. Then suggest to your friends that
vou know the perfect salesman, in case
they are planning to buy any gifts to fit
in with your hobby. Build him up as a
senuine source ol accurate information,
adding that it would be unwise to take
the suggestions ol anyone other than an
expert. Cite an example of how de-
pendent even vou are on him. It was
he, for instance, who touted vou on the
new Kenyon Stabilizer ($400), a compact
gyroscopic instrument that does away
with fuzzy pix by eliminating the vibra-
tion and wigele in hand-held photo (and
optical) equipment.

It will be wise to put all this infor-
mation imto the hands of vour best
friend and yowr secretary: if anyone is
going o be asked, these two will be
ukul in strictest confidence for help in
what to give vou. Furthermore, the
technique will work in a higher per-
centage ol cases than you might imagine,
and it applies, of course, to any sort of
hobby from stereo to stamp collecting.
In many cases, it is a well-nigh indispens-
able gambit. If hunting is your hobby,
lor example, who would ever guess that
even though you may never get to go
alter elephant or rhino, what you want
most for your gun rack (and to help you
davdream) is a Winchester Model 70
African Rifle ($305)> Or, if vou're a
tinkerer by avocation, that the totable
little ool kit you truly have your heart

:(

GET IT STRAIGHT!
This one is most

Try Kentucky Gentleman. You'll discover that America’s most

wanted bourbon has what you want...quality, taste and price.

The finest Kentucky bourbon ever distilled, regardless of price!
You are cordially invited to visit the Barton Museum of Whiskey History, Bardstown, Kentucky

ENTUCKY GENT

Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey = 86 proof
Distilled and bottled by BARTON DISTILLING COMPANY, Bardstown, Nelson County, Kentucky

el

with

KOSS

S‘ereophones

A TRULY UNUSUAL STEREO GIFT

Koss Stereophones are the perfect
gift for 2 man who loves high fidelity
and stereo sound. With these com-
fortable, fine quality Stereophones,
he'll get personalized listening and
a sound as close to reality as
actually sitting in the Orchestra.

At Leading Hi-Fi Shops
$24.95 from Coast-to-Coast

Inc.
2227 M. 31st Street
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

*KOSS STEREOPHONES ADD WONDERFUL SOUNDS TO MONAURAL EQUIPMENT TOO
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PLAYBOY

On Stage!
BRAND-NEW..
FROM PARIS!

The Most Lavish
Show Ever Seen
In America!

Overwhelming in scope! Unrivaled in
magnificence and splendor! Another
star-studded Stardust success!

T\
% 70 Continental Artists
in their American Debut
* Magnificent Sets * Statuesque
Beauties * Astonishing Costumes
* Breath-taking Spectacles *
Amazing Multi-Stages

: 1295 Deluxe Rooms from $6
: For Reservations Call Your Travel Agent!

FEMALES

BY COLE
COCKTAIL
NAPKINS)

Now on cocktail napkins: a

series of ycur favorite feminine
nip-ups by droll Jack Cole. 18 devilish situations (including Glutton, Persnickety,
Narcissus, etc.) you've chuckled over in the pages of PLAYBOY—on 36 ivory white
napkins, for your next festive spree or perfect for gifts. The cost? A low $1 per 3 /dozen box,
postpaid. Dash off your personal check tonight.

PLAYBOY COCKTAIL NAPKINS <« 232 EAST OHIO STREET * CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS

sct on is a chrome-plated set of handy-
man tools in a fued leather case, at
S18.50, from Dunhill?

Or let’s presume your hobby is yacht-
ing. This, as we all know, can be an ex-
pensive one, so vou have to make surc
that the right suggestion goes to the
right person. IF the girl vou have in
mind is a working girl. she might be
able to swing something along the lines
of a G-volt, sealed-beam portable search-
light by Carpenter at S28. or a secll-
correcting ship’s bell siriking clock. in
chrome, from M. Low. Inc, at S48.50.
If she is loaded, on the other hand. she
might go along with a 5395 Sonar
model 65 Marine radio telephone with
65 watts of power and a frequency range
of 2-4.5 megacvcles. Il she is really in
the chips, however, make vour bid —
and this will he the acid test of this tech
nique — for the new “Lion.” a 35-foot
cruising sloop made in Hong Kong en-
tirely of teak. The price is $15.000. but
would probably be three times this fe-
ure il the boat were made in the United
States.

Another way of making sure that the
right gilt is placed next to the right
name on the right list is to window shop
with a friend who has some influence
among vour other friends. This is a
particularly effective gambir in the area
of gourmet cooking. If the lightness of
your souffié or the bouquet of vour
Bocul Bourguignon is of real meaning
to vou. there is an almost endless dis-
play ol [ascinating utensils, gadgets,
cooking aids and cook books that will
help vou make the job more profes-
sional. Good items within a range to fit
any girl’s purse are omelet pans. clectric
blenders and mixers, broilers, tureens,
electric can openers, copper molds, a
duck press, chafing dishes. asparagus
steamers, bouillabaisse caldrons, pastry
tubes, egg poachers, whisks and cheese
cutters. Evervbody is a coffee connois-
seur, so take a look at the wide range ol
espresso makers. Usually imported from
Italy. they come with matching suear
howls, coffee pitchers. after-dinner cups,
trays. and other accessories. One espe-
cially masculine item [or the gourmet is
a stainless sieel chahng dish, with a teak
handle, from Maison Gourmet, Lid., at
S40. Or try for a set ol prosciutto ham
holders made of stainless steel. These
are attached to a marble base and have
an ivorv-handled slicing knife, extra
long. Another handsome suggestion is a
roast beel cart complete with a serving
rack and enough extra space to handle
all the hot foods that go with such a
meal.

In addition to the utensils, there is
the food itself. Herbs. spices and oils
ncw come in attractive Christmas pack-
ages, and so do delicacies imported from
all over the world. These include every-
thing irom instant zabaglione to choc-



you're ready for anything in Adlers!'!

L+ 10% HYLON
ED A ,;n-'?.'l._ -

Take the SC* for example. This is the famous wool sock that's guaranteed not to shrink.
It comes in white and eleven different solid colors. At fine stores everywhere or write:

The Adler Company, Dept. P120, Cincinnati 14, Ohio. *Shrink Conteolled
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-gun salute to the

-wale Corduroy
Sport Shirt

; T

A gift of uncommon value for the
uncommon male —luxurious. 1im-
ported fine wale corduroy, with
costly details such as single-needle
tailoring. long sleeves. two roomy
patch pockets, buttons expensively
dyed to match color of shirt! Eng-
lish-spread collar. Olive. Gold,
Cambridge. Grey, Ante- $
lope, Burgundy in sizes 5
SEMAL

Order by Mail or Phone Highgate 4-0450

Main Store 1Z2th & Broadway, Oakland, Calif.
(add 4% sales tax in California)

GRODINS

OF CRLYFORNIR
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olatc-coverad ants, if vou can telerate
that thought.

Shopping tours of this kind shouldn’t
be restricted 1o main-drag emporia. An-
tique shops. art galleries. jewelry shops,
side-street haberdasheries, ship’s chand-
lers, smoke shops. importers, etc.. are all
worth a visit. It's up to vou to take the
initiative: vou do the leading, but use
discretion. Do not. however, be wary of
men’s furnishing stores simply because
your window-shopping companion hap-
pens to be female. Women today buy a
cood eighty percent of the accessories
for men — smoking jackets, robes, sweat-
crs. mufflers. shirts. ties, etc. Most ol
them are strongly influenced by Famous
labels and handsome packaging. but
they nevertheless have an undeniable
cve for quality.

If you sense that vour lady is a cloth-
ing shopper, take her into vour confi
dence. At an intimate moment confess
that you are ready to give up gray,
brown, or black as the onlv answer to
vour choice of colors and are thinking
ol branching out. “What do vou think I
could wear that might be a bit different?
1 kind of go for vellow or olive — like,
in a robe — but T just don’t know.”

Regardless of what we all may want for
Chrisumas, there are some things we very
definitely don’t want. These can be
avoided by discoursing on just how hor-
rendous the wrong gilt might be. Il you
live in smallish digs, for instance, ex-
plain that it wouldn’t be much fun to
find vouwrsell with an iron-bound sea
chest from Malava, large c¢nough to
dominate vour living room,

Even il vou are the man who has
everything for himsell, his pad. his hob-
bies, chances are vou can find something
vou need at the ofhice or studio or wher-
ever it is vou work. If it is something
unusual, vou can casily bring it up sim-
ply by asking someone il she has heard
about it. Ask her, for example, il she
has heard about the “voice caster.” This
ingenious device allows vou to place the
receiver of your phone in a cradle, dial
vour number. and then talk or listen
with your hands free. Explain how use-
ful it 1s when two or more persons want
to make a conlerence call.

Some gilts are so different and vet so
functional that it is no effort whatsoever
to bring them into a conversation. Let's
say that vou wear sunglasses. Have vou
ever tried o peer through binoculars
while wearing them — or had to squint
after taking them off? Zeiss recently
came out with a set ol binoculars that.
by making allowance for the bulkiness
ol glasses, now provides the glasses
wearer with complete comlort while he's
using them.

Replacing items that you need is a
cinch to bring up in conversation. You
simply announce in quiet exasperation
that your pipe stand is lalling apart,
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for the sports car
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Auto-Mapic does away with
folding and unfolding bulky

road maps. Selectthe map you
need with two fingers. Each
plastic map case holds 15 up-
to-date regional mapsin avinyl
folder, 6'%"x12';". Order the
Eastern U.S. or the Western
U.S. at $10 each ppd. Both $20.
Send check or money order to:
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Savoir-Fair

Box #3376 Merchandise Mert
Chicago 54, Illincis
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Sturdy binder holds 12 ageless
issues of PLAYBOY. Magazine's
name and emblem stamped in
gold leaf. The perfect way to pre-
serve your precious back issues.

PLAYEOY BINDERS, DEPT. 958B
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, lllinois




A Bachelor's
Datebook

A comprehensive

little black
book

with an individual page for each girl. Be
a more resourceful bachelor. Record
her many likes and dislikes. Specific
spaces for data such as her favorite
drinks, music, perfumes, dances, her
vital statistics, telephone number, birth-
day, etc. Sixty-four pages—quick ref-
erence—unique gift,

Absolute satisfaction guaranteed. $2.00

Stockton House

4639 Poplar Ave. Memphis 17, Tenn.

Fire
a
Light!

FLINTLOCK LIGHTER
$6.95 b, HICKOK

A handsome accessory for desk or den, and
a gift he’ll like! Antique bross ond wood
are crafted into on outhentic replica of on
ancient dueling pistol. A pull on the trigger
sporks the flame.

Broadstreets

10 Men’s Stores in New York, New Jersey & Chicago

BROADSTREET'S, 525 Madison Ave., New York 22 |

—()TFIJNTLOCK LIGHTERS @ $8.95
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your tobacco caddy is a victim of damp
rot, your martini pitcher was broken to
bits at vour last party, and vour house
man smashes more glasses than he washes.

Take her for a spin in vour sports car.
Perhaps she doesn't know how busy you
are and that there is now a tape re-
corder for dictation with a converter
that can be plugged into the cigarette
lighter receptacle. If you go on rallies,
fill her in on the new short-wave con-
verter that permits you to receive time
signals on your car radio. or the Swedish
speced computer with the mechanical
brain (it registers time, distance, speed
and then automatically converts them
into navigational information that can
be read at a glance), or the set of racing
goggles that has shatterprool lenses for
undisturbed wide-angle vision. It won’t
take much imagination to figure out a
way to tell her about the new car gadget
that has utensils for liquor and other
liquids. including a percolator that
plugs into your dashboard.

We've already mentioned wravel and
the needed accoutrements for its enjoy-
ment. Consider, however, the possibility
of hinting to a very special lass in your
life of a holiday trip to the tropics — via
a packaged tour, or round-trip tix with
stop-over privileges. Handle it right and
you might just happen o find the tick-
ets, for two, in vour Christmas sock.

Sure, it's better to give than to receive.
What you have to do is help her so she'll
know how to do it.

Statement required by the Act of August 24.
1912, as amended by the Acts of March 3.
1933, July 2. 1946 and June 11, 1960 (74
Stat. 208) showing the ownership, nmanage-
ment, and circulation of eLavnov, published
monthly at Chicago, Il.. for Oct, [. 1960,
I. The names and addresses of the publisher,
editor, managing editor, and business man-
ager are: Publisher and Editor, Hugh M.
Hefner, 1340 N. State Pkwy., Chi.. Ill.: Man-
aging Editor. Jack J. Kessie, 164 W. Burion
M., Chi., IIL.; Business Manager, Robert S.
Preuss, 607 S. 6th Ave., Maywood. 1l 2.
‘he owner is: HMH PUBLISHING CO..
INC., 232 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, Il
The names and addresses of stockholders
owning or holding one percent or more of
the toial amount of stock are: Glean L.

Hefner, 1922 N. New Eugland, Chi.. Tl
Hugh M. Helner, 1340 N. State Phwy.. Chi.,
Ill.; Keith Helner, 177 Waverly PL, N. ¥

N. ¥Y.: Victor A. Lownes, I11. 221 E. Walton.
Chi., II; Avthuwe Paul, 168 E. Pearson, Chi..
IIl.: Eldon Sellers, 2615 Greenleal, Wilmette,
Il.; Burt Zollo, 532 Aldine, Chi., Il 3. The
known hondholders, morteagees, and other
security holders owning or holding one per-
ceut or more of total amount of honds, mort-
gages, or other securities are: None. 4. Para-
graphs 2 and 3 include, in cases where the
stockholder or security holder appears upon
the books of the company as trustee or in
any other fiduciary relation, the name of the
crson or corporation for whom such tustee
15 acting; also the statements in the two para-
graphs show the affiant’s full knowledge and
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under which stockholders and security holders
who do not appear upon the books of the
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PLAYBOY'S
PENTHOUSE

Just a few of the stars who
will entertain you this season
in Playboy’s Penthouse:
Count Basie, Tony Bennett,
Dave Brubeck Quartet, Lenny
Bruce, Ray Charles, June
Christy, Professor Irwin
Corey, Sammy Davis, Jr.,
Phyllis Diller, Frank D'Rone,
Four Freshmen, Dizzy Gil-
lespie, Buddy Greco, Dick
Haymes, Woody Herman,
Ahmad Jamal Trio, Fran
Jeffries, Jonah Jones Quar-
tet, Milt Kamin, Stan Kenton,
Lambert, Hendricks & Ross,
Jack E. Leonard, Carmen
McRae, Mabel Mercer, Gary
Morton, Anita O'Day, Ruth
Olay, Della Reese, Carl
Sandburg, Second City Re-
vue, Bobby Short, Signa-
tures, Nina Simone, Jeri
Southern, Dakota Staton,
Kirby Stone Four, Sarah
Vaughan, Monique Van
Vooren, Josh White, Joe Wil-
liams, Julie Wilson, Kai Win-
ding Septet. Playboy’s Pent-
house is distributed nation-
ally by Official Films, Inc.

JOIN PLAVBOY MAGAZINE
each week on TV. It's
a swinging, hour-long
party in Playboy's Penl-
house, with the top stars
of show business enter-
taining, and you're in-
vited. Your host is H ugh
M. Helner. Editor-Pub-
lisher of praveoy, and
in the posh surround-
ings of a bachelor apart-
ment  high  above the
city scene, you'll meet
celebrated figures from
every field ol the lively
arts, and a bevy of
rLAYROY's own beauti-
ful Playmates, too. It's
a [ast-moving variety
show with the kind of
sophisticated entertain-
ment you'd expect from
PLAYBOY — America’s
most sophisticated maga-
zine. Check local listings
for time and station.
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B e been seeing a girl fairly regularly
who has all kinds of money. She's al-
ways giving me expensive gifts— gold
cuff links, diamond studs, etc. The
clincher was when she turned her Aus-
tin-Healey over to me. I've told her that
her actions embarrass me and make me
feel like a kept man. I've got a good job
with an ad agency but it's still at the
junior executive level and I can't re-
ciprocate in kind just yet. She says
doing these things makes her happy. 1
want to keep her happy but I don't
know how long I can stay on the receiv-
ing end and still maintain my self-re-
spect. What do you suggest? — N. K.,
Miami Beach, Florida.

Since you must think a lot of this girl,
and, as she says, it does make her happy
to do things for-you, why not make the
best of it and do all you can to return
her material displays of affection with
the kind of kindness and thoughtfulness
that money can’t buy? Besides, you can
always think of her generosity as a con-
tribution toward building the American
economy and a sounder distribution of
wealth. It's just this sort of conspicuous
consumption that our leaders in Wash-
ington are plumping for. Do your share!

i dig the latest Continental attire, but
a friend tells me that Windsor knots
aren’t acceptable with the new suits. Is
he correct? —P. G., Boston, Massa-
chusetts.

Your friend is correct. Windsor knots
are loo wide for the slim Continental
suits and smaller collar styles. Stick to a
narrow tie with a regular four-in-hand
knot for your Continental wardrobe.

How about a statement-to-end-all-
statements on the correct mixing of
a martini? Once and for all, what does
PLAYBOY suggest as the proportion of gin
to vermouth?— C. P., Providence, Rhod¢
Island.

Punists will say three parts gin to one
part dry vermouth — and insist that any
other potation made of these ingredients
is not a martini unless the proportion is
preserved. By us, this is like affecting a
quill pen for office use. Today’s tastes
(with which we go along) call for the
six-lo-one or eight-to-one “martint”
(which we’ll put in quotes this once, as
a tribute Lo our elders). It's not enough
to merely dump the ingredients into a
mixing glass and stir with ice. For a
wizard polation, use only a top-grade
London distilled dry gin plus bone-dry
French vermouth, stir for at least one
minute. Use only new cubes, hard and
fresh, not wet and weepy, or you'll get
dilution. And the more ice you use when
you stir, the less dilution you'll have,

since the mixture will get almost as cold
as the ice that much faster. Make sure
your glasses have been pre-chilled before
vou pour; despite the growing popularity
of that barbarism — the stuffed olive in a
martini —we say give the whole olive
notion the go-by; garnish with naught
save a thin twist of lemon peel or a dash
of orange billers. Serve cold as the winds
of Alaska.

N long ago 1 met an attractive, in-
telligent girl at a party given by one
of the country clubs nearby. I liked her
and decided to see her again. When 1
picked her up at her apartment on our
first date, I had the pleasure of meeting
her roommate, who really overwhelmed
me, and now 1 feel I prefer the room-
mate. Is there a tactful, diplomatic way
of switching, or am I doomed to dis-
appointment? — E. G., Boston, Massa-
chusetts.

Doomed you are not. There are sev-
eral methods of extrication. The furst
possibility ts to get a couple of your
friends to ask Girl Number One oul.
Once she’s accepted you can then feel
free to date Girl Number Two. This is
obuviously a relationship which has not
had time to coagulate, so there should
be no pangs of conscience on either side.
A somewhat lengthier approach but one
which might produce interesting results
would be to persuade Girl Number One
to take an apartment by herself. This
will also leave Girl Number Two all by
her lonesome. At which time you can
date One, Two, or both. Divide and
conguer, we say.

WW ha is the most expensive automo-
bile ever built?z — J. R., Seattle, Wash-
ington.

Probably a Rolls-Royce custom built
for an Indian maharajah, but Rolls won’t
tell. Reportedly, the Duke of Windsor
had a Rolls built for him in 1934 that
cost in the neighborhood of $100,000.
For the public record, the most costly
auto ever assembled is a Type 41 Bu-
gattr, built in the late Twenties for
£43,000 (it's now in the Ford Museum
in Detroit).

Why is it that FM is far better than
AM broadcasting in terms of high fidel-
ity? — R. B., Cicero, Illinois.

Two reasons. First, AM frequency
response is restricted by the Federal Com-
munications Commission to a 30-7500
cps range (when the range exceeds that,
the station spreads out on the broadcast
band, causing interference with adjacent
stations); the FCC level for FM fre-
quency response is 50-15,000 cps, a mini-
mum quality standard (often exceeded
by FM stations having first-rate sound

equipment) easily maintained because
of the FCC’s policy of locating FM fre-
quencies sufficiently apart on the dial to
prevent interference. Second, AM ts sus-
ceptible to atmospheric noises, while FM
is practically insensitive to such disturb-
ances.

Do o tew favorite antique items have
an appropriate place in an apartment
that's furnished in a basically contem-
porary manner? — N. §., Salt Lake City,
Utah.

Of course. The clean, functional lines
of your modern furniture will be neatly
accented by the presence of more
rounded and ornamented pieces from
earlier periods.

B consider my code of moral conduct
about par, and am generally in posses-
sion ol a clear conscience, but I need an
objective suggestion for a course of ac-
tion on the following: My best friend
recently broke the news to me that he'd
met the “girl of his dreams” —a beauti-
ful, sweet kid, a wonderful conversa-
tionalist, etc. — and that they were mak-
ing big plans for the future. We all got
together for dinner one night and it
seemed to me that his chick was sending
off a warm glow in my direction. I put
it down to the soft music and hard
liquor. Several evenings later, 1 en-
countered same female, sans friend,
decorating one of the swingingest bars
in town. After a few drinks, she told
me what dark, smoldering eyes I had
and made me one of the frankest prop-
ositions I've ever received from an
amateur. I declined politely at the time,
but am now going through some soul-
searching second thoughts on the sub-
ject. Should I have taken her up on it
or told her to get lost? Should I wise
up my friend or should I just keep
quiet? — J. B., Chicago, 1llinois.

Take her up on it, tell your friend,
and let the chippies fall where they may.

What‘s the difference between a mo-
tet and a madrigal? — J. S., Norlolk,
Virginia.

Both are polyphonic compositions for
voices and, apart from subtle variations,
there’s just one basic difference: the
motet is always set io a religious text;
the madrigal to a secular one.

All reasonable questions — from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago 11, Illinois. The most
provocative, pertinent queries will be
presented on this page each month.
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fiction By GERALD KERSH

OALAMAOA

IN ANY CIRCUMSTANCES my f[riend Karmesin is rather
better than life-size, but when the weather turns chilly
and he puts on his winter overcoat, passcrs-by some-
times run around the block simply for the wonder of
seeing him a second time, advancing in all his out-
rageous majesty. For in this coat, which is of some
moth-caten blackish-gray fur, ‘with his great red face
and his mustache which, like the philosopher Nie-
tzsche’s, hangs down in corkscrew curls, he has some-
thing of the air of a hard-up Jove wrapped in
m?.g]? ]leaky lhundercl’?nd. - ) A
. let people look,” he said to me, “they .
will never see a coat like this again. It is
the last."”

“Too bad,” I said.

“Yes. It is made of the fur of the Mon-
golian Syrax. This pelt was taken off an
extinct beast found frozen along with

—the mammoths in the Siberian snows.”
He shot his cuffs. "\;:g!_-know, consider-

*
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even genius can have a rotten spot: the trick



is in finding 1t




PLAYBOY

ing it is forty-seven-thousand years old,
it is not very much the worse for wear.”

Now Karmesin has been described as
either the greatest crook or the greatest
liar the world has ever known. But how
is it possible to reconcile the evident
pennilessness of this remarkable man
with his accounts of his unfailing success
as a master thief? And, if you know
Karmesin, you ask yourself, “How is it
possible that such a man could con-
descend to lie?" Mongolian Syrax, for
examplel There was no mention of any
such beast, extinct or otherwise, in any
available reference-work. No furrier had
ever heard of such a creature. Yet I still
feel in my heart that somehow or other
the authorities must be wrong. “Look at
the Piltdown Skull,” T say to myself.
*“Oh, surely, there must have been one —
just one — Mongolian Syrax!’

Such is the power of the man.

He rolled himself a cigarette fat as a
cheroot. and put it between his lips.
Under that portentous mustache it
looked no bigger than a thermometer.

He said, "I once made a little money
out of a kind of overcoats. I cannot
bother to recall the exact amount. Tens
of thousands— there are people now-
adays to whom it would be a small for-
tune, I hear. Offer me a cup of coffee
and 1 will tell you about it.”

In the café Karmesin settled himself
comfortably, pocketed four lumps of
sugar and some toothpicks, and went on:

The overcoats to which I refer (said
Karmesin) were, in fact, coats of paint,
and the cloth was second-hand canvas.
Yes, they were pictures, supposed to be
the work of the French artist Paul
Gauguin. Even the likes of you, my
friend, will have heard of Gauguin,
since I am told that both Mr. George
Sanders and Sir Laurence Olivier have
portrayed him in The Moon and Six-
pence. As a character, Gauguin cannot
miss with the general public: he de-
serted his family, swindled his friends,
thrashed his mistresses, and (10 para-
phrase Mr. Longfellow) departing left
behind him toothmarks in the hands
that fed him.

But he painted some quite decorative
pictures in the South Seas. They make
suburban homes look artistic, especially
in light oak frames. And although he
was poor in his unsavory lifetime, some
time after his death his pictures became
immensely valuable. So, since his brush-
work is not too difficult to imitate, the
faking of Gauguins was, until recently,
something like a little industry in itself.
For example, I knew an innkeeper near
Arles who made twenty million francs
by selling a Gauguin portrait of his
grandfather, purported to have been
left by the painter in lieu of cash for an
unsettled bill. The innkeeper sold two
hundred and eighty of these “originals”

before he retired — used to buy them by
the dozen from a dealer in Marseilles;
nail one over a hole in the chicken coop,
and wait for a tourist to “‘discover” it.

You see, even if your sucker can be
persuaded that he has been caught, he
can generally be relied on to keep his
mouth shut. He loathes being revealed
as a fool. That is why so few clever fakers
of works of art are exposed in their life-
times.

But by about 1945 mere copies of
famous paintings by Paul Gauguin be-
came a drug on the market. By that
date, it has been calculated, more than
five million dollars had been spent on
spurious originals of one canvas alone,
the one named Te Po. It was necessary to
discover a hitherto unheard-of Gauguin
picture. I gave only a passing thought to
the matter, being occupied with more
lucrative affairs just then. But as luck
would have it, I ran into an impecunious
painter named Molosso — and here, if
you like, was an extraordinary typel He
was, in a way, a little hike the Dutch
hero, Van Meegeren, who painted pic-
tures alleged to be by old Dutch masters
with such consuminate skill, and such
scientific meticulousness, that he fooled
all the German experts, and got un-
disclosed millions out of such collec-
tors as the Reichsmarshal Goering. Van
Meegeren reproduced the same pigments
that the old masters had used, ground
out of identical earths and jewels in the
same kind of mortars with exactly simi-
lar pestles; and he applied his paint
with hair-for-hair reconstructions of the
old brushes, upon genuine but worthless
contemporary canvases, copying the
strokes of the great artists to the tiniest
capillary, with an exquisite perfection of
microscopic skill that has never been
equaled.

Or perhaps it has? What Van Meeg-
eren did, might not someone else have
done? Da Vinci's Mona Lisa, in the
Louvre, is alleged by some experts to be
a fake. Believe me, my young friend,
some strange stories might come out if
some of our famous art galleries were
carefully examined todayl!

Well, my little Molosso was a lesser
Van Meegeren. I really marvel at this
kind of man — I am lost in wonder, that
one who can paint a new picture as
superbly as, say, Vermeer would have
painted it if he had chosen the subject,
should not elect to be a great genius in
his own right. Why didn’t this titanic
faker Van Meegeren cry, “But I am
the master!” I can only assume that his
genius was not strong enough; it had its
rotten spot, and poverty found it, so that
he argued, “Why should I go hungry as
Van Meegeren, when I can drink cham-
pagne by pretending to be Vermeer?”
So he faked, and Goering was fooled,
and it was a great joke. But it was also
a pitiful tragedy, an Allegory of Genius

Strangled by Greed. The great soul takes
the rough road.

Little Molosso started to-paint with a
high spirit and a light heart. But your
true artist must be made of tough stuff,
and Molosso wanted heart. A great man
can whitewash a barn for a bit of bread
without losing the glory and the dream;
but when Molosso learned that the
world preferred to spend its money on
greeting cards rather than canvases, he
drifted into the position of a disgruntled
mediocrity who enjoyed being what they
call “misunderstood.” He would have
gone to the dogs completely but for his
wife, a cheerful little woman, who
adored him and took his ill-treatment of
her as a matter of course. And in abus-
ing her Molosso could feel as a2 hungry
genius is romantically supposed to feel
— that if he had been a man like Gau-
guin, with spirit enough to leave her
abruptly with a parting punch in the
jaw, he might have been recognized as
great. As it was, he was kind enough to
stay married to her and let her work for
him.

For her sake I decided to make Mo-
losso Tich.

The idea came to me suddenly one
evening after I had walked home with
him from the printer's office at which,
I being there on business, he had scraped
an acquaintance with me. I was amused
by his preposterous virulence — it broke
out when we were passing a print-
seller's shop. Rembrandt painted with
mud, he shouted, Da Vinci was a
plumber, Van Gogh painted in Braille
for the blind, and as for Gauguin-—
bah! — he, Molosso, had painted better
when he was eighteenl

“And if you don’t believe me, come
upstairs and I'll prove it,” he said.

Having time to kill, I went to see
what he had to show. And indeed, Mo-
losso really did have a most peculiar
talent. Alas, it was a talent without
soull He was so empty of original spirit
that he almost frightened me. How shall
I put it? If you asked him to depict, for
instance, a landscape he had seen, he
would stand helpless, paralyzed, while
the paint dried on his palette. But if
you said, “Molosso, paint me a landscape
as Salvator Rosa, or Turner, or Van
Gogh might have painted it,” why, then
he would go to work at once, with tre-
mendous energy, and the results would
have been astonishing — if he had not
tired of the game in the middle.

Since we had been talking of Gauguin,
he pulled out 2 half-finished canvas, say-
ing, “"There. Painted when I was eight-
een. I'd thought of passing it off as
genuine to some fat pig of a collector,
just to show my disdain for collectors in
general, and that leprous charlatan of a
Gauguin in particular. But I thought,
oh what the devil, they are beneath my

(continued on page 134)



“And to think, Santa, that I didn’t believe in you!”
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food BY THOMAS MARIO

FACING THE FACT that the superiority of Parisian restaurants and
their various specialties has become, to a degree, a gastronomic cliché,
we're just back from having spent a few happy weeks touring less-
wellknown but equally laudable edifices of gourmandise in other
parts of the Continent — with the thought that certain of their piéces
de résistance might make welcome and unique additions to your



cullings from a cook’s tour of estimable european cuisines

culinary repertory, as well as proving a welcome change from the
mystique of French haute cuisine.
Our journey may seem like a very easy and attractive way to dis-
guise pleasure as work —and pleasure it was. But jusc as surely, it
was not a simple matter of taking notes to garner the recipes which 55
ensue. Consider: any epicure worth his truffles has undoubtedly faced
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the following [rusirating experience.
Having just finished a magnificent
spread in one of the great restaurants of
Europe, he is particularly impressed by,
say. a superb paté of duckling. After
paying sincerest compliments to the
chef (and the check to the management),
he then asks the chef if he may have the
recipe for the paté. “Ah. my dear sir,”
says the chef. “you must simply remem-
ber two things. First, make sure that
your nurepoix is thoroughly browned,
and then do not use vour game essence
until it’s been despumated for at least
three hours.” After dropping this gem of
culinary enlightenment, he expresses his
thanks and turns to the comforting sur-
roundings of his salamanders and casse-
roles. No surprise, when vou stop to
consider that the ingredients of a spe-
cial recipe constitute the backbone of a
great chef’s livelihood, and he is under-
standably hesitant about parting with
all the details.

That polite brush-off is S.0.P.. but —
by various forms of cajolery which can-
not be divulged herein — we persuaded
a number of gifted chefs to part with
their prize recipes. These were not only
the cream of their cuisine, but were also
deemed (by the chefs and by us) first-
rate for American bachelors to whip up
in their own digs stateside. Furthermore,
each dish has been adapted for food-
stuffs easily available in vour corner
supermart. Finally, we not only eschewed
the tourist-infested Parisian eateries on
our tour of exploration, but also quite
a few others whose reputations (and
whose menus) have become standard
table talk in America, preferring to fer-
ret out more esoteric spots for you to
name-drop as you serve forth their finest
feasts prepared by you, the knowledge-
able host.

Our first stop, the Aviz Hotel res-
taurant in Lisbon, proves that Portugal
offers the gourmet a great deal more
than port wine. The Aviz bakes a mag-
nificent casserole of duck and rice, an-
other of fried pork and clams, and —
best of all — the Langosta Suada a Moda
de Peniche, lobster “sweated” (suada) as
they do it in Peniche, a small, busy fish-
ing port famed for its crustaceans. Suada
refers to the slow steaming that takes
place while the lobster simmners with a
rich tomato sauce in a covered pot.

STEAMED LOBSTER PENICHE
(Serves two)

2 134- to 2-b. live lobsters

2 tablespoons butter

14 cup olive oil

4 cup dry white wine

l4 cup port wine

14 cup tomato paste

2 medium-size onions, finely chopped
2 weaspoons paprika

1 bay leaf

1 teaspoon salt

Dash cayenne pepper
2 tablespoons minced parsley

Each lobster is cut into pieces before
cooking. If a fish dealer does this, cook
as soon as possible after cutting. To per-
form the operation yourself, use a heavy
French knife. Cut each lobster into [our
or five pieces, splitting the underbelly
for easy eating. Cut the head in two
lengthwise and remove the sac in back
of the head. Crack the claws. Save all
the liquid that runs out of the lobster
during the cutting. Heat the burtter and
olive oil in a deep heavy pan or Dutch
oven. When the pan is hot, add the
lobster. Add all other ingredients in-
cluding the liquid from the lobster.
Cover tightly, and cook at high heat
until the mixture boils vigorously.
Lower heat and continue to cook at a
steady simmer, 25 to 30 minutes, stirring
occasionally. To serve, place the lobster
pieces on a warm platter and pour the
pan juices over them. In Portugal the
lobster is garnished with triangles ol
thickly sliced bread fried until brown
in peanut oil. 'These croutons are often
given a light rub with garlic. Fluffy
white rice is usually served as an accomn-
paniment.

Consommé Farley is a French soup
named after an Irishman prepared by a
German living in Madrid. If this em-
phasizes the international character of
most fine Continental cuisine, it doesn’t
detract from the fact that consommé
Farley is a wonderfully bracing broth
little known yet worthy of fame. The
food impresario who presents this dish
1s Otto Horcher, whose famed restau-
rant was founded in Berlin in 1904 and
transplanted to Madrid before World
War [I. Here youn will also find the na-
tional soup of Spain, Gazpacho, reciped
in pLAYBOY (All Shook Up, June 1958),
and a delicate veal scaloppine with fried
bananas and Spanish rice flavored with
saffron. At Horcher’s a heef press is used
to extract the meat juice for the con-
sommé. The electric blender does an

equally good job.

CONSOMME FARLEY
(Serves two)

6 ozs. round steak

1014-0z. can undiluted consommé

2 egg yolks

14 cup heavy sweet cream

14 cup very dry sherry

Salt. white pepper, cayenne pepper

Cut the steak into 14-in. cubes. Heat
a heavy cast-iron pan or electric skillet
set at 400°. Pan broil the meat, with no
added fat, until browned but still pink
inside. Place the meat in an electric
blender, add 1 cup cold water, and
blend at high speed for 2 minutes. Pour
the resultant fluid through a large wire
strainer into the top half of a double
boiler. Add the consommé. In a mixing

bowl beat the egg yolks, heavy cream
and sherry. Add this mixture to the con-
sommé and place over boiling water,
stirring frequently, until soup is hot.
Add salt and white pepper to taste, plus
a dash of cavenne pepper. Serve with
toasted French bread.

If you're ever in doubt about the
excellence of a foreign restaurant,
there’s one salient test question which
will yield a verdict. Do the native gour-
mets eat there? The illustrious restau-
rant of Vincent Sabatini in Florence,
Italy, is noted for the fact that it not
only draws its clientele from the most
demanding visitors from all over the
world but also the most fastidious and
informed of native epicures. Here
President Gronchi comes to eat the
dried codfish 4 la Florentine, the tripe
and the Tuscany beans. Here Orson
Welles once ordered a mountain of
green lasagna for a party of friends.
When his guests failed to show up, he
slowly and methodically, all by himself,
packed away every last piece of pasta —
or so the legend has it.

The veal dish that follows should be
served steaming hot in a shallow casse-
role. At Sabatini’s the veal is wrapped
in _heavy brown paper, sealed with egg
white. On this side of the pond alu-
minum foil is more practical. The foil
should not be opened until the veal
reaches the dining table.

LOMBATINA AL CARTOCCIO (VFAL IN A
PAPER CASE)
(Serves four)

1 tablespoon butter

2 tablespoons minced onion

14 1b. sliced fresh mushrooms

14 teaspoon oregano

8-0z. can Italianstyle plum tomatoes

Salt. pepper

1 lb. Italian-style veal cutlets, divided

into 4 portions

14 1b. chicken livers

Flour

1 egg, beaten

14 cup salad oil

14, cup dry marsala wine or dry sherry

4 large slices prosciutto ham

14 lb. sliced Swiss cheese

Melt the butter in a small saucepan.
Add the onions, mushrooms and ore-
gano, and sauté until onions are vellow.
Add tomatoes, and simmer slowly, stir-
ring frequently, until tomatces are re-
duced to a thick paste. Salt and pepper.
Set aside. Season cutlets and chicken
livers with salt and pepper, then dip
them in Hour. Add 2 tablespoons water
to the beaten egg. Dip cutlets and
chicken livers in egg. Preheat an electric
skillet to 350°. Add oil to skillet, and
sauté cutlets and chicken livers until
light brown. Remove them from the
pan, and throw off the fat. Return cut-

(continued on page 140)



VERY LATE

YOU WON'T BELIEVE IT when I tell you I
waited more than sixty years for a mur-
der, hoped as only a woman can hope
that it might happen, and didn’t move
a finger to stop it when it finally drew
near. Anna Marie, I thought, you can’t
stand guard forever. Murder, when ten
thousand days have passed, is more than
a surprise, it is a miracle.

“Hold on! Don’t let me falll”

Mrs. Harrison's voice.

Did I ever, in half a century, hear it
whisper? Was it always screaming, shriek-
ing, demanding, threatening?

Yes, always.

“Come along, Mother. There you are,
Mother.”

Her son Roger’s voice.

Did 1 ever in all the years hear it rise
above a murmur, protest, or even faintly
birdlike, argue?

No. Always the loving monotone.

This morning, no different than any
other of their first mornings, they ar-
rived in their great black hearse for their
annual Green Bay summer. There he
was, thrusting his hand in to hoist the
window dummy after him, an ancient
sachet of bones and talcum dust that was
named, surely for some terrible practical
joke, Mother.

“Easy does it, Mother.”

“You're bruising my arml”

“Sorry, Mother.”

1 watched from a window of the lake
pavilion as he trundled her off down
the path in her wheelchair, her thrusting
her cane like a musket ahead to blast any
fates or furies they might meet out of
the way.

“Careful, don’t run me in the flow-
ers, thank God we'd sense not to go to
Paris after all. You'd've had me in that
nasty traffic. You're not disappointed?”

*“No, Mother.”

“We'll see Paris next year . . .

Next year . . . next vear . . . no year
at all, T heard someone murmur. My-
self, gripping the window sill. For al-
most seventy years I had heard her
promise that to the boy, boy-man, man,
man-grasshopper, and the now livid
male praying mantis that he was, push-
ing his eternally cold and fur-wrapped
woman past the hotel verandas where,
in another age, paper fans had fluttered
like oriental butterflies in the hands of

"
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basking ladies.

“There, Mother, inside the cottage,”
his faint voice fading still more, forever
voung when he was old, forever old
when he was very young.

How old is she now? 1 wondered.
Ninety-eight, yes, ninetv-nine wicked
years old. She seemed like a horror film
repeated each year because the hotel
entertainment fund could not afford to
buy a new one to run in the moth-
flaked evenings.

So, through all the repeutions of ar-
rivals and departures, my mind ran back
to when the foundations of the Green
Bay Hotel were freshly poured and the
parasols were new leal green and lemon
gold that summer of 1890 when I first
saw Roger who was five, but whose eyes
alreadv were old and wise and tired.

He stood on the pavilion grass looking
at the sun and the bright pennants as 1
came up to him.

“Hello,” I said.

He simply looked at me.

I hesitated, tagged him, and ran.

He did not move.

I came back and tagged him again.

He looked at the place where 1 had
touched him, on the shoulder, and was
about to run after me when her voice
came from a distance.

“Roger, don't dirty your clothes!”

And he walked slowly away toward his
cottage, not looking back.

That was the day I started to hate him.

Parasols have come and gone in a
thousand summer colors, whole flights of
butterfly fans have blown away on Au-
gust winds, the pavilion has burnt and
been built again in the selfsame size
and shape. the lake has dried like a plum
in its basin, and my hatred, like these
things, came and went, grew very large,
stopped still for love, returned, then
diminished with the years.

I remember when he was seven, them
driving by in their horse carriage, his
hair long, brushing his poutish, shrug-
ging shoulders. They were holding hands
and she was saying. “lf you're very
good this summer, next year we'll go to
London. Or the year alter that, at the
latest.”

And my watching their faces, com-
paring their eyes, their ears, their
mouths, so when he came in for a soda
pop one noon that summer 1 walked
straight up to him and cried:

“She’s not your mother!"”

“What!” He looked around in panic,
as if she might be near.

“She’s not your aunt or your grandma,
either!” 1 cried. “She’s a witch that stole
you when you were a baby. You don’t
know who your mama is or your pa. You
don't look anything like her. She’s hold-
ing you for a million ransom which

(continued on page 96)

her invitation to the party was slow in coming—about half a century
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a pictorial toast
to playboy’s
very first playmate

MAGNIFICENT
MARILYN

EVERY GENERATION has its sweetheart, its
dream girl, its Love Goddess, and ours
is particularly blessed. What good for-
tune to be alive in a time when prigs
and prudes have met their comeuppance
and have been properly put down. The
sensual charms of Marilyn, tastefully
displayed, have crisped and spiced the
air, and reduced unseemly modesty to
an absurdity. Our Marilyn is the Com-
pleat Goddess, delightful 1o behold and
fascinating to ponder. Her story is a
scenario rich in clichés dear to Holly-
wood, yet demonstrably true: a tale of
a child shunted from home to home in
her tender years, seeking affection and
love; then bursting forth in the full
bloom of womanhood to become our
primary Sex Symbol, and on to further
glories as the top female box-office at-
traction and ultimate distinction as an
actress and comedienne of highest merit.
Even her few critics agree she has earned
the right to fits of feminine pique and
artistic temper with the startling talent
58  she displays in two current money




Above left: the fomous calendar shot which shot Morilyn to fome. It wos token during o session in which photogropher Tom Kelley,
understandobly rattled, forgot to chonge film between poses, resulting in the occomponying double exposure. Right: onother pin-up
from the time when Normo Jeon Baker wos chonging her nome and personality to Morilyn Monroe. Below left: André de Dienes
pictured the new MM as o stor who likes to sleep in the raw. Asked, “Don’t you put onything on when you go to bed?#" Morilyn is
quoted as saying, “Just the rodio.” Below and on following spread, Milton Greene dromotizes her blonde beauty agoinst stark black.
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Above left: Marilyn dazzled guests at a New York masquerade ball when she arrived in this castume looking happy and radiant, though
she'd just walked out on her studio after having become the hottest property in pictures—in both senses of hot—ond her marriage to
Di Maggio was on the rocks. Right: Marilyn, terry clothed and sudsy fresh, was phatographed by André de Dienes as part of shooting which
included breakfast-in-bed picture on the previous spread. This was early in her career, shartly after her triumph as the good-bad girl
in The Asphalt Jungle. Marilyn is the first actress to continue posing for provocative pix after she was firmly estoblished as o star.
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Marilyn, in the snazzy beach garb of the Twenties, rehearses far
Some Like It Hot, with Jack Lemmon ond director Billy Wilder. One of
the most successful camedies ever made, it was Marilyn's twenty-third
film. At right, she clowns with England’s Frankie Yaughan, in a couch
scene from Lef's Make Love, another one of MM's box-office smashes.

makers, Some Like It Hot and the more
recent Let’s Make Love. We have
Marilyn to thank, believes comic Lenny
Bruce, for the increasingly accepted
notion that it’s in proper good taste for
a girl to pose in the nude for photo-
graphs of the Playmate type. Since she
z_tppcared as our very first Playmate,
Marilyn has achieved truly tremendous
success. Her marriage to Joe D1 Maggio
proved she was acceptable to the All
American male, and the merger of these
champions of both of America’s favorite
pastimes was properly celebrated. Mari
lyn's next marriage to the distinguished
author Arthur Miller and a baptism by
immersion in the world of letters gave
her a new status and appreciation among
the literati. Now her name is a house-
hold word, bandied about on TV's
“family shows,” and she suffers the un-
conscious indignity of a million grotesque
imitations, essayed by upstarts who wig-
gle and sigh, and thus profane 2
golden one, our Marilyn Monroe. ﬂ
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“Just a minute, dear.”

“It’s me, dear, open up.”
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la pluma was a brave, love-directed abscess of beauty

THE LAST 1 HEARD, PHIL BOTKIN WENT BACK TO CITY COLLEGE to work on his law degree, which is
just as well because no one in the Village trusts him any more. They don’t put him down,
I mean, they just don’t trust him. But it’s always that way when a cat tries to swing with the
political bit. He gets to be a Big Liberal and that means trouble every time.

Like when Phil first got to La Pluma he came on real cool. He was a tall, skinnay fellow
with big eyes who was hung up on helping other people. He'd offer you his last benny or fix
your hi-fi or loan you his chick — you know, a religious type. But what happened at La Pluma
was all his fault. You probably read about it in the newspapers, but nothing that was true.
I mean, what really happened wasn’t in the papers.

Three years ago La Pluma was nothing but this run-down motel on the road between L.A.
and San Diego. It wasn’t even a real motel but what they used to call “Auto Cabins,” a bunch
of little shacks set about fifteen feet apart behind a gas station with a gravel driveway. It was
run by an old character who wore a long, gunny-sack robe and called himself “Father Brother,”
who had inherited it along with half a mile of property between the road and the coast.

Well. one day Danny Simonelli, and Lenny Maytag and the Gypsy and another chick named
Arlene stopped there to try and con the old man out of some gas. They were on their way to
Mexico with a bunch of weather balloons they'd bought at an Army surplus store for twenty
cents apiece. Danny had been studying wind currents and had worked out this scheme. They
were going down to Chihuahua Province and float pot back over the border. He figured if
they tied fifteen pounds to each balloon and sent them up at the end of March, the wind
currents would float them over Denver in exactly three weeks. Then there was this cat in
Denver, Tommy Gilooly, who used to be a gunner in the Air Force who says he can fly a plane,
so they were going to steal a Cub, or maybe an Aeronca, and go up and grab the balloons
with a hook the way the Air Force does with satellites. I guess you really can learn a lot of
useful stuff, like they say, in the service.

What happened was they get to talking to this Father Brother and find out he’s an old-time
Southern California type. He used to be a spiritualist and a vegetarian and he was a Bishop
in the neo-Vedanta Meditators and an Apocalyptic Martyr and a judo expert and a Yogi
Disciple and an Anti-Immersionist and he played the guitar and knew all the words to Joe Hill
and had been eating Amanita mushrooms and inhaling nitrous oxide for kicks back in 1925.
He had been like ahead of his time. He was hip before there was any scene for it.

Naturally, in no time he and Danny are discussing Zen and Love Discipline and Bird
Parker and first thing you know he’s breaking out a jug of wine and cooking up a pan of fried
beans and inviting them to stay over in one of the motel cabins as his guests.

The next day everyone makes it to the beach and there’s more fried beans and wine and
discussions and pretty soon a week goes by and Danny sends a card to L.A. and invites Duke
Noonan and Big Carlo down and they show up with Little Bird and two more swinging
chicks and Father Brother is happy as a bug. No one ever rents his busted-up old cabins

father brother
and the fiction By ROGER PRICE
cool colony
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anvway, and he really digs the bit.

He springs for a whole barrel of
muscatel and more beans and spaghetti
and tells Liwle Bird to send for her
sister, and she comes out with a car full
of hipsters from Chicago and they invite
their friends and Tommy Gilooly makes
it in and pretty soon there’s a cool
colony there with bongo beach parties
and poetry readings every night. It's a
big rolling ball.

No one gets to Mexico that summer at
all. Around the middle of June when I
moved in there must have been eighty,
cighty-five cats at La Pluma including
five artists who'd brought their wives and
kids. They'd built themselves fancy pads
oul of old signboards and lumber they'd
swiped from a new development in
Oceanside and painted them with big
purple and yellow flowers. New pads
were going up along the beach every day
and in no time it gets to be a real beat
settlement, and Father Brother is like
a mayor or a social director. Owen Mc-
Gee called it “A brave and love-directed
abscess of beauty on the soon extincted,
billboarded, deodorized corpse of so-
ciety.” Owen was a poet.

Naturally it takes bread to buy sup-
plies for this group, and that's where
the tourists came in. All over Southern
California in the summer there’s these
people from the Midwest who drive
around trying to find something cheap
to look at. When they'd see all the pads,
they'd stop for gas and anyone who was
goofing would offer to guide them
around for a couple of bucks and turn
the money over to Father.

Everybody helped. One night Big
Carlo stole a trailer truck and went to
San Diego and came back with a load
of garhage cans. The painters decorated
them with flowers and we put them on
sale. Owen McGee and Pinto wrote up
some special dirty poems, like extra
honest, and got them mimeographed
and the farmers would grab them up at
fifty cents each.

With this kind of action going on it
wasn't long until one of the Los Angeles
papers heard about it and ran a story on
the place. They called it “Beatnikville”
and said it was an “outgrowth of bo-
hemianism™ and a hotbed of free love
and vivisection and was ruining real
estate values —the kind of jazz they
always print. What happens after the
storv comes out is business picks up like
five hundred percent.

It keeps up, so we start charging
thirty-ive cents admission and Father
builds a shed by the gas station and puts
in hot dogs and pop.

And Charley Rasputin puts up a sign
which he says is a bug for the whole
world, the ultimate rejection of true hip
acceptance. The sign says BEATNIKVILLE
and in no time there’s more newspaper
stories and editorials and a magazine

spread and La Pluma has become a
place the tourists have got to see like
Disneyland and Knott’s Berry Farm and
the trained whales.

Everyone is getting kicks putting them
on. You know, we give them these far-
out stories about the wild life we lead
and they eat it up.

Because of all the publicity, the set-
tlement is growing. Hipsters are drop-
ping in from all over, even Canada,
and building more pads. Father Brother
is taking in a lot of loot but he’s putting
it all back into the place. He has a big
shed put up with a kitchen in it which
we call the poetry hall, and he buys
a second-hand piano and a set of com
munity bongos and hires his own private
connection to bring in peyote and mes-
caline. Harry Fagin has been sculpting
a twenty-foot-high head of Ezra Pound
out of a rock down by the beach, so he
builds another fence around that and
charges the sight-seers an extra two bits
to go in and look at it. It was a gas.

Father walks around in his gunny-
sack robe and discusses things with the
tourists. He really puts them on selling
them what he calls “Hip Cigarettes.” He
winks and the squares giggle and sneak
him half a buck apiece for them. They're
just plain old rotten Mexican cigarettes
he gets in Tia Juana five hundred for
a dollar.

But the biggest put-on was the Zen
lecture. Father would get the tourists
inside the poetry hall — for an extra two
bits each — and Johnny Otawari would
talk to them for fifteen minutes in
Japanese. In all the time he ran it, not
one tourist ever complained. In fact, one
lady from Iowa wrote back and said it
had cured her arthritis.

It was a real community. We even had
our own doctor, “Poppo” Wollen, even
though he only came down on weekends
because he had to report to his parole
officer in L.A. every Monday. There was
a cool dentist and even a psychiatrist
with a degree and everything. The psy-
chiatrist wouldn't treat anyone, but if
you bugged him long enough he'd tell
you his problems, which was sort of
therapy, in a way, I guess.

By the next spring, it was the most.
We’d sit around all day and read quar-
terlies and discuss life plans and music
and cars, and then at night we'd make
it over to the poetry hall and have wine
and hero sandwiches and beans and
spaghetti and listen to Lee Leroy and
his combo and sing folk songs and play
the bongos and on Saturdays there'd be
mescaline all around. It was a gas, a
real Shangri-La.

But what the hell. Like you learn in
Zen, life is a whecl. In June this George
Smith showed up.

He pulls up in a 1953 Ford and says
is there a place he can live in and

{continued on page 128)
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enter the batik
dinner jacket for

that formal affair

WHITHER THIS WINTER? Whether
you take the salubrious air of Palm
Springs or Palm Beach, the South
Pacific or South America, bet on
a batik dinner jacket to focus the
right kind of attention on your
formal wear. The batik cotton
jacket is a blend of tones that cre-
ates the cool, elegant look so right
under a tropical moon, for cruise
or resort wear. The new batiks
are subtle enough for the right-
thinking chap who eschews any-
thing gaudy, yet unique enough
to set him apart from the black-for-
fall-and-winter, white-for-spring-
and-summer tradition. Teamed
with tropical-weight black trousers
and complemented by classic black
tie, cummerbund and pleated
white shirt, the batik jacket is
impressively contemporary. Once
you're inside one, you'll dig might-
ily the easy drape of the shawl col-
lar, the convenience and casual
look of the single-button closure,
the natural shoulders and the cen-
ter vent in the back — all combin-
ing to create a silhouette that's
correct wherever the trade winds
blow. Our guy wears an American
natural-cotton batik formal jacket,
with Hlap pockets, by Lord West,
$42.50. His lightweight Dacron
and cotton shirt, with medium-
spread collar, French cuffs, is by
Excello, $13. The silk cummer-
bund, three-pleated, with inside
pockets, is by George W. Heller,
$13.50; the tie, also by Heller, is
$3. The pearl shell cuff-link and
stud set, 12k gold filled, are by
Ralph Destino, $22.50.
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And there you sit,
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Nightcap on head,
With special holes for horps.

A MERRY CREDIT GARD CHRISTMAS
(A lilting, carol-like greeting)

Do the town with cards of credit,
Fa-la-la-la-la, and rub-a-dub-dub.

Sign for peace on earth, then spread it,
American Express and Diners’ Club.

. ~ But should bombs send life a-wiltin’, missives and

3¢ Fa-la-la-laa, my friend, be staunch. ( . 4

.% Sign for Heav’n through Conrad Hilton. ‘. ZARY/ /6’ 8 f 07 t ﬁe
Rent a little harp and go Carte Blanche .;’ j 0 /[J, sea J‘bﬂ
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TO A LADY OF THE MORNING

You: on my bed there garmentess I
Wz_ve met somewhere—wat, et ;nz ess

Paris? Vegas? The Panama Lsthmus?
Well no matter—Merry Christmas -
Whate'er we did during mem'ry's glap
How would you like 4 Lmamingcap? ’

-

TO A
RAT

FF 2 ._"
pack TgpER
*Tis New Year's Eve, welcome
To my bumble abode.
Let high water or bell come,

Tonight, we’ll explode

To An Htchpy-Palmed Elebator Operator

Your bebabior Vulish
Js ghoulish.

On spirits and sundry
Bright liquids of fire.
We'll keep going rill Mundyy,

Or till we expire.

*,‘Inz,équ'&; &W@”UU uu

And as we ger stiffer,
Our cry will ring clear:
“Why should this night differ

From the others all year?”




“What! You mean I iﬁ don’t get the job?!”




personality By RICHARD GEHMAN

ONE NIGHT Jack Lemmon was sitting in
Dominick’s, a Hollywood restaurant, when
he was approached by a man with a face
like a persimmon ripening in the sun.

“I have an idea for a picture I would
like you to play in,” the man said.

“Sit down,” the actor said.

“I haven't got time now,” the man said,
“but I will tell you what it is about. It is
about two men on the lam from gangsters,
running for their lives, and they dress up in
girls’ clothes and join an all-girl orchestra.”

Later, Lemmon said, “If anybody else
had said that, I would have run like a jack
rabbit. Go in drag? Since it was Billy
Wilder, I said, ‘Fine. I'll do it if I'm free to
do it, and if I'm not free I'll get free.”” The
film was Some Like It Hot, conceived by
Billy Wilder, written by Billy Wilder, pro-
duced by Billy Wilder, directed by Billy
Wilder, promoted by Billy Wilder, and for-
gotten by Billy Wilder as soon as it was
finished, for by then Billy Wilder was think-
ing about a new film with Lemmon to be
called The Apartment, which appears in
fair shape to break the box-office record of
Hot, the biggest-grossing comedy of all time.

In September the figures on Hot showed that
it had pulled in fourteen million clameroos.
as they say there in that land of vodka and

STTA } honey.
: it 5 .:ﬁiihl Hi3 Marilyn Monroe, the Number One box-office
ik ﬁ“ﬁ}abi e attraction in the world, had never gone into a
UEREE b 5 i .:‘-',-.1;-_"'. : project until she had read the script and had it

redone to her own special measurements. But she
too agreed to go into Hot after hearing a couple of
sentences from Wilder. So did Tony Curtis, another
high-priced property. So did Shirley MacLaine agree to
go into The Apartment when she heard Wilder’s one-line
summary, which was, “This is about a young fellow who gets
ahead in a big company by lending his apartment to executives

for that grand old American folk ritual, the afternoon shack-up.”
These people —even Miss Monroe, who has had numerous volcanic
clashes with Wilder — are all attracted to this man perhaps in large measure because
he makes films that reflect our time in all its floundering comedy and pain, and he makes them with
a wry and tough-minded attitude that cuts into the heart of all pretense and posturing. When Citizen Mike
Romanoft, ex-prince, ex-impostor, den father to Those Who Count in the Industry, says, “Billy Wilder is the most
unusual and amusing man in Hollywood,” he is not saying enough. He could go further. Billy Wilder is the most
versatile and perhaps the most brilliant writer-director-producer alive, as well as a bon vivant, a generous gentleman
and cautious gambler ($100 a night and quit). He is one of those rare human beings who, by washing his glum
cynicism with streaks of light and hopefulness, and by annealing himself to principle when nearly everybody else
seems determined to abandon it, makes an increasingly important contribution to our filmic entertainment.
Wilder also is known for his ability to toss off sharp, perceptive lines that are, in their own way, as funny and
cynical as his movies. He sputters them forth in an accent revelatory of his early days in Germany; he is a poor

CHARMING BILLY

hollywood’s hottest writer-director-producer, wilder is the wildest
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man’s Rilke who seems to stumble upon
his observations as the poet discovered
images. Many of them begin slowly, al-
most solemnly, and wind up quickly
and devastatingly. Speaking of Suddenly,
Last Summer, the first American picture
to deal with contemporary cannibalism,
he once assured me that it was bound to
be a financial failure.

*“The first thing you learn in Holly-
wood,” Wilder said, his eyes glinting
with a wicked luminosity behind his
spectacles, “is that you must not offend
pressure groups. Don't offend the Cath-
olics, the Jews, the Protestants, the
Seventh-Day Adventisis, the dentists,
the Rotarians, or any other group. That
picture will flop because it offends the
vegetarians.”

Tony Curtis told me, “Billy Wilder is
something else again.” This is a remark-
able statement for an actor to make, for
all actors are a little nuts, all actors have
monstrous egos, and all actors are con-
vinced that they do not really need di-
rectors. Curtis is all actor. His shtick (an
old burlesque word for a personal idio-
syncrasy or bit of business) is wearing
tight, Continental-style clothes, some of
which he designs himself. (“Tony’s pants
look as though someone dipped him in
India ink up to his waist,” Wilder
once said.)

One day on the set of Some, there
arose a question of billing which in-
volved Curtis’ not having his name in
the big type size called for by his con-
tract. He went to Wilder and squawked.
Wilder listened to him patiently, then
said, “The trouble with you, Tony, is
that you're only interested in little pants
and big billing.”

Curtis, telling this, roars and says,
“1 kvel when I think of that. Do you
know what kuvel is? It's a Yiddish word
meaning I like flipped. I feel about that
man the way I feel about my poor dead
father, rest his soul.”

Everybody in Hollywood kvels when
Wilder’s name is mentioned. People on
all levels love him — the high-spirited
Sinatra Clan, of which he is a part-time
member; the upperregister industry
social crowd, such as the William
Goetzes, the Gary Coopers and the Ira
Gershwins; and the prop men, the elec-
tricians and the wardrobe ladies. This is
all the more significant when one con-
siders that Wilder has taken Hollywood
only on his own terms. His tongue can
be sulfuric and he has never failed to use
it on those needing a burning. He has
invariably clung to what he believes is
right. “He's always been the way he is
today,” savs Walter Reisch, the writer,
who knew Wilder more than thirty-five
years ago in Vienna.

“He was never sentimental, he was
always fearless, even when he had noth-
ing. He was sassy and aggressive — he
would rather have lost a job than com-

promise or say yes. And he did lose jobs.
He made himself unpopular in the early
days — he was overbearing and arrogant,
and still is today, in some ways— but
even when he told them to go to hell,
they always came back to him.”

Wilder still strikes some people as be-
ing a “mean” man, among them George
Axelrod, who wrote The Seven Year
Itch as a play and then worked on the
movie version with Wilder. When Axel-
rod reported to Wilder he had the orig-
inal playscript under his arm.

“I thought we might use this as a
guide,” he said. “Fine,” said Wilder,
dropping it to the floor. “We’ll use it as
a doorstop.”

Axelrod was not too offended by this
acerb dismissal because he admires
Wilder's ability to cross-cut the bole of
any situation and extract the meaning-
ful sap within. (He can also hack up a
whole country in one slash, as he did
when he told columnist Art Buchwald,
“France is a place where the money falls
apart in your hand and you can't tear
the toilet paper.”)

Wilder doesn’t spare friends. One of
his closest is Otto Preminger, who is Jew-
ish but resembles a Central Casting Nazi
(in fact, he played a Nazi for Wilder in
Stalag 17). Preminger has an explosive
temper; once he tried to get an actor to
calm down by pasting his face against
the man’s and shouting at the top of
his lungs, “RELAXI!” Sometimes, when
Preminger is embroiled with a studio
mogul, Wilder is called in as referee.
This happened one day when Preminger
was quarreling with Sam Goldwyn and
yelling like a bull.

*“Calm down, Otto,” said Wilder. “I'm
not going to fight with you — I've still
got relatives in Germany.” (Actually,
Billy’s father died in Berlin in 1927. His
mother, it was believed, was one of the
millions of Jewish victims of the Nazis.
Wilder tried unsuccessfully to find some
trace of her after World War II. His
total lack of banal sentimentality may
be seen in his ability to joke about the
Nazis with Preminger.) Some time later,
after Preminger had left Hollywood tem-
porarily, Wilder was asked where he had
gone. “His summer home—in Belsen,”
Wilder said.

Not even Wilder's wife escapes his
satiric quips. Mrs. Wilder, the former
Audrey Young, lived in the Pico-La Brea
district when he was courting her. That
is not the best section in the Los Angeles
area, but she gamely referred 1o it as
“East Beverly Hills.” When Wilder first
learned where she was living, he said o
her, “I'd worship the ground you walk
on, if you lived in a better neighbor-
hood.”

On their first wedding anniversary,
Mrs. Wilder, who is hfteen years
younger than Billy, got up in the morn-
ing and found him reading The Holly-

wood Reporter at breakfast. He did not
look up as she came dewy-eyed into the
room.

“Do you know what day this is, dear?"”
she asked.

“June thirtieth,” Wilder said.

“It’s our first anniversary,” she said,
pouting.

“Please,” Wilder said, grimacing, “not
while I'm eating.”

Wilder travels a good deal when he is
exploiting a new film, and Mrs. Wilder,
as many wives do, usually gives him a
list of gifts to bring back. When he was
going to Paris last year, she said she
wanted some Charvet ties for a friend
of hers to give her husband for his birth-
day. “And,” she added, “ever since I
first went to Paris, I've wanted a bidet
of my own.” Wilder frowned and said
he might have trouble getting a bidet
without wrenching it out of a Paris
hotel bathroom. Nevertheless, he would
try.

A few days later a cable came back.
CHARVET TIES ON WAY. it said. BUT BIDET
IMPOSSIBLE OBTAIN. SUGGEST HANDSTAND
IN SHOWER.

Many of Wilder's one-line nifties are
directed at women and some critics have
noted a strong anti-female undercurrent
in many of Wilder's films. He denies
that this is so, but his cracks about
women are repeated over and over. Hal
Wallis, the producer, is married to
Louise Fazenda, the silent-film actress;
Wilder one night referred to Wallis as
*“The Prisoner of Fazenda.”

Some of Wilder's most anti-female
comments were directed against Marilyn
Monroe during the shooting of Some
Like It Hot and just afterward. As is
M.M.’s wont, she kept Tony Curtis and
the other stars in a state of nerves — by
failing to show up, by showing up late,
and by being high-handed when she did
show up.

Asked if he would ever make a picture
with Monroe again, Wilder said, “In
the United States, I'd hate it. In Paris, it
might not be so bad — while we were
waiting, we could all take painting les-
sons on the side.”

Monroe, hearing this, became furious
and began retorting in interviews. In
New York, a friend tried to get her to
call Wilder and make peace. When they
put the call through, Mrs. Wilder an-
swered. “Marilyn wants to make up with
Billy,” the friend said. “Billy isn’t here,”
Mrs. Wilder said. “Marilyn will talk to
vou, Audrey,” the buddy said, single-
mindedly.

The famous breathy voice came on the
wire. It began sweetly: “Hello, Audrey?
I just want to tell you [pause] that I
think [pause] your husband [pause]”
And then those slowlygrinding brain-
wheels went into reverse: “is the worst
son of a bitch who ever lived, and he

(continued on page 90)
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Christmas Carol

IT 1S NEWS TO NoBODY that the editors of this journal are dedicated indoor men, especially when
the winds of winter blow. Save for some skiing, we're frankly loath to poke about in the cold,
feeling firmly that ice in all its forms belongs only in a drink. It took a blonde, bubbly, blue-eyed
bundle by the name of Carol Eden to set up some doubts in our mind. Carol’s an unabashedly
outdoor miss who loves to frolic in the white, flaky stuff, and even got us to thinking that building
a snowman might be fun, maybe even tossing a snowball or two — as long as she would play too.
But we finally snapped out of it and realized that our predilection for the great indoors was
the correct one after all. So we invited Carol to step inside and become our Playmate for the
Yuletide, get all warm and cuddly by the fire, hang up her Christmas stocking and wait for Santa.

¢ ® Ve

frolicking in the snow or basking by the fire’s glow,

our playmate’s a winter wonder






Snow bunny Carol Eden has no trouble making a

snowman — or making him melt, for thot matter.

- Apple-cheeked and cutely-clad, Carol pats her latest
A snow sculpture, then playfully wings a snowball in our
photographer’s direction. Inside, Carol finds the fireside
a delightful contrast to the nippy December air, and an
ideal place to wrap the bounty this bountiful beauty
will give to some fortunate fellow this Christmas day.
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

Hnllywood marriages are evidently los-
ing their reputation for brevity: we've
just heard about a producer who liked
one of his wives so well that he decided
to hold her over for a second week.

To most couples, curbing their emotions
means parking.

W hether or not a girl can be had for a
song depends on a man's pitch.

O ur Unabashed Dictionary defines ex-
perience as the wonderful knowledge
that enables you to recognize a mistake
when you make it again.

A vife made to order can't compare
with a ready maid.

The girl who will go to a man’s apart-
ment to see his etchings may not know
anything about art, but she knows what
she likes.

-

M

.,’

Anxious to be on time for his date,
Carl nevertheless dropped into a drug-
store to make a hasty purchase. The
druggist gave him a knowing smile, so
Carl gave him a rundown on the ex-
pectations he had for the evening.

“I met this girl at a party last week,”
he explained. “A real hot number. Her
folks are going to the opera tonight and
it will be just the two of us with the
whole apartment to ourselves.”

Carl was greeted with a warm hug at

the door by Nancy, his date. They set-
tied on the couch and turned on the TV.
Her folks would be leaving in a few
minutes, she explained. Her father
wasn’t home from work yet and as soon
as he arrived, the parents would be de-
parting for dinner and the opera.

Nancy’s father arrived soon after and
she introduced both parents to Carl.

“Say, why don’t Nancy and I join you
this evening?” Carl suggested.

“Oh, you children don’t want to be
spending your evening with us old
folks,” said Nancy's mother.

“Sure we do,” said Carl, before the
flabbergasted Nancy could say a word.

“I didn’t know you liked opera,” said
the bewildered Nancy to her date as he
helped her on with her coat.

“No,"” said Carl, “and T didn’t know
your father was a druggist either.”

Our

Unabashed
manic depressive as a person whose phi-
losophy is: easy glum, easy glow.

Dictionary defines

The reason the modern girl’s bathing
suit is real cool is that most of it is real
gone.

A nillionairec we know has filled his
swimming pool with martinis. He claims
it's impossible to drown, since the
deeper you sink, the higher you get.

Girls who think they will hate them-
selves in the morning should learn to
sleep till noon.

O|1c of the recent cases investigated by
the Director of Internal Revenue was
that of a young girl who listed her
apartment rent as “expenses incurred
while entertaining clients.”

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.



“And now, lest we forget whose birthday it is tonight,
a medley of Christmas carols.”
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23 PAT O'BRIEN MOVIES

it was a new bit for the guy on the ledge

THIS ONE TIME THERE WAS NO AGONIZING WAIT for patrol cars to filter
through jammed midtown trafic. And no one in the crowd had
cause to remark, “Just try to get a cop when you need one.” In
fact, there wasn't any crowd. The police got there before one had
time to gather, and within seven minutes after the young man had
taken his place on the sixteenth-story hotel-room ledge, a patrol-
man named Goldman with warm eyes and curly hair was out on
the ledge with him, just four feet away.

The young man was thin and muscular and his back was curved
into a question mark. He wore a flapping T-shirt with one large
hole in the center. Beneath the T-shirt a square patch of bandages
showed. It was a gray day in March, the first time the wind had
blown seriously and it seemed to be making up for all the other
windless days of the month. The patrolman slouched back casually
against the building wall, took off his hat and, making a pained
face, scratched his head with one finger. Then he lit a cigarette.

“All right,” said the young man, “let me tell you right now, I
know the whole bit. I mean the casual thing you're pulling with
the head-scratching and the we're-just-two-fellows-out-here-having-
a-chat routine. I've seen it in a million Pat O'Brien movies. They
picked you because you're a family man and you know I have a
family and that’s the way to work it with me, right? First I get a
cigarette to relax me, then I hear about your kids, and we go into
a little life-can-be-beautiful, right? If I act real serious, then you
say, ‘I dare you to jump, show-off. If you really wanted to jump,
you'd have done it long ago.” Right? All right, let me tell you
something. I'm going. I'm not showing off, I'm not waiting for any
crowds. You got an empty house or standing room only, I'm going.
Twenty minutes go by on the clock, and I'm off this ledge like a
shot. Give me that ‘Go ahead and jump’ routine and I'm not wait-
ing the twenty.”

The patrolman scratched his head again and said, “No, I'm not
going to tell you to go ahead and jump because . . .”

“I'm too bright,” said the young man. “Because I got too good
a head on my shoulders, right? And any guy with such brains
shouldn’t be getting ready to take a dry dive, right? Oh you're cute,
very cute. How many times have they sent you out on these? You
must be the champ of the whole police department. With the kind-
ness and the head-scratching. Give me a little life-can-be-beautiful.”

“I didn’t say it can be beautiful,” said the patrolman, loosening
his tie. “You did. Most of the time it stinks.”

“Excellent con,” said the young man. “Everybody takes the good
with the bad, but the chickens commit suicide, right? You plunge
for the concrete and all you're proving is what a coward you are,
right? You really are the cutest in the business. How many Pat
O’Brien movies did you sit through to pick up this jazz, twenty-
three? And look how long you've kept me out here, too. Let me
tell you something so you don’t feel too cute. You haven't kept
me out here one second more than I want to be here. I told you.
Twenty minutes, and I'm flying. Twenty minutes and I go for that
sweet old concrete.”

A crowd began to form now, not a giant milling crowd, but a
scraggly one that really didn’t seem satisfied with what was going
on above. Officer Goldman spun his cap on one finger and said,
“You are bright. I don’t care what you say, you're a bright guy.
And a lot of what you say makes sense.”

“Do you want to do me a favor?” said the young man, hooked
over in the question mark and leaning toward the patrolman. Do
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you want to do one thing for me, drop
the casual routine. The head-scratching,
the yawning, the hat-spinning. It doesn’t
go. Don't you think I know it’s right out
of the old Pat O'Brien manual? Relax
him. Yawn it up a little bit. Act like the
one thing in the world you absolutely
don’t care about is whether he plunges
or not. Try it next time, ace. You care.
You got to care. What have you got,
twenty-four straight? I go off this ledge,
and there goes your record. Nobody, not
Pee Wee Reese or Benny Kid Paret,
likes to blow a contest after twenty-four
straight.”

“'Of course I care,” said the patrolman,
clamping his cap hard on his head now
in the wind. “But I can’t help it if I'm
casual. I am casual. If I acted tense and
excited, then I'd be acting phony.”

The police lieutenant who was con-
ducting the operation called Officer
Goldman back through the hotel window
and, for three minutes, while the young
man hung crooked on the ledge, they
conferred and then Goldman crept back
oul again.

“*Do you think you can handle this
one?' ” said the young man. “Isn’t that
what they asked? ‘You don’t seem to be
getting anywhere with him. Maybe
there's a personality clash.” Isn't that it?
Isn’t that what they said? All right, look,
after 1 dive, you tell them you were as
good as anybody they could have sent
out. And your record still stands, be-
cause this guy was different and nobody
could have grabbed him. If you want I'l]
write out a little note saying this is not
to count on Officer what?”

“Officer Goldman,” said the patrolman.

“On Officer Goldman's record. Be-
cause this guy was different. Nobody
could have grabbed him.”

“I don't think youTe so different,”
said the patrolman, looking up and
studying the gray sky.

“Good move that sky bit,” said the
young man. “Instead of looking down at
the crowd, look up. Get his mind on
onward and upward things. Sneak in a
litle God when he's not looking.
Twenty-four straight. You must have
two hundred and twenty-four straight. I
don’t think I'm very different either,”
said the young man. “I don't say I have
more troubles than your last twenty-four
guys. The only thing that makes me
different is that I'm stepping out into
the air. You can pass me kid pictures
from now till kingdom come. You can
get my guard up or down and you can
cigarette me until you're blind, but
when that buzzer rings, I'm saying good-
bye to you and hello to the pavement.”

“What kind of troubles?” asked the
patrolman, lighting a cigarette and not
looking at the young man.

“Draw him out,” said the man. “Very

sneakily, get him to talk about himself
and then suggest that things are always
darkest before the dawn. All right, save
your breath. I'll draw myself out. I don't
have time to wait for your Pat O'Brien
routine. My stomach's the main thing.
It’s been knotted up since I was ten. Six
operations, and last year I started getting
tired all the time, no energy —so they
took out a coil of it longer than the tele-
phone wire from here to Philadelphia.
1 went for another year, I'm twenty-nine
now, and now I'm tired again. The thing
I do is prune trees and I had a good
business going, I did giant estates, but
now I'm too tired and I haven't got the
strength to get up on anything. My
stomach’s the size of an aspirin box now
and there isn't much more can come
out. I've got four kids and my wife's a
bum. You bring her out here to plead
with me and I'm off this ledge before
you can sneeze. I've always got to go out
and bring her back from places. I'm too
tired now to keep grabbing her by the
neck. So now she can come collect me
off the sidewalk with a spoon. All right
now, you tell me all the beautiful things
I got to look forward to.”

The patrolman loosened his collar and
bit speculatively on a fingernail.

“All right, quit the collar routine.
That means we're setiling down for a
long stay. You know just how long it's
going to be. Were clear on that, I
hope. But let’s say 1 were to step back
through the window now and let’s say
with my stomach I had another seven
years coming to me. I mean you just tell
me some beautiful reasons to stay alive
the seven. Television shows? The joy of
changing a diaper? I can see my wife a
few times? Suppose you just tell me.”

“I don't say there are that many joys,”
said the patrolman, soft blue eyes di-
rectly on the young man now. “You're
right, I have been out on quite a few of
these cases in the past. It wasn't twenty-
four, but the last guys I had out here,
believe me, had as much aggravation as
vou do, but I was able to convince them
of the one thing I believe. Whether you
have six months, one year, six years, or
thirty, you're better off living. Being
dead is no bargain.”

“Well thank you,"” said the young
man, bowing deeper into his question
mark. “At least we're not being casual.
At least we're geiting right down to it.
Thank you for that. It doesn't make any
difference though. I mean what you're
saying is just words. You're helping me
pass twenty minutes. You could be re-
citing the Declaration of Independence.
You're helping me pass my last twenty
minutes on earth, Officer Goldman, and
that’s the end of your streak.”

The police officer threw his cigarette
down on the ledge, ground it out de-
liberately with his foot and then kicked

it down at the crowd which seemed now
to be more respectable in size.

“Now, look, let me tell you some-
thing,” he said.

“You can tell me anything, Pat, bul
if that buzzer rings, I'll cut you off in
mid-sentence. If you're telling a joke
and she sounds, I don't wait for the
punch line. You tell that to the ser-
geant.”

*“Let me tell you something,” said the
patrolman, his face more stern than it
had been. “I never got sore up here on
one of these ledges, because, like you say,
it pays off in casualness and I have a
record to preserve. But you get me sore
not because you're on any ledge but be-
cause you're so damned smug. You have
all the answers. Now listen, I have to
whisper some of this, because if anyone
hears it I'm off the force.”

“Good bit,” said the young man. “You
worked it right in there. Do you want us
to put our heads together maybe so I can
hear you whisper?”

“I'll smack you in the mouth,” said
the patrolman.

“You'll never get close enough,” said
the man. “I thought we got that
straight.”

“All right,” said the patrolman,
breathing heavily. “Let me get myself
together. I'm going to talk low and you
can believe this or not because I don't
care very much about you any more.”

“Good bit,” said the man. “You better
hurry, though. I'm not waiting for any
punch lines.”

“I have the kind of heart that if the
wind changes direction too quickly, it
can stop on a dime and they carry me off
away in a box. I've been living with that
kind of heart for nine years and nobody
in the department knows it. This is just
the right kind of work for me, isn’t it?
Climbing out on ledges to grab guys. But
I have two years more to retirement,
and I'm not letting it stop. You have
to go out and grab your wife by the
neck. I'm divorced fifteen years and 1
have nobody to go out and grab. Four
kids? I have one son and he's with his
mother. Do you know what 1 think of
him? It’s like a religion and he’s the one
you're supposed to worship. He stays
away from me like the plague. He's sup-
posed to visit me every six months. I
haven't seen him in two years. There's
just one thing. I happen to think life
is worth living. You have a short time
to live and a helluva long time to be
dead.”

The patrolman lowered his head and
the young man began to rub his arms as
though the cold bothered him. “So what
are you going to do when you retire?”
he asked.

“I have a little place paid for in

(concluded on page 118)
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Christmas!
gifts

Offering gladsome gifties to fill > :

your Christmas stocking os en- P lqybqy Sﬁ olicsome
gagingly as she fills her own, fgmhm P?’é’.mnt

our saucy femlin stands atop a

Seeger carryall in natural tanned a ]zandsame

cowhide, $115. Clockwise from
the carryall: the companion over-
nighter, with portfolio, $120.
Swank’s electric putt returns
your golf ball to you ofter you've
holed out, $14.95. Presentation
putter boasts @ head of solid sil-
ver, from Tiffany’s, $140. In the
leather case that can be hung
from your belt is @ miraculous
collapsible fishing rod, Austrian
made for Country Loft, $80. Ed-
ward Hyams’ The Wine Country
of France, Llippincott, $4.50,
John S. Potter's The Treasure
Diver's Guide, Doubleday, $9.95,
and Cory Middlecoff's Master
Guide to Golf, Prentice-Hall, $10,
make first-rate reading ond gift-
ing. The robe is kimono style,
of imported silk, from Countess
Mara, $45. And, lastly, the hefty
Kabul door knocker is hand-
made from hollow cast brass, by
Beemak, and is yours for $51.

holiday haul
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ABOVE, left: Hickok's travel kit is of imported woter buffalo hide, includes shaving gear, $5.95. Solid brass eight-piece bar-tool set, by Maxwell-
Phillip, $92.50. Our perky femlin holds high the pure-silk tie by Gallieni of Milan, $7.50. Luxor's gilt traveling alarm clock runs for 8 days, dial

shows time in major cities of world, leather case, $100. Chanel men's cologne, $13.50, 16-0z. bottle; Newport toilet water, by Caswell Massey,
$6.50, 8-oz. bottle. Dunhill's cigarette case in alligator, $27.50. Remington's new cordiess Lekironic shaver can be recharged from any AC outlet,
$35.95. Cartier's 18k gold cuff links are edged with blue sapphires, $695. 8ELOW, left: cork ashtray and lighter from United States Luggage
and Leather, $18. The Kaywoadie matched-grain pipes in leather case, $150. Tiffany's 18k handsomely masculine woven gold cigarette case, $1725.
Leather cigar holder is by Dunhill, $10. The miniature ship's binnacle, in heavy brass, holds cigarettes, has removable lighter, by Loyal, $59.95.
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ABOVE, left: an imported rosewood chest, contents of which constitute a portoble goming table, $125. Next are naturol-bristle hair brushes by
Kent of London, $80. The stoinless steel duck press is mounted on a 12-inch oak base, by Burgill, $75. The pigskin-clod silver-plated flask is imported
from Englond by Dunhill, $16.50; the solid sterling B-oz. flosk, with attached cop, is $70. The imporied umbrella has o sterling silver and ebony
crook handle, $90. BELOW, left: yachtsmen can take their bearings with a transistor radio direction-finder by Sperry Piedmont, $249. The Aztec
chess set, hondmode from sun-hardened clay, is by Inca Imports, $160. Copehart's B transistor radia with leather corrying case, $49.50. Battaglia’s
18k gold dress watch is from ltoly, $100. The Riso 3D binoculars are 7 x 40 power and periscopic, by Scopus, $145. Sleeveless camel's-hair
and wool pullover, by Cox Moore, is $13.50. The Telex Dyno-Twin headset for hi-fl listening in private, either stereo or monophonic, $24.60.
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ABOVE, left: neither the femlin nor the whiskey is included in the portable bor, but six eoch of shot glasses, ond high- and low-ball glasses go
along, plus cocktoil shoker, bor tool and the stoinless steel serving troy, by A. Golewski & Sons, $65. Atop the bar, Hickok's zipper manicure kit
with brush, $15.95. The TelExecutive portoble speech prompter, with case, operotes at whotever speed the specker desires, by Telit Industries, $169.50.
BELOW, left: Christmos delights arroyed on a rich and shaggy Ryo woolen rug from Finlond, imported by Bonniers, $475. Bonniers olso imports
from Sweden the 17-inch Bonvita opalescent lomp, $35. From His Rolfs, the olligotor wollet ot $50; the Sportsmen’s wotch by Elgin, combining o
money clip with a 17-jewel timepiece, $29.95. The Patek Philippe clock is powered by outdoor or indoor light, coptured on a photoelectric celi,
gilded cose, hands and hour morkers, from Tiffony's, $850. An elegant, outsized doorknob of bross, with lock ond key, from Beemok, $230.
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ABOVE/ left: Easter Island head on a wolnut base is from Modecraft, $26. The imported muffler of wool and cashmere is from Honderoft, $5;
the saddle-color deerskin gloves are by Fownes, $6.50. On the tripod, from Interconfinental Morketing Corp., $21.95, is o Kodok Reflex 8 with

zoom lens, $190. The Auto Nikkor telephoto zoom lens, mounted on the Nikon, is the first for o 35mm sfill camero; its focal length is 85mm ta
250mm, $595; the Nikon camero clone, $220. In the godget bag by Perrin & Compony, $36.50, is o Yashico Model 8E movie comera, with
zoom lens, $109.95. BELOW, left: on ltalion ashtray, $15; hurricane lamp ot right, $17.50, both imported by Roymor. Rom's-horn cigar clipper,
by Iwan Ries, $15. Globe-shaped transistor rodio by Trans-World Industries, $50. Svitcase with special suit holder by Platt Luggage, $85.

Motorola's 19-inch TV plays on AC or botteries, $365. Bulova electric transistor wrist watch, $395. Sheaffer’'s PFM V pen ond pencil set, $35. B
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VISITING FIREMAN

By ART BUCHWALD and HERE CAEN
or HERB CAEN and ART BUCHWALD

the bard of the bay meets the poet of paris in the city of lights

The love of one newspaper columnist
for another is well known; it 1s one of
the glories of the profession. Therefore,
when Herb Caen, columnist for the “San
Francisco Chronicle,” went to Paris re-
cently, he could hardly wait to see his
old friend, Art Buchwald, Paris colum-
nist for the “New York Herald Trib-
une.” What they said to each other —
and what they were thinking in their
secret thoughts — went approximately as
follows:

BUCHWALD
Hi Herb, old buddy! It’s great to see youl
(Already I've got a terrible feeling he’s
gonna want me to take him to the Lido,
Maxim’s and the Tour d’Argent.)

CAEN

Artur, mon ami, mon cher, mon vieux!|
You look like a million — dollars, not
francs!
(I wonder if he’s found any places in
Paris besides the Lido, Maxim’s and
Tour d’Argent after twelve years here.)

BUCHWALD
How's the old column going in San
Francisco?
(Might as well get right to it. All he ever
looks me up for are story ideas and per-
sonalities.)

CAEN
Pretty good. Still getting away with it
(Trade talk, trade talk. Can’t he realize
I came here to meet a few French girls?)

BUCHWALD

I'm glad you wrote me you were coming
because I have a list of pretty good
names you can interview — y’know, De
Gaulle, Malraux, like that. And I dug up
a few people from San Francisco to give
you a local angle. Uh — the column still
is only — uh — local, isn't it?
(You'd think all I hadda do is dig up
stories for him. I've got a column to
write, too. Syndicated.)

CAEN
Yeah, it's still local — I prefer it that way.
And thanks for the ideas. Good of you.
(Boy, he’s square as a bear. I gel to Paris
once every four years and he’s fixing me
up with people from San Francisco. I
wonder if I should just come right out
and ask him about the girls.)

BUCHWALD

I was just thinking, there might be a
good story in the Hotel California on the
Rue de Berri. I mean the idea of you
coming to Paris and winding up at a
place called the California is a pretty
funny sitvation, don't you think?

(He’s probably dumb enough to buy it.)
CAEN
It kills me. I never would've thought of
that.
(I think I'll just tell him I'm sick and
find my own chicks.)
BUCHWALD
Meanwhile, let's go out to dinner to-
night. I'll give you a real Cook’s tour of
Paris — just the two of us. We can move
faster that way and you'll see more places.
(If I had any sense I'd have fixed him up
with a dame in the first place, and I
could be home reading a book.)
CAEN
That sounds wonderful. Let's go.
(I can’t believe a guy could live in Parnis
for twelve years and be so stupid.)
BUCHWALD
After all, San Francisco is a nice little
town — but you've gotta admit Paris has
the restaurants.
(I’ll never forget the last meal I had in
Frisco. I was sick for a week.)
CAEN
That's one thing you've got, all right —
great eating places.
(After twelve years, I'll bet the Tour
d’Argent is still the only place where he
(continued on page 120)
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CHARMING BILLY (continued from page 70)

can go and —— " She ended with a
phrase familiar to us all but unprintable
on these pages. Then, abruptly, the
wheels shifted into politeness and gen-
tility again. “And [pause] my very best
to you, Audrey,” Marilyn finished.

Wilder was philosophical when he
heard about it. “She is a very great
actress,” he said. “Better Marilyn late
than most of the others on time.”

After the picture was released to
critical raves, including some comments
that it was Marilyn's best performance,
tempers cooled somewhat. Both have
said publicly that they would be more
than delighted to make a film together
again.

Conceivably, only someone as tem-
peramental as Monroe could have caused
any commotion at all on a Wilder set,
for despite his bluntness and his un-
fettered language (he uses fourletter
words the way most of us use preposi-
tions), and despite what seems to be a
snarling contempt for the human race,
he is a kind and patient director.
Shirley MacLaine has said that she
learned more from him than from any-
body else in Hollywood.

In a sense this is odd, for although
Wilder always knows where he is going
in every script, he is not always sure
how he is going to get there. Ordinarily
he impravises the dialog on a day-to-day
basis. When he and Ernest Lehman
wrote Sabrina, they conceived one part
originally for Cary Grant, who, after
agreeing to play it, changed his mind,
The only other actor of stature available
was Huinphrey Bogart.

At once, Lehman and Wilder began
rewriting in a frenzy, fixing Grant's
scenes for Bogart. They would stay up
most of each night getting a few pages
together for the next day.

One afternoon, midway in the shoot-
ing, Wilder went to Doane Harrison, his
favorite film cutter and right-hand man,
and said, “Please get the electricians to
invent some complicated lighting effects
for the next scene. Get them to do some-
thing that will take some time.”

Wilder is known for his economy, and
the remark puzzled Harrison. “What
for?”

“We haven't got the dialog written
vet,” Wilder said.

A similar situation developed on the
set of The Apartment. “We wrote the
last four scenes in the last four days and
nights before shooting,” says I.A.L. Dia-
mond, Wilder’'s collaborator on the film-

Wilder believes that last-minute work
on the script affords him a flexibility
that helps the actors develop truer in-
terpretations of their parts. He is also
convinced that he can only work effec-
tively with a collaborator, for although
he has been in this country for twenty-

six vears, he still believes his English is
not as good as it should be. One can
only wonder what epigrams he would
coin if his language measured up to his
standards, for many of his ad-libs are
classics: it was he, not Robert Benchley,
who said, “Let me get out of these wet
clothes and into a dry martini.” This has
been in print many times, always at-
tributed to Benchley. Other Wilder-
isms are too typical of his unique
humor to be attributed to anyone else,
such as one uttered during the filming
of Sunset Boulevard. Wilder came to a
scene in which there was to be a funeral
for Gloria Swanson’s pet monkey. “How
do you see this scene?” asked the assist-
ant director. “Oh,” Wilder said, shrug-
ging, “the usual monkey funeral.”

Wilder’s impatience with trivia — and
his combination of corrosive wit and
wry amusement at human foibles — stem
to a very real degree from his experi-
ences as a young man in post-World
War I Berlin. That was a city of dreary
disillusionment and cynicism which pro-
duced the savage art of George Grosz
and the savagely angry poetry and plays
of Bertolt Brecht. Berlin was a place
of disenchantment in which the majority
of intellectuals could only reflect bit-
terly upon man'’s essential, constitutional
foolishness. It took a tough-minded, re-
silient spirit to merely survive.

Into this atmosphere arrived young
Billy Wilder, born in Vienna, on June
22, 1906, son of Max Wilder, who fitted
from business to business: owner of a
trout hatchery. proprietor of a watch
factory, operator of restaurants, ex-
porter of leather handbags—in short,
says Wilder, “A dreamer, never very
successful at any one thing, always going
into something else.” The boy, chris-
tened Samuel, was called “Billy” be-
cause his mother wanted him to have an
American name.

Wilder’s father, hoping Billy would
be a lawyer, sent him for eight years to
the Real Gymnasium, where he ab-
sorbed Latin and Greek and chafed to
get out into the world. At his father's
insistence he went next to the Univer-
sity of Vienna, but lasted there less than
a year. He got a job as a reporter on a
newspaper where he was paid space rates,
that is, according to the amount of
material he was able to get into print.

Soon he was doing fairly well. Part of
his success was due to the fact that there
were so many famous and talented peo-
ple in Vienna at the time. “One year
they were preparing a Christmas edition
of the paper, and my job was to get
messages from well-known people,”
Wilder recalls. “In a single morning 1
interviewed Sigmund Freud, his col-
league Alfred Adler, the playwright and
novelist Arthur Schnitzler, and the com-

poser Richard Strauss. In one morning.”

Paul Whiteman was responsible for
Wilder's deserting Vienna for Berlin.
Whiteman went to Vienna with his huge
“symphonic jazz"” orchestra, and Wilder
reviewed the concert for his newspaper.
Whiteman was so pleased with the re-
view that he called Wilder and asked him
to go to Berlin to write another review
of Whiteman's forthcoming appearance
there. When Wilder's editor refused to
pay his expenses, Whiteman said he
would sponsor him. Wilder went along
to Berlin, became enchanted with the
city, and never went back to Vienna.

In Berlin he got another newspaper
space-rates job and augmented his in-
come by hiring out as a tea-time dancing
partner for unescorted women in hotels
and restaurants. One day he ran into
Rabert Siodmak, the director, who knew
a man who had five thousand reichs-
marks foating around and wanted to
make a film. Wilder was hired to write
it. The film, People on Sunday, became
a minor classicc and Wilder today is
pleased to recollect that it is in the
permanent fihn collection of the Mu-
seum of Modern Art in New York. He
had another reason to be pleased with
it then, for it plunged him into the
German film industry, at that time the
second largest in the world. During the
next few years he wrote fifty-odd films of
his own and worked on at least as many
more. He made money and spent it all.
In 1933, when he was twenty-seven,
fairly well-known, but inconveniently
Jewish, he moved to Paris. He got off
the train carrying one suitcase and a
rolled-up bunch of canvases, for he al
ready had begun to collect paintings.
He checked them in the station and
rushed to the tennis matches to watch
the great Fred Perry and Bunny Austin
wrest the Davis Cup from the French.
(By then he was mad about sports, too.
Today, apart from making films, fine
art and sports are still Wilder's princi-
pal delights. His apartment is full of
Picassos, Rouaults, Dufys, and other fa-
mous modernists, and his head is full of
such statistics as how many bases Lou
Gehrig stole, a collection which affords
him nearly as much pleasure as his
paintings and sculpture do.)

Paris proved to be not as hospitable as
Berlin. Wilder scrounged, living off
German expatriates who had money to
lend, enduring the days in a sour little
hotel. Presently he got a job as director
on the first ilm to star Danielle Dar-
rieux, Mauvaise Graine — another small
classic —and that brought him to the
attention of an American film executive
then in Paris, Joe May, who liked an
original screen treatment Wilder had
written, Pam-Pam. May took it to Holly-
wood, where it was bought by Para-
mount. The money transported Wilder

(continued on page 145)



F or your Yuletide delectation, we can think of few
offerings as enticing as this fivesome of favorite

December Playmales herewith unwrapped. Miss Ellen
Stratton, who reads 35-20-35 from either direction, was a
legal secretary on the Coast when she was first

discovered by a PLAYBOY photog, and remains so today.
Ellen wants to be a lady lawyer, studies at night, and
earned part of her tuition through her Playmate appearance
a year ago this month, a move that younger members

of the California bar have unanimously endorsed.




Adomed in soap bubbles or negligee, sloe-eyed,
sexy Linda Vargas comes on with the look

of a young Ava Gardner. We first spotted her

in Chicago, were impressed by her

sensuously feline qualities, and promptly

named her our December 1957 Playmate.

She’s since moved to Hollywood, been put under
contract to Jerry Wald and appeared in

several films, including “The Best of Fverything.”
For us, Linda’s allure is more than

face and figure (35-21-35); it depends very

much on the way she moves and the

intense and sensual fashion in which she

reacts to everything around her.




Soﬂ-voiced, shy

Lisa Winters was discovered
waiting for a bus on

a Miami street corner by
photographer Bunny
Yeager, and has

become one of the
magazine’s all-time
favorites following her
appearance as Miss
December of 1956. Petite
and perfectly proportioned,
Lisa was born and raised
in Florida, but moved

to the West Coast and now
lives just outside of
Hollywood. Knowledgeable
filmland connoisseurs
made Lisa several movie
offers after her Playmate
debut, but this retiring
miss said no to a

mouie career.




RAYBOY's Janet Pilgrim was our
first Subscription Manager way back
when that department consisted of
two. our entire staff of less than ten.
Janet’s popularity as Playmate in
December 1955 prompted our
placing this multilinear miss into
promotion instead. Janet — blonde,
bouncy, beautiful — now heads

up our Reader Service, which
answers all questions concerning
the contents of the magazine.




.70}'68 Nizzart — another Miami miss — is
wild about Sinatra, sports cars and snoozing till
noon, donned our Miss December’s crown in
1958, and was the most popular Playmate

of that year. When we found Joyce, she was
devoting her time to modeling, water skiing,
bowling and keeping her trim figure in

shape. Her Playmate appearance led to a role
in “Hole in the Head,” alongside her favorite
Frankie. Paris in other movies and TV

shows followed, but Joyce still makes her home
in Miami with her parents, does modeling

and promotional work for PLAYBOY.
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VERY LATE (continued from page 57)

comes due when you're twenty-one from
some duke or king!”

“Don’t say that!” he shouted, jumping
up.
p“Why not!?” I said angrily. “Why do
you come around here? You can’t play
this, can’t play that, can’t do nothing,
what good are you? She says, she does.
I know ker! She hangs upside down from
the ceiling in her black clothes in her
bedroom at midnight!”

“Don’t say that!” His face was fright-
ened and pale.

“Why not say it!”

“Because,” he bleated, “it’s true.”

And he was out the door and running.

I didn’t see him again until the next
summer. And then only once, briefly,
when 1 took some clean linen down to
their cottage.

The summer when we were both
twelve was the summer that for a time
I didn’t hate him.

He called my name outside the pa-
vilion screen door and when I looked
out he said, very quietly, “Anna Marie,
when I am twenty and you are twenty,
I'm going to marry you.”

“Who's going to let you?” I asked.

“I'm going to let me,” he said. “You
just remember, Anna Marie. You wait
for me. Promise?”

I could only nod. “But what about —"

“She’ll be dead by then,” he said, very
gravely. “She’s old. She's old.”

And then he turned and went away.

The next summer they did not come
to the resort at all. 1 heard she was
sick. I prayed every night that she would
die.

But two years later they were back,
and the year after the year after that,
until Roger was nineteen and I was
nineteen, and then at last we had reached
and touched twenty, and for one of the
few times in all the years, they came
into the pavilion together, she in her
wheelchair now, deeper in her furs than
ever before, her face a gathering of
white dust and folded parchment.

She eyed me as I set her ice cream
sundae down before her, and eyed Roger
as he said, “Mother, I want you to
meet —"

“I do not meet girls who wait on pub-
lic tables,” she said. “T acknowledge they
exist, work, and are paid. But I imme-
diately forget their names."”

She touched and nibbled her ice
cream, touched and nibbled her ice
cream, while Roger sat not touching his
at all.

They left a day earlier than usual that
year. I saw Roger as he paid the bill,
in the hotel lobby. He shook my hand to
say good-bye and I could not help but
say:

“You've forgotten.”

He took a half step back, then looked
around, patting his coat pockets.

“Luggage, bills paid, wallet, no, I
seem to have everything,” he said.

“A long time ago,” I said, “you made
a promise.”

He was silent.

“Roger,” 1 said, “I'm twenty now.
And so are you.”

He seized my hand again, swiftly, as
if he were falling over the side of a ship
and it was me going away, leaving him
to drown forever beyond help.

“One more year, Annal Two, three,
at the most!”

“Oh, no,” I said, forlornly.

“Four years at the outsidel The doc-
tors say — "

*“The doctors don’t know what I
know, Roger. She’ll live forever. She'll
bury you and me and drink wine at our
funerals.”

*“She’s a sick woman, Annal My God,
she can’t survivel”

““She will, because we give her strength.
She knows we want her dead. That really
gives her the power to go on.”

“I can't talk this way, I can’t]” Seiz-
ing his luggage, he started down the hall.

“I won’t wait, Roger,” I said.

He turned at the door and looked at
me so helplessly, so palely, like 2 moth
pinned to the wall, that I could not say
it again.

The door slammed shut.

The summer was over.

The next year, Roger came directly to
the soda fountain where he said, “Is it
true? Who is he?”

“Paul,” I said. “You know Paul. He'll
manage the hotel someday. We'll marry
this fall.”

*“That doesn’t give me much time,”
said Roger.

“It’s too late,” I said. “I've already
promised.”

“Promised, hell! You don’t love himl”

“I think 1 do.”

“Think, hell! Thinking's one thing,
knowing’s another. You know you love
mcll"

“Do L, Roger?”

“Stop relishing the damn business so
much! You know you do! Oh, Anna,
you'll be miserablel”

“I'm miserable now,” I said.

“Oh, Anna, Anna, waitl”

“I have waited, most of my life. But I
know what will happen.”

“Annal” He blurted it out as if it
had come to him suddenly. “What if —
what if she died this summer?”

“She won't.”

“But if she did, if she took a turn for
the worse, I mean, in the next two
months —” He searched my face. He
shortened it. “— the next month, Anna,
two weeks, listen, if she died in two
short weeks, would you wait that long,

would you marry me, then?!”

I began to ay. “Oh, Roger, we've
never even kissed. This is ridiculous.”

“Answer me, if she died one week,
seven days from now —" He grabbed
my arms.

“But how can you be sure —?"

“I'll make myself surel I swear, she’ll
be dead a week from now, or I'll never
bother you again with this!*

And he flung the screen doors wide,
hurrying off into the day that was sud-
denly too bright.

“Roger, don't —"" I cried.

But my mind thought, Roger do, do
something, anything, to start it all or end
it all.

That night in bed I thought, what
ways are there for murder that no one
could know? Is Roger, 2 hundred yards
away, this moment, thinking the same?
Will he search the woods tomorrow for
toadstools resembling mushrooms, or
drive the car too fast and fling her door
wide on a curve? I saw the wax-dummy-
witch fly through the air in a lovely
soaring arc to break like ridiculous pea-
nut-brittle on an oak, an elm, a maple. I
sat up in bed. I laughed until I wept.
I wept until I laughed again. No, no, I
thought, he'll find a better way. A night
burglar will shock her heart into her
throat. Once in her throat, he will not
let it go down again, she'll choke on her
own panic.

And then the oldest, the darkest most
childish thought of all. There's only one
way to finish a woman whose mouth is
the color of blood. Being what she is, no
relative, not an aunt nor a great grand-
mother, surprise her with a stake driven
through her heart!

I heard her scream. It was so loud, all
the night birds jumped from the trees
to cover the stars.

I lay back down. Dear Christian Anna
Marie, I thought, what's this? Do you
want to kill? Yes, for why not kill a
killer, 2 woman who strangled her child
in his crib and has not loosened the
throttling cord since? He is so pale, poor
man, because he has not breathed free
air, all of his life.

And at last I slept, hoping for the
dawn, and good and final news.

The next day I saw him pushing her
along the pier and thought, yes, that's itl
she’ll vanish and be found, a week from
now, on the shore, like a sea monster
floating, all face and no body.

That day passed. Well, surely, I
thought, tomorrow . . .

The second day of the week, the third,
the fourth and then the fifth and sixth
passed, and on the seventh day, one of
the maids came running up the path,
shrieking.

“Oh, it’s terrible, terrible!”

“Mrs. Harrison?” I cried. I felt a ter-
rible and quite uncontrollable smile on
my face. (continued on page 132)



the tangible symbols for barter are many, from cowrie shells to the good long green

A SHORT HISTORY OF MONEY

MONEY IS UNDOUBTEDLY the most popular
of all ancient conveniences. Whether we
consider it to be the root of all evil, or
the source of all that is jolly and good,
there's no denying the advantages that
money has over earlier systems of swap
and barter. Anyone can readily imagine
the difficulties that might arise in trying
to get a cab driver to make change for
an ox —to say nothing of having to
compute a tip in terms of broccoli and
rhubarb.

Applied to modern urban living, such
a system would prove both unwieldy
and absurd. But no more absurd, per-
haps, than some of the peculiar forms
of money that men have been known to
hoard and fret about: shells, feathers,
beads, stones, elephant tails, whales’
teeth, beetles’ legs, iron bars, and bits
of tufted siring made from the fur of a
fruit-eating bat.

Our own money seems to be some-
what more sensibly based, and has its
origins in such age-old objects of desire
as gold and silver and girls and cows.
The words “capital” and ‘“‘chattel” are
derived from the same word as “cattle.”
Our “pecuniary” interests were once
vested in pecus, the Latin term for
cows. Today’s “fee” stems from the Old
Norse fé, meaning cattle, and our mod-
ern coins have “heads” and “tails.”

The Homeric Greeks, for example,
computed prices in terms of the ox
standard, and to all intents and purposes
oxen were considered money. As prizes
for a wrestling match, Achilles offered
the winner ““a large tripod to stand on
the fire, which the spectators valued
at twelve oxen. For the loser, he brought

article By WILLIAM IVERSEN

out a woman well skilled in women's
work, valued at four oxen.”

“Hard was the struggle for that fine
wipod,” Homer reports in the Iliad,
leaving posterity to infer that the woman
was no bargain, even at four oxen. And
no wonder. Shopping around in the
Odyssey, we learn that twenty oxen was
the going price for a really first-class
slave girl, for such was the price Laertes
paid for Euryclea, “when she was in her
first youth.”

While the early Greeks computed the
price of slave girls in terms of cattle
currency, the ancient lrish figured the
price of cattle, chariots and everything
else in terns of slave girls, or kumals.
According to the Tain, the oldest epic
poem in Western literature, the Brown
Bull of Cuailnge was purchased for a
chariot “worth three times seven bonds-
maids.” Included in the Irish King of
Leinster’s tax to Rome in 106 A.n. were
150 kumals, 150 cows, 150 swine and the
king's daughter — which not only re-
duced the hapless monarch’s capital
assets, but left him with one less de-
pendent to daim for the year 107.

Though gold and silver ornaments
were often used as money, the kumal
was so popular a currency that she was
considered both legal and tender as
late as the Middle Ages. Easily the
liveliest loot of all time, the kumal was
valued at three cows, with sheep, heifers
and bags of grain serving as small
change.

Grain was also a common currency in
the agrarian economy of ancient Egypt.
Taxes were paid in cereals, and gran-
aries served as banks, on which the

privileged and the wealthy could draw
checks against their grain deposits.
Gold was mined mainly for export, and
was measured in “grains” that corre-
sponded to the weight of a grain of
wheat, just as it was later measured in
“carats” to the weight of a carat seed.

In similar manner, the Babylonian
shekel was 180 grains of barley, and
offered a uniform standard by which
to weigh a lump of silver in 3000 B.c.
Though the Lydians are generally
credited with minung the first small
coins in the Seventh Century sB.c., the
earlier Babylonians issued silver ingots
stamped with the images of gods, who
supposedly guaranteed the weight and
purity of the metal. Gold and silver
were stored in temples, where they
would receive divine protection, and in
Judea, Greece and Rome coins were
minted in temples. The words “money”
and “mint” are but borrowings from
the Latin Moneta, “a surname of Juno,
in whose temple at Rome money was
coined.”

No one seems to be certain why
Juno's temple was chosen to serve as
the Roman mint, but a theory might
be based on the fact that she was the
protectress of cattle and women — both
chattels and tokens of wealth. In Greece
and early Rome, upper-class wives and
consorts vied for the honor of posing
for the goddesses depicted on coins,
but the first woman to appear as her-
self was Cleopatra. Judging from her
profile on the silver tetradrachma, the
Siren of the Nile would have made a
dubious booby-prize for a2 Greek wres-

(continued on page 122)



SOFT-SHELLED PHIZZINT

: . . THE CONSIDERATE
an zmagmmy menagerze SOFT-SHELLED PHIZZINT

You'll never know an animal
more considerate of human feelings

fO?’ ckildren Qf alZ ages , than the Soft-Shelled Phizzint.

Someone has mistaken this one
for a pincushion
and he’s too polite to say he isn’t.

SILVERSTEIN’S e
ZOO '

PROLOGUE

Now the Bears and the Bees and the Chimpanzees
Are creatures with which we’re familiar.

But what do we know of the Humplebacked Mo,
Or the ring-tailed breckspeckled Hillyar?

Or the tongue-twisted rubber-necked Bylliar?

Or the Gorp-eating Kallikozilliar?

satire By SHEL SILVERSTEIN

THE FLYING FESTOON AND I

I am going to ride on the Flying Festoon,

I'll jump on his back and I'll whistle a tune,
And we'll fly to the outermost tip of the moon,
The Flying Festoon and I.

Oh, I'm taking some crackers, a ball and a prune.
And we're leaving this evening precisely at noon,
For I'm going to fly with the Flying Festoon,

Just as soon as he learns how to fly.



TWENTY-EIGHT-TON GHELI

LONG-

NECKED

PREPOSTEROUS

THE GHELI

See the twenty-eight-ton Gheli.
He'd love for you to scratch his belly.

1 MAN-EATING FULLIT

THE TAIL OF THE FULLIT

This is the tail of the
Man-Eating Fullit.
Let’s not pull it.

DONALD

This is Donald,

A Long-Necked Preposterous,
Looking around for a female
Long-Necked Preposterous.
But there aren’t any.
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SLITHERGADEE

NOT ME

The Slithergadee has crawled out of the sea.

He may catch all the others, but he won’t catch me.
No you won’t catch me, old Slithergadee,

You may catch all the others, but you wo —

GRAVEYARK

THE GRAVEYARK

See the Graveyark in his cage,

His claws are sharp, his teeth are double.
Thank heaven he’s locked up safe inside,
Or we'd all be in terrible trouble!

GRU

HOW TO DEAL WITH THE GRU

Don’t pooh-pooh the Gru,
For if you do,

He'll bite you through,
And chomp and chew,
And swallow you.

But if you don't,

Don’t think he won’t.



THE ZUMBIES

The Ostrich is known to bury his head.
The Zumby, so much more discreetly,

At the very first inkling of danger or dread,
Will bury himself most completely.

If he catches the sound or the odor of man,

He envisions a horrible death,

So he burrows himself deep down into the sand,
And sits there, just holding his breath.

So the next time you're down to the beach at the strand,

So sunny and splashy and gay,
Remember, the Zumbies sit under the sand,
Just waiting for you to go 'way.

DOES ANYONE HERE TALK GURSDEE TALK?

Does anyone here talk Gursdee talk?

Do you know how to say “good-bye”?

For I'd like the Gursdee to leave next Thursday,
And all I can say is “Hi"l

GLUMP

A WARNING FOR THOSE WHO CHANCE TO
MEET A WILD GLUMP COMING HOME LATE
AT NIGHT, DOWN A DARK STREET, PAST
A GRAVEYARD, ALL ALONE IN A STORM
Don’t bump
The Glump.
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“Please stop staring.
When I blush,
I blush all over.”



article By ERIC BENTLEY

ctter to a would-be playwright

the nation’s foremost drama
critic delineates the crucial
differences between writing
and wrighting, craft and
art, fulfillment and success

Author’s Note: One does not write on theatre without receiving letters from
playwrights. T here is the playwright who tells me I have all the right ideas about
drama and he has put all these ideas into a play — will I vead 1t? T here is the

pht) n'ught who gets his atlorney to write me demanding that every copy of my
review of his play be removed forthwith from the market or he will sue me.

Most ingraliating of all is the playwright who hasn’t yet written a play and wants
to know how to write one. I always feel that, if 1 lmlh knew the an swer. ! would
myself be the author of a list of plays at least as good as “Oedipus Rex,” “King
Lear” and “Phedre.” But one such ~playwright” recently raised questions

I can at least begin to answer — as follows.

Dear X:

So you have not yet written a play. One could wish some of our other
dramatists had shown such restraint. But then, you tell me. you are still quite
young. The temptation to write a play may well be on the point of becoming
irresistible. Once it does so. all anyone can do is try to keep you from writing
a bad play. It will not be easy. Many bad plays find favor in the great heart of
the public, and most of them find favor in the heart. great or small, of their authors.

If you insist on \\utmg a play, nothing can stop you from writing a bad one
except the act of writing a good one. Can you learn to do this? Or. to give the
question its classic form: can playwriting be taught? (contin ued on page 106)
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HANNA & BARBERA: the thinking man’s disney

IN A TV WORLD MIRED IN MEDIOCRITY, one large blessing counted by
audiences and critics alike has been the work of two happy
voyagers on the Hollywood cartoon treadmill, Bill Hanna (above,
right) and Joe Barbera. From their first series, Ruff 'n Reddy,
angled at the oatmeal set, through the cartoon hoss-opera, Quick
Draw McGraw, on through the fabulously successful and ex-
tremely hip Huckleberry Hound, their recently launched com-
pany, Hanna-Barbera Productions, has prospered. Its newest and
most adult-pitched effort to date, a stone-age situation comedy
called The Flintstones, has been unique in a field not particularly
noted for stimulating entertainment, Damon Hanna and Pythias
Barbera have been wogether for twentv-three vears, a score of them
in the purlieus of MGM animation. During that prolonged tour
of duty they managed to turn out some two hundred Tom and
Jerry cartoons for MGM, accumulating seven Oscars in the proc-
ess. Western-born, ex-engineer Hanna and New York City-hboy,
ex-aiccountant Barbera, who happily abandoned slide rules and
tax forms for the animation biz, are well on their way to becom-
ing cartoon colossi. In three whirlwind vears since H-B severed the
silver cord from the Metro lion, it has grown from a staff of two
to a crew of 130. H-B's main preoccupation these days (aside from
planning a whaole new series of cartoons under a five-year contract
from Columbia Pictures) is exploring the potent satiric possibili-
ties inherent in The Flintstones. One slated for use: a tough,
hard-boozing prehistoric private eye named Peter Gunnite who
drinks rocks on the rocks until, of course, he gets stoned.



RAY CHARLES: shake that thing

RAY CHARLES BELONGS TO THE BLUFS and vice versa. At twentv-eight,
the moaning, moving singer-pianist has a firm lock on what has
come to be called “soul jazz” — a fervent, gospelish rendering of
the blues according to St. Charles. Blind since the age of six
(“I don't need to see to play or sing the way I feel”) and an
orphan since the age of ffteen, Charles has hewn his own path
to the top. starting with his first professional stint as the leader
of a trio in 1949. During that time. he chose to imitate the pretty
piping style of Nat “King™ Cole, then chucked it to concentrate
on the grunts, shricks and lootstompin® carthiness that are his
current trademarks. By 1957 he made it 10 Carnegie Hall, and his
personal appearances have kicked up wild audience response
ever since (Charles broke the house record at Hollywood's Pal-
ladium, drew over seven thousand fans at three dollars a head).
His records — LPs and singles — are invariably top sellers, and
he is a composer as well as a performer: his I Got a Woman,
A Fool for You, Hallelujah 1 Love Her So and What'd 1 Say,
among others, have been recorded by such as Pegpy Lee, Siammy
Davis, Jr., and Harry Belalonte. Charles’ current troupe is made
up of a seven-picce band plus a foursome of [emale chirpers
known as the Raylettes, all devoted to the gospel of funk and
frenzy, though Charles himsell can croon a ballad with untutored
tenderness when he wants to. “I try to put all of me into what
I'm singing or playing. no matter what it is.” Charles says. “If I
don’t believe it mysell, I can't make anyone believe it.” To that
his legion of believers shouts “Amen.”

PAUL KRASSNER: buicher of sacred cows

THERE IS IN NEW YORK CITY a young man who owns and operates
a three-thousand-vore icon smasher. His name 1s Paunl Krassner,
and his icon smasher is a lively, witty and mordant little news-
paper called The Realist, with a subscription list of three thou-
sand. Its masthead proclaims its dedication to free thought,
criticism and satire, and it lives up to its promises with [ront-
page articles like Lel's Hate Velerans and Inside Norman
Vincent Pollyanna. The Realist also conducts Impolite Inter-
views with people like sick comic Lenny Bruce and psycho-
therapist Dr. Albert Ellis (who, among other things, plumps
for the correct use of the most unprintable fourletter epithet
in the English language); features irreverent definitions ("Yom
Kippur: Instant Lent”); runs sardonic announcements (“Report
obscene mail to vour postmister — he thrives on it”); and flavs
humorless, supersensitive Madison Avenue with, as an example,
a ringing Krassner editorial urging readers to write letters to
TV's innocuous Masquerade Parly complaining about a non-
existent “offensive” incident on one ol the shows. (The result
was all that could have been hoped for: puzzled. Irightened
producers and sponsors called letter writers long distance, beg-
aing for details of the supposed outrage.) Twenty-cight-vear-old
Editor Krassner., who is writing a novel and compiling Realist
articles for a book (its dedication: “To Modess . . . because™),
runs a one-man shop. His credo: “The Realist is unbiased by
dogma or authority and is upafraid of what people might think,
but hopeful that they will think for themselves.”
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L(‘:tter to a wo l]]d—be p]ay'wright (continued from page 103)

You tell me a friend of vours savs it
can’t. But vou tell me this because you
assume that I believe it can. But do I?
Well, ves and no, and more particu-
larly — while I am fecling needled by
vour reading of my mind — No! There 1s
a lot to be said lor the unteachability of
any subject. As I calm down, though, I
shall agree with vou in seeing no reason
why playwriting should be regarded as
less teachable than other subjects. Oh
ves, it 1s less teachable than reading,
writing and ‘rithmetic. but those are
clementiry subjects. Plavwriting is an
advanced subject. and at the advanced
stage in any field a student has chiefly
to work on his own. The point is that
while the teacher, at tlus stage. may
intervene less often, his intervention
may still be valuable, even, in certain
cases, essential. A coach of professional
swimmers does not jump in the water
and mamipulate his men's limbs . . . A
psychoanalyst does not interrupt his pa-
tient's every third word . . . In short, I
would not exclude the possibility that a
teacher might be uscful to a playvwright.

You tell me that even vour friend who
believes that plavwriting can be taught
adds that in practice it never is. Here
my quarrel would only be with the word
“never.” I will grant you that most
teaching of plavwriting is ineffectual —
if vou will grant me that most teaching
ol evervthing else is incffectual. Nature
is said 1o be wasteful. but. if the art of
education is anvthing to go by, art is
even more wastelul, All these man-hours
in classrooms — [or nothing — possibly
for that worse than nothing which is
miseducation — the kind that has 1o be
unlearned later, if indeed it still can be!
And the pity ol it, considering that the

children being  miseducated  are  not
idiots! The energy of vouth  passes

through our schools like so much unused
water power. The years ol opportunity
between ten and twenty are thrown away
on mere sociability, and. of late, sociabil-
ity has led through boredom to unsocia-
bility, otherwise known as crime. How
can anyone believe in Education, when
the educators have provided nothing but
awlul examples of How Not To Do Ir?

But I hardly need 1o tell vou what a
mess education is: you are, after all, edu-
cated. Or does vour being educated pre-
aent you Irom seeing the Facts ol educa-
tion as ol evervthing clse? How fave you
spent the last ten vears? On higher things,
I should judge, for vour letter bears wit-
ness to vour neglect of lower things,
notably grammar, svirtax, diction. not to
speak ol style. You cannot write English.
You propose to write plays: but vou can-
not write English: and presumably yvou
see no great contradiction here. You will
tell me that English could always be
learned if absolutely necessarv bue that,
firstly, plays aren’t written in the lan-

guage ol Shakespeare, they are written
in that of the gutter and, sccondly, plays
aren’t properly said to be written at all,
they are consuructed, a Wright not be-
ing a Writer but an artificer, artisan, or
fixer.

The reason you will tell me this is
that vou know I don’t agree. You want
to hear what I will say because vou smell
a rat: you voursell don't believe the
stuff you are parroting. After all. vou
have not ver taken that course in play-
writing, and so vou are as vet incom-
pletely indocirinated with the antiliter-
ary philosophy of its teachers. 1 will let
vou into the secrer that underlics this
philosophy — a secret deduction which
perhaps those initiates don't even con-
fess to themselves. It s this: because
what is good as literature may be bad as
theatre, it follows that bad writing is the
first step to what is good in theatre. That
is not undemocratic, yvou will admit: for
such a first step can be taken by any
citizen of whatever color, creed or na-
tion. Some citizens are even willing to
pay wuition for the privilege.

Why not learn the tricks ol a trade
that 1s nothing but tricks? Well, there s
a reason why not, and it is that the path
of loolishness isn't always simple. Bad
taste has its pitkalls, just like good. For
that matter, who has the courage ol his
pucrility? The lool must perlorce deny
being a fool. It is even wue, despite
Machiavelli, that the knave must deny
—even to himself — being a knave. Con-
scious kmavery such as Machiavelli rec-
ommended is as much of a strain as vir-
tue. For the price, one might just as well
be good . . .

The teacher of playwrighting (despite
Webster, it should be spelled that way)
can start out cheerily enough with the
declaration that the box ofice never lies,
ercerera. The purpose of art is to please,
cteetera. We aren’t a lot of snobs, are
we, etcetera. Just look what awlul plays
those highbrows write, ctcetera. Shake-
speare, on the other hand, is one of us,
he ook a course in playwriting from the
horses  outside the Globe Theatre,
cteetera. Oh, those awlul literadi, those
coteries, those cliques, 1 wrote a book
once, and vou know what was done to
me by those awlul hterat, those coter-
ies, those cliques, eteetera? In short, what
we believe in is Democracy, and the peo-
ple’s choice is made known 1o eight
newsmen at cleven-thirty every evening
by a process which may be mystic but
which is no less Real, Ercetera.

When the tumule and shouting die,
vou realize, 1 hope, that, of all the gods,
the public is only a goddess and a bitch
at that. La donna ¢ mobile. 1f the public
really ever had an opinion and stuck to
it, one might at least be able to pay
attention. But what is the public’s de-
cision on Adbie’s Irish Rose? As ol now,

total indifference. As of thirty-five years
ago. costatic approval. Now tell me —
adl don’t use vour head, use your public
—is that a good plav or isn't itz Don’t
bother to answer. just draw this moral:
teachers who wish to teach the successful
formulas are faced with the disturbing
fact that the successful formulas change.
It would even seem that a pattern some-
times [lails precisely by becoming a
formula, and has at that point to be
replaced by another pattern. which in
turn lails when it becomes a lormula,
and so on.

‘There is a bag ol tricks in any pro-
fession, and voung people will always
learn the wicks. may often be the beter
for learning them. and may never be the
worse for learning them — provided they
accept them at no more than themnr actual
value. T am attacking — ves, now you
have brought out the aggressor in me —
the notion that a play differs [rom a
poem or a picture precisely in being all
tricks. No one ever put that notion lor-
ward, vou say. Perhaps not, I reply, but
the teachers imply its truth and not
once or twice but all the time. Upon
that sand they have built their theatres.
Upon pure philistinism. Upon hostility
to sensibility and imagination, not to
mention thought.

This is the real reason why the hooks
on How To Write A Play are so depress-
ing. In manv of them there’s a lot of
shrewd observavion. What worked last
time is offered to the tyro as what is
likely o work next time and a thou-
sand vumes thereafter. A list of the things
that worked last time — this kind of ex-
position, this kind of curtain line, this
kind of leading character, this kind of
ending —is known as Dramatic Tech-
nique, is known as How To Write A
Play.

In time the books on How To Write
A Play became a joke. It was then that
the total umeachability of playwrinng
began to be talked about. No one cin
help you because plavwriting proceeds
upon no principles! With the silly sim-
ple rules of the how-to books, these
counter-revolutionaries throw out criti-
cal understanding altogether, falling
back upon an extreme relativism — so
many plays, so many rules — and an ex-
treme subjectivism — cach playwright a
law unto himself. This philosophy, what-
ever its truth, is likely to be just as
cramping as the how-to books themselves,
for it gives the playwright nothing to
lean on but Inspiration, a creature far
too whimsical and eclusive to keep him
from the bottle.

Those who hold this view make the
sime mistake as those who hold the op-
posite: they conceive of plavwriting as a
thing apart, an art somehow exempt
from the normal obligations of art. I
want to start at the other end. The play-
wright is, first, an artst and, secondly, he

(continued on page 112)




Ribald Classic

THE FOOTPRINT OF A LION

A newly translated tale from the Spanish El Libro de los Engannos

IT Is RELATED that a certain king was mad
for beautiful women and that this was
his only fatling. One day as he was gaz-
ing from the palace rool, he saw in a
nearby garden a woman bathing. She was
so beautiful that the king instantly fell
in love with her and sent a message ask-
ing her to receive him that night in her
house.

The woman sent word back that this
could not be, since her husband, a
soldier, was in the city and would be
home that evening. Therefore the king
signed an order having the soldier sent
to the wars, but the order went astray.

When the king entered the soldier's
house, the beautiful wife bowed low be-
fore him, led him to the bedroom, and
said: “Sire, behold your slave who de-
sires whatever you desire. But first 1
must go and bathe.”

She handed him a book. “Read this,
sire,” she said, “and as you read I shall

make mysell beautiful for you.”

Now as the king read, he grew
ashamed of what he planned to do, for
the book told how adulterous women
should be mocked by all society. Laying
the book on the Hloor beside the bed, he
arose and in his haste to quit the house,
he forgot his sandals which remained
beneath the bed.

When the husband returned and
found the golden sandals of the king he
was terrified, for he suspected that the
amorous and jealous king had made his
wile roval property. For this reason he
ceased going o bed with her himsell.

After a time, the wife went to her
parents and told them ol her husband'’s
coldness, and they called him and asked
him why he had turned away from his
wile. “T [ound the king’s sandals under
the bed,” he told them, “and thercfore
1 do not dare 1o sleep with her.”

“Let us go to the king and speak in
parable.” said his wile’s kinsmen.

They went straightway to the palace,
obtained audience, and said: “Sire, we
gave a field to this young man so that he
could cultivate it and enjov the [ruits
thereol. Now, he worked this keld for a
good season and then forsook it.”

The king looked at the soldier and
said: “How siy you, young man?"

“Sire, it is true that they entrusted to
me this field and that 1 worked it [aith-
fully and joylully until one day as I
walked over it 1 found the lootprint of
a lion. 1 went there no more alfter that,
for 1 feared that the lion might come

and devour me. For this reason I gave
up tilling that land.”

The king stroked his beard and smiled,
Then he spoke. “Verily, the lion walked
in your garden and he lelt his [ootprint
there; but he did nothing to harm you,
nor did he commit any evil while he
walked there. [ advise vou, therefore, to
return to your garden and to cultivate it
as it deserves.”

And the soldier went happily back to
his wife.

— Translated by J. A. Gato
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LASTEST WITH THE LEASTEST (/e true-
life story of how one impractical, awkward,
undependable, 1llogical, dopey, inept,
kookie, rash, clumsy, foolhardy, thoughtless,
fumbling genius makes out just dandy

humor

By ROBERT FONTAINE

ANYONE CAN BE IMPRACTICAL, no matter how practical he was
born and brought up. As a child I was trained to save string
and horseshoe nails, shut the windows when it rained, keep
the crusts for bread pudding, turn off all the faucets tightly,
and tell the bus driver 1 was under twelve when I wasn't. Yet
with the passing vears I have succeeded. after a hard struggle,
in becoming impractical.

Why, I hear you ask, should anyone want to be impractical?
The answer is: practical people get all the dirty work to do
because they're so good at it! Practical people are given dull,
routine jobs where they can be trusted. Practical people cook
the steaks while others sit around sipping juleps and compar-
ing goll scores. Practical bachelors are fair game for women
who adore practical men for husbands because they can be
trusted to go down in the middle of the night and fix the oil-
burner or nail up new shingles in the midst of a cloudbunrst.

I can remember when I was in school T began to get an
uneasy [eeling that T was being taken because I was so depend-
able. Above all others I was chosen to stay alter school to clean
the blackboards and bang the erasers together, getting chalk
dust in my lungs and missing baseball practice. Miss Calkins
used to say, “You're a good boy, Robert. I can depend on you
to do all the chores.” She never said she could depend on me
to go out there in the clutch and hit a home run with the
bases loaded in the ninth. You do not use practical people
for that sort of thing. You use glamorous, unpredictable pinch
hitters.

I recall that as a vouth T worked in a Wall Street broker’s
office where my job consisted mainly of keeping the flowers
fresh, emptying the ashtrays and doing some of the account-
ine. There was a fellow there who was always considered
quite cccentric. My boss, Getson, ol Getson & Stayz, said to
me one day, “There’s Perky, George Perky. You never know
what he’s going to do. Used to be a bookkeeper but got 1o
drawing cartoons i the ledgers. Made him a customer’s man
and now he makes thirty thousand a year. People find him
refreshing.”

Once 1 was a salesman for a book publishing firm. I made
a very poor living. but a character named O’Mara Riley, who
continually told risqué jokes. was the top salesman. Riley
was undependable. He would sell less than fifty books to a
biz bookstore and then end up selling three thousand to a
fellow he met in a bar. To make 1t worse, Riley was impractical
about his expense accounts and he lived an exquisite life
charging up truffles. limousines and beautiful female assistants
to the company. On the other hand. the boss used to call me
in and snarl, “How come you used so (continued on page 118)



“We're here, Harry.
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Letter to a WOUld-bC playwrlght (continued from page 106)

is a particular kind of artist — a writer,
This would be an utterly uncalled-for
formulation, were it not more and more
assumed that the playwright is neither a
writer nor an artist but only a manipu-
lator.

Not long ago a playwright was sum-
moned to the hotel room of a producer.
The producer had read the script, and
was proceeding not only to talk about it
but to rewrite it as he paced the carpet.
He redid the fst scene on his feet, re-
citing all the roles. “You aren’t taking it
down,” he then said to the playwright.
“No,” said the playwright, “I'm taking
it in. I go home. I let all this rest in my
mind. What 1 can’t absorly evaporates.
What remains gets into the play later —
il I like it and know how to work it in.
The play needs time [or the absorption
of the new ideas, the new material.
These things must happen organically,
sir.” That playwright spoke as an artist
and a writer. That producer spoke as a
charlatan, not to say an egomaniac. The
producer dropped the play on the
grounds that the playwright didn't know
his business. He meant, of course, that he
didn't know his place. That place was
the place of a stenographer — or shall
we say an echo chamber for His Master's
Voice? Anvhow, it isn't cgomania I
want to call your attention to but the

[uilure to cope with the psychology of
the artist.

The artst has learned his craft but is
never content to be a craftsman. The
craft serves the art or, as Goethe put it,
one only writes out of personal necessity.
The endings of plays, for example, are
not a gamble on the audience’s response.
They are a matter of what the play-
wright feels o be necessary. They can-
not be open to discussion. Discussion
with whom anyway? A work of art
springs [rom its author’s nature. No one
can tell him what that is. Nor can he
guarantee that anv play he is working on
will turn out well. That is where he dil-
fers from the craftsman. Craftsmanship
can be perfected.

Consider what is happening when we
tike a work of art with a bad ending
and stick on a good ending supplied to
us by a craftsman or play-doctor. It can
be true that we are perfecting the imper-
fect. I imagine a good craftsman could
improve on the ending ol Chekhov's
Ivanov. However, from an arustic point
of view, Chekhov's bad ending is neces-
sary. The play could be fixed up exter-
nally with an ending that is neater and
more logical, yet I don’t think anvone
could find a new ending that would
grow organically from the three preced-
ing acts. If anyone could, he would be

Chekhov's true collaborator — Beaumont
to his Fletcher —and not a mere me-
chanic. It seems more likely that leanov
1s an impasse that can never become a
thoroughfare. In lvanov we have three
superb acts from which there is no way
out. When this sort ol thing happens,
an author writes another play. As for the
public, it must settle for three great acts
and accept one act that is less than great,

Il you have ever wondered why the
newspaper critics often have more to
say against the great writers than against
the carrently fashionable craftsmen, the
example ol Toanov may make the reason
clear. A craftsman can achieve perlecuion
because his work is the rearrangement ol
known elements — the solution ol jigsaw
puzzles. The artist’s material is that
greatest of mysteries, human maure. He
feels his way in the dark. In philistines
such things create anxiety and delensive
resentment, but for anyone in the audi-
ence who has an inkling of what are is
about, and an ounce ol sympathy lor it,
there is more enjovment in the imper-
fection of an Jvanov than i the bright,
shallow perfection of the cralisimen.

Yet mustn'e I get o know the theatre,
you ask, grease paint and gelatines,
spots and teasers, flats and wings — that
celebrated other world behind the foot-
lights which is so notoriously “not liter-
aturc”z 1 think you must. Or 1 would
think you must il your own letter did
not suggest that you already know that
other world better than this one. You
certainly know more of theatre practice
than of literary practice. 1 think you
should be urged to restore the balance.

“Shakespeare and Moliére vou
begin to retort. I know. 1 have reason o
know because I've been told so olten:
Shakespeare and Moliére were actors.
Moliére was even a good actor. May [
tell you something about them which 1
can guarantee you have not heard a
thousand umes before? They both man-
aged somehow 1o see a lot of the world
outside the theatre —of the two worlds
outside the theatre, in fact, the direct
experience they had of human living
and the indirect experience ol it that is
acquired through reading. Moliere
learned a lot not only from clowns but
from Jesuits.

We have no certain knowledge ol what
Shakespeare was doing in the crucial
decade of young manhood, his twenties.
There is an old tradition to the effect
that he was a teacher, though not of
playwriting. This tradition has been dis-
counted only because people haven’t
wished to believe in a possibly erudite
Shakespeare. Yet the plays themselves
prove that he had studied and absorbed
the whole culture of his day. He was
steeped in the thought of his time as
Thomas Mann, say, was stecped in Freud.
Freud, you tell me, is known on Broad-
way too; he’s even the only thinker who




is. Ah yes, but to be steeped in Freud,
as Mann was, is one thing, and to have
dabbled a little in Freudianism is to
have acquired the litle knowledge that
is worse than none.

Is there time, you ask, is there time to
read more than a litle? Life is real, life
is earnest, and one ought to be seen a
good deal at the Algonquin and the
I"laza. The smoke-filled room cannot al-
so he thought-filled,

For al my back I always hear

Time's wingéd chaviot hurrying

near , . .

And Time is as nothing compared to
The New York Times. The voung play-
wright will be ¢lad of the help of more
practical heads (arms, legs?) from the
Theatre. They can rewrite him, rvight
there in the hotel —in wvarious hotcls,
changing with the stage scenery, New
Haven. Boston, Philadelphia . . .

To this, the answer is that more time
would be left, if less time were wasted.
Every time-saving device from the tele-
phone to the airplane ends up as a time-
wasting device. The speeding-up of play-
writing that takes place in hotels is a
slowing-down ol plavwriting — in [act a
complete stoppage. Of course, it is true
that playwrights must learn the art of
the theatre, and above all its central art:
that of acting. 1T would complain that
nmost of them don’t learn enough of it,
partly because acting is a hard thing to
learn about and very lew people are spe-
cially sensitive to it. partly because the
theatrical life generally consists in any-
thing but the pursuit ol essential the-
awre. It will be time o tell you 1o spend
vour days and mights with theatre peo-
ple when theatre people spend  their
davs or nights with the theatre art. At
present, the injunction w be practical
and get to know the working theatre is
an injunction to squander the best years
of vour life in agents’ offices, producers’
ollices, hotels, the right restaurams — or
anvwhere else in telephonic communica-
tion with these plices.

We hear of the playwright's need of
the theatre, but what ol his necd. equally
real, 1o keep his distance? Henrik Ihsen
“wvot 1o know the working theatre™ as a
voung man, and that sufliced. To write
plavs he went away [rom the theatre, nor
did he return to see them through re-
hearsal. The most eminent of American
plavwrights, Eugene O'Neill, got his
betiviul of theatre in childhood (mavbe
that’s the best time), and considerably
belore middle age he felt the need to
put a healthy distance between him and
the gentlemen who know all about it.
Even Bernard Shaw, who was sociable,
and who liked to direct his own [:1.;1}'5,
ook up residence, as soon as he could,
out of reach of bus and train. Every
morning. as long as he could walk, he
went down to his garden hut. To write.
In solitude.

Does that sound rather grim? If you
think it does, then we are making an
interesting discovery: that vou are not
a writer. You may want “the theatre,”
but what you do not want is to write.
Either 1t must be some other theatrical
job you are cut out for, or it is not even
theatr¢ vou want: it is prominence or
parties or la wie de Bohéme.

A writer, qua writer, does not “need
the theatre.” He only needs a typewriter,
a table, a chair, and. surrounding these
objects, four walls and a door that locks.
Even a hotel room will do, il the lock is
a strong one and the phone is out ol
order.

Lonely? Bue isn't loneliness the mod-
ern writer's [avorite subject? Should he
bely its importance? Then again, what
about “the lonely crowd™ It is visible
enough on Times Square, iand in all pub-
lic buildings adjacent thereto. Solitude
in fact can be borne only by those who
suffer Icast from loneliness, or at any rate
by those who feel that their solitude is
amply peopled. Writers are such persons.
Their philosophy is that of Pirandello:
people exist for you insofar as they have
been waken into your thoughts and f[eel-
ings. These thoughts and feelings stay on
after the “people” leave the room.
Amazing to think how crowded was the
solitude of a Tolstoy or a Dickens! At
the opposite pole, we have people whose
solitude is a terrilying emptiness; it even
hurts them that Sardi’s is closed on
Sunday.

Think about this when next you hear
that some so-called writer is a “real man
of the theatre.” He may just be gregari-
ous: solitary work makes demands and
he cannot meet them. Doubtless vou re-
member Shaw's quip: those who can, do;
those who cannot. teach. It requires but
slight adjustment to our theme: those
who can, write; those who cannot, write
plavs.

And those who cannot write plays.
write television plays. The writer who
cannot write is an institution nowadays,
and makes more monev than the writer
who can write. Otherwise, why would
he devote so much time
writing?

Do you want money? No, don’t say
anvthing. It really doesn’t matter what a
person says to that question . . . There
are few persons who cannot be wempred
by money. A poct is only a person whose
temptation to go after money is swamped
by the temptation to write poetrv. The
poet has a simpler time of it than the
dramatist: he miakes a vow of poverty
and leaves it at that. The dramatist never
knows what will happen next. He may
suddenly find himself as rich as the rich:
but he cannot count on it. The situation
is not easyv on the nerves. Could your
nerves stand it? And. if you did get rich.
would vou survive the experience as an
artist? 1 am not assuming that you would

to his non-
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wish to join the international set. I am
thinking (among other things) of the
following  archetypal experience in
Twentieth Century America.

A man is born in the slums of Brook-
lyn or the Bronx. His writing is his re-
sponse to that milieu. Broadway and
Hollywood enable him to move to the
East Sixties. It's only hall an hour by
cab [rom where the folks live, but, hu-
manly speaking, it might as well be in
outer space. His small-time wife has to
he replaced by a wife in the big time.
His small-time life is replaced by a life
in the big time. After all, he has achieved
Success - . . Perhaps guilty conscience
dictates a play sayving how awlul are the
inhabitants of the East Sixties? But this
pliy is not a good play. None ol his plays
are good plays any more. The theare is
now “hailing”™ a goodish play by a
younger man — from Brooklyn or the
Bronx — who is alveady in the taxi mov-
ing to the East Sixties . .

I am (ves, vou're right) only saying
that, if you're zoing 1o be a writer. you
will need a sense of identity. A firm one.
Otherwise, “that undisturbed, innocent,
sommmbulatory process by which alone
anvthing great can thrive is no longer
possible.” T am quoting a writer. He
continues: “Our talents today lie ex-
posed to public view. Daily criticisms,
which appear i hlty differenc places,
and the gossip that is provoked by them

among the public, hamper the produc-
tion of anvthing that is really sound . . .
He who does not keep aloof from all
this and isolate himself by main force is
lost.” The author of Egmont and Faust
is describing what would later be called
the alienation of the intellectual in
modern society. The creative process, he
15 sayving., must not be disturbed, must
not be deflowered. It must be a lorm of
sleepwalking. Now  Johann  Wollgang
von Goethe was as worldly as any poet
could afford to be. He spent much time
on love affairs, and probably even more
on aftairs of state. But as for the world
ol the press agents and the press. he says:
keep alool or you will be lost.

Perhaps vou are a stronger man than
Goethe?

Let's assume vou are strong enough to
be a writer. That lonely room 1o which
vou are strong enough, and interested
enough, to commit vourself, must not be
peopled exclusivelvy with your personal
memories. Young as vou are, vou must
not sit down and go to work without
more ado on The Great American Play.
Manv have. And some of them have
made a lot of monev. What thev have
not made 15 The Grear American Play.

In addition to memories. vou need cul-
ture, all art being a crvstallization of
personal  experience and  second-hand
experience. America is probably the only
country in the world where a young per-

“Would you like to give your body
to science, Miss Sedgewick?”

son who wants to write a play (poem,
novel) can imagine he is all set to go
ahead on the basis of personal experi-
ence alone. (How manv American short
stories are but slightly more sophisti
cated renderings of the higch school
theme, written in the autumm: Some-
thing That Happened To Me This
Summer.) Everywhere else there is Cul-
ture, which at its worst means: find out
how it was done a hundred vears azo
and do it again, but at its best means: a
sense of tradition.

A sense of wradition implies respect
for the Masters. When the French actor
Jean Vilar spoke in New York recently.
many were surprised at his repeated allu-
sions to “our fathers” and what they
have left us. Where many Americins
think thev can “do it themselves” and
deserve praise for trving o, vour French-
man  unashamedly lives on  inherited
cultural  wealth — without  necessarily
omitting to invest it properlv and add
the fruits of his own enterprise. Other
Americans spend a good deal of cmo-
tional energy envving France. There is
no need to: the Masters belong o all
mankind. Among musicians, even in
America, that fact is admitted. In the
drama. as in all literature, there are
language barriers. Yet have these stopped
Balzac and Tolstoy being an inspiration
o nonvelistis? Per congra, drama written
in  Lnglish — by Shakespeare — has  in-
spired writers all over the world.

Why do the classics matter? Thev cer-
tainly do not perform all the noble and
world-bettering  functions  that  people
have been pleased to assign to them. One
could casily defend the thesis: The Clas-
sics Don’t Work. They are nothing, or
they are a lount of inspiration. especially
to artists.

A few of the classics at a time, that is.
For the artist is seldom a man of catholic
tastes. Indeed it is doubtful il anyone
really has the kind of taste which Higher
Education supposes that he has: equally
receptive to all Kinds of greatness. 1 vou
are looking one wav, vou cannot be look-
ing the other way: and a proper educa-
tion would just help vou to see, without
claiming to give vou eves in the hack of
vour head. To the artist. anvhow. the

Masters are not a row ol marble statues
of equal size and ranged in unalterable
formation. Groupings and relationships
change. Sometimes the artist must rebel
against a particular Master. as the son
against the father. There was Shaw's long
campaign against Shakespeare. What one
would deplore in a playwright would be
inditference to Shakespeare, not hosulity
to him. (In any case, Shaw was really at-
tacking the public’s attitude to Shake-
speare rather than the man himself)
Brecht later had to fight Goethe and
Schiller. All that these things prove is
that you can’t have healthy religion
without a certain amount of blasphemvy.
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The plavwright’s interest in the Mas-
ters s different from the scholar’s inter-
est. The scholar is concerned to place
and appraisc them. The artist is con-
cerned only with what he can get out of
them [or his own practical purposes. His
disrespect for information about them
puts him at the opposite end of the scale
from performers on a quiz program. But
his need of the Masters is greater than
anyone else’s. They are his food. Goethe
revealed to Eckermann that he could
not let a year go by without reading
some AMoliére.

It is hard, I think, for the aspiring
American playwright to acquire such an
attitude. I call your own letter to witness.
“How,” you rhetorically ask, “can one
possibly imitate the classics today?” Who
asked you to? Why so defensive? Stravin-
sky doesn’t imitate earlier music. He
makes legitimate use of it. And you
might give a little thought to Bertoht
Brecht's use of The Beggar's Opera —
except that it is not so much the direct
exploitation of classics that you need to
know about at present as their subtle,
indirect, pervasive, [ructifving force.

It 1s not just a matter of the Masters.
It is a matter of the relation between the
playwright and the whole past of the
art he serves. That relationship is always
mmportant and in our time has become
even more so.

The last hundred years have seen the
attempt to create a new kind of theawre
that is the reverse of cdassic in any of
the accepted senses of the term. The aim
of the new, nonclassic theatre has been
to present on the stage the illusion ol
ordinary life. The audience looks
through a kevhole at the private life of
its neighbors. A play is praised for the
accuracy of its reporting and photog-
raphy — “accuracy” here meaning the
absence of exaggeration. interpretation,
or even accent. Sometimes the severity ol
this formula has been relaxed, and a
little democritic good will or Christian
sentiment was admitted. T am speaking,
as I trust you recognize, of the natural-
1stic pl;ly. still very much with us in the
form of what Boris Aronson calls “the
play about one’s relations.” At the time
when I was reviewing Broadway plays
and saw them all, T was surprised il I
ever got to sec anything on stage besides
the middle-class American home. An
American designer only needs one set
for his whole repertoire. It consists of an
American house, shown inside and out,
and possibly upstairs and down. Such is
the richness and variety of naturalistic
design. What is called in this country
The Method in acting is largely devoted
to creating on stage the illusion of ordi-
nary behavior. And the word “ordinary™
receives a push downwards. According
to this philosophy, a belch would always
seem more real than a song. Such is the
richness and variety of naturalistic acting.
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But mark this paradox. Although nat-
uralism is the dominant mode of modern
drama, all the leading modern dramatists
have wied to get away from it. They
have one and all tried to get back to that
classic theatre in which the fisures are
larger or smaller than life but never of
average size. For the classic theatre does
not present the illusion of ordinary life;
it presents a vision of life both better
and worse than the ordinary. Life is
caught at its magnificent and its terrible
moments, and so we are taken out of the
banal moment in which we find our-
selves, caught in a swifter rhythm, a
heightened mode of existence. We do
not go to the classic theatre in order to
recognize the familiar — “just what my
uncle George always says” — but to be
astonished at revelations of the unsus
pected. And though it is a long way
from Uncle George’s frame house to
Macheth's blasted heath, a classic drama
could be ser in Uncle George's frame
house if the playwright were able to see
through the familiar to the unfamiliar,
bevond the cliché to the archetvpe. |

There is no important modern drama-
tist who has not tried to do this, and it
is surprising how many of them, in their
search for the classic, have hit upon the
classical in its historical sense — the
Greck. What is attempted in Mourning
Becomes Eleclra is not. it seems o me,
entirely achieved, but the nature of the
attempt is clear and right. It is an at-
tempt to remove the clutter of natural-
istic irrelevance and get down to a classic
base. In order to arrive at a classic drama
of American life. O'Neill used a classical
Greek story. In that instance, 1 believe,
the Greek cargo was too heavy for the
ship, and the vessel sank, vet it sank
nobly, with all on board singing an
older and finer song than Raock of Ages.

A more recent case is Arthur Miller's
A View from the Bridge. The play was
improved by the removal of explicitly
Greek clements. Greece remains the in-
spiration of the play or, rather, Greece
is what helped Mr. Miller several steps
along the road [rom naturalism to classic
drama.

Even the so-called “masterpicces of
naturalism” wrn out when looked at
more closely to be departures from nat-
uralism. Take Swindberg's The Father, a
play vsually assigned an important part
in the natnralistic movement. The fact is
that Strindberg had been pondering the
Orestera of Aeschylus, and had come
across the theory that it reflects the
struggles leading to the creation of the
patriarchal [amily. In The Father he
had in mind the breakup of the patri-
archal family and the threatened return
of matriarchy. He thought of The Father
as his Agamemnon. Here is another play
that is not only classic but classical.

Even the man who made the word

Naturalism heard all over the world —
Emile Zola — did not champion the tame
version of it that has been its main
mantfestation, nor did he let his own
theories limit his creative writing. It was
his pleasure to invoke science. Nonethe-
less, when he uses the idea of heredity,
we are less close to any scientific genetics
than we are to Moira, the Greek Fate.
From Zola’s hereditary criminal of La
Béte Humaine, it is only a step to
hereditary disease as treated by Ibsen in
his Ghosts; for although critics bred in
the naturalistic wadition continue o
speak of syphilis as the subject of this
play, and some even add that the play
is obsolete now that syphilis can be
cured, the real subject is the curse on the
house ol Alving. It is not accidental that
in approaching a Sophoclean subject,
Ibsen resorts to Sophodean technique:
the wuth is forced out in a swilt series
ol catastrophic discoveries.

In comedy there is a similar story to
tell. Our only great modern master of
comedy, Bernard Shaw, alwavs described
himsell as an old-fashioned playwright,
explaining that he went back over the
heads of his contemporaries o Dick-
ens, Fielding, Moliere, the commedia
dellarte, for his methods. Though he
belonged to the same generation  as
Stanislavsky, and had in his Iriend and
colleague Granville Barker a champion
of naturalistic staging, he himsell re-
served his praises [or what he called the
classical actor. And he mamtained that
only classical actors could do his plays,
beciuse he had revived in them so many
Leatures ol the classic theaue, and no-
tably the tirade or long, set speech which
the actor has to aruculate for us with
the cool darity of a musician perform-
ing a Bach suite.

By about 1920 the permanent crisis
ol the modern theawre veached a new
stage. What Ibsen had done to the nat-
uralistic theatre might be called boring
from within. He had accepted its con-
ventions and its stage. The generation
ol 1920 refused these concessions. The
work ol Cocrean, Brecht, Meyerhold,
meant the rejection ol the established
tvpe of theatre altogether. A new start
was proposed. From zero, one is some-
times told. Yet no movement ever goes
back that [ar, because — as 1 was saying —
no artist draws solely on his own ex-
perience: he always asks some support
from tradition. And when one tradition
lets him down, or he chooses to reject a
tradition, he does not — whatever he may
say — operate without tradition. He falls
back on some other wadition. Even
painters who have rejected all Western
history end up, not as “original” in the
sense which the man in the street gives
to the word, but as neo-Afrvican and the
like. Rejection of tradition usually im-
plies nothing more than the rejection of
recent traditions in favor of earlier ones.

In the more interesting drama of the
Twenties we find that, while the natural-
istic approach of the immediate past is
taboo, every other avenue is open. Brecht
explored the Spaniards of the golden
age, the English Elizabethans, even the
Oriental theatre. It was again a scarch
for the classic in dramatic art, and again
the Greek note was most often struck.
I've nmientioned O'Neill. I'm thinking
also of Coctean’s Antigone and Orpheus.

With all this goes a technical change
that some people think the most im-
portant change of all. The dramatists are
no longer writing for a box-set hidden
behind a proscenium arch. The pro-
scenium arch may still be there, because
the buildings can't be made over in a
hurry, but it is ignored, canceled out,
defied. The box-set has been carted oft
stage forever. What the new generation
clamors for is some sort of Open Stage,
possibly  Elizabethan, possibly also a
Roman circus or a Greck arena. Whether
such a physical change is the most im-
portant change or not, it is one that im-
plies the others. The different shape and
functioning of such a suage implies a
fundamentally difterent technique of
drama and, with that, a different view
ol art and lite. Take one feature alone,
the relation of the action to the ecye
of the spectator. In the Nineteenth Cen-
tury theatre, the spectator is asked to
peep through a litule door, like Alice,
imto an illuminated garden; in the
Twenueth Century theawre, the actors
are brought out to hum. In the one, the
spectator is a voyeur; in the other, the
actor is an exhibitionist. Here too, in
the demands they make on the physique
of the stage, the more alert modern play-
wrights have been searching for the
classic theatre. The naturalistic theatre
offered a peep through the kevhole into
the room across the wav. The classic
theatre provides a parade ground for
passions and thoughts and for the hu-
man beings above or below lile size who
experience them .

Since this is what has been going on,
you would, [rom the artistic point of view,
be wasting your time to write the kind
ol play that one generally sees on Broad-
way. Il vou have talent, you should join
that pursuit of the classic theatre which
is, paradoxically, the search for a wruly
modern theatre. A great luture will be
born, il at all, from the fruitful union
ol owr present with such a past.

What do you want, actually? It's your
wishes that carry the weight. Not what
vou tell your [riends are your wishes.
Not what you sometimes think are vour
wishes. Not what vou habitually assume
are your wishes. But what you finally
find to be your wishes. Your real wishes.

Emerson warned us against wishing,
really wishing, for things — because one
is likely to get them. If vour real wish

(concluded on page 120)
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LASTEST WITH THE LEASTEST (continued from page 108)

many bus tokens in Duluth? Can’t you
walk? It’s good for you.”

As 1 have said, it is only in recent
vears that I have learned the value of
being undependable, unpredictable, un-
trustworthy and, in some cases, having
to be “looked alter like a child.”

It was sort of an accident at first. I
was going around with a lovely girl who
had a posh apartment on East 63rd
Street, and one evening when she was
preparing dinner f[or me the garbage
disposal univ in the sink went out of
whack and she asked me to fix it. When
I got through, instead of everyvthing go-
ing down and disappearing, the thing
shot a jet three feet in the air. 1 tried
again, and this time when vou turned
on the unit the doorbell rang and the
lights went out in the Kitchen. After
that my girl said, “I'll never ask vou 1o
fix anything again. I'll call the janitor.
You can’t be trusted with practical re-
pairs. That's for sure.”

Another ginl 1 knew asked me to fix
her shower because she couldn’t get hold
of a plumber right then. 1 monkeyed
around with the thing and finally had
the water coming out with such force 1t
knocked my girl (who was a petite crea-
ture) down. Being a gentleman, I had
to pick her up. This girl was a little more
difficult to convince, because shortly
after that she asked me to take her dog
for a walk while she prepared the cher-
ries jubilee.

Unhappily, I got into one of those
Park Avenue flaps where three or four
different dogs and masters get  their
leashes entwined, and 1 returned to the
apartment with a Skve terrier when 1 had
vone out with an Alghan. There was a
hell of a lot of nervous scurrying arouncd
to get the original dog back. When we
had succeeded, my girl said, ~I can see
vou're a pretty wild-eyed dreamer. I
don’t think I can trust vou with a dog.”

I got involved with another girl who
had both a French car and a French
poodle. I drove the dog to Central Park
in the car and then led the animal
around to perform his small duties. La-
ter I drove him back. It so happened this
car had front seats that would go back
and join the back scats, forming a sort
of divan. Accidentally, because the levers
had not been carcfully secured, 1 [ell
back at the driver’s seat and drove up
m [ront of her hotel-apartment flat on
my back, coud gazing (the car had an
open sun roof, too). To add to the con-
fusion, the pooch had jumped over on
top ol my belt and had two paws on the
wheel. My girl, who was standing under
the canopy waiting, nearly swooned. She
said, “Anyone who drives a car on his
back should never be permitted at the
wheel.” Now she drives me all over
while I stretch out luxuriously and
smoke panatelas.

All these misadventures got me off the
hook as [ar as practical mechanical
(hnlCS went,  and myv l'(_‘l)lllilli()ll has
spread so that 1 hardly ever meet a girl
who will even let me so much as flip a
phonograph record.

Now and then, though, there is ‘a
lovely who suggests 1 help her with din-
ner. The most recent one decided I
wasn’t safe in the kitchen when I added
kerosene to the cognac on a plum pud-
ding and we not only had the pudding
flaming, we had the apartment flaming.
It was a cheerful sight but my girl fele
it was rather destructive and impracti-
cal. Now, while this girl is preparing the
food alone, I stretch happily out on the
divan listening to The Faithful Hussar
or something equally gay.

Of course, I have been speaking about
the sweet uses of awkwirdness and 1m-
practicality on women one has known
some time, but some of the most brilliant
examples of this dodge can be witnessed
on the first evening I am invited to a
new beauty’s apartment. The practical
man would here use flowers, [urs, candy
and possibly ply the young lady and him-
self with li(|1|0r, hoping for a qllick con-
quest that is seldom successful and even
when successful rarely filled with any
sort of sense of real accomplishment.

In my impractical way, I usually keep
the liquor within bounds, bring few and
simple gifts, one of them being a dance
record. Nothing scems more harmless
than wving out a new record and, being
inept at dancing, there is no difhiculry
at all in stumbling so that I have, in
time, caught the young lady in a tight
embrace, chuckling awkwardly and gaz
ing into her eves. The logical man would
now say something nice about the girl’s
orbs or her warmth, but in my unstud-
icd way, what I do is press mv thigh
nst hers and then, grasping her thigh
firmly with my fingers, mutter heatedly,
“God! What firm, magnificent thighs!”
The average beautiful woman is shaken
by this sort of unexpected and impolitic
thing [rom a man she has known mayvbe
forty-eight hours.

“"How odd you are,” she is likely to
say, “and how mteresting!”

Once again, the practical man will
move on from there to win the girl's
heart, et cetera, promptly, but the inept
character like myself does no such thing.
“Magnificent thighs,” 1 repeat softly,
erasping one again. From this develops
a certain amount of Kissing of the car,
cheek, evelids and lips.

Here 1 stop, snapping my fingers and
remembering, suddenly, that 1 have an
engagenent at nine-thirty, ol all hours,
to talk to a big soap man about switch-
ing his account. [ bow out hastily, scem-
ing, for the time being, like a dope, and
an awkward dope at that. Not so. All
truly warm and beautiful women have

enormous opportunities for love-making,
but only a sense of confusion and frus-
tration will truly arouse them to the
depths.

The next day, instead of calling and
renewing the battle, I dial the girl and.
if her name is, say, Eve, 1 ask, “Hi! This
you, Blanche?"”

There is a moment’s itked silence and
then, “No. This is nef Blanche. You
must have the wrong number. Isn't this
Bob?"”

ol

“This is Eve.”

“Well, what do vou know! I dialed
vour number by mistake. You must have
been thinking of me. Ha-ha.”

Well, it is unnecessary to go into the
details that will have vou over at Eve’s
in a few hours and have Eve (taking no
chances) greeting you in a shimmering
negligee.

There are, of course, some odd ladics
who seem born to honestly resist the
most imaginative sort of chap, no matter
what ruses he employs. Here, near-su-
perhuman impracticality is called for.

It was only the night before last, as I
recall, that I was sitting in the Sutton
Place aparument of a bafflingly delicious
redhead with all the atributes of lov-
ing, solacing womanhood, except the
common sense to be femininely vielding.
When 1 saw the sitnation T decided fool-
hardiness was called for. It was snowing
fiercely out and a biting wind was blow-
ing. Suddenly I announced I had to
dash out for cigarettes.

“Take an umbrella and put on your
coat,” my hostess urged.

I laughed lightly. “I'll only bhe a
moment.

In a few minutes I was back, snow
encrustied in my hair, my face scarlet
from exposure, my teeth chattering and
my terrilying cough rending the air.
Only a very impractical man would dash
out thus into the snow. Only a very im-
practical man would have the girl say
to him, at last, “I simply can't let vou
go out agam. You're coming down with
pneumonia. You better get into bed and
I'll ix you some hot buttered rum. I
won't have vou going home alone with
those chills and that terrible cough.”
And only a very impractical man would
be completely cured the next morning!

Right here and now 1 would like to
emphasize that awkwardness and fum-
bling is an acquired art. However, any-
one can lemrn it and can achieve a
warner, happier and more carelree life
thereby. It must be underswood, though,
that e s an art and that the born-
clumsy clod will simply not do. ‘i'he
natural dope, using his stupidity with-
out wit or charm, is soon discovered for
what he is. As in all art, one must first
know the rules before being qualificd to
abandon them, and it is the basically
sane, practical, intelligent man alone




who is capable of building a reputation
for impracticality and then being able
to use it to his advantage at the right
time and in the right place.

Once you have the reputation for awk-
wardness, you have it made. You can
use it when and where it does the most
good. A girl I have been squiring re-
cently is fond of buying heavy loads
of groceries and having someone carry
them for her. When she shops with me,
though, she says, “I'll carry them myself.
I know you! You'll trip over something
and fall {lat on the camembert.”

Promotion, because of my new repu-
tation, has been rapid in the publicity
firm for which I work. A few vears ago,
during my plodding, matter-of-fact days,
I was a dull writer of dull press releases.
The moment I confusedly filled the
water cooler with five gallons of Cordon
Rouge, 1949, the boss said, “Fonty, I'm
going to put you in Promotion. With
your imagination and the screwball
reputation you're earning, you must have
all sorts of cockeyed ideas. Your salary
goes up to twenty-five thousand as a
starter.”

Of course, it wasn’t just the cham-
pagne incident that did it. A deer, for
example, escaped from the zoo and wan-
dered down Madison Avenue where 1
found it nuzzling beer cans in the trash
back of our office building. I immedi-
atcly brought the deer up the freight
clevator to show the boss how [riendly
deer can be. This impractical and tender
gesture hit the front pages:

INTREPID PR MAN SNARES BUCK
IN MIDTOWN FREIGHT ELEVATOR
(Pictures on Page 3.)

The accrued benefits of impracticality
don’t stop there. The Internal Revenue
Service doesn’t expect you to remember
all vour income, the bank has enormous
paticnce when vou overdraw (that crazy
guy can’t even add!), your current love
never worries il vou flirt with other
women at a party (he’s affectionate with
everyone, the dear, confused lug!), and
no one at the office would ever dream
of asking you for help. Best of all, beau-
tiful women succumb to vou with ¢
because they haven't the slightest idea
of what you're getting at, the awkward
way vou go about things.

And, fnally, the airlines hold their
planes for you. How nice to linger with
some  suddenly-found feminine com-
panion in the coolth of the airport bar
and hear, filtering dreamily through the
PA system, “Mr. Fontaine, they are hold-
ing flight 17 to Tokvo for you!” Could
a man ask for anvthing that makes him
more of an individual and less of a
sheep? But remember, like an actor or
an artist, keep vour awkwardness under
carelul conwrol and the world is your
oyster. What's more, vou'll probably
have no trouble getting somecone else
to open it for you.

1

NEW SONY_Sterecorder300

4 TRACK & 2 TRACK STEREOPHONIC RECORDER

Here, through your fingertips, you take complete control of
sound, blending it 1o magnificent perfection.

A great symphony to record? With this superb instrument
you are a professional. Touch your stereo level controls —
feel that sensitive response. Dual V.U. Meters show precision
readings as you augment the strings, diminish the brass. The
richness of that low resonance is captured with your bass
boost. The strength and delicacy of every sound—now yours

to command.

Four track and two track,
sterco and monophonic,
recording and playback. the
Soxy STERECORDER 300 1s
truly the uliimate in tape
recorder engineering, $399.50,
complete with twe dynamic
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range stereo speakers all in
e purial)le cast. For custom
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tape recorders start as low as
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SAVE 10.95

FATHER AND SON LOAFERALL SET

r22118.95 %
DIRECT [ ] BOTH

REGULAR 29.90 RETAIL

Ol

RIGIMAL

g

FABULOUS VALUE. PERFECT GIFT. Superbly
tailored of drip-dry, crease-resistant Bed-
ford cord. Original one-piece LoaferAll is
comfortable, ideal for all leisure activities.
Men's Model: $18.95 Retail. Order Direct $12.95

Boy's Model: $10.95 Retail. Order Direct $7.95
2 Piece Set: $29.50 Retail, Order Direct $18.95

== SATISFACTION ORF MONEY BACK! s==

LOAFERALL, P.0. BOX 1365,

FLEETWOOD ANNEX, COVINA, CALIF.

My check or money order is enclosed. All prices

include postage.
MEN'S SIZES: S, M, L, XL
BOY'S SIZES: 3, 4, 5, 6, 6X,

B, 10, 12, 14

COLORS: Beige, Black, Gold, Cocoa
ITEM QUAN SIZE COLOR PRICE TOTAL
Men's
LoaferAll $12.95
Boy's
LoaferAil $7.95
Father &
Son Set $18 95
TOTAL ORDER
Name
Address
City Zone State

{In Calif., add 49; Sales Tax) P-12-60

Playwright

(continued from page 116)
is to become a prostitute, you will be-
come one; in the theatre, it will be quite
casy: and vou will never live to regret
it; even your old age will be provided
for in articles you can write on What
Made Me What I Ain Today. Your letter
10 me suggests, rather, that you wish to
be a dramatist. If you do, vou will have
to try it and find out. Time will show it
vou really are one. Meanwhile, sce vour-
sell as a writer and, hence, an artist.

Even if you are a dramatist, you may
not “succeed.” That will hurt vour feel-
ings very much, especially when you see
your non-dramatist friend becoming The
Successful Dramatist, An artist wants suc-
cess. He does not, however, insist on it
His failure to insist on it, though a
source of glee among those who exploit
him, stems from strength in the artist
himsell: success is something he can do
without, if with dificulty. His pride
clamors for satisfaction even more than
his vanity; he is a serious chap; he will
buy lasting reputation even at the price
ol immediate fame.

As for you, young sir, if vou find you
are not a dramatist, and Broadway agrees
with you, vou will try something else
willy-nilly; if there are agonies, they
will not be agonies of choice. If you find
you are not a dramatist, but Broadway
finds you are ong, the inducement will be
considerable to change your mind and be-
come convinced of what vou know is not
true — a common type of conviction now-
adays, and one which is the tie that binds
the two most famous streets in America:
Broadway and Madison Avenue. 1f you
find you are a dramatist, and Broadway
agrees, try to stay a dramatist; it will not
be easy. If you find you are a dramatist,
and Broadway doesn’t agree. that will
not he easy either; but you will stay a
dramatist; you won't be able to help it

Can playwriting be taught? You have
just been the would-be playwright and
I have been the would-be teacher. Have
you learned anything? Not anything,
certainly, that comes between the rise
and fall of the curtain. We have stood
all this time outside the theatre wonder-
ing whether to go in, and I have said:
“Do you wish to enter? Then enter —
tentatively. Do you have talent? When
vou know, decide whether to stay.”
Which is all very preliminary. But then
you arc barely of age. And I have met
“students of playwriting.” Their average
age seems about ninety and probably is
over twenty-five. Few have explored their
wishes (or notable lack of wishes), their
talent (or remarkable lack of talent). So
perhaps they missed that first lesson,
which had for theme: To wright or not
to wright? You have just had it.

Sincerely yours,
Evic Bentley
Y]

VISITING FIREMAN

(continued from page §9)
can get a table.)
- L] -
At the Tour d'Argent restaurant:
BUCHWALD
Well, how about this? Great view of
Notre Dame, e¢h?
(The Top o the Mark should have such
a view.)
CAEN
Sheer heaven. I could sit here all night
looking at it.
(Big deal. An old church. When I think
of how this guy bum-rapped the Top o’
the Mark . . .)
BUCHWALD
Here are the menus — got any ideas?
(He'll probably insist on the pressed
duck. All the tourists do.)
CAEN
Now this is what I call a menu.
(If he suggests the pressed duck I think
I'm going to throw up.)
BUCHWALD
I know what you might like—the pressed
duck.
(I might as well get it over with fast
or he'll be studying the menu all night,
pretending he can read French.)
CAEN
Great idea! I've heard so much about it.
(I'll make believe I'm eating it and grab
a sandwich back at the hotel.)
BUCHWALD
And with the duck, how about a red
wine?
(I'll pick the cheapest wine on the card.
He doesn’t know the difference.)
CAEN
You're the expert. Anything you say.
(He'll probably pick a Mouton Roth-
schild 45 — much too light with duck.
I'd prefer a Corton myself.)
BUCHWALD
I've got it. A carafe of Beaujolais.
(Who cares, the way he's belting that
Scotch.)
CAEN
Splendid. Not too much, not too little.
Just right.
(So he's trying to save money. I'll bet he
doesn’t make half as much as “Time”
said.)
BUCHWALD
Well, that certainly was a great meal,
eh, Herb? I'll call for the check. Oh,
gargon, Paddition, sil vous plail.
(He'll probably let me take i, too. They
all think I have an unlimited expense
accounl.)
CAEN
No, let me take it, Art. I'll charge it to
the Chronicle.
(How can a guy speak such bad French
after twelve years heve? And I hope he
remembers I took him to lunch in San
Francisco.)
BUCHWALD
No, come on now, this is my dinner.
After all, you took me to lunch in San
Francisco.



(I took him to dinner afterward, but he's
probably forgotten.)
CAEN
You must be driven crazy by visitors all
year long. Please let me t ake the check.
{(Maybe I'm sounding too insistent.)
BUCHWALD
Sure, a lot of people come through, but
this is different. Aflter all, you're a [riend.
(I better watch out or I will get stuck.)
CAEN
I've got an idea. Let’s split it — half on
the T1ib, half on the Chronicle.
(What the heck, I can always tell the
paper I picked up the whole thing.)
EUCHWALD
Well, I think it's a silly idea,
as how you insist.
(I might make a couple of bucks on this
after all.)

but sceing

CAEN
Y'know, Art, I think I'll pass up the
nightclub tour and hit the hotel. T've
got a column to write anyway.
(I'll ditch him and go over lo the Epi
Club. I hear they've gol nothin’ but
chicks there.)
UCHWALD
Anything vou say, Herh. I've got a little
work to do, too.
(Here’s a cube for you. Comes to Paris
for a few nights and spends ’em in his
hotel room.}
CAEN
1 knew I could come right out and tell
vou this because you know what it's
like to pound out a column every day.
(If I don’t have any luck at the Epi I'll
go over to the Calavados. There must be
some action somewhere in this town.)
"~ BUCHWALD
Indeed I do understand. Sometimes it's
a real drag. And anvway, we can do the
pub crawl some other night.
(I think I'll go to Germany tomorrow for
a few days.)
CAEN
Right. I'l1 call you tomorrow for sure.
(Il tell him I didn’t know how to use
the Paris phones.)
BUCHWALD
It's been great secing you — and remem-
ber, anvthing you want in Paris i1s yours.
(I'll get him twenly percent off on per-
fume and that’s all I'll do for him.}
CAEN
It was wonderful of you to spend so
much time with me. If I don’t see you,
it just isn’t Paris.
(I wonder what time the Epi Club closes.)
CAEN
(To his cab driver) Epi Club.
(Boy, I thought he'd never leave. That
Buchwald. I’ll bet he never even heard
of the Epi.)
BUCHWALD
{To his cab driver) Epi Club.
(Might as well have a few laughs before
I go home —and no sense telling Caen
about the Epi. We Parisians have to keep
a couple of places for ourselves.)
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Men on the Go demand the quality and finer
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DRAGON FLAGON
The Best in Beer Gear

You're a champion draughtsman with a
Dragon Flagon — the hippest flask for plain
and fancy dmnnking since the Rites of
Bacchus. Take it everywhere on your feats
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drinking hand, with a non-spill swill spout.
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2" FILTER IN
MEDICO FILTER PIPES

Medmo s 2V mch filter gives you the
protection every modern smoker is
seeking—protection from irritants!
‘When Medico’s filter turns brown,
throw away nicotine, tars, juices
and flakes trapped inside—they
never reach your mouth. Over

2 billion Medico filters sold.

No wonder Medico is the
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the world.
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MONEY

(continued from page 97)
tling match. Alexander, the first male
monarch to be immortalized on money,
looks just Great, however, despite the
fact that he had been dead for almost
a year when the coin was minted.

Ptolemy I of Egypt was the first living
ruler to put his own face on a coin, but
the despot with the greatest affection
for his own portrait was Nero, who
used Roman coins as though they were
publicity photos. On one series we find
Nero the Warrior. Another hails Nero
the lyre-strumming Singer and Actor.
On stll another, Nero the speed-demon
Charioteer appears with his hair crimped
in the style of a hotshot Circus driver.
Then came Nero the Man of Peace,
followed by Nero the Ruler Who Re-
built Rome after the famous fire.

Under pretense of making the coin-
age more durable, Nero reduced its silver
content by ten percent, and pocketed the
profit to support his expensive tastes.
Future emperors continued the process
of debasement until the proportion of
pure silver was less than two percent.
The costs of Roman high-life soared.
The infamous Emperor Caracalla ran
through his entire inheritance in one
day, and the teenage tyrant, Heliogaba-
lus, spent close to half a million dollars
on one orgiastic feast. The depleted
Roman treasury issued thinly-plated
coins, so valueless they had to be traded
by the sacklul, and the army was given
salt in lien of its traditional “salt
moncey,” or salarium — from whence
cometh our “salary.”

As Rome quietly crumbled, prudent
men-of-affairs retreated to remote castles
with such precious metals as they could
hoard, gathering their retainers about
them in anticipation of the feudal pe-
riod to come. Byzantium prospered with
Rome's decline, and Constantine issued
a solid gold solidus to his troops, who
became so identified with the coin that
later generations of military men were
called “soldiers.”

In DBritain, Gaul and Scandinavia
cattle still comprised a currency that
even a Caesar couldn’t counterfeit. The
wily barbarians, never too impressed by
coinage, preferred to deal in metals by
weight. The Norsemen used a cow's ear,
or dre, as a standard for weighing rings
and coins, which they treated as bulk
mectal. The Roman libra pondo, or
pound, was the unit of weight used by
the British, and £, for libra, still scrves
as the symbol for the English pound
note. The shilling was a scilling, or *a
picce cut off” and tossed into the scales,
while a coin was a cuneus, or wedge, cut
[rom a piece of metal money as a means
of making change.

Among the earliest British coins were
silver pennies minted during the hesi-
tant reign of Acthelred the Unready,

who used them to buy off the maraud-
ing Vikings. These coins were known
by the Latin name of denarii, and d. still
stands for pence in British currency.
Crude by machine-age standards, the
hand-stamped coins of the Middle Ages
were seldom perfectly round. Irregular
shapes were expected, and the unscrupu-
lous were able to clip and file the edges
ol coins, and assemble hoards of silver.
Though the culprit, when caught, had
his right hand cut off in punishment,
clipping became a favorite Medicval
hobby. By the 1300s money metal was
so scarce that Kings were forced to bor-
row from Italian bankers, who charged
an interest of 260 percent.

For many years, Italian bankers
charged no interest at all on domestic
loans to merchants, but penalties for
failing to keep a due-date were so high
that debtors often announced that they
were “bench-broken,” or bankrupt. As
Voltaire explained it: “Every merchant
had his bench (banco) in the place of
exchange; and when he had conducted
his business badly, declared himself
fallito, and abandoned his property to
his creditors with the proviso that he
retain a good part of it for himself . . .
There was nothing to be said to him,
and his bench was broken, banco rolto,
banca rotta; he could even, i certain
towns, keep all his property and balk
his creditors, provided he seated himself
bare-bottomed on a stone in the presence
of all the merchants. This was a mild
deviation of the old Roman proverb
. . . to pay either with one’s money or
one’s skin.”

Kings were not inclined to seek relief
from debt by public display of the royal
posterior, however. Threatened with
financial embarrassment, Henry VIII
took his cue [rom the Romans and slyly
issued silver-plated shillings. The coins,
on which the much-married monarch was
depicted in full face, were mostly copper,
and constant circulation soon wore the
plating off Henry's proud proboscis,
earning him the unregal nickname of
“Old Coppernose.™

During the reign of Henry’s daughter,
Elizabeth, Englands coins were once
again restored to proper weight and
value. With the rise of the merchant
class and the growing sophistication of
the cities, the common man’s interest in
currency increased by leaps and pounds
sterling. “Get moncy; still get money,
boy,” Ben Jonson urged; while Shake-
speare rellected an English attitude as
well as a Paduan. when he observed
that the worldly-wise Petruchio would
willingly marry “an old trot with ne'er
a tooth in her head, though she have as
many diseases as two and flty horses,”
providing she had money.

In 1663, the Guinea coast of Africa
provided the gold for a new coin that
was logically called a “guinea.” But
Europcan money was of little help to



the adventurers and trading companies
that began to exploit the Dark Conti-
nent for its ivory, slaves and precious
metals. Even todav, cattle, camels, sheep
and goats are primary stores of wealth
amongst many tribes ol North, East and
South Africa, and currency is based on a
cattle standard similar to that of the
ancient Greeks.

Like most primitive peoples, the cattle-
keeping  Alricans originally had but
two uses for money—to pay a debt of
“blood money” to one's victims, or to
purchase wives. A girl in the medium-
price range went for three cows and a
bull, though most fathers were open to
any reasonable deal, and prices were
scaled to the vear and the model. Since
no clear distinctions were made between
women and cattle, a man whe preferred
girls to cows could invest his wealth in
wives, and count himself fairly success-
ful when he had between six and ten.

The profit motive in marriage has
seldom been more blatantly expressed
than amongst the Baretela of Equatorial
Alrica, whose currency was copper rods.
The young man opencd negotiations
with a simple declaration of love. The
girl then replied, “All right, bring the
money,” and the traditional down pay-
ment was made—a dog and eight copper
rods, followed by later payments of more
dogs, more rods, and chickens. Since
installments often lagged over a long
period of time, a [avorite local taunt was
that a man still owed for his grand-
mother.

The chief Slave Coast currency used
by early Portuguese and Spanish traders
was the copper or brass manilla—a round
bar bent in the general shape of a horse-
shoe. But the most universally accepted
metal was iron, which the natives used
to make weapons and tools. These hand-
fashioned implements passed as currency,
and in time became non-functional to-
kens. Iron hoes evolved into thin, twist-
ed bars with flattened ends, and became
the "Kissi Pennies” of Sierra Leone and
Liberia. Axes, spears and lethal throw-
ing knives lost their cutting edges and
degenerated into  harmless currency,
which scholars compare to the mys-
teriously non-functional swords and axes
that have been found in the prehistoric
barrows of Britain and the Continent.

Mysterious, too, are the origins of
African mosaic trade beads, which the
natives believe grew out of the ground.
But beads, copper and iron were minor
currencies compared to cowrv shells—
the most widelv-distributed monev the
world has ever known. These small,
tigerstriped  shells were  familiar  to
Phoenician wraders, and are believed to
have been used as Roman [ertility sym-
bols. Vaginal in appearance, and impos-
sible to counterfeit, cowries were stand-
ard currency in Africa, India, the Pacific
Islands and ancient China. Chinese word
characters for “riches,” *'prices,” “buy-

ing” and “selling™ all contain the early
svmbol for “shell,” and cowries were in
daily use until the close of the Second
Century B.C., when the first Sublime
Emperor outlawed them in [avor of
round brass coins with square holes in
the center.

Since Chinese coins were cast rather
than stamped, counterfeiting was casy,
and 100,000 forgers were nabbed in one
vear alone. Hoping to [oil the free-lance
money artists,. Wang Mang the Usurper
called in all existing currency in 10 Ap.,
and issued a whole new sct of coins
valued as Wee, Small. Young., Next, Al-
most, Middle, Mature, Approximate,
Second-best and Largest. When even
this failed, Wang sought to abandon all
met:l currency and bring back the more
reliable cowry—a remarkably sensible re-
form, for which he was quite naturally
murdered.

Because of the cowry'’s inherent sound-
ness, Africans usually preferred the shell
to European coins. The first coin to
really catch the native fancy was the
Austrian taler of 1780, which bore the
bosomy portrait of Empress Maria
Theresa. The demand for tlus silver
coin was so great that it was reissued
throughout the Nineteenth Century, and
the British Royal Mint had to strike off
150,000 for trade purposes in 1936—all
with Maria Theresa’s bust, and still
dated 1780.

Coins bearing the well-upholstered

image of Queen Victoria were also highly
regarded, though her currency was no
longer accepted after her death. Accord-
ing to nauve belief, when the Queen
died, her money died too, and was
therefore without value. A notable ex-
ception existed in Tibet, however, where
the Queen's crown was mistaken for the
headgear of a mendicant Buddhist monk,
and Victoria was known as the Vaga-
bond Lama.

Crowns and queenly hosoms notwith-
stancling, coins of any sort were lack-
luster loot compared to the exotic cur-
rencics traders encountered in the Pa-
cific. In Bornco, for example, currency
was based on old brass cannons. Values
were established in terms of imaginary
units of cannon, known as pikuls, which
were applied to such routine mediums
of exchange as buffaloes, beeswax and
brass gongs. Farther south, on the tiny
island of Alor, a more complex system
was founded on the natives’ single-
minded devotion to the accumulation
and investment of gongs, drums and pigs.

The gongs were seldom struck, the
drums were never played, and the pigs
were roasted and eaten only at feasts—
which were usually scheduled to coincide
with the death of a pig. Borrowing and
lending drums and gongs was the sole
male occupation, while the women pro-
vided for food and shelter. Since a [east
was the only occasion when a man could
be forced to pay his debts, it was con-

“I'm not sure how to gel started — how
about with a couple martinis?”
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sidered sound business practice for a
creditor to shoot a debtor's pig and force
him to give a feast.

Drums and gongs were spent only for
the purchase of wives or pigs. The same
sort of bills were paid with dogs’ teeth
in the Admiralty Islands, while strings
of shells and arm rings procured a young
girl-mate in Bougainville.

“Buy me with arm rings,” the native
siren sang to her lover, and an old
Melanesian ballad has the boy giving a
familiar blues treatment to such lyrics
as:

If you did not want me,

Why did you tell me lo give you a

string of red shell money?

Your father demanded two hundred

fathoms of red shell-money;

That was your price,

You unwashed old scarecrow.

You are as old as an opossum.

In equally romantic New Britain, the
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bride price was roughly that of a used
canoe, payable in shells. In other parts
of the polygamous Pacific, wives were
bought and magicians’ fees were paid
with boars” tusks, hand-woven mats,
small feathers plucked from around the
eyes of fowls, flving-fox [ur, and discs of
polished turtleshell that bore the re-
morseful-sounding name of alas.

The Pacific is also the home of the
biggest money in the world—the Great
Stone Money of the Island of Yap. The
larger denominations of this cumber-
some currency stand twelve leet high,
weigh over a ton, and are cut in the
shape of huge millstones. A hole in the
center permits the native Yappers to
trundle the smaller picces of change
around by means of stout wooden axles,
but the really big money is kept on dis-
play outside the houses of the original
owners. Title to a stone may be trans-

ferred by means of an inscription, and
physical possession is not essential to
ownership. One family traded for years
on the hidden value of a huge wheel that
had sunk into the sea while being trans-
ported from a Pelew stone quarry, four
hundred miles away.

In the Pelews, where it is abundant,
the stone holds no monetary interest for
the natives, who are too busy keeping
track of their kluks, adeloboks and other
bead money, which comes in more de-
nominations than any other currency on
earth. Both the Yappers and the Pelew
Islanders were inclined to view cach
other’s currency with rtolerant amuse-
ment, until the United States Navy came
along with the funniest money either had
ever seen—paper!

Considering that they had already
learned to mistrust the trade coinage of
Spain, Germany and Japan, the island-
ers accepted our World War II military
dollars with commendable faith—far
more, in fact, than Americans them-
selves displayed when the Continental
Congress issued its paper currency in
1775. Despite threats of imprisonment
and "loss of both ears,” the sons and
daughters of the Revolution valiantly
refused to honor the scrip, and “not
worth a Continental” became a folk-
phrase for worthlessness.

But money troubles were nothing new
in the thirteen original colonies. The
first New England settlers had landed
on Plymouth Rock with less cash than
Junior takes away to camp. High in
hopes and low in funds, the Pilgrims
made out as best they could by barter-
ing corn, musket bullets and fish.

Contrary to popular belief, it was the
pence-poor Pilgrims who introduced
wampum to the local Indians, who had
never seen bead money before. The first
strings were purchased from a Dutch
ship’s captain, who had learned of its
uses while trafficking with tribes along
the Hudson River. Though the pol-
ished shell beads bore a disturbing
resemblance to sinful ornaments, the
Pilgrims tried them out on the Indians,
who eagerly bought them in exchange
for beaver skins that could be sold in
England.

Because of tight money conditions in
England, only a trickle of British cur-
rency circulated in the colonies. Minting
was prohibited in America by royal
edict, and the settlers took such coin
as they could get—Dutch guilders, Swed-
ish dalers, French louis’s, and silyer
pieces-of-eight from Spanish mints in
Mexico. It's from the use of Spanish
coins that we get our oldest American
money term, “two bits,” which dates
back to the early settlers. “Bit” was the
English name for the Spanish reale, or
one ecighth of a piece-of-cight. “Two
bits” were a fourth of this popular silver



dollar, and quite properly came to apply
to our quarter.

The first American coins worthy of
the name were Willow-Tree shillings,
which, along with Oak- and Pine-Tree
shillings, were minted without royal
permission in 1652. But it wasn't until
after the Revolution that Americans
began to coin money on a wholesale
basis. Under the Articles of Confedera-
tion coinage powers were granted to
the States, who, in turn, granted mint-
ing patents to individuals. A man named
Mould made copper pennies for New
Jersey. Ephraim Brasher issued his own
doubloons in New York, where even
the John Strect Theatre circulated its
own privately minted pennies. Citizens
of the little community of Castorland,
N.Y., proudly flipped Parismade half
dollars bearing the thunderous motto,
*Hail, Thou Mighty Mother of Produc-
tion,” while the TFederal Congress
authorized the minting of copper cents
featuring a sundial symbol of Time. “I
Fly,” Time prudently warned. “Mind
Your Business.”

In the heady atmosphere of freshly
won freedom, minting and counterfeit-
ing proceeded apace until the Constitu-
tion was ratified, reserving all powers of
coinage to the Federal government. At
Alexander Hamilton's suggestion, a dol-
lar “unit’” based on the Spanish peso
was adopted, but the United States Mint
didn’t start coining money until 1792
Situated on the site of an old distillery
in Philadelphia, the mint opened with
a stock of six pounds of used copper,
and melted down some of George Wash-
ington's table silver to strike off a
handful of “half-dismes,” which were
presented to Martha Washington—pos-
sibly in memory of her forks and spocns.

“There has also been a small begin-
ning in the coinage of half-dismes,”
Washington was able to report at the
next session of Congress, “the want of
small coins calling first attention to
them.”

With the mint slowly stamping out
coppers and dimes, trade was conducted
largely with Spanish dollars, and ac-
counts were kept in a confusion of pesos,
shillings and pence. The dollar sign, §,
is supposed to have evolved fromn a
bookkeeper's shorthand version of PS,
for peso, and the American dollar was
hardly more than a theoretical unit used
to evaluate other currency, much as
Borneo's pikuls of cannon were used to
evaluate beeswax and gongs.

During the War of 1812, all coin
payments were susp(.‘nd(:d. and banks
issued paper currency that was limited
only by the availability of printing
presses and the supply of ink. Private
banks with wilderness addresses sprang
up in the West, and issued “wildcat™
notes. In Michigan, where banks were
required to back their paper currency

with thirty percent in specie, the same
bags of coins were hustled from bank to
bank, one step ahead of the inspectors.
As one official described it: “Gold and
silver flew about the country with the
celerity of magic: its sound was heard in
the depths of the forest, yet like the
wind, one knew not whence it came or
whither it was going.”

In 1834, a “hard money” bloc in
Congress pushed for a reform measure
that favored a gold dollar. A new mint
that operated on live horsepower was
set up two years later, and with the dis
covery of gold in California, the produc-
tion of gold coins increased to the point
where the minting of cents and dimes
fell off, and no one had any change.
Alfter discussing the crisis for two years,
Congress swung into action and author-
ized a new series of coins in the now-
familiar five-to-Afty-cent denominations.
The mint worked on a twenty-four-hour
schedule, new coins poured into circula-
tion, and America had enough currency
to cover its needs for the first time in
history.

Pockets jingled but briefly, however.
With the outbreak of the Civil War,
coin metal became so scarce that paper
Greenbacks were declared legal tender.
In addition to Federal notes, seven
thousand different bank issues were in
circulation, together with five thousand
odd lots of passable counterfeits. Before
the war ended, one third of the money
in the country was counterleit, and in
the final days of the Confederacy bogus
bills bearing the names of Northern
banks were more negotiable than South-
ern “shinplasters.” Out of this near-
catastrophic muddle, the legislation
CSSCII[EH! o a SOll'I"ld curr{?ncy was born.

Vital as these matters are to our
present security, the details are as yawn-
inspiring as a good girl's diary—a
compendium of dull dates and cver-in-
creasing restraints. This is not to say that
emotions never ran high, or that all
decisions were the wisest. As a rcsult
of William Jenninzs Bryan's breast
beating on behalf of inflationary Free
Silver, and the commen man's sentimen-
tal suppo:t of the underdcg metal, thirty-
five million unused silver dollars are
currently creating a storage problem for
the Denver mint. Only four hundred
thousand are in circulation, mostly in
Las Vegas, where they are fed to slot
machines, and in parts of Texas, where
—it is sometimes alleged — they serve
as nickels and dimes. Nevada, scene of
the big Nineteenth Century silver dig-
gings, has always been partial to the king-
size coins. When the Comstock Lode was
struck, the bullion-happy citizens sang:

Oh, give me a silver dollar

I can lay on the bar with a bang.
Money that folds may do for the East,
But we want our dollars to clang!

In the interests of conveniences and
good posture, the rest of the nation

——
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eschews the weighty cartwheel and de-
rives its audio satisfactions from crisp,
new bills that snap, crackle and pop.
Token interest is displaved in our less-
bulky coins, however. These include our
copper pennies, which are partly tin, our
nickels, which are mostly copper, and
silver dimes. quarters and half dollars,
which — oddly enough — are mostly sil-
ver.

The metallic worth of all these coins
1s considerably less than their [ace value.
A meager twelve cents’ worth of metal is
required to make a dollar’s worth of
nickels, for instance, and Treasury offi-
cials estimate the annual profit from
minting to be in the neighborhood of
forty million dollars. At least part of the
profit is attributable to a law that makes
it illegal to change the design of a given
coin more than once in twenty-five vears,
plus the [act that the outlay for models’
fees has been pracrically nil. Legend has
it that when the eagle was selected as
our national emblem, the Philadelphia
mint adopted a live specimen named
Peter, who posed for several earlv coins,
until he got tangled up in the mint’s
machinery. As a result of his injuries,
Peter died, but retained his Civil Service
status through the thoughtiulness of
fellow-emplovees, who had the bald bird
stufted.

Though the mint was not on a first-
name basis with the bison who posed
for the buffalo nickel, the Indian was
long thought to be a chap named Two
Guns Whitecall. According to designer
James Earle Fraser, however, the por-
trait was a composite of three other
braves — Irontail, Two Moons, and a
taciturn  type with long braids, who
never diud give his name.

The Indian on the old penny was a
pale-face squaw, Sarah Longacre, daugh-
ter of a mint official, while the Lincoln,
Washington, Jefferson and Roosevelt
coins were all done from portraits. When
designer John Sinnock added his initials
o the Roosevelt dime in 1946, word
spread among the benighted that the
tiny “]. 8.” stood for Joseph Stalin, and
was the work of subversives boring from
within the mint. Assigned to design the
Franklin half dollar in 1948, Sinnock
therefore took the precaution of adding
his nuddle mutial, “R.” This merely
touched off a new rumor — the mint's
subversives had become so entrenched,
they were boldly defacing our coinage
with Stalin’s middle initial.

As might be expected, the intrinsic
vilue of our paper money is even less
than that of coin. It costs only thirty
cents o run off a thousand bills, whether
their face value is one dollar or ten
thousand dollars, and changes in design
are much less frequent. The biggest
change in the appearance of paper
money was its reduction in size, in 1929.
A less obvious but more momentous
change occurred in 1933-1934, when the

dollar went off the gold standard, and
paper currency was no longer redeem-
able in gold coin.

To even venture a summary of the
significance of this change is to become
involved in a maelstrom of economic
theories. Reading the fine print on the
engravings in our billlold. however, we
find that a ten-dollar Federal Reserve
note is “legal tender for all debts, public
and private, and is redeemable in lawful
money at the United States Treasury,
or at any Federal Reserve Bank.” The
large tvpe, above and below Jefferson’s
portrait, billboards the comlorting guar-
antee that “The United States of Amer-
ica will pav to the bearer on demand
Ten Dollars” — which means that a ten-
dollar bill will get you two paper fives,
ten paper ones, or a clutch of ten silver
dollars. The chnker 15 that even ten
silver dollars will leave vou a good deal
short of ten dollars™ worth ol intrinsic
vitlue, since the silver dollar contains
less than 372 grains of silver, and a [ull
480-grain ounce is price-pegged at ap-
proximately ninety-two cents.

It would appear, therefore, that we
are presently trading in government to-
kens, similar to the debased coinage of
Imperial Rome and the Continental
paper of Revolutionary America. Ac
tually, no such comparisons can be made.
Our modern currency does not pretend
to derive its value from the amount it
represents in static metal. It is based on
the purchasing power of a “commodity
dollar,” and is more realistically rooted
in the nation’s capacity to produce and
reproduce a wealth of goods and services
— a concept which often seems nebulous
to minds still operating on the gold
standard, but one that would be beau-
tifully clear to the earlier herdsmen,
whose cattle wealth reproduced itself
ume and again through the ages.

But, we recall, it is gold ingots and
not “‘commodity dollars™ that the govern-
ment keeps locked up in the vault at
Fort Knox, Kentucky. Surely this would
seem to sugeest that old-fashioned gold
has some uses bevond that of making
dental inlays — and it does. Though the
huge pile of glittering bricks buried in
the mausoleum at the corner of Dixie
Highway and Bullion Bouleévard may
seem as remote lrom our daily money
operations as a twelve-foot stone on the
Island of Yap, it is essential to the
prestige and support ol the American
dollar abroad. Gold is still the interna-
tional medium of exchange, and is
needed to cover situations where Amer-
ican goods and services will not immedi-
ately sullice.

So important is gold's world function
that every major power hoards its re-
serves with the greed of a lifelong nuser.
While it is assumed that the United
States holds some fifty percent of the
total supply, an unknown — though ad-
mittedly enormous — reserve is believed
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to be building up in the Soviet Union.
Unlike most of the world’s gold, which
still includes metal originally mined by
the ancient Egyptians, Soviet bullion is
largely new metal, which has been blasted
and dug from the orerich Siberian
tundra in a massive mining effort re-
ported to involve a labor force of 500.000.

To what purpose have the Russians
initiated this Twentieth Century gold
rush? At the moment, it’s impossible to
say. When the subject of gold was
broached during Khrushchev's visit to
France in March 1960, the Premier play-
fully begged the question: “Gold we
have, but we save it. Why? [ don't really
know. Lenin said the day would come
when gold would serve to coat the walls
and floors of public toilets. When the
Communist society is built, we must cer-
tainly accomplish Lenin’s wish.”

No one is so naive as to believe that
the Soviet is hoarding gold for the pur-
pose of beautifying Russian rest rooms,
however. Gold is a valuable weapon 1o
any nation seeking world supremacy. In
an all-out economic cold war, its power
could be as decisive as that of nuclear
weapons in a war that was military and
hot. Indeed, the secret stockpiling of
gold and weapons invites the speculation
that bombs and bullion may be more
alike than we had reason to suspect. In
view of this similarity, and previously
noted instances of weapons evolving into
harmless currency, the student of money
is prompted to offer the suggestion that
a nuclear war might well be averted by
simply switching the international mone-
tary base from gold to H-bombs. Since
nations are notably reluctant to part
with their monetary treasure, the new
nuclear wealth would be considered too
precious to waste in waging war. It
would be kept in vaults and cherished,
as gold is cherished today, while money
values might be measured in pikuls of
non-functional H-bombs, redeemable for
the jovs of peace.

The more immediate question, how-
ever, is not whether dollars and rubles
will ever be based on a Nuclear Stand-
ard, but whether the whole idea of money
might not be on the way out. With the
growing popularity of credit cards, one
can foresee the possibility of currency
aradually disappearing into one vast sys-
tem of credit. Swindlers and forgers are
already switching to counterfeit credit
cards.

But the men who know money best
are still far [rom alarmed, and currency
bufts stoutly insist that money will never
die. As one veteran mazuma hunter put
it in an interview, conducted outside the
loan department of a large Manhattan
bank: “Lissen, if anybody seriously
thinks that money is going out of style,
all he has to do is to take Benjamin
Franklin's advice. and just try to borrow
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father bI'Other (continued from page 64)

Father says Sure. How was he to know
what kind of a nut he was?

He gets one of the original cabins that
some chicks had just cut out of, and
he offers to give Father Brother some
rent. This should have been a tip-off,
but Father says he sort of liked this cat.
What was to like? He was a sawed-off
creep with no chin and a high, nervous
sort of voice.

That afternoon he moves in with his
wife — who is wearing a little nowhere
blue dress and a white hat —and their
seven-year-old kid. Then that afternoon,
just as everybody is getting up, here
comes this van and two moving cats get
out and carry in a bed and a sofa and
some boxes and, so help me, a television.

Well, at first we figure it's some kind
of a gag. But it turns out that this Smith
has a job in Santa Ana. He's an ac
countant. The only reason he takes the
pad is because he can’t find anyplace
else to live that he can afford. You see,
he’s trying to save enough loot to open
up his own business.

The next morning at eight An. it
starts. Smith is up with his television
turned on as loud as possible. His kid
is out hollering around the other pads
waking everybody up. He leaves for
work and his nowhere wife is banging
and hammering around all morning put-
ting up litde taffeta curtains.

That's just the beginning. It turns
out that two or three days a week Smith
brings work home. He sits out in front
of his cabin with a white shirt and a
necktie on going over balance sheets and
writing figures down in account books.
And when the tourists come by and see
him sitting there with his haircut and
shoeshine and necktie, well, it looks
awful. We try to explain that he's some
sort of far-out eccentric, but you can sce
it doesn’t sit well with them.

Finally we get up a deputation and
go see Father Brother and demand that
he get rid of this Smith. It's not that
we're prejudiced. A cat can be a little
peculiar, but after all, we have to have
some kind of standards. Anyway, what
was this Smith trying to prove?

Father says he understands the prob-
lem and he agrees to ask Smith to move.
But Smith says he's sorry, he doesn’t
have any place to move to. And he offers
to pay rent again.

So Father says what can he do? He
can’t throw them out. That'd be an act
of hostility and would set his Zen dis-
cipline back five years. Besides, Smith
told him that if he tries to evict him
he’ll hire a lawyer and if anyone gets
tough he'll call the cops. He says he is a
legal tenant because he has possession
and has offered to pay any rent the state
commission might find suitable.

In fact, before Father leaves, Smith
puts in a few knocks about the pad and

asks when he'’s going to get a paint job.

Some of us were pretty sore, but right
there is where Phil Botkin had to stick
his nose into it and talk us out of it.
Phil said that we should live and let
live, you know, like in a state of co-
existence with the Smiths. Phil even
tried to make friends with them. He'd
send his chick over with some Demerol,
or he'd stop Smith on the street and
offer to give hin bongo lessons or invite
him to a blast at the poetry hall but
Smith just says, “No, thank you,” sort of
nasty and marches off. He wasn't having
any coexistence. A real weirdo.

He keeps playing his television night
and day and it seems every time sight-
seers go by, he’s always out in front of
his pad watering some miserable little
geraniums he’s planted or marking down
figures in his books, wearing his necktie,
reading the Reader’s Digest. The Smiths
don't even smell good. Every time they
go by you get this odor of soap. Every-
one is just generally getting bugged.

But what really set everything off was
his kid. One evening Sydney Wax makes
it into the hall, but really bugged, like
the most. It seems Smith’s kid has been
teaching Sydney’s kids to play baseball.
And you know what a thing like that
can lead to! First it’s baseball. Then
it’s trying to make the team. Next it's
trying to make good grades in school
and by the time the kid is grown up —
what’s he fit for? A job, the suburbs, a
barbecue, candles on the dining room
table, insurance, and finally a Buick and
a fourteen-hundred-dollar funeral.

“He’s like a threat to our way of life!”
Sydney yells real inflammatory, waving his
arms. “He's putting it down, man. We're
pioneers here and we got an interest in
the bit. Are we gonna stand for this
troublemaker coming in and tryving to
poison our children’s minds? If he can't
make the scene, let him go back where
he came from!”

There's a big cheer here, and the
Gypsy jumps up. “Hey, there's no place
for his kind here,” she yells. “Hey, let’s
like burn down his whole pad. Who'd
know? It'd be, hey, like an accident,
man!” The Gypsy is always big with
violence, and if Danny hadn’t of grabbed
her she would've run out and barbecued
the whole damn Smith family.

“Cool it,” Danny says. “We don’t want
any state law down here.”

But by this time a lot of cats are
steamed, and a couple of motorcycle
types who are visiting Duke Wadek start
hollering, “Let’s get "em! Let’s get 'em.”
Those leather-jacket kids are always
wanting to “get” somebody. It's a stage
of development they go through. They
keep screaming “Let's get 'em” and in
no time the whole mob has marched
down to Smith's pad and are standing
out front muttering. They're in an ugly
mood.

At first no one does anything. Then
Honey Henley’s little sister ran up and
drew a big square with a black crayon
on the front door.

No one laughed though, and then
someone, I don’t know who, threw a
rock. Then a couple more rocks hit the
house and one went through the little
window with the taffeta curtain and the
glass busted all over. That sort of
shocked the crowd. They were quiet like
waiting for something to happen. In a
minute the door opened and this George
Smith comes out on the porch. You
could sce he was scared, but I got to
give him credit. He came right out and
faced them.

“You people go away,” he says. “I
have a right to live here. It’s a free
country.”

The crowd sort of moves forward, but
before anything can happen Phil Botkin
jumps up on the porch beside Smith
and waves his arms and vyells “Cool it.
Cool it!” until he gets attention.

“Fourscore and twentv weeks ago,”
Phil says to the crowd, "like we came to
this place and made a large hip scene
so that swingers from all over could
have a big mother pad, and we could
meditate our rebellion and not be
bugged by cops or landladics. These are
the times that try cats’ souls. The suminer
goof-off will, in these putdown times,
get out of orbit. But we dig these truths
to be cool. That all men are created hip
and have the right to go, go, go, to get
their kicks and to dig everything the
most in their private way, so that the
hip scene, for the hip and by the hip,
shall not cut out.”

Phil was really turned on. As he went
on with this speech Carlo starts chording
some blues on the guitar behind him and
Shelley Kahn and Little Bird start play-
ing the bongos and it builds to a real
swinging fintsh, and you sort of feel he’s
cooled everything. But just then Smith
has to open his mouth.

You can tell he hasn’t dug anything
that Phil has said. All he knows is rocks
were hitting his house and Phil was
making a speech.

“You should be ashamed of yourself,”
he says to Phil. “All you people should
be ashamed of yourselves. You're nothing
but a bunch of good-lor-nothing loafers.
You should go out and get jobs.”

Welll This is not a thing to say, espe-
cially at such a time. It starts everybody
up again,

“Split, square!” someone hollers and
then everyone is yelling.

“Cut out!”

“Get analyzed, man.”

“Make it someplace else, creep.”

“Like vanish, Dad!"

By this time Smith's nowhere wife has
come out on the porch and is trying to
drag him back inside, but he won't go.
Then another rock hits the roof and
one of the motorcycle kids comes up



“Hurry up — I haven’t got all night!”
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and shoves Smith in the chest.

Smith gives him a big wallop right on
the nose. The bike kid falls backwards
and right away he's screaming [or every-
one to "get him.”" A real rumble is start-
ing. Phil is trving to quict evervone.
Duke and the leather jackets are taking
oft their belts. The Gypsy is in back of
the cabin shoving newspapers under it
and trying to get her lighter to work.

Right then we hear the sirens. Some of
the tourists up front had heard the racket
and an old chick had pushed the panic
button and phoned the cops. This was
just what the state law had been waiting
for, and there were three squad cars
there in nothing flat, and troopers are
all over shoving everyone and velling,
“All right, break it up! Break it up!” like
they hear cops say in the movies.

They charge right in and. naturally,
the first one they grab is Smith. He's
right in the center of all the shoving
and velling. Then one big trooper grabs
Smith's wife and that sets him off. He
jerks loose and goes for this trooper, but
the wrooper just bats him aside and the
wile sereams and that's when old Phil,
who has no business being within a mile
of this kind of action, jumps on the big
trooper’s back and starts in hitting him
on the head and yelling terrible square
things like “Unhand that woman!” 1
swear that's what he said. “Unhand that
woman, vou Cossack!"

This “Cossack”™ must be a dirty word
in Irish because the wooper throws Phil
over his head and when Phil jumps up
and rushes ham he gives him about four
real, no-fooling-around belis. And who
can blame him? 1 thought Phil had
Nipped.

Anyway, they carry Phil oft and round
up me and Danny and about ten others
as “Ringleaders” and drag us up to

headquarters in Long Beach, and we
spend the night in the tank.
The next day the judge gives us a

“I say, that is good

long, dumb lecture. You can sec he’s
aching to put us all away for a million
years, but there’s no complaint against
us. The old chick who phoned the law
isn't there, and we all say we were just
having a peaceful birthday party. The
only charge they can figure out is against
Smith for resisting arrest. But the judge
can see Smith is an oddball, and he calls
Smith’s boss on the phone, and the boss
savs Smith is the most, so alter the judge
runs out of lecture, we get dismissed,

The newspapers, of course, had big
page-one headlines about the no-good
beatniks and the awful “riot” that was
caused by free love —so by the time we
wet back to the settlement, cars are
parked for a mile along the highway in
cach direction. You never saw such
crowds. I heard later it was the first day
since it opened that Disneyland ran in
the red. And only six people saw the
trained whales.

Well, the next morning the motor-
cvcle kids have cut out, and we all feel
sort of ashamed. When Smith comes
outside evervone looks away, but he
goes right up to Father Brother and
says he has taken the day off from work
and is going to the countv hospital to
visit Phil and will drive anvone else
who wants to come. Five of us pile in
with him and off we go.

Phil has a busted nose and a cracked
rib and looks awlul. But this Smith
makes a real un-cool speech about how
lie appreciates Phil's protecting Gladys
(that’s his wife's name) and says he ad-
mires Phil’s courage and character.

In a week Phil is back. and [rom then
on he and this Smith get real buddy-
buddy. Smith is teed oft at the locals
anyway [or pushing him around, and
pretty soon he and Gladys are showing
up at the poetry readings and the jazz
sessions. He sits up front on a litle
folding camp stool and snaps his fingers
on the downbeat and shouts things like,

“Get hot!” and “Get out of this world,
fella!™ which is pretty embarrassing, but
evidently not to him.

But vou can’t put down anyone who
tries, right? He's still with the haircut
and white-shirt bit, but he gets rid of
the necktic and carries around a book
on Zen. He has a lot of talks with
Father too, and fnally, as a [avor to
Father, he makes a survey ol the “opera-
tion™ as he calls it

It turns out that Smith has come up
with a lot of ideas for running the
“operation” more efficiently, and Father
makes him sort of a general manager.

First thing he does is buy a mimeo-
graph machine and put up a big bulletin
board. Then he puts up “assignments”
on the bulletin board. Father Brother
explains that it is for the common good
and will mean, in the long run, more
extra time for us all to meditate our
rebellion against the lack of spirituality
in socicty. Regular guides are assigned
for certain howrs. like they have to be
there exactly when it savs. Smith has
them memorize a set speech to give to
the tourists (Father has started calling
them “our guests”™), and everv morning
before the guides go out he would in-
spect them to make sure their hair
wasn’t combed and their jeans were dirty
enough.

Then Smith figures out that it'll give
us all more free time il the painrers
show up one afternoon a week to paint
the garbage cans and another afternoon
to work on little pictures, like on an
assembly line. Each cat puts on one
color, and then the chicks sell them out
on the road as “genuine beawnik oils’
for twenty-five dollars. He organizes the
Mexican cigarette bit and gets packages
wholesale with “Hippies. the Real Cool
Smoke™ printed on them, and we have
to put in one day a week flling up
the packages.

And that’s just a start. Smith puts up
a Jack Kerouac museum (admission ten
cents) and he has Johnny Otawari giving
his Zen lecture every hour on the hour.
He puts up another building and calls it
an “Authentic Buddhist Yabyum Parlor”
and hires a stripper [rom Gardenia to do
a cooch dance four or five times a day.

His wife, Gladys, is around organizing
guitar classes [or the chicks and teaching
them to bake cookies. Cookies! Every-
thing seems to be sort of different.
Whenever we see Smith on the street he
calls us by our first name and says god-
awlul things.

“Like man, Rog,” he says, “our gross
is like up seven percent over August.
It's like crazy.” Or, “It's cool the way
our new deferred tax setup scene allows
us like to make the amortization bit
with the wholesale raw materials jazz,
min.”

What really started to bug us was
when he put up on the bulletin board
that evervone should grow beards. A
beard is a personal thing and if you
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don’t dig beards, what the hell. The
whole bit is getting to be a drag. When-
ever you don’t show up for an assign-
ment on time Father Brother comes
around (Father is having his gunny-
sack robes made by a tailor in Long
Beach now and has a different color for
each day) and gives you a big talk about
inner discipline and our responsibility
to the protest movement, and it is just
getting to be oo much. Who needs it?

But what was like the real final put-
down was the sign. Smith talked Father
into putting up this big, new sign over
the coffee house, which had been rebuilt
to include a cocktail lounge with booths
all decorated in chrome and imitation
leather with fake patches on it. It had
plastic cobwebs in the corners and mice
painted on the walls and signs all around
saying: TRY OUR NON-CONFORMIST HAM-
BURGERS, and, OUR WAITRESSES ARE BEAT,
BUT NOT OUR STEAKS, and, EVERYTHING Is
COOL, MAN — BUT oUR soup. Out front
there was a shop selling “Beatnik San-
dals,” “Beatnik Orange Marmalade” and
“Beatnik Spray Net (to give your hair
that chic tangled look)” and Beatnik
souvenir ashtrays and pennants.

But like I said, the sign was what did
it. It was about three stories high with
BEATNIKVILLE spelled out in neon and
at the bottom there was a picture of
Father Brother. That was creepy enough,
but right under the picture it said, *Ap-
proved by California Junior Chamber of
Commerce — Member of the Diners’
Club.”

When they got it up everyone stood
around looking at it for a long time. No
one said anything, but Danny and Lenny
staved up all that night working over
their MG and next morning they took
Arlene and Harry Fagin and cut out for
Acapulco.

It turned out that the waitress chicks
had been holding out pretty good on the
tips and that afternoon Paint Girl and
Julie Chapek bought a second-hand
Porsche 190 and headed for Chicago and
a bunch of the L.A. cats caught the four
o'clock bus. After dinner the Gvpsy
started talking about the Village and next
day she chipped in with Lou Annie
Rvan on a ‘56 Chevy and four days later
we were sitting in the Rigoletto on
MacDougal street.

Within a week most of the cats who
would normally be around the Village
were back. It didn't bother Father
Brother or Smith much though. They
just hired a gang of high school kids
and some movie extras to take over, and
last I heard they were even advertising
on television.

Too bad, because for a while, until
that George Smith showed up, La Pluma
was like we really had it made. I mean,
it just goes to show, like they say, that
one rotten apple can spoil the whole

barrel.
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V E RY L ATE (continued from page 96)

“No, no, her son! He's hung himself!"

“Hung himself?” I said, ridiculously,
and found myself, stunned, explaining
to her. “Oh, no, it wasn't him was going
to die it was —" I babbled. I stopped,
for the maid was clutching, pulling my
arm.

“We cut him down, oh God, he’s still
alive, quick!”

Still alive? He still breathed, yes, and
wilked around through the other years,
yes, but alive? No.

It was she who gained strength and
lived through his attempt to escape her.
She never forgave his trying to run off.

“What do you mean by that, what do
you mean?!” I remember her screaming
at him as he lay feeling his throat, in the

cottage, his eyes shut, wilted, as I hurried
in the door. “What do you mean doing
that, what, what!!”

And looking at him there I knew he
had tried to run away from both of us,
we were both impossible to him. I did
not forgive him that either, for a while.
But I did feel my old hatred of him be-
come something else, a kind of dull pain,
as I turned and went back for a doctor.

“What do you mean, you silly boyl”
she cried.

I married Paul that autumn.

After that, the years poured through
the glass swiftly. Once each year, Roger
led himself into the pavilion to sit eat-
ing lemon ice with his limp hands like
empty gloves, but he never called me by

“I think he’s beginning lo suspect we’re
not just scanning the horizon for ships.”

my name again, nor did he mention the
old promise.

Here and there in the hundreds of
months that passed I thought, for his
own sake now, for no one else, sometime
somehow he must simply up and destroy
the dragon with the hideous bellows face.
For Roger and only for Roger, Roger
must do 1t.

“Surely this year,” I thought, when he
was fifty, fifty-one, fifty-two. Between
seasons I caught myself examining occa-
sional Chicago papers, hoping to find a
picture of her lying slit like a monstrous
yellow chicken. But no, but no, but
no...

I'd almost forgotten them when they
returned this morning. He's very old
now, more like a doddering husband
than a son. Baked gray clay he is, with
milky blue eyes, a toothless mouth, and
manicured  fingernails  which seem
stronger because the flesh has baked
away.

At noon today, after a moment of
standing out, a lone gray wingless hawk
staring at a sky in which he had never
soared or flown, he came inside and
spoke to me, his voice rising.

“Why didn’t you tell mel”

“Tell you what?” I said, scooping out
his ice cream before he asked for it

"One of the maids just mentioned,
your husband died five years ago! You
should have told me!”

“Well, now you know,” I said.

He sat down slowly. “Lord,” he said,
tasting the ice cream and savoring it,
eyes shut. “This is bitter . . .” Then a
long time later he said, “Anna, I never
asked. Were there ever any children?”

“No,” I said. “And I don’t know why.
I guess I'll never know why.”

I left him sitting there and went to
wash the dishes.

At nine tonight I heard someone
laughing by the lake. I hadn’t heard
Roger laugh since he was a child, so I
didn’t think it was him untl the doors
burst wide and he entered, flinging his
arms about, unable to control his almost
weeping hilarity.

“Roger!” I asked. “What's wrong?"”

“Nothing! Oh, nothing!” he cried.
“Everything's lovely! A root beer, Annal
Take one yourself! Drink with me!”

We drank together, he laughed, winked,
then got immensely calm. Still smiling,
though, he looked suddenly, beautifully
young.

“Anna,"” he whispered intensely, lean-
ing forward. “Guess what? I'm flying to
China tomorrow! Then India! Then
London, Madrid, Paris, Berlin, Rome,
Mexico City!™

“You are, Roger?”

“I, 1, I, not we, we, wel but I, Roger
Bidwell Harrison, I, I, 1!

I stared at him and he gazed quietly
back at me, and 1 must have gasped. For
then 1 knew what he had finally done



tonight, this hour, within the last few
nnutes.

Oh, no, my lips must have said.

Oh, but yes, yes, his eyes upon me
replied, incredible miracle of miracles,
after all these waiting years, tonight at
last. Tonight.

I let him talk. Alter Mexico City it
was Rio and after Rio, New Orleans, oh
he'd saved millions of schedules, flight
charts, hotel bulletins for forty years, he
knew the moons and tides, the goings
and comings of everything on the seas
and in the skies.

“But, best of all,” he said at last,
“Anna, will vou come along with me?
I've lots of money put away. Anna, tell
me, will you?”

I came around the counter slowly, and
saw myself in the mirror, a woman in her
seventicth vear going to a party half a
century late.

I sat down beside him and shook my
head.

“Oh, but Anna, why not, there’s no
reason whyl!”

“There is a reason,” 1 said.

“Me, but I don’t count!"

“That’s just it, Roger, vou do.”

“Anna, we could have a wonderful
time —"

“I dare say. But, Roger, you've been
married for seventy years. Now, for the
first time, you're not married. You don’t
want to turn around and get married
again right off, do you?™

“Don’t 1?" he asked, blinking.

“You don’t, you really don’t. You de-
serve a little while, at least, off by your-
self, to sece the world, o know who
Roger Harrison is. A little while away
from women. Then, when you've gone
around the world and come back is time
to think of other things.”

“If you say so —"

“No. It mustn't be anything I say or
know or tell you to do. Right now it
must be you telling yourself what to
know and see and do. Go have a grand
time. If you can — be happy.”

“Will you be here waiting for me
when I come back?"

“I haven’t it in me anymore to walit,
but I'll be here.”

He moved toward the door, then
stopped and looked at me as if surprised
by some new question that had come in-
to his mind. y

“Anna,” be said, “if all this had hap-
pened forty, fifty years ago, would you
have gone away with me then? Would
you really have married me?"”

I did not answer.

“Anna?” he asked.

After a long while I said, “There are
some questions that should never be
asked.”

Because, I went on, thinking, there
can be no answers. Looking down the
years toward the lake, I could not re-

“You.”

member, so I could not say, whether we
could have ever been happy. Perhaps
even as a child, sensing the impossible
in Roger, I had clutched the impossible,
and therefore the rare, to my heart, sim
ply because it was impossible and rare.
He was a sprig of farewell summer
pressed in an old book, to be taken out,
turned over, admired, once a year, but
more than that? who could say? surely
not I, so long so late in the day. Life is
questions, NOt ANSWeTS.

Roger had come very close to read my
face, my mind, while I thought all this.
What he saw there made him look away,
close his eyes, then take my hand and
press it to his cheek.

“I'll be back. I swear I will!”

Outside the door he stood bewildered
for a moment in the moonlight, looking
at the world and all its directions, ecast,
west, north, south, like a child out of
school for his first summer not knowing
which way to go first, just breathing, just
listening, just secing.

“Don't hurry!” I said, fervently. “Oh,
God, whatever you do, please, enjoy
yourself, don’t hurry!”

I saw him run off toward the limousine
near the cottage where I was supposed
to rap in the morning and where I would
get no answer. But I knew that I would
not go to the cottage and that I'd keep
the maids from going there because the
old lady had given orders not to be both-
ered. That would give Roger the chance,
the start he needed. In a week or two or
three, I might call the police. Then if
they met Roger coming back on the boat
from all those wild places, it wouldn't
matter.

Police? Perhaps not even them. Per-
haps she died of a heart attack and poor
Roger only thinks he killed her and now
proudly sails off into the world, his pride
not allowing him to know that only her
own self-made death released him.

But then again, if at last all the mur-
der he had put away for seventy years
had forced him tonight to lay hands on
and kill the hideous turkey, I could not
find it in my heart to weep for her but
only for the great time it had taken to
act out the sentence.

The road is silent. An hour has passed
since the limousine roared away down
the road.

Now, I have just put out the lights
and stand alone in the pavilion looking
out at the shining lake where in another
century, under another sun, a small boy
with an old face was first touched to
play tag with me and who now, very
late, had tagged me back, had kissed my
hand and run away, and this time my-
self, stunned, not following.

Many things I do not know, tonight.

But one thing I'm sure ol.

I do not hate Roger Harrison, any

more.
Y]
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OALAMAOA

(continued from page 52)
contempt! But look — there’s your pre-
cious Gauguin in every stroke, every
line, every vulgar splash of eye-catching
color. It was to have been a variation
on one of that ham-hsted stockbroker's
Polynesian themes. 1 was going to call it
Oaldmaca.”

“Meaning?” 1 asked.

“Meaning simply Oalimada — men,
pigs, women, hibiscus and bananas.
What else is there in the Pacific?”

I looked closely and long. And it was
then that my scheme sprouted, swelled,
and blossomed to perlection in my head
like one of those Japanese paper flowers
in warm water. Now, as I was about to
speak, Molosso's wile came in, carrying
a package of groceries and three bottles
of wine. He did not even say “hello” to
her — simply jerked a thumb in her di-
rection and said to me, “That’s Lucille,
the cross I have to bear.”

I said, “Madame, I am most impressed
by your husband’s work, and propose to
offer him a commission worthy of his
brush.”

“What does she know?” cried Mo-
losso. “*She sews buttons on rich women's
drawers in a lingerie shop in the Rue
de Miromesnil. But are you serious, sir?
A commission?”

“If you are free,” I said.

“Free! 1 wish 1 werel” said Molosso,
with a bitter look at his nice little wife.
“But sir, I'd do anything in the world
rather than continue to paint sickening
cherubs and nauseating roses for Mi-
nard’s Hand-Painted Greeting Cards."

“Work for me lor six months, then,”
I said, “and 1 will pay you one thousand
dollars American every month. All your
expenses will be paid. At the end of
our association, I will pay you thirty
thousand dollars in cash. Well?”

Well! So began what must be the
neatest piece of polite skulduggery that
even the rare picture business has ever
known. And these, my friend, are very
strong words indeed.

- - -

So. A few months later T called on no
less a person than Mr. Egon Mollock,
in his suite at the Crillon. He had come
to Paris for his usual annual visit, seck-
ing what he might devour, for he was
a multimillionaire and a collector. Ol
what? Of anything that nobody else had,
ol anything any other collector would
give his cars for. He was not a lover of
beauty; only of rarity. If wart hogs had
been scarce he would have collected wart
hogs. As it was, he went after original
works of art, which he kept locked up
in his mansion in Connecticut.

To this loveless jailer of the beauti-
ful, I said, “I have news for you, in
confidence, Mr. Mollock. Imogene Grib-
ble wanis to sell a Gauguin.”

“Very likely,” said he. “But I happen
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25 match books in black
with white PLAYBOY rabbit,
your name or a friend's
(limit: 22 spaces), hand-
somely boxed $2. Christmas
delivery guaranteed on
orders received by Decem-
ber 8th.

Send check or money order
to:

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS
Dept. 128

232 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, lllinois




to know that the Gobseck Collection is
entailed.”

“Exactly. That is why I am em-
powered to speak to you —in the strict-
est confidence.”

I should explain. here, that Lucien
Gobseck was one of those mystery men
ol money whose histories always have to
be hushed up. He came up overnight
like a toadstool, and helped to finance
Louis Napoleon's coup d’étar: had a
long, murky carcer as company pro-
moter, moneylender, and unofficial
pawnbroker to the great, and died in
1899, leaving a colossal fortune and an
art collection which hardly anyone has
ever been allowed to look at. The col-
lection 1s entailed — in other words, it
is an heirloom; it may be inherited, but
never sold. And such an inheritance,
nowadays, is the legatee’s nightmare.
There is many a proud inheritor who,
ruined by death taxes and insurance
premiums, prays day and night for a
goad hot fire fanned by a hard dry wind.

Gobseck'’s only child, a girl, reversed
the accepted order of things. Generally,
it is an American heiress who marries a
penniless Frenchman. She married a
cowhand out of Buffalo Bill Cody’s
Wild West Show, named Boscobel, said
to be the most optimistic poker-player
on carth. But even so, their daughter
Imogene brought a large fortune 1o her
hushand, a Bostonian named Gnbble,
who abhorred gambling and invested
only in sure things at twelve-and-a-hall
percent. Thus, when he passed on —
Bostonians never die, they simply pass
on — Imogene was lelt with only about
twenty-five thousand dollars a year, and
this incubus of a Gobseck Collection to
keep up and pay insurance on.

1 said, “The Tonkin Necklace has
been broken up and replaced with a
paste replica these five years. So has the
Isabella Tiara. Morally, Imogene Grib-
ble is justified: in law, she is culpable.
I feel that 1 am no more a purveyor of
stolen property in ollering Qalamaoa,
than you would be a receiver ol it if
vou bought it. This kind of technically
illicit deal is less reprehensible than,
say, smuggling a bottle ol cognac. No-
body is the loser, but everyone gains. A
copy ol Oalamadéa moulders in the dark
instead of the beautlul original: Mus.
Gribble has some money, which she
needs; 1 draw my commission; and you
have the jov ol possession —

“— Qaldmadaz 1 never heard of it,”
he said.

“Neither had I until T first saw ic.” 1
told him. “It is possible that old Gobseck
loresaw Gauguin's value, and bought
some unheard-ol canvases. Who knows:"

“1 have met Imogene Gribble,” said
Mollock, looking at me with that un-
pleasant smile of his, which has been so
aptly likened to a tired earthworm try-
ing to bite its other end. “What is to
prevent my dealing with her directly?”

“If the lady chose to deal directly, 1
imagine she would not have employved
me as a go-between,” I said, with some
coldness. “Mrs. Gribble mentioned three
of her acquaintances whom I might
approach in this matter: Karvatidis the
shipowner, Gregor Dreidl the theatrical
man, and your good self.”

“Why did yvou come to me first — if
vou did come to me first?”

“Because,” | said, with a shrug, “Kary-
atidis is on his vacht, Dreidl is in New
York, and you happen to be in Paris.”

“Well,” he said, grudgingly, “I'll look
at the picture.”

I had it with me. Mollock, who had
done so much under-the-counter buying
in his time, remarked on the [act that
the canvas was still stretched in its
framework. He had rather expected it
to be rolled up in a cardboard tube. I
reminded him, ““I'his is not a stolen
canvas, my dear sir, cut from its frame-
work with a razor-blade. Why mar it
even that little, therefore?”

“This is no Nineteenth Century can-
vas,” he said.

“Of course not. It is verv much older.
The art-dealer, Pére Tanguy, from whom
most Parisian artists of Gauguin’s time
got their supplies, had a considerable
stock of perlfectly good canvases painted
by unheard-of mediocrities of every cen-
tury. The pictures were worthless; the
canvases were excellent. So impecunious
painters olten bought them lor a few
Irancs, cleaned them, and painted over

them. This you must know. Ah . . ." I
said with a sigh, *. . . whoever sold
Gauguin that bit of canvas is still
whistling for his money, I'll wager,
wherever he is!™

“But what a blaze of color!” he ex-
claimed.

So it was. There was something stun-
ning in the impact ol the color of
Oualdmada as it hit your eye. Little Mo-
losso, in his vanity and his spite, had
out-Gauguined Gauguin, so to speak.
The central hgure was a golden-skinned
woman, nude, walking as if under a
spell, followed by a group of young men
wearing lava-lavas ol difterent tints but
all marked with the same meandering,
tantalizing design. They were coming
out of a jungle flaring with flowers. To
the right, in the foreground, a black-
and-white pig rooted among the shrubs.

I said, “He must have enjoyed him-
sell, that man, painting this picture.”

Mollock nodded. I wonder what that
pattern means, there on the cloth.”

“Some Polynesian  ideograph, no
doubt,” 1 said.

“And how much does Imogene Grib-
ble want for this?” he asked.

“One hundred and fifty thousand dol-
lars,” I said.

“Like hell she does.” said he. Do
vou realize that if I don't buy, a word
dropped by me will make the sale of
this picture to anybody else absolutely
impossibler”

“Yes, that’s the chef’s special. He’s
having one of his bad days.”
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“Sir,” said I, “in naming you, Kary-
atidis and Dreidl, Mrs. Imogene Gribble
referred enly to the three most respect-
able of her list of potential buyers.”

1 will not bore you with an account
of the negotiatiens that fellewed. They
started before lunch, and ended at cock-
tail-time. Meclleck wheedled me, Mel-
lock tempted me, and at last 1 fell. With
an air of shame I accepted $105,000 as
the “official”™ price paid for Oaldmada in
this highly unofficial deal, and an extra
fifteen thousand dollars strictly off the
recerd as my price for underselling my
employer. Mollock was very good at fig-
ures. He put it to me, “Say I pav a
hundred and thirty-five thousand for
Oaldmacda. Your dealer's commission,
twenty percent, amounts to twenty-seven
theusand dellars, and that is that. But
say I pay only a hundred and five thou-
sand, and give you a private honecrarium
of fifteen thousand, you make thirty-six
thousand and I save fifteen.”

You can’t argue with arithmetic. An
expert having, after a secreét examina-
tion of the picture, pronounced it “The
Gauguin te end all Gauguins,” I took
my mency and Melleck sailed for
America. My little game was well begun.

. Yes, you hecard me correctly —
begun. Do you think a man like me
expends such creative planning and pre-
cise administrative work for a wretched
$120.000? Do you take me for a common
crock?

To proceed: as soon as he get home,
Mollock had his new acquisition suitably
framed and lighted, and gave a sclect
little dinner for a few of the collectors
he hated most, and Oalimada was un-
veiled. The effect was all he had hoped
it might be; Mollock savered to the full
the joy of seeing the unfeigned admira-
ticn of his guests for the picture, and
their ill-disguised envy and loathing for
himself. Dreidl, the theatrical man, of-
fered him $180,000 for the picture, on
the spot. This finagler had turned him-
self into something called a Fine Arts
Develepment Cerporation, among other
slippery things, and could somchow
clude the tax-collectors in his artistic
sidelines by pretending to be a dealer.
But our Mr. Mollock would not sell.
He wanted to gloat. Oaldmada was his
alone, for the price of a few limousines!

I let him wallow in his base triumph
for several days. Then I sent one of my
fricnds to Molleck in the guise of a
visiting French expert. This reliable
man, whom I had most thoroughly
drilled in his role, looked at the picture,
did what the theatrical people call a
deuble-take, and burst out laughing.
“Why!” he cried. “Bless my soul, but
what a clever little rascal Molosso turned
cut to be, after all! T never thought he
had it in him to stick to onc thing for
so leng, though.”

“What are you talking about? And
who is Molosso?”

“A painter of greeting cards for Mi-
nard, in Paris. You have prebably seen
his signature en the more expensive
kinds cof birthday felicitations, wedding
congratulations, etcetera, etcetera. You
may certainly see his highly noticeable
signature (he is a vain little fellow) in
all its glery on this excellent fake. Why,
the roguc has had the consummate im-
pudence te paint his name cpenly — but
openly — all over it!"”

And he peinted out that interesting
meandering design on the men’s dra-
peries in the picture — the very design
Molleck had been the first to point cut,
and which I had said might be some
Pelynesian idecgraph.

“See, sir —you need no magnifying
glass — this is simply Molosso’s regular
signature cover amd over again. See?
Molossomolessomolosso, with the loops
filled in. But oh, what a beautiful joke!”

I nced scarcely tell you that Mollock
failed to sce the beauty of it. But he was
a hard man, and a ruthless man, and a
quick-thinking and a persuasive man.
He talked to my friend the “expert”; he
wheedled him, he tempted him, and,
like me, my friend fell. He agreed, for
a censideration — five thousand dollars
down, and five theusand more on com-
pletion of the deal —to sell Oaldmada
to the Greek magnate Karyatidis.

First, Molleck let it be rumored that,
on account of scme unfortunate specu-
lations in Africa, he might be compelled
to sell part of his collection. It was not
trug, of coursc —the man was a born
liar. And then Karyatidis was delicately
approached in the matter of the Oald-
mada. Mollock knew his brother art-
graspers: if he owned a picture and
Dreidl desired it, then Karyatidis would
stop at nothing to get it. Then he wrote
us an ambiguously-worded authority to
act for him in the sale ol his recently-
acquired canvas, Oaldmasa. “Gauguin
never painted better,” he said in the
nete. But he did not say that Gauguin
had painted Qaldmada.

And Karyatidis bought the picture for
$210,000, to hang in the saloon of his
yacht. Of this not untidily reund sum, I
sent Mollock not one penny. And when
he began to act in a generally offensive,
resentful manner, I took little Molosso te
sce Karyatidis, and I said, “M. Karyatidis,
you have nothing to fear from Molleck.
His hands are tied and his lips are sealed.
You have only to threaten him with
criminal proceedings for trying to scll
you a fake Gauguin.”

“What take Gauguin?”

I pointed out the cunning device of
Molesso's signaiure. I presented Me-
losso, saying. “Here is the man whe
painted the picture entitled Qaldmada,
which now adorns yeur saloon.”

Karyatidis had not risen [rom fig-
packer to multimillionair¢ by Dbeing
easily surprised. He rubbed his chin,
and leoked me up and dewn, and said,

“What's your angle? Make it goed.”

“Why,” I said, “M. Molosso was em-
ployed te paint over the criginal Gau-
guin, so that the canvas might not fall
inte enemy hands during the war. The
true Oalimacda is underncath the one
you sece. Cry ‘Fake!’ and Mr. Mollock
will cut his imagined losses, and keep
quict. M. Molosso will clean the canvas,
and you will be the possessor of the
original after all. Only Mollock will be
out of pocket. I, sir, am the thicf here.
and nobody else.”

“And what is the subject of the pic-
ture underncath?” asked Karyaruidis.

“Oaldmada.” I said, “but without Mc-
losso’s signature on the draperies.”

“All right,” said Karvatidis. Then he
went on to indicate, in a soothing voice,
that if T double-crossed him 1 would
scon wish I had never been born: the
cccan beds, rom Alexandretta te Ca-
racas, were white with the bones of men
who had tried to double-cross Kary-
atidis. It was not the money, he said,
but the principle of the thing. I told
him point-blank that I had double-
crossed better men than he when he
was unhygienically boxing figs for his
living in Istanbul. “1 know,” he said.
“Yeu must have something up your
sleeve, or why come to me at this point,
when you could be far awav with two
hundred and ten thousand of my monev?
You must knew vou'll never get ancther
penny cut of me."”

“Perhaps you will get a penny out ol
me,” 1 said. "I mean, at the expense of
semeone you don't like.”

“Ah, that! An enemy's penny brings
good luck,” he said. “I like you. I could
usc a man like vou in my business.”

“Compliment for cempliment. [ could
use a man like you in mine,” I told him.

Well, then Moloszo went to work. off
came Oaldmaéa’s top coat, and there
was a similar picture underneath; only,
as I had said, the pattern el the em-
broidery was diflerent, on the men’s
garments. Molosso’s signature was gone.

“T'he difterence is cbvious, now,” said
Karyatidis.

“Isn’t itz” I said. “And here is your
encmy's penny.” I gave him an envelope.
“This,” I told him, “contains a sheet of
white paper bearing a perfect impres-
sion ol Molosso's right thumb in ivory
black. Leok carelully at the lower-right-
hand corner of Oalimada, and vou will
sce, deep in the coriginal paint, an
identical thumbprint.”

“Are you telling me this is a fake,
too?”

“Absolutelv. But wait. You do not
like My, Dreidl. I believe? Well, he will
come to vou and beg you to sell this
Oalamada, and you will let him have it
at a prefic. And 1 will take dealer’s
commission.”

With this, I left him, absolutely be-
wildered. perhaps fer the first time in
his life.
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for the man who
has everything...
plus a hangover!

TR
Why trade a *‘large evening"” for a hangover?

get Hangover Chaser

Remember the way the bird-boys
=
over
r|

chased a hangover? Shoot yours
o

down the same way—by breath-
ing pure oxygen. It's the push-
button way to a clear head. No
more throbbing, clanging, dismal
morning-afters, when the cat
keeps stomping his feet.
Party till your heart's content. But
keep HANGOVER CHASER handy.
Only $1.98 (plus 25c for postage & handling)
—_— L

Send check or money order

AEROD SPACE LABORATORIES
Box 9227, Prairie Village 15, Kans.

ESKIMO SEAL SLIPPERS FROM CANADA

You will delight in the
beauty, comfort and
warmth of these beauti-
fully styled and hand
sewn moccasin slippers.
Made from natural color
Labrador seals by skilled
craftsmen. Their long
wearing qualities are
only exceeded by their
beauty. A highly accept-
able gift at any season.
Full sizes only,

Playmate sizes 3 10 9.
Playboy sizes 6 to 13,
Only $9.95 prepaid,
Send check or money order to:
THUNDERBIRD TRADING LTD.,
THORNHILL, ONTARIO, CANADA

the PLAYMATE garler
A " '.\

FOR YOUR PLAYMATE

A tender tribule with a delicate touch.
Dainty, feminine, petite . , . it will
speak for you better than words.

A garter of exceptional quality, made
of lustrous black satin and filmy imported
French lace . . . and embellished with an

embroidered PLAYBOY Bunny.
Shipped in transparent acetate gift box.
Available with either black or white lace.
$2 ppd.
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS®
232 E. Ohio St., Dept. 12BC, Chicago 11, Il

So I went to visit Gregor Dreidl in
his indecently voluptuous office, and I
told him, as one crook might tell
another, of the whole affair, and he was
tremendously amused. But he stopped
Iaughing when I said, “The cream of
the jest is, that underneath this second
Oalimasa—THERE IS A THIRD! And
this one at the bottom is the genuine
onel”

And after so much tedious palaver
that to give you a mere précis of it
would make me so hoarse that I should
be compelled to ask you for more coffee.
Dreidl went to Karyatidis and bought
Oaldmaca for $225,000 and one cent.
The Greek insisted on that penny; had
to have it brand-new, too. Later, I heard,
he had it mounted in diamonds and used
it for a scarf-pin.

I took my twenty percent, and, having
grown bored with the affair, concluded
it in the following manner:

I went to Mollock, who, to put it
mildly, upbraided me. That Oalimada
he had paid good money for was a fake,
he cried. I said yes, 1 knew, and I was
much to blame; for the fake had been
deliberately overpainted on the original.
But this, I said, was not the worst of it.
Paul Gauguin himself had perpetrated
a kind of fake!

“1 mean,” I said, “that Gauguin was
paid to disguise an immensely valuable
old master with a comparatively worth-
less original of his own —oh Mr. Mol
lock, Mr. Mollock — that Oalimada was
painted over The Stoning of St. Stephen,
by El Greco, and I would give my right
arm to get it back!”

Dazed, he said, *“. . . Somebody painted
a fake Gauguin over a real Gauguin,
who painted over a genuine El Greco?”

“Yes, yes'! The existence of the Gau-
guin was known, and it was covered
with a replica of itself, it scems. But
nobody knew until now that Gauguin
himself had been hired by Gobscck to
cover the Si. Stephen. Here is a letter
to prove it. It was written in Parnis alter
Gauguin’s last exhibition there in 1893.
at Durand-Ruel's. To old Camille Pis-
sarro, who wanted money. Look!™

It was a rambling letter, written in
that violet ink which, with the pin-
point pen-nib, used to be at the service
of the patrons of most French cafés. It
was a very good letter — the man I paid
to write it could copy a twenry-dollar
bill line-for-line in five hours with pen
and brush. The cogent passage, freely
translated, ran:

«. . The exhibition at Durand-Ruel

was a bloody fiasco, a catastrophe.

Bali! To the critics I say, “Shut your

mausoleums, you penny-a-liners —

the bones stink!” As for money, what
does one use for i1? How I hate Paris

and the Parisians! I earned myself a

species of dishonest penny the other

day, and oh my friend, the irony of
it! That bloated swine of a Lucien

THREE CLASSICS FROM PLAYBOY
Building your own library of
great books? You'll want to in-
clude these three PLAYBOY
volumes. The very best features
from your favorite magazine
permanently bound in hard-
cover editions.

THIRO PLAYBOY ANNUAL $4.50
The best stories, cartoons,
jokes and special features from
PLAYBOY's third year. Includes
more than two dozen pages in
full color.

PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES $3
Hundreds of PLAYBOY's most
hilarious jokes and limericks—
plus a sprinkling of spicy car-
toons.

PLAYBOY'S RIBALD CLASSICS §3
Sophisticated stories by the
great writers of the past smartly
retold for today's readers.

ALL THREE FOR $10

PLAYBOY BOOKS, Dept. 158
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, ML




*WRAPARONG®

Perfect for
giving or for
pampering your-
self. The crigi-
nal terry sa-
rong subtly
shapes to
your figure
and buttons
snugly at top
and waist. Thirs-
ty terry after bath
orshower—in
dressing room or
dormitory.  All

N bound in white
}‘;{% terry. Aqua-
LI blue, Pink, Tur-
srat quoise - green,
Gold, Royal,
Cherry, or
White. Sm
(8-10}, Med
(12-14), Lg
(16-20).
$3.95
b1 1
77
wt PML
5 SNAPARONG

Give him this
matching fitted
shaving towel.
White, aqua-blue,
yellow or royal. Sm
(28-32), Med (34-38),
Lg [40-44). $2.00

Add 35¢ each for shipping.
Color catalog on request

HE TOG SHO

T

LESTER SQUARE
AMERICUS, G

Luxurious long-staple combed cotton
combines with the latest style to give
you the only shirt chosen to feature
the PLAYBOY rabbit.

Both PLAYBOY and PLAYMATE SHIRTS
availoble in white, black, red, light
blue, maize, gold, clive and taupe, in
small, medium and large sizes. (The
PLAYBOY Shirt is also available in
extra large.) $5 ppd. each.

Send check or money order fo:

PLAYBOY SHIRTS, Dept. 160
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, lllinois

Gobseck got hold of a daub by that
maudlin skeleton-man El Greco, of
the Stoning of St. Stephen — stolen,
of course, from the Kuwalsky-Brzesky
mansion. dAnd for 1500 francs 1
was commissioned secrelly to pamnt
“something of my own, just any-
thing” over it. I must admut that it
gave me a certain pleasure (o smother
one of Theotocopouli’'s maudlin
Saints. And so my dreamy Oaldmada’s
pagan nudily smothers the Cretan
priest’s boy's sheet-tin-draped, angu-
lar, tubercular visions. There is a
melancholy satisfaction in this . . .
“It breathes the very spirit of Gau-
euin,” I said; and I should have known,
for T composed it myself. It was for a
long time among Pissarro’s papers. No-
body seemed to know what Gauguin was
talking about. But now we know. And
here is the point —no El Greco is listed
in the Gobseck inventory, so Im()gcmr
Gribble will be free to sell in the open
market, Three hundred thousand dollars
would not be too much for a new El
Greco!™
“You did right to come to me first with
this letter,” said Mollock. “I take it as an
act of good [iith. T hold vou entirely in-
nocent in that other unfortunate affair.
Led's talk about this . . " He plied me
with wine, he charmed me, he put the
matter m a kaleidoscope of different col-
ors and a conjurer’s cabinet of angles,
and at last he got that letter out of me
for five thousand dollars down and a
verbal promise of “a percentage of
assessed values to be mutually agreed.”
And alwer that, I suppose, he went to
work on Dreidl: it must have been like
an apache dance of mud-wrestlers. I
simply disappeared. If anybody ever
scraped the third Oaldmadca off that tor-
mented canvas, I can tell vou what they

found: an execrably daubed Cupid and
Psyche, painter unknown, dated 1610.

“What happened to Molosso and his
wife?” I asked, as Karmesin casually
pocketed my cigareties.

“The incvitable. As soon as I paid him
his ninety thousand dollirs he ran away
with a big blonde. 1 had saved ten thou-
sand for his wife. She divorced him and
married a man who has a restaurant at
Nogentsur-Marne. She is happy, and
has two children. Molosso had to marry
the big blonde, who beats him unmerci-
fully whenever he misbehaves, My mis-
sion was accomplished.”

“And Mollock was the main victim,
really?”

“Yes. He was not a gentleman. He
wounded my sensibilities. He tried to
bribe and corrupt me,” said Karmesin.
“Still, all weighed and paid, I supposc
I cleared about two hundred thousand
dollars, give or take a thousand.”

And. having emptied the sugar bowl,
he rose and left the café.

VIYELLA,
SOCKS *120

If they shrink, we replace!
VIYELLA YARN is spun in England from
the softest wool (for warmth) and fine
cotton (for lightness and long wear).
The socks are permanently mothproof.
Almost never need darning. And come
in many manly colors. Short socks,
$1.50; regular, $1.75. For stores near
you, write Viyella Men’s Hosiery. Dept.
A. 707 South Hill Street, Los Angeles
14, California.

a gift
with neck appeal!

HIIESNOT *
plus CORDUROY Tie

Slips on and off in seconds;
eliminates tying, alwnys looks
neat, feels wonderful. TIE-
NOT comes in gold or silver,
corduroy tie available in Kelly
Green, Henther Brown, or
Crimson Red.

CORDUROY TIE & CLASP
Only 24.00
(Tuciudes Postage & Tax)
CASH WITH ORDER
Clnsp ean be personalized with
initial . . . 36¢ extra.

*Patent Applied For

TIE-NOT Corporation
16 North First Avenue
St. Charles, IlI.

- e e 1
1

: Send name, address and city, with check. :
| Clasp color: Gold ( ); Silver ( ) ]
: Tie color____ E
1

1 Initial i e i ]
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lets and livers to pan, add wine, and
simmer until wine is almost evaporated.
Lightly ercase four pieces of aluminum
foil on one side. Place a portion of the
veal cutlets on each piece of foil. Pour
any remaining pan gravy over cutlets.
Place the livers on the cutlets. Add a
slice of ham, then a slice of cheese.
Spoon the tomato mixture on top. Fold
loil over to scal each portion. Bake in a
moderate oven, 375°, 12 to 15 minutes.
m o S

Swiss cookery at its authentic best can
be sampled at the Zunfthaus zur Zim-
merlenten, or Guildhall of the Carpen-
ters, in Zurich, on a site occupied by the
auild since 1459, The Shah of Iran with
his retinue. the King and Queen of
Greece, the Austrian chancelor, Gloria
Swanson, Maria Schell and countless
other social lions and lionesses have
purred over the food hcre. The Swiss
have a way of taking a common dish

and, with some artful variations, trans-
lorming it into something magnificently
delicious. See how an ordinary grilled
Swiss cheese sandwich is metamorphosed
mto a delightful delicacy.

GRILLED SWIs8 CHEESE ZUNFTHAUS
(Serves [wo)

14 cup melted butter

4 slices white bread

6 ozs. Swiss cheese, sliced thin

3 ozs. dry white wine

Paprika

Preheat oven to 550°. Heat the butter
in a large pan but do not let it brown.
Sauté¢ the bread on both sides in the
butter. Place the bread in a shallow cas-
serole or glass pie plate. Place the cheese
on the bread, pour the wine over the
cheese, and sprinkle with paprika. Bake
in the oven until cheese is soft and be-
sinning to run. Don’t use a hot oven,
and don't place the cheese under the

broiler or it will woughen. Serve this
heavenly morsel with chilled Swiss Neu-
chatel wine.
- - -

It would be [utile to attempt to find
a single restaurant or inn that would
represent the best of French provincial
cookery for the simple reason that each
province has what amounts 1o its own
regional cuisine. But. forced to make a
choice, we selected the Providence at
Jouy, resplendent with shiny copper
ware, old pewter plates and antique
chinaware. In the old stables which have
been converted into small dining rooms,
illustrious  visitors rom all over the
world, including Harry Truman, Eleanor
Roosevelt and Cardinal Spellman. have
enjoved the exquisite but simple cuisine.
M. Luttenbacher, the owner, believes in
uncomplicated recipes with straightfor-
ward names. Poached eggs with devil
sauce as served here should be in every
amateur chefl’s repertoire. The same
sauce would be equally lip-smacking
over fish, scafood, chicken or veal.

POACHED EGGS, DEVIL SAUCE
(Serves three)

2 tablespoons minced  shallots  or
onions

115 ozs. dry red wine

115 ozs. red wine vinegar

1034-0z. can beef gravy

14 teaspoon [reshly crushed
|)Cl?l)ﬁl'

14 leaspoon tarragon

7

whole

4 cup canned tomato sauce

2 tablespoons heavy sweet cream

6 eggs

Butter

Salt, pepper

b slices toast

Put the shallots, red wine and vinegar
in a small saucepan. Simmer slowly un-
til liquid has been reduced by hall. Add
the beel gravy, crushed whole pepper,
tarragon and sauce.  Simmer
sauce very slowly for about 20 minutes.
Just before serving the sauce stir in the
cream. At the Providence eggs are
poached in molds, but the ordinary
flat cups of a poached egeg pan wall do
just as well. Bring water to a fast sim-
mer. Butter cach cup gencrouslv. Place
an cgr in cach one. Sprinkle with salt
and pepper. Poach eggs until set on top
but still soft inside. Place the eges on
toast. Pour the devil sauce over the egps.

tomato

T

While it’s true that a red carpet and
plush furniture don’t make a good res-
taurant. the am Franziskanerplatz in
Vienna does provide all of that and —
most important — it employs the very
finest chefs. Facing a baroque cobble
stone squarc, the restaurant was O1nCe
the home of Austrian emperors. Iis
Paprikahuln is just about the finest
version of this dish extant, perfect with
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THE PERMANENT PLAYBOY

Edited by Roy Russell; published by Crown
Publishers, Inc. All the best fiction, the most pro-
vocative articles, the most amusing humor and
satire from PLAYBOY's first half-dozen yeors
together in one handsome hard-cover book. By
such outstonding writers as NELSON ALGREN,
CHARLES BEAUMONT, RAY BRADBURY, ER-
SKINE CALDWELL, JOHN COLLIER, ADRIAN
CONAN DOYLE, BEN HECHT, HERBERT GOLD,
JAMES JONES, JOHN KEATS, JACK KEROUAC,
GERALD KERSH, SHEPHERD MEAD, BUDD
SCHULBERG, H. ALLEN SMITH, ROBERT PAUL
SMITH, JOHN STEINBECK, P. G. WODEHOUSE,
PHILIP WYLIE, etc. 49 great pieces in all, in-
cluding all-time fovorites like The Fly, The
Pious Pornographers, The Beat Mystique, The
Distributor, Bird, The Postpaid Poet, Victory
Parade, The Noise, What's Become of Your
Creature?, Black Couniry, ond many more.

-
- & =

THE PLAYBOY
CARTOON ALBUM

Edited by Hugh M. Hefner; published by
Crown Publishers, Inc. Here, in one dazzling
cornucopia of fun and color, are all the most
sophisticated, audacious, outrogeous, funniest
cartoons from PLAYBOY's first half-dozen
yeors. This hondsome hard-cover book includes
the freshest, most provocative cartoon wit be-
ing creoted in America todoy. Contributors
include JACK COLE, JACK DAVIS, JOHN
DEMPSEY, JULES FEIFFER, PHIL INTERLANDI,
GARDNER REA, ARNOLD ROTH, SHEL SILVER-
STEIN, CLAUDE SMITH, TON SMITS, ERIC
SOKOL, AL STINE, R. TAYLOR, GAHAN WIL-
SON, and many others. 650 cartoons—more
than 60 in full color—hand-picked for unin-
hibited, unporalleled good times. For brow-
to-brow browsing, for enlivening o soirée, for
purely private enjoyment, this treasure-trove
of PLAYBOY humor simply cannat be topped.

SPECIAL GIFT EDITIONS
FORPLAYBOY READERS ONLY

For no advonce in price, readers of this mog-
azine can order de luxe editions of both THE
PERMANENT PLAYBOY ond THE PLAYBOY
CARTOON ALBUM, beautifully boxed in black
with Playboy's rabbit emblem in gold lecf.
These specially boxed editions make a perfect
gift. They will not be sold in book stores, are
ovailoble only through the Playboy Book Dept.

Please send me these special de Iuxe editions:

copies of THE PERMANENT PLAYBOY
at $5 per copy

copies of THE PLAYBOY CARTOON
ALBUM at $5 per copy

$ enclosed in check or money order.
name

oddress

zity zone : state

PLAYBOY Book Dept.
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, lllinois



PLAYBOY PROUDLY PRESENTS

THE GREATEST PACKAGE
OF JALL
EVER ASSEMBLED!

Never before in the history of jazz have so many of the greatest
stars been brought together in a single package. Through the
cooperation of the entire recording industry, THE PLAYBOY
JAZZ ALL-STARS, VOLUME THREE, includes all the winners
in the third annual Playboy Jazz Poll—PLUS all the Ali-Stars’
All-Stars chosen by the musicians themselves. There are 32
separate featured performances on three 12 LP records—by
the very biggest, most popular names in jazz—including high-
lights from the nationally acclaimed PLAYBOY JAZZ FES-
TIVAL. The three album package opens with a five minute
introduction by humorist Mort Sahl and ends with the playing of
Playboy’s Theme by Cy Coleman, from PLAYBOY's television
show, PLAYBOY'S PENTHOUSE. In between is more than
two hours of solid jazz enjoyment by the greatest jazz talent
blowing today. Ella Fitzgerald's festival performance is very
nearly worth the price of the entire volume by itself—Down
Beat called it *'the most electrifying of her career’'—'"think of
the best you have heard from her and double it.”” This is the
single most important jazz package of the year and an abso-
lute must for every real jazz collector.

ALBUM A Mort Sahl = Count Basie = Coleman Hawkins
Shelly Manne = Stan Getz *= Four Freshmen * Erroll Garner
Jack Teagarden+J. J. Johnson * Chet Baker * Bob Brookmeyer

ALBUM B Ella Fitzgerald » Stan Kenton * Benny Goodman
Ray Brown ¢ Hi-Lo's * Jimmy Giuffre * Louis Armstrong
Barney Kessel * Dave Brubeck * Miles Davis

ALBUM C Oscar Peterson * Dizzy Gillespie * Kai Winding
Earl Bostic * Gerry Mulligan * Lionel Hampton ® Paul Desmond
Milt Jackson * Frank Sinatra = Sonny Rollins * Cy Coleman

All three records beautifully boxed with a handsome 32-page
booklet containing biographies, up-to-date discographies and
more than two dozen full-color photographs of the artists.
Available in Stereophonic or Monophonic High Fidelity on
PLAYBOY's own label.

Stereo (3 LPs) $16.50. Mono (3 LPs) $13.50.

Send check or money order to:

PLAYBOY JAZZ - DEPT. 360
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, lllinois




either a bottle of German beer or chilled
Rhine wine.

PAPRIKA CHICKEN
(Serves four)

3-1b. spring chicken, cut for [rying

14 cup butter

I cup minced onion

14 cup minced celery leaves

I tablespoon Hungarian paprika

3 tablespoons flour

3 cups boiling water

3 chicken bouillon cubes

14 cup salad oil

1 cup sour cream

1 teaspoon lemon juice

Salt, pepper

Melt the butter in a saucepan. Add
the onion and celery leaves. Sauré until
onion just begins to turn brown. Stir in
the paprika and flour, mixing well. Add
the water and bouillon cubes, mixing
well. Bring to a boil. Reduce flame and
simmer 20 minutes. Heat oil in an elec-
tric skillet set at 350°. Sauté the chicken
until brown on both sides. Keep the
skillet lid on o control sputtering far.

Remove chicken [rom pan. Throw ofl

fat. but let brown drippings remain.
Return chicken to skillet. Add sauce.
Simmer slowly, stirring [requently, un-
til chicken is tender, about 14 hour.
Scald the sour cream: thac is, heat it up
to the boiling point, but do not boil.
Add the sour cream to the skillet. Con
tinue to simmer — don't hoil — about 10
minutes longer. Add lemon juice and
salt and pepper to taste. Strain sauce
over chicken on platter. Serve with ego
noodles.

- - -

The Fisherman's Couage in Helsinki,
Finland, provides an amusing irony [or
Americans: one ol its dining rooms has
an American Colonial section fitted with
turniture appropriate to the 1700s and
decorated with prints depicting life in
the deep South. But on the menu of the
Fisherman's Cottage you'll find the fin-
est food in Finland. which is on a par
with the most luscious offerings in the
world. Besides roast siaddle ol reindeer,
hot blinis stuffed with burbor roe and
a rich salmon pie. the hot smoked white
fish cooked over charcoil is a classic spe-
cialtv here. Il you live in the warmer
states where charcoal cookery continues
unabated all vear long. or if yvou have
an indoor harbecue setup, vou ¢in pre-
pare this dish right now. If not, save the
recipe  for summer. Your barbecue
should be provided with a hood for
best results.

HOT SMOKED WHITEFISH

(Serves three)

24h. fresh whitehsh, whole, ceaned,
head on

Salt, celery salt, pepper
Salad oil
Unsaleed bhutter
Lemon
Wash the hsh well. Sprinkle with salt,

PLAYBOY’S LIQUOR
CADDY

PLAYBOY's blasé bunny helps
you hold your spirits, and
adds a touch of joie de vivre
to bookcase, bar or mantel.
He can handle your favorite
bottle, 4/5 of a quart size.
$5 ppd. Send your check or

money order to:

K's: PLAYBOY ACCESSORIES
232 EAST OHIO STREET
CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS
THE PLAYMATE
~ ANKLE BRACELET

Here's a chance to
delight your own
playmate with this
distinctive, new
bunny bracelet. She'll wear it in

light-hearted good taste as a chic reminder of your thoughtfulness.

And it's matched elegantly to complement the other pieces in her Playmate
Jewelry Ensemble. The feminine chain, complete with safety clasp,

sports Piayboy's smart rabbit pendant.

PLAYEOY PRODUCTS 232 E. Chio - Chicago 11, Wlinois price $2.50 ppd.
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celery salt and pepper. Cut a piece of
wide aluminum foil large enough to
wrap the fish. Grease the foil with salad
oil. Wrap the fish in the foil, then wrap
the foil in two newspapers. Place the
package on a grill over a charcoal fire,
covered with a hood, at least six inches
above the coals. When the newspaper is
all burned away, let the fish remain on
the fire about 20 minutes longer. Turn
once during cooking. Remove foil, place
the fish on a large platter and brush
with butter and sprinkle with lemon
juice. Serve with small boiled potatoes
and buttered leal spinach. Don’t forget
a chilled bottle of white wine.
Ll - L]

A corner of Elizabethan England was
restored in 1950 by two scholarly voung
Englishmen in search of a restaurant.
In that year Robin Howard and Peter
Herbert assumed proprictorship of the
Gore Hotel in the gaslit street of Queens
Gate, London, and proceeded to equip
it with tapestries, tableware, tankards
and everything else necessary to revive
the eating and drinking habits of English-
men four centuries ago. Here vou can
savor peacock, sturgeon, swians and
lampreys known to Good King Henry
and now served by charming wenches in
low-cut bodices. To vouchsafe the au-
thenticity of their Elizabethan Room
still further, its proprictors display a
collection of historical documents, in-
cluding a letter from Henry VIII thank-
ing a contemporary beauty for “lavors
received in your bedchamber.” The Gore
is a must for touring epicures and, to
complement its exemplary cuisine, its
wine cellar boasts over six hundred bins.
For pLavpoy readers Peter Herbert rec-
ommended the superhb Syllabub, once a
drink ol cream, fruit and wine, but now
modernized as a delectable dessert.

SYLLABUB
(Serves six)

2 10-0z. packages [rozen raspberries

in syrup

1 cup heavy sweet cream

3 tablespoons confectioners’ sugar

114 ozs. madeira wine

12 lady fingers (optional)

Thaw the berries in a wire strainer
over a bowl, letting them remain in the
strainer until all the juice has drained
into the bowl. In a deep bowl beat the
cream until half whipped. Stir in the
confectioners” sugar. In small batches
add the raspberries to the cream, con-
unuing to whip until all the berries
have been added. Add the madeira to
the raspberry syrup and pour the svrup
into dessert dishes. Use the lady fingers.
il vou wish. to soak up the syrup. Ladle
the thick raspberry mixture on top. and
watch how quickly the lady’s fingers
reach for the dessert spoon.

CHARMING BILLY

(continued from page 90)
himself to Hollywood, but things were
even tougher there than in Paris. He was
reduced to living in a Iavatory in a flea-
bag actors’ hotel on Sunset Strip until
he bumped into Peter Lorre, an old
friend from his Berlin days, and moved
in with hiin. Lorre’s room was not espe-
cially good either — it cost around five
dollars a week — but it was a distinct
improvement over his previous abode.

Meanwhile, he was learning English,
mostly from the radio and American
girls. Once uable to communicate. his
luck changed. His first break in Holly-
wood came in 1934, when Sam Briskin
at Columbia hired him as a junior writer
at 5125 a weck. He lasted six wecks.
Then, in order to get his immigration
status straightened out, he had to go to
Mexico and reenter the US. By the
time he got back, Paramount was ready
to take him on.

Manny Woll, an execcutive there,
called him in one day and introduced
him to another writer, Charles Brackett.
Brackett, who came [rom a blooded
East Coast family, had been a lawyer
in Saratoga Springs., New York, a part-
time novelist, and drama critic of The
New Yarker before he had been called
to Hollvwood. Now, acting on a hunch,
Brackett paired with Wilder to do the
screenplay for Bluebeard’s Eighth Wife,
to star Gary Cooper and Claudette Col-
bert, and to be directed by the fabulous
Ernst Lubitsch. It was a great hit and
the writing team was made as a result of
it. By 1945, they were rocketing toward
legendary status: that year. their Ni-
notchka and The Lost Weekend made
an all-but-clean sweep of the Academy
Awards. (Wilder alone has been nomi-
nated for Oscars cighteen times, and has
won three. “1 was robbed hfteen times,”
he says. He was not robbed of approxi-
mately seventy other citations handed
out by various foreign Alm festivals for
his U.S. ilms. The walls of his office are
covered with plaques, certificates and
scrolls.)

Wilder and Brackett became legends
in other ways. They were known for
their ability to work anywhere — in bar-
ber chairs, while playing The Word
Game or cribbage, or at parties. They
were known [for their no-nonsense atti-
tude toward the industrizlists who were
in charge of the industryv: where other
writers acted like serfs, they stood up for
their rights. Brackett, a most articulate
and persuasive man, presently got them
into the position where they not only
wrote but also produced and directed
their flms, he doing the former and
Wilder the latter. Eventually, they were
regarded as a pair who could do no
wrong. In addition to those films already
mentioned, they made Midnight, What

a Life, Rhythm on the River, Arise, My
Love, Hold Back the Dawn, Ball of Fire,
The Major and the Minor, Five Graves
to Cairo, The Emperor Waliz, and oth-
ers, the last named the only bomb they
had. Their pictures had already grossed
more than fifteen million dollars. Then
they made Sunset Boulevard, one of
their best. In 1950, at the peak of their
partnership, they split up. The Happiest
Couple in Hollywood, as writer Lin-
coln Barnett once called them, got a
divorce. Neither will say exactly why.

Since the separation. Wilder has done
much better than Brackett, but at first
it did not look as though he would. His
first film as a single was Ace in the Hole,
in which Kirk Douglas played a hard-
bitten, opportunistic newspaperman cov-
ering a mine disaster that attracted tre-
mendous crowds hoping to be in on an
authentic tragedy. It was panned in the
US. on its first screening and was then
tried with a new title (The Big Carni-
val), but not even that could save it.
The critics said it was full of hatred
for the human race, but it remained for
Wilder's friend I.A.L. Diamond to make
the definitive comment on it, as he did
when we were talking: “Sure, they
called it cynical,” Diamond told me.
“And then you see thousands and thou-
sands of people turning up at Idlewild
airport in New York to watch a plane
coming down with a bad landing gear.
People clog the runway waiting for it to
crash — and you ask yoursell how cynical
Ace in the Hole really was.”

Aece was the only American box-office
flop Billy turned out alone, but it did
well overseas and won a lot of awards.
There followed Stalag 17, Sabrina, The
Seven Year Iich, and all the rest. Wilder
became an independent with a major
financial interest in his own productions.
On his two most recent films he worked
with the Mirisch Brothers, who provided
financing and distribution. The Miri-
sches are former popcorn concessionaires
from Chicago who are delighted to let
Wilder have his own way about every-
thing.

This is good. for Wilder is in many
ways as sutocratic and imperious as was
his old friend, the late Erich von Stro-
heim. He will listen to advice, but usu-
ally reject it. Yet this does not mean
that he is a totalitarian marunet. He 1s,
on the surface at anv rate, the most
amiable and easy-going of men.

This is true on the set and doubly
true of his private and social life. His
wife, Audrey, finds him a delightful com-
bination of husband and mentor. They
were married soon alter he Anished The
Lost Weekend. In it she plaved a check-
room girl who gave the drunk — Ray
Milland — his hat as he was being
hurled out of a bar. Wilder cut the
scene so that only her forearm appeared
and both Wilders agreed that the fore-
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SIX-FOOT PLAYBOY BUNNY PAJAMA BAG

Excellent decor for the bed, or a splendid
wall decoration, this bright-eved bunny
is dressed in a black felt ruxedo complete
with studs, white handkerchief and
PLAYBOY cuff links. And if he muss
justify his existence, the back of his head
is zippered for storing pajamas.

$4 each. postpaid

THE PAJAMA BIT—FOR YOUR PERSONAL PLAYMATE

PLAYBOY SHORTIE NIGHTGOWN & NIGHTCAP

You can assure her of much cozy slumber
on cold winter nights with this soft
flannel shortie nightgown and matching
nightcap, white with red stripes. The
PLAYBOY Bunny emblem adorns the
pocker so that she won't forget who
gave it to her.

One size fits all. $4 each. postpaid
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arm gave a superb performance. Having
achieved that triumph. Miss Young and
her forcarm retired [rom the screen for
sood.

The Wilders are great go-outers. They
like to attend parties and they like to
go to Las Vegas when Sinatra, Sammy
Davis, Jr.. Dean Martin and other mem-
bers of The Clan are appearing there.
They do not entertain much at home.
but when they do, Wilder’s idea of a fine
evening is to play some bridge or chess
with friends or to sit and stare at the
Roller Derby on television. He is en-
chanted by the savagery exhibited by fe-
male roller skaters and wrestlers. Home,
to the Wilders, is an apartment on Wil-
shirec Boulevard, consisting of a bed-
room, a bath, a kitchen, and one huge
room divided by furniture into living,
dining and library areas, all lavishly
strewn with proof of Wilder's unslaka-
ble passion for poking around art gal-
leries and antique shops. The library
section is distinguished by its lack of
leather-bound copies of The Collected
Works of Billy Wilder. Hollywood
writers usually have their scripts bound
in hand-tooled leather after they are
completed, but Wilder says. “1 don’t be-
lieve in that crap.”

He is unconcerned about the Holly-
wood heresy he commits by not main-
taining an claborate house, a swimming
pool. a tennis court, and a huge staff
of servants (the Wilders have one
woman who comes in to help clean up
alter Audrey has cooked). “1 am sim-
plifying my life,” he says. “It is im-
portant to simplily everything. Every-
thing is o cluttered — everybody owns
too many things.” As though contradict-
ing this, he goes on buying paintings,
sculpture, objets d’art and bric-a-brac at
a fast clip. The apartment now is one
of the showplaces of Hollywood and
people go to great lengths to get invited
there. One person who was invited not
long ago was Vladimir Nabokov, author
ol Lolita. Wilder loves 1o tell guests
about Nabokov's visit. “Which of my
paintings,” he asks, “do you think Nabo-
kov liked bestz”” And then he leads the
way to the bedroom to display a paint-
ing by Balthus of a nymphet standing in
her camisole. “"That is the one he liked,”
he says.

Wilder seldom goes to bed before two
Aar, but he is always in his office early
the next morning. Often, even before he
has fnished a film, he starts work on a
new one. When he is writing. he puts up
i blackboard and scribbles on it kev
words that he and his collaborator use as
guides. While working, he paces. More
accurately, he lunges and flings himsell
back and forth across the room, into the
Danish black leather chair behind his
desk, out ol it, into a nubby red Saari-
nen chair and out of that. down onto a
long cream-colored couch and up from
that wo, pausing every now and then 1o



stop and stare at the pictures on the wall
—a Ben Shahn, a Saul Steinberg — as
though sceing them for the first time, all
the while absent-mindedly flicking at his
legs with one of a large collection of
carved walking sticks and canes and um-
brellas kept handy in an antique stand.

Wilder carries some supporting baton
much of the time because he is subject
to back pains — especially when he s
shooting a picture. His wile says, “It
used to be headaches, then it was stom-
ach trouble — now it's the back.” Wilder
sivs he has been to doctors everywhere
for years and has decided simply to live
with the back as comfortably as he can.
“It is not psychosomatic.” he says, Hatly.
“It goes back to my days in Vienna,
where 1 got it making love to girls in
doorways —and very often there were
no girls, only doorways.” His wife, who
has picked up some ol his caustic out-
look, adds to that: “/m paying for -his
youthful indiscretions.”

One day recently Wilder invited me
to his office for lunch. He told me at
the ume that he was thinking about
doing Irma La Douce. the London musi-
cal now also on Broadway, and that he
hoped to be able to convince the
Mirisches to let him do it in black and
white. “I hate color,” he said, angrily.
“Even words sound phony when the
picture is in color. Everybody looks blue
or red. It's like shooting a jukebox.
Some ol the colored films that the Eng-
lish and the Japanese have done are
subtle, but the way we pour on that
multicolored sherbet, it's nauseating.”
He lighted a cigarctte. I smoke too
much,” he observed (he pulfs four packs
a day, and once remarked that he would
give it up, except that he might be hit
by an automobile and he would hate
lving in the gutter bleeding to death
and thinking about all the fun he had
missed).

He began pacing, as though he had
something on his mind, which indeed
he did; he always has something on his
mind. I told him that 1 had enjoved
The Apartment and that I had been
annoyed by critics who thought it some-
thing less than moral.

“In my opinion it is a highly moral
picture,” Wilder said. “I had to show two
people who were being cm;mcipalcd.
and in order to do that I had to show
what they were emancipated by.”

“From,” I said.

“With,” he said, grinning. “Look
here, my friend, I don't want to talk
about Art. I am an artist but I am a
man who makes motion pictures for a
mass audience. I am making pictures on
all levels. To be a mechanic working
in a back-alley garage, tinkering away
for years and coming out with one liule
automobile, that is one thing, but to
work on an assembly line and come out
with a Cadillac — that is something clse.

That is what T am trying to do here.”

I asked him how he felt about arty
camera angles, and he told me about
what happened during the shooting of
Sunset Boulevard. There was a scene
in which Gloria Swanson and William
Holden danced together in the dusty, de-
serted ballroom of her crumbling, once-
elegant mansion. Willie Shore, Wilder's
assistant producer, had gone up on the
catwalk, high above the set, and looked
down. “He urged me to photograph the
scene {rom that vantage. | told him, ‘It
is very nice, very artistic, but who sces
the scene from this angle?” Shore argued
with me: “What do you care who sces
itz I’s a great shot.”” As he was relat-
ing the incident, Wilder shook his head
so violently the cigarette waggled in the
corner ol his mouth. “No,” 1 told him,
“It does not push the story along. We
shoot only from the angles that help us
tell the story. When somebody turns to
his necighbor and says, ‘My, that was
beautifully directed,” we have proof it
was not.”

I then brought up the subject ol Ing-
mar Bergman, and Wilder jumped to the
bait. “Ingmar Bergman to me is very
interesting, but only for a limited young
audience. For me, his things are déja vu,
for we used everv shot he does back in
Berlin. To me, a director who uses phe-
nomenal neck-craning setups, beautitul

i&:ﬂ»‘“}
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pictures everywhere, isn't worth a damn.
He isn’t doing what he should be doing,
telling the story.” Such strict addiction
to story-telling is part of what enables
Wilder to shoot economically and to
bring his pictures to completion on time
and within his budget. “I do not believe
in wasting money,” Wilder said. “On the
other hand, nobody is going to go and
sce a picture because it came in under
its budget.”

Wilder brandished a scarlet umbrella
he had picked up. “I know what is go-
ing into my pictures before I start,” he
stated. “Once 1 said, ‘When 1 am fin-
ished, there is nothing left on the cut-
ting-room floor but cigarette butts. chew-
ing gum wrappers and tears.” It is true.
I could probably win any number of
prizes, but prizes are of no interest to
me. I could clean up in the flm festivals
—if I took 525,000 and made a picture
about the sex lile of fshermen in Sar-
dinia, as long as it had a certain morbid
message and was slightly out of focus.
This 1s true, too—but I am not inter-
ested in that. I am interested in produc-
ing adult entertainment. What seems to
make the European picturcs more adult
than ours is that we don't understand
the dialog.”

He paused, replaced the umbrella in
the stand, then picked up a sword
cane he had found in Berlin. “On the

consolidates with

Petroleum Associates and turns over the 80,000
warrants from Artificial Gas without a beef
from the S.E.C., the nunk coat is yours.”
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other hand, T don't believe that people
out here in this factory should pay too
much attention to ¢ither the critics or
the exhibitors. Neither of them knows
much about the picture business. These
days movies are longer than they used
to be. The exhibitors complain about
that, but 1 believe we should ignore
them. An exhibitor complaining about
length is like a motel manager telling
his guests 1o get out belore midmght.”

He threw the sword cane into the um-
brella stand and took up a cane with
a telescoped fishing rod inside it. a pres-
ent William Holden sent him Irom Ja-
pan. Then he put that down and walked
briskly to a niche in his ofhce that con-
tains a refrigerator, a stove and a sink.
He mixed us each a martni, handed
me mine, set his on his desk, and began
to stride about again.

“Out here they are always talking
about deals,” he said, sighing. "1 tell
them, “You spend a whole vear making
a deal — why don’t vou spend that time
making a picture?” No, they are more
interested in the deals. And the deals
are lor pictures in cycles. Western cycles,
gangster cycles, all Kinds of cycles. Now
there is a cycle of Freudian pictures
coming up. I would not be surprised
if soon they make Hopalong Oedipus,
Frontier Mother Lover.”

As he paused again, putting down the
fishing-rod cane and picking up a carved
stick he had bought in London, 1 asked
him il he had considered working in
television. He looked as though he was
positive | had lost my reason. I
wouldn’t drink the water in television.”
he said. “No. my dear Iriend. I am too
old, wo tired, wo rich—but I am de-
lighted with that medium. I must say,
because it used 1o be that we in films
were in the eyes of the snobs the lowest
art form. Now we have something to
look down on. The whole thing is de-
grading to the performers. Imagine if

vou were a novelist and every fourteen
pages the publisher stuck in a full-page
advertisement. I must say some of the
performers are not bad.

“No, seriously, 1 have no interest in
television. Not for all the money, all
the freedom. in the world. Somebody
asked me once it I thought any of the
television stories would be good on the
big screen. I said I didn't think most of
them were worth even the small screen.”

While he continued to pace, I asked
him il there were any of his films that
were his special favorites. “There are
some | loathe less than others,” he said.
“The worst was The Spivit of St. Louis.
Some things 1 did make were copied in
others — Double Indemnity set the pat-
tern for a lot ol things. I liked Sunset
Boulevard. Nearly all of them have
some preety fine strewches and some
boo-boos here and there, but I would
go crazy if 1 woke up at night bathed
in sweat and thought, "This is what I
should have done.'” Now he was going
back and forth across the room like a
newly caged jaguar. “Don’t make me
think about the dogs I have committed,”
he said, sewting down his empty martini
glass. “Come, we go to lunch.”

We walked down to the commissary.
On the way, Wilder was stopped and
buttonholed by three men who wanted
his advice on various problems. He lis-
tened patiently to all. At lunch, pro-
ducers, directors and actors kept stop-
ping by his table, each with something to
ask. Wilder was obviously enjoying him-
sell. Yer. on the way back to his office
he indicated the full measure of his
dedication and his seriousness about his
work with one significant remark which
belied his relaxed and chatty outward
manner. “Sometime,” he said with the
finality and intensity of the true artist,
“I will make a picture a litle less im-
perlect than all the rest.”

23 PAT O’BRIEN MOVIES

(continued from page §2)
Florida,” said the patrolman.

“And what are you going to do down
there?” he asked. “Sit in a chair and
hold your heart and wait for vour son
o come?”

“He'll come,” said the patrolman.

“No he won't.,” said the young man.

“"He will s0,” said the patrolman.

“The hell he will,” said the voung
mali.

The wind was chill now and had
picked up in speed. The young man
hugged himself and shifted from one¢
foot to the other. The patrolman bent
over, wiping his cyes, and the two were
silent now, as though they were waiting
for a bus. They stood that way for sev-
eral minutes. Then the patrolman said,
“TFhe day stinks,” not lifting his head.

“It's cloudier than hell,” said the
VOUunNg mai.

“1 really picked the right kind of
thing to do,” said the patrolman. “pull-
g guys off ledges.”

“Oh ves,” said the young man. “You
picked something very cute.”

The voung man looked across the
street and as he studied the clock the
patrolman took off his jacket and put it
down on the ledge next to him.

“What's the bit nowz" asked the young
man.

The patrolman rolled up his sleeves
very neatly, and then, with a look at the
sky as though checking the weather,
threw his cap oft the ledge and followed
it, executing, except for his legs, a per-
fect swan dive.

“Hev, 1 never saw that bit before,”
said the voung man, coming out of his
question mark to watch the patrolman as
he neared the pavement and then went
mito it.

“What the hell do I do now?”
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the answers
to your shopping questions. She will
provide you with the name of a retail
store in or near your city where you can
buy any of the specialized items adver-
tised or editorially featured in PLAaYBoOVY.
T'or example, where-to-buy information
is available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

| [y
. Amblers Slacks.......... e 41

 Bescler C Topeon Cameras......... .o-22 | !
Pondshire!Shoeas HEt SEEEREE 121 .
CrescoTacketd. . ol e 26
| Cnicketeer Boits,, .- o 0 _cCECLLLe 10 | |
. Datsun Bluebird. ... ................. 4
o Grundig Majestic Consoles. . . .. ....... 34 |
Interwoven Socks....... e i 2 B
Kaywoodic Pipes...........cco00aan 20
MGA “IB00™. .. .. veciiiaiaias 2nd C
Ricoh Auto 35" Camerss. . .......... 28
Rover 3-Litre....c.ccvvnrncnnnncanuns 28

Bheaffer Pens. .. .coevecnsnannanann 16, 17

Sony Sterecorder 300. ..., ... 0.0 .. 18 I
Sylvania Sun Gun.,.....ccvnuuvrraans 21 |
Telectro Tape Recorders. . ...oovvunn. . 36 BN
Toshiba Transistor Radios. . . -....... - 25
Van Heusen Shirts. .......cvennan. 30.39 | |
w b T e e e s e 14 B

Tse these lines for information about other \
featured merchandise, |

l. “

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to answer
any of your other questions on fashion,
travel, food and drink, hi-fi, ete. Be
sure to enclose a self-addressed, stamped
envelope with your inquiry. If your
question involves items you saw in
rLavBoOY, please specify page number
and 1ssue of the magazine as well as a
brief description of the items,
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

WHEN THE LEAVES of the neem tree turn
yellow and the warm night breeze car-
ries the fragrance of yasmin and mool-
sari, then it's spring in India, time [or
the festivals of Basant and Holi in late
February while the weather's still a
sunny delight. This is the time, also,
when the old, exotic culture of India is
showcased in the main cities. ‘The story-
telling Kathakali Dancers of Kerala offer
classic dance-drama in  Bombay, and
Vilayat Khan offers recitals on the clas-
sical sitar, Delhi, too, puts on festivals of
music amd dance, a month-long polo
tcurnament (the game was created in
India by the Mecghul princes) and the
annual Army Horse Show that draws the
mest elegant women from India’s high
society to the greensward beyond the
meat of historic Red Fort.

You'll also want to do the standard
sights in India — the Jain remples and
bazaars of Calcutta, the Taj Mahal at
Agra and the caves of Ajanta near
Bombay. There's the smart, modern life
to take in. too — ameng turbaned men
and lovely sari-bright women at Firpo’s
or Prince’s in Calcutta, the Rendezvous
Roem at the Taj Mahal Hotel in Bem-
bay or at resorts like Gopalpur on Sea,

scuth of Calcutta on the route of the
Madras Mail.

The wrain wrip itself is an adventure —
riding overnight in your air-conditioned
compartment  past colorful  hamlets
you'd never reach by road and through
countryside that still evokes memorics of
Kipling. You'll detrain at dawn at Ber-
hampur, where a car’s waiting to whisk
you to Gopalpur's Palm Beach Hotel.

Between long, leisurely sessions of
sand and surf or at the bar of the hotel,
you’ll have time to get to know India
a little better than the rush-through
tourist. You'll take a car out to Chilka
Lake and the temples of the Sun God at
Konarak, where every facet of the art of
leve-making is illustrated in a series of
graven basreliefs. And as a Western-
style aid in this same pursuit, vou'll stop
at the bazaar at Gopalpur to pick up
Orissa-style saris in glittering colors for
the girl back home. At §10 a day with
mezls here, it's no preblem to slew down
and enjoy India.

For further infermeticn on any of the
abcve, write to Playboy Reader Service,
232 E. Chic Street, Chicage 11, 1llinois.

PLAYBOY'S GALA HOLIDAY ISSUE
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COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB now offers new members a choice of

GREATEST HIT ALBUMS

DORIS DAY

3. DORIS DAY'S GREATEST HITS, 12 terrific numbers
— every one a fabulous hit! You'll hear Evi
Loves A Lover; A Guy Is A Guy; Secret Love; Love Me
Or Leave Me; Whatever Will Be Will Be; 1t's ms
etc, “The world's top female recording star.” — Life.

4. THE PRIAMA GRME. Dorls Day sings with John Raitt
on this Original Soundirack recording. Hernando’s

ldelvrw y There; Small Talk; Slearn Heat. 9 more
lilting tunes. “rnl sheer fun, this one Is a knock-
out.” — Motion Picture.

11. TONY BENNETT'S
GREATEST HITS. You'll hear
12 slzzling performances.
Rags To Riches; Cold, Cold,
Heart; Stranger In Para:  lieve; That's w Desire; Rnse
dise; etc. Rose, | Love You. Plus 4 more.

12. FRANKIE LAINE'S GREAT-
[EST HITS, Jezebel; That Lucky
Oid S‘llll‘ Hlm Noan; iﬂl

FOUR LADS

15. THE FDUR LADS' GREITES'I IllTS. Their bes| sellmg

versions of Standing ; Down By T

side The Bus Stop Snnz. Is!anhul There's llnly ol
'ou; Mo, Not Much’: Enchanted I: Gilly Gilly Dssen-

leﬂel Katzenellen Bogen By the Sea. plus four more.

13. ROY HAMIIJDN—TDI.I'

NEVER WALK ALONE,
great talent bri nf:

m¢ sunphcll:r 0 Il l

ghamed Melm‘lv» Eew'are‘

this a real treat.""—gillboard.

MITCH MILLER

8. SING ALONG WITH MITCH. Mitch and the gang in sixteen
all-time favorites. Down By the Old Mill Stream; You Are
My Sumshine; That 0id Gang of Mine; etc.

9. MORE SING ALONG WITH MITCH. Sixteen more familiar
favorites In:ludlnl Be My Little Baby Bumble Bee; Pretty
Baby; My Wild Irish Rose; Sweet Adeline; etc.

10. MITCH'S MARCHES. No one p"ﬁf mar:n Im Mitch —
and here are twelve of them. Ye xas; Who
Will Kiss Your Ruby Lips; March from “Tne lliver l(wal“ efc.

ELLA FITZGERALD

~ %

1. ELLA FITZGERALD SINGS THE GERSHWIN SONG BOOK
{VOL. 1}. Twelve wonderful Gershwin classics sung the
one-and-only Elia. Our Love Is Here To Stay; But Not For
Me; l:ap Yo' Hands; The Man | Love; Fascinatin' Rhythm;
lice Work If You C-n Get Il' Let's Call the wmﬂe Tmu
Oif; He l.oves and She Loves; Lorelel; elc.

2. ELLR FITZGERALD SINGS THE RIIDGERS RND HART SONG
BOOK (YOL. 1). Thou Swell. mm s Here; The Lady Is A
Tramp; With A Song In My ; Manhatlan; plus twelve
more great standards wvelbly sung. “'Whatever it is Ella
does to my songs, they sound better.” — Richard Rodgers.

SPECIAL 5th ANNIVERSARY OFFER

ANY 5

of these *3.98 and *4.98 high-fidelity 12” long-playing records

for
only

1

I kauu VALUE

I you join the Club now and agree to purchase as fow as 5 selections from
the more than 200 to be offered during the coming 12 months

TO CELEBRATE ITS 5th lNNlVEnSM‘f the Columbia
Record Club now offers new members ANY 5 of these
hlgh-lldlhly 12% lonsg-playlng tecorcls —up lo a S2d 90
retail value — onl
And what 2 tremendous. seleulon lo choose from —
38 best-selling albums in all! Yes, here are America's
favonle !ecw ing stars . . . vocalists, dance bands, ji
Eroups — plus Original Cast recordmgs
o! Bmadways biggest show hits!

TO RECEIVE YOUR 5 RECORDS FOR ONLY $1.87 — fill I'|,

detach and mail the Roshge-lme card at the right! Be
sure to indicate which one of the Club's three musical
Divisiors you wish to join: Listening and Dancing; Broad-
way, Mu.ies, Television and Musical Comedies; Jazz.
HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month the Club's staff
of music experts selects cutstanding recordings for all
three Divisions. These selections are fully described in
the Club's enteﬂaunmﬁ music Magazine, which you re-
ceive free each mont|

25. SOUTH PACIFIC. The com-

14 MORE ALBUMS TO CHOOSE FROM

You may accept the monthly selection for your Divi-
sion . . . lake any of the wide variety of other records
offered in all Divisions . ..or take NO record in any
particular month.

Your only obligation as a member is to purchase five

selections from the more than 200 Ci ia_and Eg&
tecords to be offered niurm%| the coming 12 mont
Thereafter, you have no further obligation to buy any
additional records .. .and you may discontinue your
membership at any time.
FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGULARLY. If you wish
1o continue as a member after purchasung five records,
you will receive a Columbia or Epic Bonus record of
your choice free for every two selections you buy.

The records you want are mailed and billed to you at
the regular list nce. generally $3.98, plus a small
mailing and ha charge.

THIS SPECIAL !lh wmvmm OFFER may never be
repeated! Mail the postage-free card today!

35. MIIM!H JAMAL TRIO. Love
Fi Autumn Leaves; Rica

BY AMERICA'S FAVORITE
RECORDING STARS 77507y

PERCY FAITH

"

21. ANDRE KOSTELANETZ —
STRAUSS WALTZES. 10 liiting
waltzes. Blue Danube; efc.

22. ANDRE KOSTELANETZ —
l.unE nr Pnlunlst Sweet Lel-
Bali Ha'i; 12 more hits.

18. PERCY FAITH — BOUQUET. Twelve wonderful seleclmns
feahninl the Percy Faith Slrllus Vw'll hear Laura; Ebb

Tide; Speak Low; Beyond the Sea; n Leaves; I'enﬁerly
The San| From Moulin Rouge; Deey Purpru, Intermezzo; etc.
*'A lovely, lush album of wonderful tunes.” — Billboard.

20. PERCY FAITH — VIVA! 14 enchanting melodies filled with  Jourir hor o Ben: Gin s

the vivid colors and violent contrasts of Mexico. The Mell- the Mood For Love. 9 mnle.

can Hat Ihm:e. l.a Cucaracha; E| Rancho Grai
T T e A T TS p;.m B TRE St Where o Minast
exciting Latin flavor is captured magnificently.” — Phila- LATHE S herafpraiven,

delphia Inquirer.

16. INSIDE SHELLEY BER-
MAN. Today’s funniest man
in his best-selling comedy
recording. Records
tual nightclub performance. Cried For

18. RAY CONNIFF-'S WONDER-
FUL. Twelve exciting interpre-
tations including Speak Low;

17. SARAH VAUGHAN--AFTER
HOURS. 12 songs in 2 mellow
mood. My Reverie; Street of
You; | September Song; Sentimental
Journey;

Dreams; You're Mine,

. truly pricefess

Perdido; Black Coffee; Just You;
—L. A, Examiner,

“Hilarious . .
ccomedy"* Friends; After Hours; etc. Begin

ancing In the Bark;
the Beguine; efc.

More than 1,000,000 families now enfoy the music program of

COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB

Terre Haute, Indiana

SEND NO MONEY — Detach and mail this postage-free card e

lete smre of |||r besl -sell-
cording

26. M' FAIR LADY. The big
Loewe smash mu-
Steat it starring Rex Har-
rison, lulle Arlirews anﬂ the
Qriginal Broadway Cast.

origi
ing T George Gershwin's fa-
mous folk opera. 19 wonder-
ful songs in all.

28. THE STUDENT PRINCE,
The lete score of this

delightful operetta.

25. WEST SIDE STORY. The
I’l inal Broadway Cast re-
ing starring Carol Law-
rence Complete score.
30. BELLS ARE RINGING. Judy
uo1|iday and the Ongmsr
Broadway Cast. Complete
score. “'A big, hnlluam Suc-
cess!"—N.
31. LES PAUL lN‘D MARY FORD
—LOVER'S LUAU. A gala feast
of Hawamm melody. 10 wul

W ng
lani; My l.ime Grass Sruck,
Song of the Islands; etc.

32. THE EDDY DUCHIN STORY.

Eddy Duchin at the piano in

15 of his original recordings.

Time On My Hands; Brazil;
Stardust; etc.

3!. THE LORD'S PRAYER. The

Iabernacle Choir in

ll wonderful hymi Holy,

ly, Holy: Come Y: “Saints;

elc ".ln ulnordmary cho-

SKA'I'INE 'IIME. Ken GrllA
hn at the Orf
Journey; Mane, io morc ur-
rific numbers.

-or Sal
Pulpa; Per"dla & more.
$ GOLDEN VIBES — LIDNEL

Ens'; My Prayer. 3 more hits.
37. DUKE ELLINGTON-INDI-

G0S. Mood Indign Tenderly;
Danc-

Willow Weep For Me;

ing in the DIK. 5 more.

38. HITS FROM THE MOVIES.

Percy Faith — "Tnema fmm
ac

mer is b
—"Pillow Talk; Possg m'
Ten more film favorites,

COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB, Dept. 229-5 CIRCLE 5
Terre Houte, Indiana NUMBERS:
I accept your special 5th Annlversary Offer and have circled at
the right the numbers of the five records I wish to recelve for $1.97.
plus small malling lhd handling charge. Enroll me In the following 111 21 30
Division of the Club
{check one box only)
O Listening and Dancing O Joxz 2122231
ol y, Movies, and Musical €
I agree Lo purchase five sélections from the more than 260 to be of- 313 23 a2
fered during the coming 12 months, Bt regular list price plus small
mailing and handling charge. Therenfter. if T decide to continue
my membership. I am to receive a 12 Columbla or Epic Bonusrec- | 4 14 24 33
ord of my cholce FREE for every two additional selections I accept.
T O D P OB o e . SHS2= s
(Flease Frint)
6 16 26 35
Address...
717 27 36
L PP PP PP PP TTFTIFIERTSIY 1. S [T T RPN
CANADA: prices slightly higher; address 1111 Lesile St.. Don Mills, ont. | 8 18 28 37
If you wish to have this membership credited ta an established Columbla
or Eplc record dealer, authorized to accept subscriptions. fill in below:
9 19 29 38
Dealer's Home. FETTEreS
10 20
ween S
® Ine., 1060 E]



Stmu't way
1o find your

favortie scolch

-

make the blue-glass test

It’s an intriguing game— making the blue-glass test
—and a wonderful conversation piece when you have
guests, To play it, all you need are three different
brands of *h whi set of three blue glas
numbered 1, 2, : h player—and one person to
be the umpi

The idea is v imple. It is to enable you to judge
impartially which Scotch is your favorite. The three
brands of Scotch are served in identically the
way (with soda, water or on the rocks) m the

SPECIAL OFFER: Set of 9-oun c 3 “hed with
] u

glasses, so that all look alike and you will not know
which glass contains which brand.

Be sure one brand of Scotch is Old Smuggler. The
other two can be any brands you like. Sip each judi-
ciously. Compare the flavor thoughtfully. Then decide
which you like best.

Which Scotch will you pick? Frankly, we don’t
know. But we do know that among men who have
made the bluc s lest, many find their favorite
Scotch is Old Smuggler.

125th ANNIVERSARY

L / '1‘
Yanuggler:
C*' ﬁﬁ '-—%Jﬁ-ﬁ??{[g Sedteh. .)

IMPORTED BY W.A. TAYLOR & CO., N.Y., N.Y. = SOLE DISTRIBUTORS FOR THE U.S.A.

B
PROOF
BLENDED
SCOTCH
WHISKY
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