".'50 cents

new Jeeves novel by ‘P. G. Wodehorse
Winners of 1960 ‘?Zazyo Jazz “Poll




MORE JOHNNY'S
GREATEST HITS

JOHNNY MATHIS

B
rway to the Sea,
Flame of Love, e

TCHAIKOVSKY
PIAND l:ﬂﬂc_f'mu NO. 1

12. A brilllant new
performance of this
popular concerto

VERTURE

_‘[_CH&II_(O'U'SK -

4, A Night on Bald
Mountain, Steppes of
Central Asia, etc.

11. Also:
Serenade, Don't
Blame Me, etc.

Donkey

2. Bess, You Is M.{
Woman Now; It Aln
Necessarily So; etc.

FRANK SINATRA...
LOVE IS A KIC

3.YouDo § I

DORIS DAY'S

SCHEHERMADE

BERNSTEIN

MEW YORK PHILHARMOMIC

| FLOWER DRUM

| RODGERS & HAMMERSTEIN |

Me or Leave Me, etc.

{|BRUNO WALTER

BEETHOVEN:
| “Pastorale” Symphouy (<6}

COLUMBLA SYMPHONY ORCH,

I land-

to Me, When You're
Smiling, 10 others

45. A il
scap “spacious
noble”—High Fidelity

7. 1001 hi-fi de-
lights. *'. . . top-nolch
sound” — Billboard

OSCAR LEVANT'S
FAVORITES

£0. Malsguena Fire
Dance, Golliwog's
Cake Walk, 10 more

Inside
SHELLEY
BERMAN

MORE SING ALONG
WITH MITCH

THE
LO RD'S PRAYER

crom

TTLE YN OF T REFURL
THE LDES'S PRATER - IEMDORJEARY At
LA A

THE KORMAN LUEOFF CHOIR
~ BUT BEAUTIFUL

CONCERT BY THE SEA
. £ —

EHROI.I. GHHN ER

Bacorded in ALius! Pestormares
a1 Carmal, Caslbornia

38. Complete score
of this Rodgers and
Hammerstein hit

ELLA FITZGERALD
sings GERSHWIN

30. But Not for Me,
Fascinatin® Rhythm,
Man | Love, 9 more

15. This musical por-
trait is a beloved
American classic

FRANCK SYMPHONY

IN D MINOR

HOLLYWOOD
IN RHYTHM
RAY CONNIFF <t

Lowra—plus § mors

21. “No symphony
like It . . . incompa-

rable"—0lin Downes

=g
THE BIG HITS! |

JOENNY BONTOR Sk,
STONEWALL JACKSON msrmmusn
JOENNT CASH Sk

Sweet Meilm,

16, "'Hilarious . . .

truly priceless com- For Me and M
"—L.A. Examiner Pretty Baby, 1 mote

REX HARRISOMN Tchalkovaky:

JULIE ANDREWS
My, FAIR LADY

NUTCRACKER SUITE
Ravel:
BOLERO - LA VALSE

18. Also: Blessed Are
They That Mourn,
Come Ye Saints, etc.

HMALAGUEMNA
MUSIC OF CUBA
PERCY FAITH o by orchestra

14. Rain in Spain, |
Could Have Danced
All Nignt, etc.

37, Ebb Tide, If |
Loved You, unciwlneu
Melody, 9 othe

TCHAIKOVSKY:
SWAN LAKE 25
The Pistadeiphia Occhestra
Legmne

29. A superb record-
Ing of this enchant-
ing dance drama

GOLDEM VIBES

LIONEL HAMPTON

with resds and rhythm

49, My Funny Valen-
tine, Smoke Gets In
Your Eyes, 10 more

36. Superbl; Isyed
by one of umpe'
finest orchestras

Sammy Kay:e omen

52. Remember,
Sweet and Lovely, No
Greater Love, 9 more

FRANKIE LAINE'S
GREATEST HITS

JETEREL
NIOH HOOM
HALOUSY
o ¥ mare

32, Also: That's My
Desire; Rose, Rose
I Love You; ete.

Eugene drmandy

42. Entremont plays
with “speed, a sense
of soul, flair" —Time

13. “'Musical excite-
ment that's hard to
beat™ — Variely

62. Rags to Riches,
Because of You, Sing
You Sinners, 9 more

56. No, Not Much!;

6. Blue Moon Fools
:‘ Don’t Worry
'boul e, 9 more

THE SOUND OF JAZZ]

COLMNT BASIE-BILLIE HOUIDAY |
JIAMY RUSHING
anp

IMMY GUIFFRE TRIO i, |

9. Wild Man Blues,
Fine and Mellow, |
Left My Baby, 5 more

34. Three of Beetho-
ven's most popular
plano sonatas

'Oklahoma!|
Nelson Eddy
Complete Score

ber; istanbul; 9 more

28. Also: Come-0On-A
My House, Beautiful
Brown Eyes, etc.

61, “Most exciting
recording of this
work ever” — Time

59. Where or When
April in Paris, Red

Top, 8 others

A NIGHT WITH
SIGMUND
# ROMBERG

PERCY FAITH
and hig Orchesira

EARL WRIGHTSON
=i LOIS HUNT 5

40. Dne Kiss, Wil

You Remember, Song
of Love, S more

£00Y cmusmlw

-

51. The Man | Love,
Blue Room, Stardust,
Am | Blue, 11 more

BACH

FHILI.DELPHIl DRCHESTRA
ORMANDY (UH DLI('I'IH ]

47, Arioso, Alr for
the G String, Come
Sweet Death, 5 more

SOUND OFF!

THE MERRILL - g
STATON CHOIR ‘T

44, Yankee Doodle,
Over There, Tenting
Tonight, 21 others

CARL PEENING swrin st amars
4l. Mso

Price, Walhor, H#
Morgan, Frizzell, etc.

17. Pacific Sunset,
Stella by Starlight,
Yesterdays, 9 more

57. 12 hymns: Walk
Over God's Heaven,
Didn't It Rain, etc.

Cois Lakurat P la L ara’ |

BRAHMS:
SYMPHONY NO. |

-~ 4 et
LEVELAND ORCH.-STEL

TOMMY & JIMMY
DORSEY

[sentimental & swinging

VICTORY AT SEA

55. One of the most
melodically beautiful
of all symphonies

Sweet Sue,
The Time
Is Right; 9 others

46. Ruby;
Just \l;?uy:

22. Waltzes include:
Lover, Falling in Love
With Love, etc.

THE GREAT
NNY GOODMAN

PROKOFIEV:

L=
Crmandy - Phindalp

23. Avalon, Let's
Dance, Dne O'clock
Jump, plus 8 others

“The ;:m;mg Is
u‘a[ty extraordinary"
~High Fidelity

OFFENBACH:
GAITE PARISIENNE
CcombLETE |

PHILADELPHIA DRCH EIIW"IIND'I'

50. All the fire and
dash of this ever-
popular ballet score

HIS GREATEST HITS
NEW IN HIGH FIDELITY
48, Tico-Tico, My

Shawl, Besame
Muche, 9 others

JOHNNIE RAY'S
5| GREATEST HITS

35. Also: Please, Mr.
Sun; Just Walkin® in
the Rain; etc

54. Heebie Jeebies,
Muskrat Ramble, Got
No Blues, 9 others

MENDELSSOHN;
ITALIAN SYMPHONY

HAYDN:
LONDON SYMPHONY

Bernstein g o

PWLFU.!I L‘I‘

53. ", . .an edition
presently unrivaled”
—High Fidelity

39. The great Metro-
politan tenor sings
12 Italian favorites

ROUMANIAN
RHAPSODIES 1& 2
HUNGARIAN

RHAPSODIES 1 & 2

6£3. A thrilling per-
formance of 4 spar-
kling folk melodies

WALTZES

5. Tales from the
Vienna Woods, Blue
Danube, 8 others

2?. Complete score.
?ucticaﬁ flaw-
Jess' — New Yorker

10. "'Sure-fire Puc-
cini . . . fine cast"
— New York Times

ELLINGTON
INDITOB

43. Solitude, Where
or When, Dancing in
the Dark, 6 more

=

PHILIPPE

CHOPIN
RECITAL

ENTREMONT

19. lmturnn Leaves,
April in Parls, La Vie
en Rose, 13 more

DAVE BRUBECK
QUARTET-
NEWPORT 1958

25, Perdido, Jump
for Joy, C Jam Blues,
Flamingo, 3 more

'64. The Breeze and

24, Seven brilllant
selections played by
a great young planist

i | onen,
DANCING AT THE MARDI GRAS

33. A medley of 43
hits: Temptation,
Tonight. Gigi, etc.

HANDEL:
WATER MUSIC

"Beauhru!

Mento, plus § more

brilliance"”
—C]’IIEZRO Tribune
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OFFER

FROM THE WORLD'S LARGEST RECORD CLUB

- COLUMBIA ® RECORD CLUB now offers new members

- ANY FIVE

64 records
to
choose from

«

FOR
ONLY

of these *3.98 and $4.98 high-fidelity 12” long-playing records

$ 9 RETAIL VALUE
I » 32490

it you join the Club now and agree to purchase as few as 5 selections from
_ the more than 200 to be offered during the coming 12 months

...a convenient method of acquiring, systematically
and with expert guidance, a record library of the music you
enjoy most—at truly tremendous savings!

To celebrate its 5th Anniversary, the Col-
umbia @ Record Club now makes the
most extraordinary offer in its history.
As a new member, you may have ANY 5
of the high-fidelity records shown on
the opposite page — up to a $24.90 re-
tail value — ALL 5 for only $1.97.

And what a tremendous selection you

have to choose from — 64 records in all!
Whether you prefer classical or popular
music, Broadway hit shows or jazz —
you're sure to find five records to suit
your musical taste.
T0 RECEIVE YOUR 5 RECORDS FOR $1.97
—fill in, detach and mail the postage-free
card provided. Also be sure to indicate
which one of the Club’s four musical Di-
visions you wish to join: Classical; Lis-
tening and Dancing; Broadway, Movies,
Television and Musical Comedies; Jazz.
HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month
the Club’s staff of music experts selects
outstanding recordings for all four Di-
visions. These selections are fully de-
scribed in the Club's entertaining and
informative Music Magazine, which you
receive free each month.

You may accept the monthly selection
for your Division . . . take 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 Columbia and Epic records
to be offered in the coming 12 months.
You may discontinue your membership
at any time thereafter.

FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGULARLY:
If you wish to continue as a member
after purchasing five records, you will
receive a Columibia or Epic Bonus record
of your choice free for every two selec-
tions you buy — a 50% dividend.

The records you want are mailed and
billed to you at the regular list price of
$3.98 (Classical and Original Cast selec-
tions, $4.98), plus a small mailing and
handling charge.

THIS SPECIAL 5th ANNIVERSARY OFFER
may never be repeated! So act now
mail the postage-free card to receive
your 5 high-fidelity records for $1.97!

MORE THAN 1,000,000 FAMILIES NOW ENJOY THE MUSIC PROGRAM OF

COLUMBIA @ RECORD CLUB

Terre Haute, Indiana

Populon Best Sellers |

By America’s Favorite Recording Stars

JOHNNY MATHIS
RECORDS HIS
GREATEST HITS

Cloatical Music!

Performed by the World’s Most Distinguished Artists

LEONARD BERNSTEIN CONDUCTS THE NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC

Broadway its!

Best-Selling Original Cast Recordings

— .

REX HARRISON AND JULIE ANOREWS
IN A SCENE FROM *'MY FAIR LADY"

Records for

every
musical taste

CLASSICAL
POPULAR
DANCE MUSIC
JAZZ

BROADWAY
HITS



PLAYBOY

McCahill & Friends tom Mccanillis a gentlemanly giant with a deep
affection for things four-wheeled and four-legged. His understanding of the
former has made him one of the world’s foremost automotive test drivers and
reporters. Happily, his highly trenchant observations on the virtues and foibles
of some four hundred automobile makes and models, published in national mag-
azines, have enabled him to spend an enviable amount of time (twelve months or
so a year, say) with such delightful companions as Nodak’s Boji Boy, Dinah,
Moose, Pinney and the 4-wheel drive Land-Rover. This ten passenger station
wagon was purchased by Tom shortly after completing a Land-Rover test for
Mechanix Illustrated, in which he concluded: “The Land-Rover is a class vehicle
from one end to the other, made by one of the most respected companies in the
entire industry. In a few words, this car is capable, gutty, and as rugged
as a cement casket.” After acquiring his Land-Rover, Tom rephrased his own
personal interest as follows: “I bought the big station wagon for field trial
work and hunting. It’s a great vehicle!” In addition to its many private uses,
Land-Rovers are employed in an almost endless variety of occupations the world

- over—in farming and industry, in the armed services of twenty-three countries

and the police forces of thirty-one. The versatility and value engineered into
this remarkable vehicle will amaze you. Why not test drive a Land-Rover today?

Jd L )

- ¥
Land-Rovel‘ glveS y0ll: the world’s best four-wheel drive - a total of eight
forward speeds, two reverse in high and low ratio - Rust-proof corrosion-proo? zluminum
alloy body; all steel body fittings heavily galvanized - Choice of two chassis lengths, seven
basic body styles including seven and ten passenger station wagons, hard and canvas tops,
and enclosed cab pick-ups - Three power take-off points « Choice of gasoline or diesel engine.

THE ROVER MOTOR COMPANY OF NORTH AMERICA LIMITED 36-12 37th St., Long Island City 1, N. Y.
373 Shaw Road, South San Francisco, Cal. * Mobile Drive, Toronto, Ont. * 156 West Second Ave., Vancouver, B.C.

PLAYBOY. FEERUARY. 1960, VOL. 7, NO. 2. PUDLISHID MOKTHLY BY HMH PUBLISHING CO.. INC.. PLAYBOY BUILDING, 232 E. OHIO
5T.. CHICAGO 11, ILL. SECOND CLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGO. ILLINGIS. SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U.5., $6 FOR OKE YEAR,



UNLESS wE ARE greatly mistaken. that
sound we hear is the rejoicing of the
far-flung fans of funny fellow P(elham)
G(renville) Wodehouse. The occasion is
the appearance of the first Jeeves novel
in something like five vears, on tap in
a single issue of pavisov, this February
issue, to be more precise. In How Right
You Ave, Jeeves! Bertie Wooster has lost
none of his talent for getting into the
most comically complicated messes, and
his [amous butler ex machina, Jeeves,
has lost none of his genius for extricat-
ing his melon-headed master from same.
We warn vou in advance that, being a
novel, How Right You Are, Jeeves! is a
longic which cannot be read on the run:
break out your best brandy and devote,
please, the better part ol an evening to
cnjoying this frothy foolery by the un-
challienged champion of high society
jinks, Mr. Wadchouse. His pravsoy
novel will be hardcovered lLater this year.
Another humor champ dear to the
rraveoy heart is Shel Silverstein. With-
out getting too corny about it, this scems
an appropriate time to quote some such
wet-eyed chestnut as Stevenson's “Home
is the sailor. home from sea,/ And the
hunter home from the hill,” for intrepid
slobetrotter  Shel,  having  recovered
[rom injurics incurred on African salari,
is now home safe and sound. Busy back
at the drawing board, he is turning out
new satirical work that will be appear-
ing in this journal almost every month.
In this issue, he comments on one of the
more ubiquitous singing commercials.
Harvey Kurtzman is another favorite
humorist with pravsoy readers, judging
from the large reaction to our [eature
The Little World of Harvey Kurtzman a
couple of Decembers ago and the com-

NEIMAN (with Eddie Arcaro)

PLAYBILL

ment  his  satirical  magazines  Mad,
Trump and Humbug have caused.
Kurtzman recently completed his Jungle
Book for Ballantine and in this issue he
introduces pLAvBOY readers to The Real
Lady Chatterley, a spool we think would
have amused even D, H. Lawrence.

rravsoy-resular Robert Sheckley 1s
back with Meanwhile, Back al the
Bromide, a good-natured poke in the
ribs of traditional suspense novels. A new
writer, Jim Dilles, whose novel The
Good Thief was published last month,
balances the Waodehouse-Silverstein-
Kurtzman-Sheckley shenanigans with a
touching story, Glenn’s Girl.

Jayne Mansfield, a February favorite
in rLavsoy for these past five years,
returns bigger and better than ever in a
rousing recap of past appearances plus
some startling shots [rom a new, nude
movie. In his latest Man at His Leisure

feature, artist LeRoy Neiman (pictured.

on this page in the company of jockey
Eddie Arcaro) richly treats of Hialeah
race  course. Theodore Pratt  writes
fondly of a vanished Parisian establish-
ment in La Boutique Fantasque. The
storage and serving of liquor in the
urban apartment is a problem solved by
the swank items of furniture in The
Gentlemanw’s Home Bar. And Fashion
Editor Robert L. Green [ollows up his
sapicnt  The Role of Continental
(Lavsoy, October 1959) with a wel-
come piece on accessories, Completing
Your Continental Wardrobe. '
But before you read anything else in
this issue, chances are you’ll want to Hip
directly to page 31 and glom the winners
of the 1960 Playboy Jazz Poll and absorb
Jazz Editor Leonard Feather’s annual
survey of the cnrent jazz scene.

DILLES

KRURTZMAN
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DO GIRLS GET

This is the kind of problem you
should have more often. And you
will have it more often if you use
‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic. What it does
to your hair does things to women.

Even if you use water with your
hair tonic (almost everyone does),
you’re still in clover. Water evapo-
rates, makes a dried-out mess of your
hair. (Alcohol tonics and hair creams

TSclear p o

ITS CLgan 1T'S VASELI NE HAIR TONIC

IN YOUR HAIR?

evaporate like water itself.) But clear,
clean “Vaseline’ Hair Tonic won’t let
your hair dry out — it replaces oil
that water removes. With “Vaseline’
Hair Tonic you can use all the water
you want. So rub in a little *Vaseline’
Hair Tonic today, and keep the week
end open.
In the bottle and on your hair, the
difference is clearly there!

"VASELINE" IS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBRDUGH-POND'S INC.

hs :ﬂd Conﬁtimis

Il

‘el

thlemuf ?T

Oul‘.n POND'S INC
uULa




DEAR PLAYBOY

ﬂ ADDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAZINE - 232 E. OHIO ST, CHICAGO 11, ILLUNOIS

PLAYBOY PLAYS THE MARKET
Recently Newsweek ran an article on

the putand-call option business which
was so miserably done that I wrote a
letter to the editor telling him about it.
This letter is different; it is one of praise.
Someone put a copy of praveoy for
October on my desk and drew my atten-
tion to an article entitled Playboy Plays
the Market by Carl Bakal. I must say
that T have never read an article written
so well about Wall Street procedure,
nor have I ever read an article describ-
ing my option business which was as
clearly explained.

Herbert Filer

Filer, Schmidt & Company

New York, New York

Thanhs to reader Herb Filer, author

of “Understanding Put and Call
Options.”

Carl Bakal has done an excellent re-
porting job on certain special aspects of
the stock market. I can’'t quarrel with
any of it, even though there is naturally
somewhat more text about the pleasures
and profits than about the risks. In all
fairness, the careful reader can learn
why not to misuse the stock market [or
gambling or to try and wrn a serious
business into one of pure chance or
luck. The article deserves reading and
rereading if only to catch the points
made on the fallacies of looking back-
wards and the lack of salety on occasion
of blue chips, bonds and cash. In es
sence, it is a story of how to use other
people’s money o secure the most lever-
ase. This 1s the way to make the most
money but it is also the way to lose the
maost because, as Bakal shows, not every-
body is doing it right.

G. M. Loch
E. F. Hutton & Company
New York, New York

In Carl Bakal's article, Playboy Plays
the Market, Mr. Bakal refers to three
books: Gerald Loeb’s The Batile for
Investmeni  Swrvwval; Burton Crane's
The Sophisticated Investor, and Philip

Fisher's Commaon Stocks and Uncommon
Profits. 1 should like 1o purchase these
books and would appreciate very much
your supplying me with the publishers’
names and addresses. By the way, this
article is very well done. Give me a few
months’ study and experimentation and
I may be able to testify as to its authen-
ticity!
Capt. Paul E. Chamberlain
Fort Sill, Oklahoma
Good luck, Captain—those addresses
are on the way.

Your October article on the stock
market is one of the finest I've read. It
offers excellent material for our invest-
ment club and I would like to purchase
15 reprints if they are available. Advise
us of cost and a check will be in the mail.

Ned 1. Malcolm, President

Educational Invesunents

Danville, Illinois
YOUNG MEN WITH A HORN

In your “review” of The Permanent
Playboy, you call the book “a deeply
satisfying package ol entertainment
second only to prayeoy itsell.” C'mon,
fellows, that just is not cool. Is the book
really that good? Tooting one’s own
horn is a sour sound to any cars but
the tooter’s. When The New Yorker
mentions a book by one of its writers,
it merely states title, author, publisher
and price, and adds a phrase like A
collection ol stories most of which ap-
peared in this magazine.”

Bob Aaronson
New York, New York

“The New Yarker” is one of America’s
greal magazines. So 1§ PLAYBOY, we
believe. Part of both magazines’ greatness
may be attrvibuled to the strength of
theiy own distinclive, markedly different
personalities. “The New Yorker” plays it
cool — that’s their bit. rLavBOY plays it
warm — that’s ows. And yes—“The
Permanent Playboy” really is that good.
Order a copy and find out.

ELAINE REYNOLDS
While elancing through the October
issu¢ of your magazine, 1 came upon

PLAYBOY SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U, 5., 175 POSSESSIONS, THE PAN AMERICAN UNICH AND CANADA, $14 FCR THREE YEARS. $11 FOR
TWO YEARS, $6 FOR ONE YEAR, ELSEWHERE ADD $3 PER YEAR FOR FOREIGN POSTAGE, ALLOW 30 DAYS FOR NEW SUDSCRIPTIONS
AND REMNEWALS CHANGE OF ADDRESS: SEND BOTH OLD AND NEW ADDRESSES AND ALLOW 10 DAYS FOR CHANGE. ADVERTISING: MAIN
ADVERTISING OFFICE, 232 EAST OHIO STREET. CHICAGO i1, ILLINOIS, M1 2-1000: BRANCH CFFICE, HOWARD LEDERER. EASTERN
MANAGER, 720 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 15. NEW YORK, €1 5-2620; LOS ANGELES REPRESENTATIVE. BLANCHARD-RICHOLS ASSOCI-

ATES, £33 SOUTH WESTMORELAND AVENUE, LOS ANGELES 3,

CALIFORMIA, DU B.6134: S5AN FRANCISCO REPRESENTATIVE, BLAN-

CHARD-NICHOLS AS50CIATES. PHILLIPS AND VAN ORDEN BUILDING, 500 THIRD STREET. SAN FRANCISCO 4. CALIFORNIA. YU £-6341;
SOUTHEASTERN REPRESENTATIVE, SOUTHEAST ADVERT'~ 'NG SALES, CHAMBER CF COMMERCE BUILDING. MIAMI 32. FLORIDA. FR 1-2103.

MY SIN

...a most

provocative perfume!

LANVIN

the lext Jars haw to oftr
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Call for
Margarita’ - ‘

_ <)

Made with Cuervo Tequila

Cuervo Tequila is a
favorite of the American

WHITE
o8 bon vivant everywhere. ..
CRER in the glorious Tequila
86 ita,” Tequila Sunrise,
T equila Martini, Tequila

Sour, Tequila Collins; or
with tonic, soda or your
favorite mixer. Cuervo
Tequila is Mexico’s
goodwill ambassador.
Try it —and be

"""" -~ aiiEee. | “Tequilo Margarita: 1 oz, Cuerva

fresh lemon juice. Shoke wi

\ Tequilo. Y2 ox. Triple Sec. 1 oz.

vour Plavmate of the Month, Elaine
Reynolds, who took my breath away.
She has undoubtedly the most fabulous
superstructure I have ever encountered.
George Durham
Wico, Texas

Regarding  the lovely Miss  Elaine
Reynolds, I see her, but I don’t believe
her.

A. T. Halpern
Toronto, Ontario

Elaine Reynolds is the most luscious
woman presented in vour magazine since
the Anita Ekberg pictures in August
1956.

Mike Ronald
Miami, Oklahon

Miss October will probably turm out to

be one ol the all-time Fvorite Playmates.
Paul Showmin

Broken Arrow, Oklahoma

THE BIG CON
Your magazine caters o and is eagerly
read by a large audience ol informed,
appreciative urbans. You publish some
ol the best writing on the contemporary
scene. Your pages are excitingly, imagi-
natively designed. You are the leader in
the men's field. and one of the finest
magazines m any held. Why, then, do
vou continue to cut voursell down with
those ridiculous little —or should I say
big —con  jobs that accompany  your
Plavinates and  certain other  Features?
I'm willing to accept an occasional [resh
voung mnocent vou happened to stum-
ble upon i a delicatessen, for wath s
sometimes  stranger  than  fction  and
such things ¢an and do happen. But
give us a break! Stick o the truth. Don't
con us —above all, don’t insult us.
Everybody knows the majority of vour
Playmaies are aspiving models or ac-
tresses. Why not say so, instead ol com-
ing on with this we-met-her-in-an-amuse-
ment-park jazz? And as for vour Elaine
Stewart pipedream! “She accepts screen
roles only when thev excite her . . . she
does it for kicks . . .7 LEven a congenital
idiot. knows that Stewart was a critical
and box oflice lfop from the time she
started with MGM. She hasn’t worked
i anajor film Lor at least two years and
15 quite obviously in desperate need ol
publicity, in the lorm ol nude posing
and nationally distributed schmaltz. The
sniart guys in Hollvwood must be sore-
sicled with laughing at your puerile con
wiame. Play it straight — this yokel ap-
proach is spoiling an otherwise excel-
lent and sophisticated job.
Joe Bulier
Tulsa, Oklahoma
We confess to being a romantic bunch
heve at pravsov. Joe, and occasionally
the prose comes oul a bit bigger and bet-
ter than life. Bui only occasionally. We

enjoy being

...you'll enjoy stopping at Chicago’'s

Tomorrow's Hotel Today

CHICAGO'S Executive House, a
new ultra-modern 40-story sky-
scraper with dnve-in garage,
ideally located on the edge of
the famous Loop, introduces
many nnovations — including
private sun terraces — the last
word in luxury hotel living.

=22
S
Enec
Werite for colorful brochure
Fowse

Dept. P, 71 E. Wacker Dr., Chicago 1, lll. = FI 6-71C0
A. M. Quarles, General Manager

HANDWOVEN IN INDIA

INDIA MADRAS
GUARANTEED TO FADE AND BLEED
HAND WASH SEPARATELY
ALL COTTON

Only genuine India madras behaves in the erratic
fashion confessed in the label you'll find in the
collar of this Creighton sport shirt. Fading and
bleeding of the colors tell you it's India madras
— real, rich, beautiful. Choose from a handsome
handful of muted patterns — styled and tailored
with Creighton’s accustomed attention to detail.

At fine stores $8°°

CREIGHTON SPORTSWEAR
303 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y.



To introduce you to THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB PYTEITH
FOR RELAXATION

ANY FIVE | oxiy "398

[RATIONALLY ADVERTISED PRICES TOTAL UP T0 §28.80]

EITHER STEREO or REGULAR L.F.

...if you agree to buy six albums from
the Club during the next 12 months

mis exciting new plan offers

you the finest stereo or hi-fi
music being recorded today—for
far less money than you would nor-
mally pay.Ithelpsbuildvourrecord
library carcfully, completely.

You save up to 20% with this
introductory offer alone. After the
trial membership, if vou continue,
you will save about one third of the
manufacturer’s nationally adver-
tised price through the Club’s
Record-Dividend Plan. This plan
lets you choose a free regular L.P.
or stereo album with every two
you buy from the Club.

' e STRAUSS

THE

AMES BROTHERS
SING FAMDUS HITS
OF FAMOUS QUARTETS

T

14, Fresh versions
of 12 harmuny hits,
Faper Doll, To Each
HisOwn, Cool Water.

ERHA _
15. Lilting versions
of The llue Danube,
Artists” Life, Emperor
Waltz, 9 others.,

THE e
MELACHRIRO STRINOS

24. 12 pop favorites
and light classica,
SeptemberSong, War-
saw Concerto, Diane.

sings 12 hallads. Hey
There, Ebb Tide, Too
Young, Moanglow,

LIFE CAN ===
BE MISERABLE

HOMER & JETHRO

N TOUCH OF
\ . EDDIE

A40. Wacky,
pickin® country com-
ics raise havoe with
hits and specials.

37. Pianist's trio
;lnyg Summertime,
“he Man I Love, All
of You, Cherry, ctc.

26. La Muckcnz'xe‘

Every month you are offered a
wide variety of albums (up to 200
a vear). One will be singled out as
the album-of-the-month. If you
want it, you do nothing: it will
come to vou automatically. if you
prefer an alternate—or nothing at
all—simply state your wishes on a
form always provided. For regular
L.P. albums you will pay the na-
tionally advertised price—usually
83.98, at 1imes $4.98. For stereo
albums you will pay the nationally
advertised price of $4.98, at times
$5.98 (plus—in all cases—a small
charge for postage and handling).

TCHAIKQVSKY TLENA HORNE = —-4
THE RUTCRACKER AT THE WALDORF-ASTORIA

ARTHUR , Aa
-

FIEDLER’ .
4 BOSTON POPS ORCH.

17. On-thespot re-
cording. Yes, in-
cludes Day In—Day
Out plus 14 others.

16. Kcy higl his
from Tchaikeveky's
enchanting master-
piece for hallet.

RY_.8

g = »5
THE FIFEL AND DRUMS

AMD REGIMINTAL OAND
OF THE DLACK wWaTChH

27. 12 dance-mood  30. Pipes, drums,
favorites by trio plus  Black Watch Bandin
strings. Pl Ger By, o sock sonic ireat!

Marches, folk songs.

Dream, cic.

4B. musical
satire, slapstie
commentary b
Henry Morgan.

band jazz: top West
Coost stars, Chances
Are, other his,

r.

‘PlanD ROLL
CISCOVERIES

THIGHLAND
py PAGEANT| ;

MELACHRIND ORCHESTRA

1. Melachrino ploys
Autumn Leaves, Star
Dust, While We're
Young, Estrellita.

VAN CLIBURN

5. All-time classical
bestacller by most
talked-about pionist
of recent years.

10. Lanza sings 12
Ttalian classies.
Funiculi® Funicula®,
Santa Lucia, more.

S M.». J
19, Lush chythmie,
exolic instrumen-
tals, Valencia, Gra-
nada, Delicadn.

33. Rich baritone of
the Graham Crusade
sings some most-
requested songs.

50. Tony Martin,
Gogi Grant enhance
the Academy Award
winning film score.

music from

FPETER

'GUNN
composed and
conducted by
HENRY MANCIN

2. Hottest album of
year! All-star mod-
ern "'mood’™ jazz
from NBC-TV series.

NEW SOUND. ..
NEW RECORDING

7 .Breath-takingnew

recording  of best-
selling evite from
dramatic TV score.

THE NEW
GLENN MILLER
ORCH. IN HI-F1

1. Miller - styled
muodern  repertoire.

Ray McKinley. Bird-

land, 11 others.

20. His 12 bigzest
hits, newly remade.
Green Eyes, Linda
Mujer, Adios, eic.

e B il
THE WiLD "=
WILD WEST

RALPH

. HUNTER

{enom

34, Fantastic sound,
realisticatmosphere,

familiar songs, virile

singing. Dilleren 1!

ARTHUR FIEDLER
BOSTaN POPS.

54, 15 varied strul-
ters. 76 Trombones,
Semper Fidelis, Colo-

nel  Bagey, others.

SHOW =

3. Blues types,
rhvthm backing.
Hallelujah 1 lLove
Her So, 11 others.

BOAT
Gogi Crant
Howard Keel —
Anne JeHreys

8. New reconling
of Kern-Hammer-
stein classic. Gogi
Grant, Howard Keel.

ARTHUR FIEDLER - = 2]
BOSTOH PDPS ORCHESTRA

POPS '_STOPPERS |

ray

o
12. New remakes of

their higgest  hits.
Jalousie, Skaters
Waltz, Liehestraum,

21. Compote of Latin
shythms, cha chas,
jazz. Lullaly of Bird-
land, 10 more.

Say If's Wonderful,
Yesterdays, 8 more.

[T

and Other Spirduals

THE ROBERT SHAW
CHORALE

56. 16 magnificent
spirituals: Swing
Low, Sweet Chariot;
Dry Rones: others,

4 . 4
35. ﬂ? Man, Young
and Foolish, They

'DEEP RIVER'

%

4. Orizinal sound-
track recording from
Rodgers and Ham-

merstein film hit.

 JEANETTE

_ WacDONALD
L% NELSON
£oDY

9. Operetta film
stars remake their
12 biggest hits. Jn-
dian Love Call, ete.

P _"..;—,j

favorites
for darcing

Frankle
Carle
and his
rhythm

13. His latest and
most danceable set
yet. Hallads, lindys,
waltzes, Latin, elc.

PAT SUZUKTS ~ <]
BROADWAY ‘58

7
3~
J .é’l' \:|

22. New Drondway
star, top tunes from
top musicals, Flower
Drum Song. elc.

When You Come =y o]
1o the Endof the Day

g PERRY

] 1 e
36. 12 meaningful
songs. Whither Thou
Goest, Scarlet Rib-
bons, Only Onec.

od g
with strings. Estrel.
lita, The Three Be lls,
Greenslecres. 12m all.

M.

uitar

= swwesswsessALL ALBUMS ARE 12-INCH 33% R.P.M.cosescesssse

P185.2

= - AFRICAN
DRUMS.

89. Exciting, exolic
African chythms and
themes, sometimes
blended with jazz.

74. 12 shimmering
waltzes, Charmaine,
Ramona, Always,
Would You, elc.

IMPORTANT— PLEASE NOTE

Regular (mnnaural) long-playing
records can be played on sterco-
phonic phonographs; in  facl,
HARRY :
BELAFONTE"
100. 12 Cershwin
treasures in {resh,
modern manoer. The
best-selling version,

they will sound better than ever.
However, stercophonic records
are designed 1o be played oLy
ON STEREOPHONIC EQUIPMERT.

97. Cershwin plays
his own Rhapsody in
Blue in ki it Other
vintage piano rolls.

Plense remister me as a member of The kea Vieton
Popular Album Club and send me the five albums
whose numbers I have circled below, for which 1
will pay 2398 (plus a small postage and handling
charge). | agree 10 buy six other alburms offered by the
Club within the next vear. for each of which ! will be
hilled at the mamufacturer’s nationally advertised
price: regular LP.s nsually $3.98, at times $4.98:

THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB, P. 0. Box B, village Station, New York 14, N. Y.

Check which Division you wish to join: REGULAR L. P.[] STEREOPHONIC []

stereo versions $4.98, ot times £5.98. (A small posinge
and handling charge is added 1o all prices.) There-
after. | need buy only four such albums in any twelve-
month period 10 maintin membership. | may cancel
any time after buving six albums from the Cluk Gin
addition to those ineluded in this introductory offer),
bul il | continue after my sixth purchase, for every
two albums 1 buy T may choose a third album free.

sco0OSSSROOORROOOSDBRODES S SB000000E000P000880000000

}‘;:,} 1 203 M2 sl e
pis 9 10 11 12 13 14 15
Address
City y o e L . 16 17 19 20 21 22 24
NOTE: If you wish your membership credited fo an
authorized RCA VICTOR dealer, please fii in befow: 26 27 30 33 34 35 36
Dealer 37 40 42 48 50 54 56

Send no money. A bill will be sent. Albums can be shipped only to
residents of the U. S.. its territories, and Canada. Albums for Canadisn
members are made in Canada, and shipped duly free from Dnlario.

D@

58 74 89 97 100



PLAYBOY

really did meet Miss October in an
amusement park. Miss November really
does work as a wailvess in a Sunset Strip
supper club. Miss December really is a
legal secvetary. Many of the magazine’s
Playmales may aspive to stardom in
movies and TV — an aspiration that they
share with most of the half-way attrac-
live young women in Ameviea — but the
greal  majority  of  our center-spread
beauties are not  professional models
| when we find them (and we are con-
| | stantly searching for potential Playmates
' | throughout the countyy) even though
many go on 1o carveers in modelling and
show business after their Playmate ap-

e CANTORCOLORS =Y | =

e T PN g

a2 i

STORYSVILLE
MUTED HUES IN ; As Stevenson once wrote, “Bright is
' the ring of words when the right man
COLCRREBOWRES QN LARDS . | rings them”™ —and you have found the
Subdued tones that a knowing young right man in Hugh G. Foster. His story,
. "1 & man admires instantly . . . Softly col- : The Taste of Fear, in the September
/ 1 Tk ored printsion luxurious all-silk; with ' l':.:\\'B(;\'. had the ]In'i;_ghl, ;m:ht-.mic ring
« i1 ) O ok i ol truly great and powerful fiction. It
+ : Wembley’s Color Guide® that takes was :‘c;nl?y impr(-s.".}vc. Alter wading
B | the guessing out of dressing. $2.50 - | through the mass of limp, synthetic mag-
. -‘l ' azine fiction and an occasional incredu-
{; lous glance at the even more flaccid stuif

on TV, such a story as Fosters serves
as a signal that there is still hope ahead
for American literature. He has a com-
pressed brilliance in his way of writing,
and this adds to the power and illumines
the implications ol a powerful psycho-
logical story. I was at a party the other
night where somebody mentioned the
Foster story and asked how many of
those present had read it. There were
three besides mysell and we all agreed
that [or sheer impact and trenchant style
the story was a standout in recent Amer-
ican fiction.

Robert Shaw

Hollywood, California

Congratulations to Richard Matheson
for his grim litde shocker, No Such
Thing As a Vampire in the October is-
sue. I'll be looking [orward to more
stories by this talented author.

Jerry Blahut
Chicago, 1llinois

Noel Clad’s November story, 4 Long
Time to Swing Alone, is an impressive,
excellent piece of work.

Terry Ring
Los Angeles, California

I enjoyed the story 4 Long Time (o
Swing Alone by Noel Clad. Let's have
more of the same.

James C. Carcuu, Jr.
New York, New York
NEW CHESTS FOR OLD

I am a plastic surgeon. It is gratilying
that our formerly Hat-chested patients,
with their new figures, can compete suc
cesstully with your Playmates.

Robert Alan Franklyn, M.D.
Hollywood, Calilornia

; 5.00 at your favorite store




THE CONTAMINATORS (CONT'D)
The editorial in your October issue,
The Contaminalors, was r:lr:qmrnt and
hard-hitting. 1 wonder how many of
vour critics took notice ol this sober
evidence ol your sense ol social respon-
sibility? I hope a few did. On this edi-
torial, I really congratulate PLAYBOY.
S. 1. Havakawa
San Francisco State College
San Francisco, California

Je ne puis que vous encourager dans
volre campagne. Veuillez recevoir I"assur-
ance de mes sentiments distingucs.

Professeur A. Lacassagne
Fondation Curie
Paris, France

Even the exclusively peaceful uses of
atomic energy are accompanied by cer-
tain risks of contamination of man’s en-
vironment. There exist serious lacunae
in our knowledge of radiation hazaxds
and elfects.

Lars J. Lind

International Atomic Energy
Avency

Vienna, Austria

We would appreciate very much re-
ceiving from vou as many reprints of
The Contaminators as you can spare. We
reviewed the article at our Council meet-
ing, and we applaud the stand vour
magazine is taking in this serious matter
by bringing it to the public’s attention.

Esther Gordon
Hematology Rescarch Foundation
Chicago, Illinois

Congratulations on The Contamina-
fors. It substantiates my opinion that
rrLAYBOY's dedication is not only to miles
of flesh, mansions of sound and literary
offerings spattered with Freudian not-so-
accidental slips. Thanks.

Barbara F. Williams
Charleston, South Carolina

The editors of pLAYBOY are trained i
literary pursuits, not science, and thus
have no right to be attempting to inllu
ence public opinion in scientific matters.

Marshall Smith, Jr., M.D.
Philadelphia, Pennsyvlvania

It is most encouraging when maga-
zines with a wide, general circulation
ke up an issue as vital as fallout and
weapons u'.‘itiltg. 1 agree with vou that
now is both the time for alarm and the
time lor action.

Paul Jacobs
The Reporter
New York, New York

I think it is splendid that a publica-
tion such as yours finds the time and
space to discuss such a serious subject.

Robert U. Brown, Publisher
Editor & Publisher
New York, New York

Other Wembley Ties to $5.00 at your favorite store

é
i

Photography: Jacques Simson
L

Py _!m'a-""

CALL TO GOLOR

SMOKY STRIPES

Soft muted stripes on fashion’s fa-
vored dark grounds, classically cor-
rect, authentically fashioned. Each
with Wembley’s Color Guide® for
correct mateh with suits, jackets,
$2.50

slacks.
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L BACARDI

ffay&eﬂy

BACARDI

ENJOYABLE ALWAYS AND ALL WAYS

© Bacardi Imporis, Inc., NY,
Rum, 80 proof

Who really invented the Bacardi Party ?

Northern playboys claim
@WJW%%@

Southland
goofs-

Last year we announced that “deep in
Dixie we've uncovered a new playboy
pastime—The Bacardi Party.”

Lo and behold, Alaska is now re-
ported as challenging this claim. The
parka-clad playboys say they were the
first to concoct the delightful idea.

As vou know, a Bacardi Party is
where the guests bring Bacardi and
the host supplies the mixings—as
many as he can turn up. Fun!

So have yourself a Bacardi party.
You may not have invented it, but
you certainly can discover it. Just
bear in mind the old saying: No
Bacardi Party can be a Bacardi
Party without Bacardi.

HOW TO MAKE A

LIKE SEND HER A CANDYGRAM. IT TALIE_;,/T

Your personal telegram is actually the

HIT WITH A

SWEET, MAN. TRY ONE AND SEE.

CANDYGRAM, IKC., 611 H. SACRAMENTO BLVD., CHICAGO 12.

cover of a box of hand-dipped luxury
chocolates, delivered fresh from freezers
in Western Union offices to any place in
the U.S. 2 Ibs., $5, 1 1b., $2.95, plus cost of
telegram. Phone Western Union now—
and charge it.

CandyGram=

the world’s sweetest message

HOW'E ABOUT DINNER
AND A NIGHT ON THE
TOWN, MY VALENTINE?

The editorial was well written and
forceful — but 1t doesn't strike to the
heart of the matter. There are millions
of people in this country who soberly
believe that the only alternatives are (1)
continue testing bombs and developing
military weapons: (2) surrender to the
Russians and become a Soviet satellite.
These people will never believe that the
Russians would not find some method
to circumvent any agreement they might
sign to stop tests. These people say,
“Better 200,000 leukemia cases per year
than surrender to the Russians.” What
can you do?

Samuel K. Allison
University of Chicago
Chicago, Illinois

Thank you, thank vou. thank you for
The Contaminators. You have done a
ereat serviee. Leukemia is a horrible, tor-
turous, painful. frightening disease. |
am a nurse. 1 have seen it.

Jean Carter, R.N.
Brooklyn. New York

The Contaminators should be circu-
lated to every politician in U.S.A, UK.
and U.S.S.R. It is a reliefl to know that
one ol America’s [oremost journals cares
about tomorrow’s unborn children and
realizes the horror and torment that
Strontium 90 holds for mankind. Let us
hope that soon — very soon — the leaders
ol our countries will halt the poisoning
of the atmosphere before it is too late.

Kevin Henriques
Ewell, England

I would have expected rravsoy o be
more sympathetic with the boys playing
with atomic bombs. Indeed these are
wonderful tovs, and 1 don’t think at this
stage they have done undue damage to
people. compared with other sources of
fun and pleasure. I should add that
these comments ol mine are not for
publication.

Prof.
University of California
La Jolla, California

I have read with interest your edi-
torvial on Swronuum M. There is no
question but what increased amounts ol
Strontium 90 will increase the amount
of cancer of various kinds. But f{rom
various sources. I conclude also that liv-
g at Denver, Colorado, instead of La
Jolli, California; will increase the inci
dence of eancer considerably more than
the Suontium 90 distribution on the
carth. I hope we can stop the atomic
bomb war and have a more sensible
atomic bomb testing program the world
over.

Harold C. Urey
University of California
La Jolla, California



Is jazz dying? John Mehegan, practi-
tioner, student and teacher ol jazz,
tends toward that conclusion. “Here is
an art form,” he says in an article in
Saturday Review *. . . barely perceived
in all its myriad manifestations when
suddenly the whole thing seems to have
blown up. . . . The voice of jazz . . . is
slowly becoming the voice ol the turtle.”
In spite of the unprecedented activity in
jazz today, there is the stuff of truth in
this dour view, for the forces ol con-
formity and mediocrity, which threaten
our rugged individualism generally, have
penetrated the realm of jazz. As Mchegan
so mordantly puts it: “The quasi-jazz
hero of today . . . is becoming a Trendex
hero playing IBM choruses on his shin-
ing Dun & Bradstreet.” Mehegan levels
his attack at even such hard-shell indi-
vidualists as Miles Davis and Thelonious
Monk, which strikes us as something ap-
proaching [ratricide. The more we pon-
dered Mehegan's words, the more they
troubled us, for jazz is important to us
and we are as aware as anyone that the
voice of the wurtle is very small indeed.
But then, by chance, we came across a
critique by Dudley Fitts of some recent
volumes ol poetry, in the course of
which he remarked, 1 hall believe that
it is possible to be so much in love with
an art that one can't bear that art in
action.” Suddenly this beautiful and
wise observation seemed to shed light on
Mr. Mchegan's uncompromising  posi-
tion toward jazz. Whether it be of man
[or woman, of man lor art, or whatever,
passion i exiremis has a way of warning
into tyranny: the music teacher is tradi-
tionally harshest with his favorite pupil.
We like to think that John Mchegan
loves jazz not wisely, but oo well — too
well o delight in the lact that there are
such things as jazz festivals where a

AFTER HOURS

musician can make an honest buck. that
Coltrane and Hawkins are both finding
their audiences, and that it is easier to-
diay than ever before to hear jazz — good
as well as bad. Perhaps Mr. Mechegan is
a jealous lover too: perhaps he doesn’t
like the idea of sharing his paramour
with so many others, and perhaps he
would rather see her dead than prosu-
tuted. Still, we should be thanklul lor
people like John Mehegan: as long as
their passions keep them ahre, jazz can-
not easily fall prev to that most crippling
of all diseases to which an art is subject:
complacency.
L ]

A while back we tipped vou off on
how to locate various buildings and
commercial  establishments next time
vou're in New York. Get ready now for
Lesson Two:

The Fifth Avenue Cafeteria is at 753
Broadway. The Park Avenue Cleaners
are at 1285 Third Avenue. The Madison
Avenue Messenger Service 15 easy to
locate: merelv head west from Madison
Avenue, go about five blocks or so and
there it is: at 240 West 29t¢h Street. I
you want the West Side Bag and Paper
Company, head over to the East Side —
its at 177 East 123rd Sueet. The Mid-
Town Express and Moving Company is
uptown at 474 West 159th Street. '1The
Downtown Gallery is midtown at 32
Last 5lst Street. The Miditown Manu-
facturing Corporation is downtown at
55 West 17th Street. And in case you're
looking lor the Twenty-Nine West H8th
Stwreer Corporation, vou can’t muss it.
It's at 1 Last 115th Street

Who needs: those m'urprircd, watery
drams of orange drink at theatre inter-
HERS? men's
room attendants?. .. Dean Martin drink-

missions? ... His and

FPrys*rerl
=y Fr rfry
¥yl

vl e,
l\ ¥l

1

ing jokes? ... big men named Tiny? ...
eoldfish? . . . presidential candidates who
“aren't  presidential candidates’? ...
double features? ... TV testimonials by
marticulate athletes? . .. laver cake? ...
paper cups? ... zone numbers? ... whis-
thing? “the dignity of the working
man’? .. . Muzak? ... the closing of bars
on clection days? ... No Parking At
Any Time? ... calling an airline bus
a limousine? ... parakeets? ... weight-
lifting? . .. weight-lifters?
-

A double feature In every sense of the
word was adverused by the Park Theatre,
Washington, D.C., in the Washington
Post:

The Truth About Uniwed Motlers

“WASTED LIVES™
Plus: First Ttine On The Screen
““THE BIRTH OF TWINS'
Last two lays. Popular prices.

Sign over the bar in a Rve, Arizona,
histro: LOADING ZONE.

It has often been observed that there
is nothing so democratic as grammar and
the definitions of words. Grammars and
dictionaries, rule books though they be,
are relerence works of which
changes from day to day, and not codifi-
cations of statie laws. We grant this, vet
find owscll mourning the incursions
of sloppiness and impressionism in the
written as well as the spoken language,
perhaps more than we would il owrs
were a tonguc less beautifully tooled {or
precision, subtlety and vigor. When two
words with meanings distinctly diflerent
though similar become interchangeable
through usage, or one pgives way wholly
to the other, the fine edge of language
is dulled, sense becomes vague. verbosity
replaces clarity. Consider: flaunt — flout,

liSilg(.‘.
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HE WANTS this full fashioned brushed
Mohair Pullover with the fine detail that
makes Imports from Portofino so much
better. Smart finish on V-neck and bottom.
Olive, Beige, Royal-blue, Black, White.
Small, Medium, Large, Extra-large. $29.50

postpaid

SHE KNOWS, Portofino is the only exclu-
sive Italian Import Shop in America where
quality lives the year around. Try this Ital-
ian 100% Brushed Mohair Cardigan. Wide
convertible collar, full fashioned. Fine ital-
ian detaill Wear it over everything . . if goes.
Pink, Royal-blue, White, Olive.

Size 10 thru 16. $29.50 pospaia

Add 4% tax in California

Mail Orders to e@’ ¥ /(%} (X4

449 N. Beverly Dr., Beverly Hills, Calllornia
Check ( ) Money Ordar ( )]

$10.00 Oeposit on ait C O D's,

IMPORTS FOR MEN AND WDMEN

juncture — junction, verbal — oral, insti-
gale — iniliale. disintevesied — uninter-
ested. Should one deem the distinctions
paltry? We think not. Consider data and
media used as both singular and plural,
between used for among, alternatives
used to designate multiple  options,
transpive used to mean happen. These
are a few examples of how usage can
erode exactness: they might have been
maliciously manufactured to make Fow-
ler cringe in his crypt. The democracy
ol language is virtuous when it makes
for freshness, inventiveness, vividness.
But as in any democratic process — and
language is, mdeed, a process — there is
a responsibility of the citizenry to pre-
serve order, a moral privilege to prefer
a code of action to chaos. Ad copywriters
notwithstanding, As You Like It is prel-
erable as a title to Like You Like It.
-

The Village Voice, organ of Green-
wich V.. continues to print the country’s
most entertaiing classified ads. Like:
“Slugabed? 1 will sing. shout, curse or
o 1o get you out of bed. $4.50 per
month.”

-

One of the unspoken advantages of
the large car almost received nationwide
publicity, we learned from Printers’ Ink.
The ad agency representing one of the
major auto companies proudly sent its
Detroit client a batch ol copy, only to
discover, with some chagrin, that the
cute secretary, in typing, had managed
to replace an intended “i” with an “e,”
so that the ad copy read: . with
plenty of room for sex — even with heavy
overcoats. . "

THEATRE

There are two uninhibited English-
men named Michael Flanders and Don-
iald Swann who write their own songs
and sing them At the Drop of a Hat, which
is what they call their two-man review.
A lot of Americans discovered their
“alter dinner larrago™ during its two-
vear London run, and now Broadway is
ripe for this informal mixture of low
puns, high wit, offhand satire and off-
beat songs. Lyriaist Flanders (confined
to a wheelchair by polio) is a black-
bearded bulk of a man who looks like
Henry VIII the morning after a strenu-
ous night; composer Swann is a slight,
bespectacled milquetoast who bounces
up and down on his bench. Between
comments cockeyed and cogent, these
one-time Oxford operators duet and solo
some 20 songs on a wide variety of
phenomena, [rom the British weather,
the London omnibus, and the hi-fi fa-
natic whose neglected wife is driven to
“no fidelity with high frequency,” to
such assorted wildlife as a vegetarian

].S a strong word, one not to
be used lightly. Yet that is
the only way we can sum up
what Ray accomplishes in this LR
Heard for the first time as
a ballad singer, Ray proves
that he’s one of the most warmly

personal and sensitive singers
of the generation.

THE GENIUS OF RAY CHARLES 1p 1312
Available monaural $4.98
and stereo $5.98

Send for complete LP cotalogus
& stereo disc listing.
TLANTIC RECORDS

157 West 57th Street, New York 19, New York

why
travel
alone?

join a
BACHELOR PARTY®
for unattached men and women. Exciting. ..

different . .. with twice the fun—for evenings
are included!

Mexico, Puerto Rico every week, frequent tours to
Europe, Nassau, Hawaii and “Around the World.”
Tours for all age groups including “Young Bachelor
Party Tours {21-33).

Contact your travel agent...or...send for free
booklet: “All about Bachelor Party Tours'—
America’s most talked-about new concept of
travel. Hailed as an “Excellent buy” by Esquire.

BACHELOR PARTY TOURS, INC., DEPT. PL 2
444 Madison Ave., N. Y. 22 or call PL 8-2433




cannibal, an indignant gnu, and a wall-
flower wart hog. In the nick of time
Broadway has rediscovered that humor
can be literate and subtle and even very
British — and still rocket the laughs to
the rafters. At the Golden, 252 West 45th
Street, NYC.
-

The Tenth Man is an air-borne fantasy
with its allegorical wings tipped by
Jewish folk comedy, and with this new
play, Paddy Chayefsky moves securely
into the exclusive little circle of the
American  theatre’s  important  play-
wrights. It's a latter-day version of the
ancient Jewish legend of the dybbuk —
a homeless and generally evil spirit that
takes possession of a living body and
stays there till death or exorcism do
them part. Chayelsky's dybbuk is made
manifest in a shabby Orthodox syna-
gogue on the outskirts of New York
when an elderly worshiper (Jacob Ben
Ami) arrives with his teenage grand-
daughter (Risa Schwartz) in tow. Either
the givl is insane, as several doctors
have testified, or she is possessed. as her
erandfather claims, by “the whore of
Kiev, the companion ol sailors”™ The
nine members of the synagogue who are
present are finally compelled o believe
that the girls dybbuk is genuine, and
they consider the advisability of at
tempting the complicated and almost
lforgotten ritual of exorcism. Meamwhile
they are faced with the more pressing
problem of finding a tenth man to fill
out the quorum necessary for the cele-
Iration ol their religious rites. The
tenth man (Donald Harron), dragooned
from the passers-by, proves to be a
handsome and very neurotic young
lawyer. To arrange a satisfactory love
affair between the two tormented young-
sters secems an impossible matter, but
Chayefsky manages it with the double
miracle of faith and skilled craltsman-
ship. He is aided on all sides by a cast
ol carelully chosen players and by di-
1ector Tyrone Guthrie's [ree-wheeling
flair for encompassing allegory and
ritual, love and low comedy as they
should be —as difterent aspects of the
universal story of mankind. At the
Jooth, 222 West 45th Street, NYC.

-

The Sound of Music has a score by Rich-
ard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein 11,
a book by Howard Lindsay and Russel
Crouse, a cast headed by Mary Martin
amd Theodore Bikel, and an advance
sale of $2.300.000. It is also the most
antiseptic musical ol the decade: anv
resemblance 1o originality has  been
carefully avoided. You avoid the Lunt-
Fontanne, 205 West 46th Soreet, NYC.

-

There are three questions that pop
immediately into mind concerning Take
Me Along, the musical version ol Eungene
O'Neill's only comedy, Ak, Wilderness!

Now! SIR WALTER RALEIGH in a Pouch!

- ol
Keeps Tobacco 44/0 FRESHER!

New airproof aluminum foil pouch keeps famous, mild
Sir Walter Raleigh 44% fresher than old-fashioned tin eans.
Choice Kentucky burley—extra aged. Get the familiar
orange-and-black pack with the new pouch inside! -

o No spills
when you fill...
Just dip in!

Open the pack.-
S\ (Qut comes
" the Pouch!

4
#

Tearproof—it’s triple Carries flat in pocket.

laminated. Really durable No bulge. Flexible, too
Cooner or Later— . ..won't spring a leak. ... it bends with you.

Your ﬁv«ifeﬁ%w IR WA_LR, RALEIGI_‘I

Capt. W. A. Reedholm, American Airfines jet pilot on the New York to San Francisco non-stop run, lives with
precision instruments on his job. At home, he relaxes with the precision instruments of music—his Rek-0-Kut
Stereotable and Audax Paraflex Speaker Systems. Both have been styled with a timeless beauty lhat comple-
ments any decor. Both offer the ultimate in musical performance. and the finest expression of your individuality!
Send coupon for brochures and FREE STROBE DISC. Single-Speed Model N-38H STEREOTABLE—$69.95

Speaker System by Audaxr —model CA-100, ilinatrated, $139.85

. Send for colorful catalog and FREE STROBE DISC. :
' Rek-0-Kut Co., INC. oest. ro-2 3819 108m St Carora ge. Y.}
.' REK-O-KUT ;
(] Hame_ = ]
; STEREOTABLES | :
b Export: Morhan Exparling Corp., 458 Broadway, MY, 13 e L]
: S5 Canada- Atlas Radic Corp.. 50 Wingold Ave.. Toronlo 19 city. Foni @ yany 9 :
. : '
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?ORT spoken here

.. .and everywhere that gourmets

gather.%gThls is a language without

words. No words are necessary because

is the cheese "&zh» that makes

elegant experience.lJLIThere

Rogquefort

eating an

A

is only one genuine Roquefort

For sophisticated tastes, no

substitute will doe.

For free recipe book, write:
Roquefort Association, Inc., Dept. P, 8 West 40th St., New York 18, N.Y.

THE REVOLUTIONARY NEW

ROLLS ACOUSTICAL EQUALIZER
SPEAKER SYSTEM

An exciting and startling new de-
parture in speaker system manu-
facture which outmodes all other
acoustical devices.

How is this done? By a major break-
through, rRoLLS hos succeeded in
creating on acousticol design long
thought thecretically possible, but
until recently on unsolved engi-
neering problem.

The smoll size of the ROLLS Specker
System is in stortling contrast to
its big performance. The Result:
An ultro-smooth, silky response,
completely free of listener fotigue.

LSy

40 Im 15,000 4 —135 db. ; one volt across voice
vk,
Only 6.8%5 total sccond harmonic distortion.

2 speaker; clectrical crossover; magnet weight,
one pound.

Party-proof finish . . Blond, Ma-
hogany, Swect M'lp]c

SIZE: hmght 24" width 145", depth 1215"
Each unit individually hand assembled.

Stocked by a select few Bi-f outlets,
Ask your favorste deater for THE ROLLS
or order drect $89.00 F.O.B. factory,

ROLLS ELECTRONIC

MANUFACTURING CORPORATION
P. O. Box 7184, Tulsa, Oklahoma

. Walnut,

Is it O'Neill, at all at all? Is it box-office
bait tailored to fit Jackie Gleason's out-
size comedy? Is it, somehow, an in-
tegrated, attractive musical? The answer
is yes all around, with a few minor reser-
vations. The Joseph Stein-Robert Rus-
sell adaptation, directed by Peter Glen-
ville, is O'Neill's play let out at the
seams to include song-and-dance wrap-
pings and a fatter role for TV's [attest
comedian as the lovable rumpot, Uncle
Sid. Bob Merrill's likable songs muawch
the place and period (turn-of-the-cen-
tury New England) like button shoes
and spittoons, and Onna White's big
ballet, costumed a la Aubrey Beardsley,
makes a glittering nightmare of the
young protagonist’s juvenile preoccupa-
tion with the works of Oscu Wilde,
Ibsen and Omar Khayyim. All the ac
tors in this play with music are adroit
and adept, including Walter Pidgeon,
Una Merkel, and Eileen Herlie as Uncle
Sid’s schoolmarmish fiancée of 16 years’
waiting. Robert Morse, in particular, is
near-perfect as the 16-year-old bhoy who
falls in love with the girl next door and
almost falls from grace in a beer-drink-
ing bout with a trollop from New
Haven. But it is Gleason — an unexpect-
edly modest and still highly talented
Gleason — who gives Take Me Alons
the extra spark needed to revitalize this
familiar Americana. He is all things to
this show: disarmingly comic, genuinely
wouching, and a songhelter par excel-
lence. Together he and Pidgeon are at
their middle-aging best as they caper
through a soft-shoe routine that catches
the heart and stops the show. At the
Shubert, 225 West 44¢th Soreet, NYC.

DINING-DRINKING

Everything’s up to date in Kansas City,
where two of the cocktails-only centers
have joined the movement to buxom.
blithe and barely-bedecked waitresses, At
The Inferno (4038 Troost), a devilish ren-
dezvous indeed. the martini messengers
are attired in hellcat garb, complete with
long tails sporting a cigarette lighter
at the very tip. The walls are
rated in the Dali-out-of-Dante tradition,
with a heated Satan ruling a realm of
nudes, masks and death heads. Dancing
to sterco sound is encouraged. The drinks
are warming, too, and are served [rom
8 par to 1:30 aar. Try staring at the
waitress with the 44-inch bust. Everyone
clse does. At the Chez Joie (8740 Broad-
way), there’s more of the hall-dressed
willtress set. A two-level enterprise, the
first floor is modern in deécor and the
upstairs (Joie's Alley) is a Gay Nincties
hostel. Visitors enter the upper level by
pleading “Joie sent me” into a hand-
cranked phone. (The Joie is Joie Dee,

deca



one of the owners.) The drinks are as
stimulating as the waitresses, who patrol
the aisles from 10 pai. to 1:30 Aar
downstairs and from 6 p.ar to 1:30 A
in the Alley. There’s no minimum or
cover charge at either haven. If you're a
sightseer, in any sense of that term, you'll
dig these hideaways.

-

New York's newest jazz emporium, The
Arpeggio (144 East 52nd Sureet), is off on
the right triple-track: good [ood, good
liquor, good jazz. While grand groups,
including those of Barbara Carroll.
Toshiko Akivoshi, Roy Eldridge or Vic
Dickenson, cook appropriately on the
stand, chel George Firenze and his side-
men do likewise in the kitchen. Jazz buffs
who have been frustrated by the food-at-
one-place-then-jazz-and-drinks-at-another
routine can thank proprictor Willie
Shore lor eliminating that [rustration.
At The Arpeggio vou can begin a com-
plete meal with the antipasto magnifique
(it is) and move on to risotto and mush-
rooms (54.23), roast duckling with sauce
Bigarade ($5.50), or scallopine ol filet
mignon parmigiana ($5.75). The drinks
make i1, wo. During the week there's a
$3.50 minimum: on weekends, it’s $4.50.
Hours: from noon (for jazzless lunch)
ull 4 an. on weekdays, from 5 rar. to
§ aar on Saturday, and from 5 pM. to
4 A, on Sunday. Jarzz sounds start at
8:30 nightly.

FILMS

If you have been skeptical of specta-
cles in the past, vou're likely to shilt
gears considerably when vou take a look
at Ben-Hur. For its entire epic length of
nearly lour hours, there is 2 minimum
of false notes and Hollywood clichés.
The face that producer Sam Zimbalist
brought in such distinguished word-
smiths as Maxwell Anderson, Gore Vidal,
S. N. Behrman and Christopher Frv to
contribute to Karl Tunberg's sound and
mature basic script might have some-
thing to do with it. But also: the cos
teming, sets, acting and directing are
blended with inspired discernment and
taste — and prodigal effulgence. The fa
miliar story, written originally by Civil
War General Lew Wallace, concerns a
prince ol Judea's hate for his Roman
overlords, and his eventual conversion
to Christianity at the foot of the cross.
Among the eve-walloping scenes is one
ol the damndest sea battles vou've ever
had a chance to ogle from a ringside
seat, and a terrifying chariot race
that will leave you gasping. But this is
essentially a story about people, and the
principal departure that Ben-Hur rep-
resents over previous spectacle-films s
that the dirvector, William Wyler, and

PLAYS
KING
OLIVER

(:AF] AUDIO FIDELITY presents
SATCHMO |

{ AUDIO FIDELITY [Iit3

L%

Louis Armstrong plays jazz favorites born in the early 1900's . . .
immortal classics that have withstood the test of time . . . music that
is as vibrantly alive today as the day it was written. Satchmo played
all the selections in this album with King Oliver, and, many of the
selections were written by King Oliver himself. Listen now to Louis
Armstrong play such classics as: ‘‘Saint James Infirmary,” ‘‘Frankie
& Johnny,” “‘Jelly Roll Blues,” *‘Big Butter & Egg Man,"’ ‘'Hot Time in
the Old Town Tonight,” *‘Panama," ‘I Ain’t Got Nobody,” “‘Dr. Jazz,"

and others.

Lo ... e s r
HAMP'S BIG BAND! LIONEL HAMPTON
at his greatest! Hamp at the vibes with
his “big band" sound accompanying him
in such outstanding numbers as “Hamp's
Mambo,” "“Hey Ba Ba Re Bop,” “Air
Mail Special” and other great Hampton
Favorites. AFLP 1913 /AFSD 5913

AFLP (monaural) $5.95 -

AFLP 1930/AFSD 5930

FIANC RAGTIME with
1hes Phenomanal

DUKES OF vo.n
%  DIXIELAND

YOU HAVE TO HEAR IT
TO BELIEVE ITY

PIANO RAGTIME . . . DUKES OF DIXIE-

LAND. New Orleans . . . storyville . . .
high steppin’ music with the plunking
piano, whompin’ tuba and sliding trom-
bones. Selections include: “Tiger Rag,”
“Original Dixieland One Step,” and “Kan-
sas City Stomp.” AFLP 1928/AFSD 5928

AFSD (stereo) $6.95

FOR A COMPLETE LISTING OF ALL AUDIO FIDELITY RECORDS,

WRITE:

DEPT. P 2, 770 11th AVE., NEW YORK 19, N. Y.
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Again goes to Hawaii and the
famous Aljed Shakeen for this

fabulous Sheath in..

PURE PURE SILK

i o " iy u gl |
Alfred Shaheen’'s most exciting
Sheath now in Pure Silk woven in the
COrient for Alfred Shaheen and lined
with silk organza. A clever trick holds
that flattering neckline no matter how
much you move about. Two pockets,
fitted midriff, Obi buckle back. Black,
Navy, White, Pink, and Turquoise,
Sizes B to 18. 19.95 postpaid

MONOGRAMMED WITH YOUR OWN TWO INITIALS
IN ORIENTAL SCRIPT (no exchanges on monogrammed goods)

4% sales tax in California

SEND FOR MARGIE'S NEW FREE FASHION FOLID ﬁ

Mail Orders to M‘e bm[ad .3'

854 So Robertson Blvd., Los Angeles, California
310.00 deposit with all C O.D's.

writers have wisely concentrated on the
human values involved. A truly com-
petent cast includes Charlton Heston in
the title role, plus Stephen Boyd, Mar-
tha Scott, Cathy O'Donnell and Jack
Hawkins. Female love interest is a win-
ing Isracli beauty, Haya Harareet.
-

In A Touch of Larceny James Mason finds
himsell tied to an Admiralty desk in
London, waiting to take command of an
experimental submarine. It doesn’t take
long for him to run into a stulfy diplo-
mat, put into Hesh by George Sanders.
who introduces James to his Rancée,
Vera Miles. Smitten but unable to make
immediate headway with Vera, Mason
becomes obsessionally certain that he
can impress her if he becomes wealthy.
His plan is to place himself under heavy
international suspicion, to draw the
tabloids into maligning him, and 1o sue
them for defamation of character. It
sounds mad, and we suppose it is, but
the beauty of this tangy, sharp frappd
is the slick acting, directing and writing
(credit  director Guy Hamilton and
writer Roger MacDougall lfor this),
homogenized by absolute validity in the
script, once vou accept the gloriously
ridiculous premise. And you can’t over-
look the satire on witch-hunting that
peeks out impishly all the way through,

-

There seem to be two camps in the
discussion of F. Scott Fitzgerald — the
Great Writer coterie and the Overrated
Hack contingent. By glomming Beloved
Infidel, a film supposedly about Titz-
gerald, both sides can at last agree.
“Great Scott,” they can cry in unison,

par

“but it's lousy!
.

Without reservation, the cast assem-
bled for Never So Few, the adaptation of
Tom T. Chamales’ novel, is excellent.
On hand are Frank Sinawra, Gina Lol
lobrigida, Richard Johnson (an English
newcomer), Peter Lawlord, Paul Hen
reid, Brian Donlevy and Steve Mec-
Queen. In Millard Kaulman's screen-
play. they are among those present in
Burma in the early days of World War
I, when thousands of Japanese forces
were pushing hard against a handful of
Allies and guerilla nattives. Sinatra and
Johnson play the leaders of a guerilla
hand who act as dead ducks to lead the
invaders into ambush. Frank manages
to squeeze in an affair with Gina, at
furst temporary but finally lasting. Once
back in the jungle, however, he finds he
must forcgo the Golden Rule he'd re-
discovered in Gina's bed. Trouble with
the movie is that it balances equal parts
of clich¢ and truth. The scenes involving
the transitory qualities of wartime love
are uninspired and highly imitative. On
the other hand, the battle scenes are
Lluntly gutsy, and lead to a clearly

THE BRITISH

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

Ahmad Jamal
Ramsey Lewis
James Moody
Kenny Burrell
Sonny Stitt
Max Roach
Al Grey

Billy Taylor
Johnny Griffin
Lou McGarity
Yusef Lateef

Gene Ammons
are heard on

ARGO RECORDS
for free catalog write

CHESS PRODUCING CORP. DEPT. P
2120 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, III.




BRANDY CASK

This handsome white ook brass-
hooped Brandy Cask will really add
class to your drinking. Paraffin lined
to preserve the taste of your finest
liquid refreshments, with an authen-
tic wooden spigot and personalized
brass name plate. It holds a half
gallon. Your complete satisfaction is
guaranteed. Send only $12.50 along
with name to be engraved on brass
plate to:

Bar Boutique
Dept. N3 = Box #3376
Merchandise Mart * Chicago 54, 11l

PLAYBOY ACCESSORIES

PLAYBOY’s familiar rabbit in bright
rhodium on gleaming black enamel,
attractively packaged in felt bag.

earrings $4.50  cuff links $4.50
bracelet $3 tie tack $2.50

the set $7 the set $6.50
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, dept. 459
232 east ohio chicago 11, illinois

spoken philosophy of the fruitlessness
and despair of war, which is nearly
worth the admission charge in itself.
Direction by John Sturges is virile on
the battlefield, seems to lose interest
when the twicetold tale of romance
comes around. In short, the movie is
engrossing half the time, but during the
other half things get mighty tedious.
-

Under Julian Duvivier's skilled guid
ance, Brigitte Bardot acts quite well in
A Ladylike Saten, the movie from Pierre
Louys' novel, The Woman and the Pup-
pet. She's a displaced French hoyden
now brightening the already brilliant
landscape of Spain. Brigite is a good
airl, we are led to believe — her steady
being a hard-working bus driver — yet
secretly she vearns [or a lustily passion-
ate love affair. It shows up at a crucial
moment in the shape of a wealthy
rancher (Antonio Vilar) whose amoral
wanderings are already a cause of great
concern to his hidalgo wife. Within
moments of glimpsing her, this suave
wencher is panting hotly after our girl,
attempting to throw her in the spacious-
ness of an open field, in the rich confines
of a rococo boudoir, in a dingy cfeé. Of
course, this is broad, almost lascivious
comedy laced with a large dollop ol
eroticism, but there is pathos, oo, which
Duvivier handles with the gentlest ol
sensitivities. It ends as a bubbling in-
sight into human frailues, and, plaved
against the exotic splendor of Spain dur-
ing fiesta, it is delightful to the eve. Not
to the ear, though: it’s dubbed.

RECORDINGS

I vou've bheen bugeed by both tradi-
uonal and wmodern  jazz, Hairy  Jozz
(Elektra 176) may be vour salve. The
hairy shouter belting the hoary tunes 1s
rLAYBOY's  own  cirtoonist-philosopher
Shel Silverstein. Supporting him  with
the apparent joy ol liberated jazzmen
are the seven members ol the Red Onion
Jazz Band. Silverstein comes o grips
with a dozen vintage items, including
Broken Down Mama, Kitchen Man,
Sister KNate and Ragged but Right, and
the quality of his voice lies somewhere
between Caruso’s and Andy Devine's,
bears at times a disquieting resemblance
to Louis Prima’s, One thing lor sure: no
one — but no one — snoozes when hairy
Shel is on.

-

Speaking ol hair: in a German Beer Gar-
den (Chess 1443) is a platterful of amia-
ble organ compah calculated to bring
down the level of anv sophisticated
shindig. 1l such is ever vour intention,
vou’ll want to keep it handyv. And as a
conversation picce, you can always drop

new madison fielding series 440

everything '
but :
fly...

—Q

..§i..§ g e o

Series 440 — $325 -
Matching cabinet — $30

And if you're one to be transported on
wings of song, this is truly hi-fi to fly by.
But all puns aside, the new Madison
Fielding Series 440 is a triumph of
stereophonic component design. Indi-
vidual AM and FM tuners are combined
on the same chassis with a dual channel
40-watt stereo preamp-amplifier. The
result? Amazing flexibility . . . and the
knowledge that there is nothing in high
fidelity reproduction that will stymie this
fabulous piece of equipment. Here are
just a few of the 440's many exciting
features: automatic third channel for 3-
channel system or monaural mix in
rooms not being supplied the stereo-
phonic programming; output for stereo
headset; Aural Zero Null {(AZN) circuit
for electronic stereo channel balancing;
and a simple control system with push
button selector switches and indicator
lights to make playing the Series 440
child's play. The unit is fully described
in a specifications brochure we have pre-
pared. Why not write for it, or better, see
your Madison Fielding dealer for a com-
plete demonstration.

madison fielding
stereo

by Crosby Electronics, Inc.

XY BRAND PRODUCTS INC.

Dept. P-2, 39 W. 55 5, N. Y. 19, N. Y.
Marketing orgonization for Madison Fielding
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IDENTIFY
YOURSELF IN STYLE

WITH
PRINCE GARDNER’S

“Yards-of-Cards”

Smart new moire-
lined English
Morocco case.

Takes less room
than a bilifold

in your pocket.

Easy-to-flip-out
pliant plastic
card viewer.

Holds 16 credit or
identification cards
in clear-view plastic
slide-out sections.

Extra pockets for
additional cards.
Keep your personal
references neat.

AVAILABLE IN BLACK OR BROWN

PRINCE
GARDNER

“YARDS-OF-CARDS” CASE

Prince Gardner Co., 1234 S. Kingshighway, St. Louis 10, Mo.

the inside knowledge that the hammy
burgher blowing foam on the cover is
that multi-faceted  ex-actor, satirist,
bearded beer-hall baritone and Execu-
tive Editor of rLavsoy, Ray Russell.

-

Joe Williams, the Count Basic band’s
blues messenger, is all sweetness and
light on Joe Williams Sings About You (Rou-
lette SR 52030), a ballad set dedicated
to love —old, new and unrequited.
Backed Dy Jimmy Jones' studio string
ork, Williams resonantly glides through
a dozen tunes, including If I Should
Lose You, The Very Thought of You,
You Ave Too Beauliful, With Every
Breath I Take, You're a Sweetheart and
I Only Have Eyes for You. It's all neatly
romantic.

-

Everyday I Have the Blues (Roulctte SR
52033) spotlights Joe at home with the
Basie band kicking around a dozen basic
(Cherry Red, Going lo Chicago, with
Lambert, Hendricks and Ross in assist-
ance) and notso-basic (Baby Won’t You
Please Come Home) blues. Old saws all,
but with the Williams-Basic alchemy at
1ts best, they emerge [resh as all get-out.

.

A plush ensemble sound, punctuated
by weaving brass lines, is the readily iden-
tifiable trademark of composer-arranger-
pianist Gil Evans, He [rames soloists with
much more than the usual backing: dull
pecking brass, tired blues figures, or dead-
ly silence. His waves of sound impress us
again — as they did in his New Bottle,
Old Wine (Playboy After Hours, Jul}'
1959) — in Gil Evans Orchestra (World Pa-
cific 1270). Fronting and molding a top-
notch studio band, Evans spins excep
tional tapestries for soloists — trumpeter
Johnny Coles, reed man Budd Johnson,
trombonists Jimmy Cleveland and Cur-
tis Fuller, guitarist Ray Crawford and
soprano saxist Steve Lacy. Without ex-
ception, they behave nobly, obviously
intriguned by Evans’ choice ol tunes —
Bix" Davenport Blues, Monk's Straight
No Chaser, John Lewis’ Django, Don
Redman's Chant of the Weed, and,
of all things, Tommy Woll's Ballad of
the Sad Young Men, [rom the ill-fated
Broadway musical, The Nervous Sel.
Evans’ vouch wraps cverything up in one
of the best gilt packages we've seen.

-

Speaking of “soul,” as the jazz critics
frequently do, there's nothing like the
pulse-pounding pipes of Mahalia Jack-
son. On Great Gettin’ Up Morning (Colum-
bia CS 8153), you can hear the moun-
tains move. With her trusty pianist
Mildred Falls, a jazz rhythm section in-
cluding drummer Osie Johnson, bassist
Addison Farmer and guitarist Jimmy
Raney, and a responsive choir urging
her, Miss Jackson wailingly affirms her
status as the world’s most heavenly gos
pel singer. The songs include a boister-

e A s ek sk e e ke etk dedeok
The perfect combination...

the music of

Stephen Poster:

the orchestra of

anfovani

:
:

T

Hear the fabulous Mantovani and his coscad-
ing strings perform such Stephen Foster classics
as My Old Kentucky Home; | Dream OF Jeanie;
Old Folks At Home. Alsc included are other
famous songs of Americono os Home On The
Range; Yellow Rose OF Texos; Goodnight Irene.

Sterec: PS182 Mono- LL3136
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539 West 25th Street, New York 1, N. Y.
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HUNTER -2,

Never smokes hot. Never needs a
pipe cleaner. No soggy heel, no
bitter slug, no dry-out. Weighs 1
ounce. Interchangeable bowls of
finest imported briar. HUNTER by
Falcon—straight or bent shank
stem, anodized black,

brown, aluminum, gift

cased, $5.00.
FALCON, straight

aluminum stem, gift

cased, $3.95.

D.M.W., Inc. 4117 N. Kilpatrick Chicago 41, 11l




Viking *
/*Wperformcmce

is PEAK performance

The requirements for truly
high-fidelity tape recording
{ monaural or stereo) are easily
delineated. They are:

A linear transport.

High quality beads (lami-
nated, for high recording
level without saturation).

A clean recording amplifier.

Critically adjusted recording
bias.

All Viking decks meet profes-
sional requirements for mini-
mum flutter and wow.

All Viking decks are factory
equipped with laminated re-
cording heads.

Viking recording amplifiers fea-
ture do-it-yourself “peaking ad-
justments” — for that engineer’s
tonch that marks the difference
between just another recording
and a master tape.

Write for Viking's "Here's How
— Of Better Tape Recording.”

9600 ALDRICH AVENUE SOUTH
MINNEAPOLIS 20, MINNESOTA

ING of minNearoLS

EXPORT DIVISION: 23 Warrea St, New York 7, N. Y.
Cale: SIMONTRICE, MEW YORK (Al Codes)

THE EAR
THAT HAS
HEARD
EVERYTHING,
HAS HEARD
NOTHING

UNTIL IT %
HEARS THE e

CELEBRITY JAZ SERIES

Boungenst. m-@lﬁﬁwnmzzj

eoleman &

‘ BILLY MAXTED
o ke 2 b
CELF 438 BILLY MAKTED CELP 428 TONY SCOTT® CELP 40Z CY COLEMAN

Wenear dor fourih qree m 8 ree ol S Domskesl
i bl Bk g B

COMING SO0M: Teal Joy
ool Sims—Belte 51, Claire

HI-FI CELEBRITY JAZZ SERIES
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ous title wune, a convincing How Greal

Thou Art, a waltzable To Me Il's So

Wonderful, a churning God Pul a Rain-

bow in the Sky and a down-home [

Found the Answer (listen to the last

for a key to Ray Charles’ inspiration).
-

One ol the most lelicitous enterprises
of the year 1s Bosie/Eckstine Incorporated
(Roulette SR 52029), the Count and
Billy cruising through the blues n
superlative fashion. Though he hasn't
appeared on vinvl for a spell, My,
LEckstine still boasts the [attest, richest
baritone in the biz, displays 1t [ault-
lessly on the likes ol Stormy Maonday
Blues, Lonesome Lover Blues and nine
other winners. The Count and hns crew
supply just the right measure ol Kansas
City thunder in the background.

Anyone for chestnuts? There are five
of the chestnurtiest roasted 1o a turn on
a recent budget-priced fun disc (Tele-
funken TC 8007): Enesco’s first Roumanian
Rhopsody, Liszt's third and sixth Hungorion
Rhapsodies, Boradin’'s In the Steppes of Cen-
tral Asia and Polovision Dances. Franz
André works the Belgian  National
Radio Orchestra into a lather, espe-
cially in the Borodin selections, [rom
which most of the score ol Kismel was
cannily lifted. In fact, this part of the
platter almost seems like an enriched
potpourri ol Broadway's bauble-bangle-

bead-hedizened bonanza: with a full-
throated chorus aiding the ork, phan-

tasies of flashing eyes, thrashing thighs,
winking navels and other Central Asian
goodies are cffectively evoked. The fi is
sky-hich, the performances exciting.

.

Students of conemporary sative who
guffawed at Shelley Berman's initial LP,
Inside Shelley Berman (Playboy Afier
Hours, April 1959), should break into
additional grins at his second set ol ser-
mons. Recorded at Los Angeles’ Inter-
lude, Outside Shelley Bermon (Verve 15007)
includes his comments on Canadian-
born Mort Sahl (It grieves me that this
foreigner should be allowed to criticize
our government”). His lesson in dialing
FUtility (in the name of “Inlormation™)
is titled Franz Kafka on the Telephone.
In a porwait of The Most Imporlant
Agent in the World, Berman
addresses  Alpert Schweitzer as “Doc”
and books him as a combination organ-
ist-comic. There's particular poignancy
in Berman's recollecton of his father's
advice to him on the pursuit of an act-

Booking

ing carcer — he comes on like a Yiddish
Polonius. The tour is wrapped up with
an audience-partcipation, question-and-
answer with Berman as guest
speaker at a PTA affair (his solution to
bed-wetting: let the kid sleep on the
loor). In all episodes, Berman the writer,
in creating material lor Berman  the
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Hear and sense true stereo realism both in
dimension and excitement.

The lush magnificence and emotional depth of
“101 Strings” is due to a combination of
factors. First, in importance, is the concept of
scoring for strings. Stereo Fidelity uses 101
string instruments to produce various har-
monies and voicings and yet nol weaken the
dynamics or quality of any one line when play-
ing counter lines. This is particularly important
with the violins and violas. The listener will
note that at times the melody line is in full
presence while an equally full counter line is
being played without sacrificing the dynamic
values of either. 101 Strings"” is composed of
128 to 141 players. Of these there are 30 first
violins (among which are 11 concertmeisters),
26 second violins, 20 violas, 18 cellos and 7
string basses. The rest are in the woodwind,
brass and percussion sections. These players
represent the finest musicians in Europe today.

GRAND CANYON SUITE SF-7900
SILVER SCREEN SF-7000
THE SOUL OF SPAIN SF-9300
CONCERTO UNDER THE STARS  SF-6700
101 STRINGS PLAY THE BLUES  SF-5800
GYPSY CAMPFIRES SF-8100
PORGY AND BESS SF-8600
RUSSIAN FIREWORKS SF-8500
THE RIVIERAS SF-9000
EAST OF SUEZ $F-11200
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Available at
better record
stores puerywhere

(-_'r:rd: stereo
12" long-play

Also available on Somerset monophonic

and tn Stereo on Bel Canto magnetic tape.

Write for complete catalog to Dept. P260-Box 45, Swarthmore, Pa.
Sterec Fidelity Mid by Miller Int. Co., Swarthmore, Pa., US.A,
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Rugged 14 ft. aluminum runabout
guaranteed 15 years: Only $425!

Meet the new aluminum runabout that caters to your every boating

whim. Relaxing fishing. Exciting skiing. Family cruising. The brawny

Bonanza is designed to add to your enjoyment. It's Starcraft con-

structed for less down time, more fun time. And it is guaranteed in

NEW writing for 15 years against punctures and popped rivets. See your

AT Starcraft dealer for an eye-opening demonstration of this boat's fine
BONANZA performance, obvious versatility.

ALIVE!

STARCRAFT BOAT CO. Department PM-2 - Goshen, lndiﬁi
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For Businessmen = Professional Men « Students  Family Fun
Phono-Trix is always ready to record . . . needs no out-
lets, plugs or wires. 4 Flashlight batteries provide up to
* 40 hours of recording. Take it on business trips, to the
theatre . . . even to the beach or a picnic. Precision made
in West Germany. At fine stores everywhere.

Write for FREE descriptive brochure

® Operates on 4 flashlight batteries
- . indoors or outdoors
® Weighs only 5 pounds . . .
fully portable
® All-transistor . . . no *warm up**
® Up to 90 minutes recording on a
standard 3” reel of tape.

Exclusive U_5. Imparter:

MATTHEW STUART & CO., INC. 353 W. 54th Street, New York 19, N. Y.

monologist, has kept a watchful eye on
Berman the man.

Ella Fitzgerald Sings the George and Ira
Gershwin Songbook (Verve 4029-5) is a
whopping package. It includes five LPs,
five reproductions of paintings by Ber-
nard Buffet, a hard-cover book on the
Gershwins by Lawrence D. Stewart and
an EP record containing performances
of Gershwin's Ambulatory Suite and
Preludes. Everything’s tucked into a
king-size, flip-top box. On the music
side, Ella’s backed ably by Nelson Rid-
dle’s studio orchestra (the perky arrange-
ments are Riddle's, too). She sings with
customary artistry along a route that in-
cludes no less than 59 Gershwin songs.
There are a string of lovelies among the
lot, obviously: But Not for Me, 'S Won-
derful, They All Laughed and the like.
But there just isn't enough top-quality
Gershwin material to sustain five LPs,
despite Ella’s way with a song and
Riddle's way with a band. If you want
to [rame the Buffet prints and read
about the carcer of the Gershwin fréves,
this set is something special for you. For
us, the package was — literally — too
much. You ought to know that the LPs
are available singly.

BOOKS

Because of his turbulent, specious
and headline-grabbing adventures, you
wouldn’t expect Errol Flynn to be taken
seriously as a writer. But writer he was,
make no mistake about it. He deals with
himsell with profundity and insight in
the unghosted My Wicked, Wicked Ways
(Putnam, $4.95), a title dreamed up by
his publisher (Flynn's own choice: In
Like Me). He uses rich, explosive lan-
guage woven in simple but memorable
imagery. MHe is literate, well-read, and
flagrantly uninhibited. He has penned
a powerful, piquant confessional ol
stature. It will surprise you, envelop
you; it will never bore vou. No scenario
ever pasted up for the late Flynn can
match his early days in Tasmania, where
his nervous, restless life began under a
mother he hated and a professor-sci¢n-
tist father he could never reach. Almost
before he began shaving, he encoun-
tered lust, avarice, death and atrocity in
the New Guinea jungles as a slave
trader, then plantation manager. He
moved on to Australia, then to England,
the legitimate stage, Hollywood — and
all the familiar escapades from statutory
rape to dope to a brush with sadism.
You feel a sense of epic, wastelul tragedy
in the chronicle as Flynn develops his
huge wlent for being his own worst
enemy. Later, you find his agonized sum-
mary: “I know that there are two men
inside of me. One wants to ramble . . .
the other is a settled fellow. Each is true.
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Availablein either Stereophonic or Monophonic High Fidelity.

FEATURING: Recorded highlights from the Playboy Jazz
Festival including an introduction by Mort Sahl.

The greatest jazz package ever assembled. A/l the winners
of the 1959 Playboy Jazz Poll, in one magnificent three-
album package.

Special added feature—Playboy’s Theme from PLAYBOY's
new television show, PLAYBOY'S PENTHOUSE.

ALBUM A Mort Sahl « Count Basie * Coleman
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Amid pines or palms, these freshly
styled knit ties are highly appro-
priate for business or pleasure.
All silk, full-fashioned, available in
black or the new colors,

Above:
Saville Row*............$3.50
Dominion ..............$2.50

SMART KNIT CLIP-ON BOWS

All Silk Full-Fashioned $1.50

STYLED BY
mait nickels
2545 N. BROAD ST.  PHILA., PA.
AT BETTER MEN'S STORES EVERYWKERE a

I want to be taken seriously. I have a
zest for living, yet twice an urge to dic.
I am alternately very kind, very cruel.
I want faith, and I am faithless. I laugh
a lot, and I weep secretly more often
than most men. I have quested all my
lile for truths, and I wallow in bromides.
In me, contradiction, as a principle,
finds its own raison d’étre.”
-

Sheiks, Shebas, F. Scott Fitzgerald.
mahjong, good fve-cent cigars, Fatty
Arbuckle, the Charleston, bathtub booze,
the Pig Woman, Scarface Al, Wil
Rogers, Clara Bow, Jessica Dragonette.

and the Scopes trial — they're all part ol

America’s innocence and mimitability
during the razzmatazz era that began
after World War 1 and ended with the
stock market debacle of 1929, It's fetch-

ingly revived in the photos and text of

The Jazz Age (Putnam, $5.95), based on
NBC-TV's Project 20 study of the period.
The volume includes concise text by
Marvin Barrett and more than 250 rare
pix culled from the TV show and other
sources by William Cahn. If you're sorn
you were born oo late to roar with the
Twenues, this is lor you.
-

Pornography and the Law (Ballantine, S5
paperback, 75¢) by Dis. Eberhard and
Phyllis Kronhausen is the definitive
study of contemporary literary censor
ship in America. Attempting to restorc
order to the courts’ cluttered view ol
“obscenity,” the authors plead that ther
is a vital difference between  “crotic
realism™ (Lady Chalterley's Lover, Lo-
lita, and the still-banned Henry Miller
Tropic volumes) and “hard-core por
nography” (represented by excerpts fron.
10 sclected works). Erotic realism, an
historical movement, marks the artist’s
revolt against society; it does not exis:
solely to excite sexual passion. Its goa
is simply to depict life as it is, creaking
bedsprings and all. Obscene books, on
the other hand, are “designed to be
psychological aphrodisiacs” by adhering
to a rigidly sexual format: an elementary
progression of sexually provoking scenes
without the intrusion of reality. The
Kronhausens provide criteria for iden.
tifying hard-core pornography, but they
don't demand censorship of it until
psvchological rescarch proves it neces
sary, which is not now the case. The
authors believe that reading erotic liter-
ature does not lead to antisocial be
havior; on the contrary, they feel “erotic
books may fulfill several eminently usc
ful and therapeutic functions,” includ-
g “a most uselul function in sex
education.” In delending  inhibition-
shattering realistic literature. they make
this major point: “Frustated human
animals are poor risks for the tricky ex-
periment of civilization.”

PLAYBOY
ON
TELEVISION

All the best of pLaYBOY's
bill of fare is on television
each week: pretty girls,
good jazz, interesting per-
sonalities, humor and
sophisticated entertain-
ment. Join the party at
PLAYBOY’'S PENTHOUSE
each week, where your
host, Editor-Publisher
Hugh M. Hefner, will in-
troduce you to the stars of
show business, famous
authors and artists, ce-
lebrities, and, of course,
PLAYBOY's lovely Playmates
of the Month.

It’s an hour and a half of the
entertainment you enjoy in
PLAYBOY. Now appearing
in the cities listed below and
scheduled to appear soon in
other cities, too.

WBKB CHICAGO
WOR NEW YORK
KHJ LOS ANGELES
KXLY SPOKANE
WBAL  BALTIMORE
KMBC KANSAS CITY
KFJZ FORT WORTH
WEWS CLEVELAND
KTVI ST. LOUIS

Y
PLAYBOY’'S PENTHOUSE

CHECK LOCAL LISTINGS FOR TIME AND
STATION IN YOUR AREA
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bertie wooster and

his famous gentleman’s
gentleman tangle with
a psychiatrist and

other assorted nuts

EEVES PLACED THE SIZZLING EGGS AND B,

on the breakfast table, and Regi-

nald (“Kipper™) Herring and 1,
licking the lips, squared our elbows
and got down to it. A lifelong buddy
of mine, this Herring, linked to me by
what are called imperishable memories.
Years apo, when striplings, he and I
had done a stretch together at Mal-
vern House, Bramlev-on-Sea, the pre-
paratory school conducted by that
prince of stinkers, Aubrey Upjohn,
M.A., and had frequently stood side
by side in the Upjohn study awaiting
the receipt of six of the juiciest from a
cane of the type that biteth like a ser-
pent and stingeth like an adder, as the
fellow said. So we were, you might say.
rather like a couple of old sweats who
had fought shoulder to shoulder on

Crispin’s day, if I've got the name right.

The plat du jour having gonc down
the hatch, accompanied by some fuid
ounces of strengthening coffee, T was
about to reach for the marmalade, when
[ heard the telephone tootling out in
the hall and rose to attend to it.

“Bertram Wooster's residence,” [ said.
having connected with the instrument.
“Wooster in person at this end. Oh
hullo,” T added. for the voice that
boomed over the wire was that of Mrs.
Thomas Portarlington Travers of Brink
ley Court, Market Snodsbury, near
Droitwich — or, putting it another way.
my good and deserving Aunt Dahlia.
“A very hearty pip-pip to you, old an-
cestor,” 1 said, well pleased. for she is
a4 woman with whom it is always a privi-
lege to chew the [at.



a new novel By P.G. WODEHOUSE

“And a rousing toodle-oo to you, you
young blot on the landscape,” she re-
plied cordially. “I'm surprised to find
vou up as early as this. Or have you just
got in from a night on the ules?”

I hastened to rebur this shur.

“Certainly not. Nothing of that de-
scription whatsoever. I've been upping
with the lark this last week. 1o keep
Kipper Herring company. He's staying
with me till he can get into his new
flat. You remember old Kipper? He's on
the stalf of the Thursday Review, a
periodical of which you may or may not
be a reader, and has to clock in at the
officc at daybreak. How's everything
down Brinkley way?"

“Oh, we're jogging along. But I'm not
speaking from Brinkley. I'm in London.”

“Till when?™

“Driving back this afternoon.”

“I'll give you lunch.”

“Sorry, can’t manage it. I'm putting
on the nosebag with Sir Roderick
CGlossop.”

This surprised me. The eminent brain
specialist to whom she alluded was a
man [ would not have cared to lunch
with mysell, our relations having been
on the stiff side since the night at Lady
Wickham’s place in Hertfordshire when,
acting on the advice of my hostess’
daughter Roberta, 1 had puncturcd his
hot-water bottle with a darning ncedle
in the small hours of the morning.

“Well,” 1 chirped, “it’s up to you, of
course, but it seems a rash act. Did vou
come to London just to revel with
Glossop?™

“No, I'm here to collect my new but-
ler and take him home with me.”

“New butler? What's become of Sep-
pings?"

“He's gone.”

I clicked the tongue. T was very fond
of the major domo in question, having
enjoyved many a port in his pantry, and
this news saddened me.

“No, really?” I said. “Too bad. I
thought he looked a little frail when 1
last saw him. Well, that's how it goes. All
llesh is grass, 1 often say.”

“To Bognor Regis, [or his holiday."”

I unclicked the tongue.

“Oh, I see. Odd how all these pillars
of the home seem to be dashing away
on toots these days. Jeeves starts his
holiday this morning. He's off to Herpe
Bay for the shrimping, and I don’t know
what I'm going to do without him.”

“I'll tell you what you're going to do.
You're coming to Brinkley tomorrow.”

The gloom which always envelops
Bertram Wooster like a fog when Jeeves
is about to take his annual vacation

lightened perceptibly. There are few
things I find more agreeable than a so-
journ at Aunt Dahlia’s rural lair. Pic-
turesque scenery, gravel soil, main drain-
age, company’s own water and, above
all, the superb French chefling of her
French chef Anatole, God's gift 1o the
gastric juices, A [ull hand. as you might
put it.

“What an admirable suggestion,” I
said. “Got anybody els¢ staying at the
old snake pit?”

“Five inmates in all.”

“Five?” 1 resumed my tongue-clicking.
“Golly! Uncle Tom must be frothing at
the mouth a bit,” 1 said, for I knew the
old goat's distaste for guests in the home.
Even a single weckender is sometimes
enough to make him drain the bitter
cup.

*Tom's not there. He's gone to Har-
rogate with Cream.”

“You mean lumbago.”

“I don’t mean lumbago. I mean
Cream. Homer Cream. Big American
tycoon, who is visiting these shores. He
suffers from ulcers, and his medicine
man has ordered him to take the waters
at Harrogate. Tom has gone with him
to hold his hand and listen to him of an
evening while he tells him how filthy
the stuff tastes. He's in the middle of a
very important business deal with
Cream. Il it goes through, he'll make a
packet free of income tax. So he's suck-
ing up 1o him like a Hollywood yes man.
That is why, when kissing me goodbye,
he urged me with tears in his eyes to
lush Mrs. Cream and her son Willie up
and treat them like royalty. So they're
at Brinkley, dug into the woodwork.”

“Willie, did vou say?”

“Short lor Wilbert.”

I mused. Willie Cream. The name
seemed familiar somehow, [ seemed to
have heard it or seen it in the papers
somewhere, But it eluded me.

“Adela Cream writes mystery stories.
Are you a f[an of hers? No? Well, start
boning up on them directly you arrive,
because every little helps.”

“I shall be delighted to run an eye
over her material,” I said. “We have
established, then, that among the in-
mates are this Mrs. Cream and her son
Wilbert. Who are the other three?”

“Well, there's Lady Wickham's daugh-
ter Roberta.”

I started violently, as if some unseen
hand had goosed me.

“What! Bobbie Wickham? Oh, mv
gosh!”

“Why the agitation? Do you know
her?”

“You bet I know her.”

“1 begin to see. Is she one of the gag-
gle of girls you've becn engaged to?”

“Not actually, no. We were never en-
paged. But that was merely because she
wouldn’t meet me halfway.”

“Turned you down, did she?”

“Yes, thank goodness.”

“Why thank goodness? She’s a one-girl
beauty chorus.”

“She doesn’t try the eves, 1 agree. But
what price the soul?”

“Isn’t her soul like mother makes?”

“Far {rom it. Much below par. What
1 could tell you . . . But no, let it go.”

Aunt Dahlia, describing this voung
blister as a one-girl beauty chorus, had
called her shots perfectly correctly. Her
outer crust was indeed of a nature to
cause those beholding it to rock back
on their heels with a startled whistle:
But while equipped with eyes like twin
stars, hair ruddier than the cherry,
oomph, espiégleric and all the fixings,
B. Wickham had also the disposition
and general outlook on life of a ticking
bomb. In her society you always had the
uneasy feeling that something was likely
to go off at any moment with a pop.
You never knew what she was going to
do next or into what murky depths of
soup she would carelessly plunge you.

I was wottering under this blow, when
the old relative administered another,
and it was a haymaker.

“And there's Aubrey Upjohn and his
stepdaughter Phyllis  Mills,” she said.
“That's the lot. What's the matter with
you? Got asthma?"”

1 ook her 1o be alluding 1o the sharp
gasp which had escaped my lips, and 1
must confess that it had come out not
unlike the last words of a dying duck.

“Aubrey Upjohn!” I quavered. “You

mean my Aubrey Upjohn2”
“That’s the one. Soon after you made




HOW RIGHT YOU ARE, JEEVES!

your escape from his chain gang he mar-
ried Jane Mills, a friend of mine with a
colossal amount of money. She died,
leaving a daughter. I'm the daughter’s
godmnother. Upjohn's retired now and
going in for politics. The hot tip is that
the boys in the back room are going to
run him as the Conservative candidate
in the Market Snodsbury division at the
next by-election. What a thrill it'll be
for you, meeting him again. Or does the
prospect scare you?"

“Certainly not. We Woosters are in-
trepid. But what on earth did you invite
him to Brinkley for?"

“I didn’t. I only wanted Phyllis, but
he came along, t00.”

“You should have bunged him out.”

“I needed him in my business. He's
going to present the prizes at Market
Snodsbury Grammar School. We've been
caught short as usual, and somebody has
got to make a speech on ideals and the
great world outside to those blasted
boys, so he fits in nicely. I believe he's a
very fine speaker. His only trouble is
that he’s stymied unless he has his speech
with him and can read it. Calls it re-
ferring to his notes. Phyllis told me that.
She types the stuff for him.”

“A thoroughly low trick,” I said
severely. “Even I, who have never soared
above the Yeoman’s Wedding Song at a
village concert, wouldn't have the crust
to face my public unless I'd taken the
trouble to memorize the words.”

I would have spoken further, but at
this point, after urging me to put a sock
in it, and giving me a kindly word of
warning not to step on any banana
skins, she rang off.

I came away from the telephone on
what practically amounted to leaden
feet. 1 don’t know if Kipper, when I
rejoined him, noticed that my brow was
sicklied o'er with the pale cast of
thought, as I have heard Jeeves put it.
Probably not, for he was tucking into
toast and marmalade at the moment,
but it was.

“That was Aunt Dahlia, Kipper,” I
said, reconstructing the telephone con-
versation and ending with: “Who do
vou think will be staying at Brinkley
with me? Aubrey Upjohn.”

It was plain that I had shaken him.
His eves widened, and an astonished
piece of toast fell from his grasp.

*Old Upjohn? You're kidding.”

“No, he's there. Himsell, not a pic-
ture.”

“I see. I don’t wonder you're trem-
bling like a leal.”

“Not like a leaf, exactly, but . . . yes,
I think you might describe me as trem-

bling. One remembers that fishy eye of
his.”

“And the wide, bare upper lip. It
won’t be pleasant having to gaze at those
across the dinner table. Still, you'll like
Phyllis.”

“Do you know her?”

“We met out in Switzerland last
Christmas. Slap her on the back, will
vou, and give her my regards. Nice girl,
though gooly. She never told me she was
related to Upjohn.”

“She would naturally keep a thing
like that dark.”

“Yes, one sees that. Just as one would
have tried to keep it dark if one had
been mixed up in any way with Palmer
the poisoner. What ghastly garbage that
was he used to fling at us when we were
serving our sentence at Malvern House.
Remember the sausages on Sunday? And
the boiled mutton with caper sauce?”

“And the margarine. Recalling this
last, it’s going to be a strain having to sit
and watch him getting outside pounds
of best country butter. Oh, Jeeves,” I
said, as he shimmered in to clear the
table, “you never went to a preparatory
school on the south coast of England,
did you?”

“No, sir, I was privately educated.”

“Ah, then you wouldn’t understand.
Mr. Herring and I were discussing our
former prep school beak, Aubrey Up-
john, M.A. He's staying at Brinkley, and
I shall be going there tomorrow. Will
you pack a few necessaries in a suitcase
or so?”

“Very good, sir.”

“When are you leaving on your Herne
Bay jaunt?”

“I was thinking of taking a train this
morning, sir, but if you would prefer
that I remained till tomorrow —"

“No, no, perfectly all right. Start as

soon as you like. What's the joke?” I
asked, as the door closed behind him, for
I observed that Kipper was chuckling
softly. Not an easy thing to do, of course,
when your mouth’s full of toast and mar-
malade, but he was doing it.

“I was thinking of Upjohn,"” he said.
“I envy you, Bertie. You have a won-
derful treat in store. You are going to
be present at the breaktast table when
Upjohn opens his copy of this week's
Thursday Review and starts to skim
through the pages devoted to comments
on current literature. I should explain
that among the books that recently ar-
rived at the office was a slim volume
from his pen dealing with the Prepara-
tory School and giving it an enthusiastic
build-up. The formative years which we
spent there, he said, were the happiest
of our lives.”

“Gadzooks!”

“He little knew that his brain child
would be given to one of the old lags of
Malvern House to review. I'll tell you
something, Bertie, that every young man
ought to know. Never be a stinker, be-
cause if you are, though you may flour-
ish for a time like a green bay tree,
sooner or later retribution will overtake
you. I need scarcely tell you that I
ripped the stuffing out of the beastly
little brochure. The thought of those
sausages on Sunday filled me with the
righteous fury of a Juvenal.”

“Of a who?”

“Nobody you know. Before your time.
I seemed inspired. Nonmnally, I suppose,
a book like that would get me a line and
a hall in the Other Recent Publications
column, but I gave it six hundred words
of impassioned prose. How extraordi-
narily fortunate you are to be in a posi-
tion to watch his face as he reads them.”

“How do you know he’ll read them?”

“He’s a subscriber. There was a letter
from him on the correspondence page a
week or two ago, in which he specifically
stated that he had been one for years.”

“Did you sign the thing?”

“No. Ye Ed is not keen on underlings’
advertising their names.”

“And it was really hot stuff?”

“Red hot. So eye him closely at the
breakfast table. Mark his reaction. I con-
fidently expect the blush of shame and
remorse to mantle his cheek.”

Shortly afterward, Kipper popped off
1o resume the earning of the weekly cn-
velope. He had been gone about 20
minutes when Jeeves came in, bowler
hat in hand, to say goodbye. A solemn
moment, taxing our self-control to the
utmost. However, we both kept the up-
per lip stiff, and after we had kidded



back and forth for a while he started to
withdraw. He had reached the door
when it suddenly occurred to me that he
might have inside information about
this Wilbert Cream of whom Aunt
Dahlia had spoken. 1 have generally
found that he knows everything about
everyone. | put the question to him.

“Why ves, sir,” he replied. “References
to the gentleman are frequent in the
tabloid newspapers of New York. He is
generally alluded to under the sobriquet
of Broadway Willie.”

“Of course! It all comes back to me.
He's what they call a rounder.”

“Precisely, sir.”

“Yes, I've got him placed now. He's
the fellow who likes o let off stink
bombs in nightclubs, which rather falls
under the head of carrving coals to New-
castle, and seldom cashes a check at his
bank without producing a gat and say-
ing, “This is a stick-up."”

“And . . . No, sir, 1 regret that it has
for the moment escaped my memory.”

“What has?"*

“Some other little something, sir, that
I was told regarding Mr. Cream. Should
I recall i, I will communicate with you.”

“Yes, do. One wants the complete
picture. Oh, gosh!™
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“Nothing, Jeeves. Just a thought has
floated into my mind. All right, push
off, or you'll miss vour train. Good luck
to your shrimping net.”

And I'll tell you what the thought was
that had floated. 1 have already indi-
cated my qualms at the prospect of being
cooped up in the same house with Bob-
bie Wickham and Aubrey Upjohn, for
who could tell what the harvest might
be? If in addition to these two heavies 1
was also to be cheek by jowl with a New
York rounder apparently afflicted with
bats in the belfry, it began to look as if
this visit would prove oo much for
Bertram's frail strength, and for an in-
stant I toved with the idea of sending a
telegram of regret and oiling out. Then
I remembered Anatole's cooking and
wits strong again, Nobodv who has once
tasted them would wantonly deprive
himself of that wizard’s smoked offerings.
Whatever spiritual agonies 1 might be
about o undergo at Brinkley Court,
Market Snodsbury, near Droitwich, resi-
dence there would at least put me several
suprémes de foie gras au champagne
and mignoneties de poulet petit duc
ahead of the game. Nevertheless. it
would be paltering with the truth o
say that T was at my ease as I thought of
what lay before me in darkest Worces-
tershire, and the hand that lit the after-

breakfast gasper shook quite a bit.

At this moment of nervous tension
the telephone suddenly gave tongue
again, causing me to skip like the high
hills, as if the Last Trump had sounded.
I went to the instrument all of a twitter.

Some species of butler appeared 10 be
at the other end.

“Mr. Wooster?"

“On the spot.”

“Good morning, sir. Her ladyship
wishes to speak to vou. Lady Wickham,
sir. Here is Mr. Wooster, m'lady.”

And Bobbie’s mother came on the air.

I should have mentioned, by the way,
that during the above exchange of ideas
with the butler I had been aware of a
distant sound of sobbing, like back-
ground music, and it now became ap-
parent that it was from the larynx of
the relect of the late Sir Cuthbert that
it was proceeding. There was a short
intermission before she got the vocal
cords working, and while I was waiting
for her to start the dialog I found my-
self wrestling with two problems that
presented themselves — the first, What
on earth is this woman ringing me up
for? — the second, Having got the num-
ber, why does she sob?

“Mr. Wooster?"”

*“Oh, hullo, Lady Wickham.”

“Are you there?”

I put her straight on this point, and
she took time out to sob again. She then
spoke in a hoarse, throaty voice, like
Tallulah Bankhead after swallowing a
fishbone the wrong way.

“Is this awiul news true?”

SR

“In this morning’s Times.”

Before I could speak there was a dull
thud suggestive of some solid body fall-
ing to carth, I knew not where, and
when the dialog was resumed, I found

By P. G. WODEHOUSE

that the butler had put himself on as an
understudy.

“Mr. Wooster?”

“Still here."

“I regret to say that her ladyship has
fainted.”

“It was she I heard going bump?”

“Precisely, sir. Thank you very much,
sir. Goodbye.”

It seemed 10 me that the thing to do
here was to get hold of a Times and see
what it had to offer in the way of en-
lightenment. It's a paper I don’t often
look at, preferring for breakfast reading
the Miaror and the Mail, but Jeeves
takes it in and T have occasionally bor-
rowed his copy with a view to having a
shot at the crossword puzzle. It struck
me as a possibility that he might have
left today’s issue in the kitchen, and so
it proved. I came back with it, lowered
mysell into a chair, lit another cigarette
and proceeded to cast an eye on its
contents. At a cursory glance what might
be called swoon material appeared 1o
be totally absent from its columns.

It was just after I had run the cye
down the Births and Marriages that I
happened to look at the Engagements,
and a moment later T was shooting out
of my chair as if a spike had come
through its cushioned seat and pene-
trated the fleshy parts.

“Jeeves!™ 1 velled. and then remem-
bered that he had long since gone with
the wind. The best [ could do, tackling
it solo, was to bury the face in the hands.
And though I seem to hear my public
tut-tutting in disapproval of such neu-
rotic behavior, T think the verdict of
history will be that the paragraph on
which my gaze had rested was more
than enough to excuse a spot of face-
burying.

It ran as follows:

FORTHCOMING MARRIAGES

The engagement is announced be-
tween Bertram Wilberforce Wooster of
Berkeley Mansions, W.I., and Roberta,
daughter of the late Sir Cuthbert Wick-
ham and Lady Wickham of Skeldings
Hall, Herts.

- - -

Well, as T was saying, I had several
times when under the influence of her
oomph taken up with Roberta Wickham
the idea of such a merger, but —and
here is the point I would stress—1I
could have sworn that on each occasion
she had declined to cooperate, and that
in a manner which left no room for
doubt regarding her views. I mean to
say, when a girl, offered a good man’s
heart, laughs like a bursting paper bag
and tells him not to be a silly ass, the

ILLUSTRATIONS BY SEYMOUR FLEISHMAN
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sood man is entitled, I think, to assume
that the whole thing is off. In the light
of this announcement in the Times I
could only suppose that on onc of these
occasions, unnoticed by me possibly be-
cause my attention had wandered. she
must have drooped her eyes and come
through with a murmured “Right ho.”
Though when this could have happened,
I hadn’t the foggiest.

It was, accordingly. as vou will readily
imagine, a Bertram Wooster with dark
circles under his eyes and a brain threat-
(.'llil'lg_”' to come :ll)ill’l at l.hL‘ scams who
arrived the following afternoon at the
[ront door of Brinkleyv Court —a Ber-
tram, in a word, who was asking him-
sell what the dickens all this was about,
Nonplussed more or less sums it up. It
seemed to me that my fust move must
be to get hold of my fiancée and see il
she had anything to conuibute in the
way ol clarifving the situation.

As is generally the case at country
houses on a fine day, there seemed to be
nobody around. In due season the gang
would assemble for tea on the lawn, but
at the moment I could spot no Friendly
native to tell me where I might find
Bobbie. I proceeded, therefore, to roam
hither and thither about the srounds
and messuages in the hope of locating
her, wishing that T had a couple of
bloodhounds to aid me in my task, for
the Travers demesne is a spacious one
and there was a considerable amount of
sunshine above, though none, I need
scarcely mention, in my heart.

And I was wooling along a mossy path
with the brow a bit wet with honest
sweat, when there came to my ears the
unmistakable sound of somebody read-
ing poetry to someone, and the next
moment I found mysell confronting a
mixed twosome who had dropped anchor
beneath a shady tree in what is known
as a lealy glade.

They had scarcely swum into my ken
when the welkin started ringing like
billy-o. This was due to the barking of
a small dachshund, who now advanced
on me with the apparent intention of
seeing the color of my insides. Milder
counsels, however, prevailed, and on
arriving at journey’s end he merely rose
like a rocket and licked me on the chin,
sceming to convey the impression that
in Bertram Wooster he had found just
what the doctor ordered. I have noticed
before in dogs this tendency to form a
beautiful friendship immediately on get-
ting within snifiing distance of me. Some-
thing to do. no doubt, with the charac-
teristic Wooster smell, which for some
reason scems to speak to their deeps.
I tickled him behind the right ear and
scratched the base of his spine for a
moment or two: then, these civilitics
concluded, switched my attention to the
l}()(_'[l'}' g'l'f)lll). g

It was the male half of the sketch who

had been doing the reading, a willowy
bird of about the tonnage and general
aspect of David Niven with ginger hair
and a small mustache. As he was un-
questionably not Aubrey Upjohn, 1 as-
sumed that this must be Willie Cream,
and it surprised me a bit to find him
dishing out verse.

His companion was a well-stacked
voung featherweight, who could be none
other than the Phyllis Mills of whom
Kipper had spoken. Nice but gooly,
Kipper had said. and a glance wold me
that he was right. One learns, as one
goes through lile, to spot goofiness in the
other sex with an unerring eye, and
this exhibit had a sort of mild. Soul’s
Awakening  kind of expression. Her
whole aspect was that of a girl who at
the drop of a hat would stare talking
baby talk.

This she now proceeded to do, asking
me if 1 didn’t think that Popper, the
dachshund, was a sweet littde doggy.
I assented rather austerely, for I prefer
the shorter form more generally used,
and she said she supposed 1 was Mrs.
Travers' nephew Bertie Wooster, which,
as we know, was substantially the case.

“I heard you were expected today.
I'm Phyllis Mills,” she said, and I said [
had divined as much and that Kipper
had told me to slap her on the back and

‘give her his best. and she said, “Ol.

Reggic Herring? He's a sweetie-pie and
not the worst of them,” and she also said,
“Yes, he's a lambkin.”

This duolog had, of course, left Wil-
bert Cream a bit out of it, just painted
on the backdrop as you might say. and
for some moments. knitting his brow,
plucking at his mustache, shuffling the
feet and allowing the limbs to wwitch,
he had been giving abundant evidence
that in his opinion three was a crowd.
Taking advantage of a lull in the con-
versation, he said:

“Are vou looking [or someone?”

I replied that I was looking for Bobbie
Wickham.

“I'd go on looking, if 1 were vou.
Bound to find her somewhere.”

“Bobbie?” said Phyllis Mills. “She's
down at the lake, hishing.”

“Then what you do.” said Wilbert
Cream, brightening. “is follow this path,
bend right, sharp left. bend right again
and there vou are. You can’t miss. Start
at once, is my advice.” As I receded, I
could hear in the rear the poetry break-
ing out again. The lake at Brinkley calls
itself a lake, but when all the returns
are in it’s really more a sort of young
pond. Big e¢nough to mess about on in
a punt, though, and for the use of those
wishing to punt a boathouse has been
provided with a small pier or landing
stage attached o it. On this. rod in hand.
Bobbie was seated, and it was with me
the work ol an instant to race up and
breathe down the back of her neck.

“Hey!" I said.

“Hey to you with knobs on,” she
replied. “Oh, hullo, Bertie. You here?”

“You never spoke a truer word. If
you can spare me a moment of your
valuable time, young Roberta —"

“Half a second, I think I've got a
bite. No, fals¢ alarm. What were you
saying?”

“I was saying

“Oh, by the way. I heard from Mother
this morning.”

“I heard from her vesterday morning.”

“I was kind of expecting vou would.
You saw that thing in the Times®"

“With the naked eye.”

“Puzzled you for a moment, perhaps?”

“For several moments.”

“Well. I'll tell you all about that. The
idea came to me in a flash.”

“You mean it was vou who shoved
that communiqué in the journal?”

“OF course.”

“Why2?" I said, getting right down 1o
it in my direct way. I thought I had her
there, but no.

“I was paving the way for Regwie.”

[ passed a hand over my fevered
brow. “Something scems to have gone
wrong with myv uwsually keen hearing,”
I said. "It sounds just as if you were
saying ‘I was paving the way for Reg-
oic

“I was. I was making his path straight.
Softening up Mother on his hehalf. '
put it in words ol one syllable for vou.
I love Reggie. Reggie loves me.”

Regaie, ol course, is two svllables, but
I let it go. “Regrie who?”

“Regeic Herring.”

I was amazed. “You mean old Kip-
per?”

“I wish vou wouldn’t call him Kipper.”

“I always have. But how do you mean
vou love him and he loves you? You've
never met him.”

“Of course I've met him. Masses of
times. Why, we were in the same hotel
in Switzerland last Christmas. 1 taught
him to ski.” she said, a dreamy look com
ing into her wwin-star-alikes. I shall
never forget the dav 1 helped him un-
scramble himsell after he had waken a
toss on the beginners” slope. He had
both legs wrapped round his neck. |
think that is when loved dawned. My
heart melted as 1 sorted him out.”

“You didn’t Lwugh?”

“Of course I didn’t laugh. T was all
sympathy and understanding.”

For the first time the thing began to
seem plausible to me. Bobbie is a [un-
loving girl, and the memory of her re
action when in the garden at Skeldings
I had once stepped on the tecth of a
riake and had the handle jump up and
hit me on the tip of the nose was still
laid away among my souvenirs. She had
been convulsed with mirth. II. then, she
had relrained [rom guffawing when con

(continued on page 44)
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WHEN THE RUSSIANS hit the
moon late in 1959, a cat at the
Associated Booking Corpora-
tion (jazzdom's top talent
agency) remarked: “So don't
worry, baby, maybe we're fi-
nally going to find a new
place to book Louis Arm-
strong.”

Jazz horizons did broaden
in 1959. America’s animated
music made it to Moscow and
other far-out locales; drew
nearly 70,000 fans to the
Playboy Jazz Festival in Chi-
cago, the biggest jazz bash in
history; bolstered television’s
private-eye shows; brightened
Hollywood flms; and sup-
ported old and new person-
alities in the record industry.

PLAYBOY’s jazz weekend in
August was easily the most
spectacular scene of the year.
The reviews were raves. Lhe
participating musicians were
enthusiastic about the smooth
production, complete with
revolving stage. To wail at
the session, Ella Fitzgerald
flew in by jet direct from a
royal command performance
before Prince Rainier and
Princess Grace in Monaco.
The entire two-matinee, three-
evening soiree at the Chicago
Stadium proved that the right
performers and presentation
can assure big big-city success
for a jazz festival.

The Playboy Festival was
just one of many significant

RAY BROWN, bass

FOUR FRESHMEN, vocal group

ELLA FITZGERALD,
female vocalist









DIZZY GILLESPIE,
all-stars’ trumpet

DUKE ELLINGTON,

all-stars’ leader

J. ). JOHNSON, all-stars’ trombone

events. Pianist Dwike Mit-
chell and bassist Willie Ruff
perpetrated a coup the Rus-
sians won’t forget. They
studied Russian for months,
then arranged to join a Yale
choral group on a Russian
tour. Once inside the staid
Tchaikovsky Conservatory in
Moscow, the duo presented
an impromptu concert. The
audience flipped and, just as
Mitchell and Ruff had antici-
pated, the concert became an
international sensation cov-
ered by every wire service.
Other jazzmen rambled,
too. Jack Teagarden reported
on his six-hour jam session
with the King of Thailand:
“He's a good clarinet player
and he said to me, “Tell your
friend Eisenhower that you're
the finest thing he's ever sent
us.’ " Oscar Pettiford lugged
his bass to Copenhagen, to
work with year-long Danish
resident Stan Getz. Sonny
Rollins and Horace Silver
performed at the San Remo,
Italy, jazz festival. Lambert,
Hendricks and Ross winged
over the Atlantic just for a
one-nighter at Royal Festival
Hall in London. Woody Her-
man toured England with his
new big band. Helen Merrill
crooned in Cannes while
Dinah Washington belted
blues in Stockholm. Pianist-
teacher John Mehegan ap-
peared in concert-and-lecture
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evenings in South Africa,
sponsored by the Jazz Appre-
ciation Society of Johannes-
burg. Ella Fitzgerald com-
peted with Iron Curtain en-
tertainers at the World Youth
Festival in Vienna. Benny
Goodman led his tentette (in-
cluding Red Norvo) and sing-
er Anita O'Day to Europe.
Norman Granz put Jazz at the
Philharmonic, Duke Elling-
ton and Kid Ory on the Euro-
pean road. And Tony Scott,
atter recording the score of
Gypsy, announced that he
was going to behave like one;
he wandered off, ready for
action, on a two-year trip to
everywhere.

Foreign jazzmen recipro-
cated. Johnny Dankworth’s
British band performed at
Birdland and at the Newport
Festival, too. Sweden's top
clarinetist Putte Wickman
paid us a visit and recorded
here. Chris Barber, current
rage of British traditionalists,
hopped over to pick up a
couple of new Pontiacs, a gold
record award for the million
sales here of his Petite Fleur,
and a batch of East Coast
concert gigs. Several visitors
suffered from underexposure.
The superior Vic Lewis band,
from England, was buried in
a tour of Army camps. Simi-
larly, the British cartoonist-
Etonian - author - trumpeter
Humphrey Lyttleton toured
at the bottom of a bill sent
on the road briefly under
Newport Festival auspices.
The same fate, on the same
tour, befell British baritone
man Ronnie Ross’ top-notch
quartet.

Lack of exposure certainly
wasn't the problem as far as

MILES DAVIS,
first trumpet

STAN KENTON, leader

DAYE BRUBECK QUARTET,
Instrumental combo
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jazz festival participants were concerned.
The festival scene continued to expand,
with pLAYBOY's spree breaking all at-
tendance and box office records. New-
port spread out in several directions.
The four-day picnic itself was the big-
gest and best Rhode Island rendezvous
ever. Once Freebody Park was cleared,
the Newport bigwigs announced two
tours —one domestic (with Tristano,
Monk, Shearing’s brass and others), and
one foreign (including Dizzy, Buck
Clayton, and Brubeck's quartet).

The second annual Monterey musi-
cale, under John Lewis' guidance, found
audience, critics and musicians unani-
mous in praise. One new and worth-
while wrinkle: the commissioning of
compositions for performance by a festi-
val orchestra conducted by Woody
Herman and Gunther Schuller.

In Detroit, Ed Sarkesian's initial
American Jazz Festival showed a profit
the first time around. The second
French Lick fiesta, sponsored by the
Newport forces and the Sheraton Hotel
chain, surpassed its 1958 success; the
same cooperative sponsorship had less
success in Boston, however, and a festi-
val flop in Toronto, which dropped
§$85,000 in four days of poorly populated
performances, and prompted rumors
that the Sheraton chain might be recon-
sidering its involvement. Philadelphia
held a jazz festival in its ball park that
was an artistic success, but a commercial
failure; Randalls Island offered less
artistically; but was very big at the box
office.

Jazz grappled with television in 1959,
and pushed its way into Hollywood and
Broadway, too. The crime-plus-jazz
television show brought added pros-
perity to a solid clique of West Coast
jazzmen. After the success of Peter Gunn
on video screens and bestselling LPs
across the country, a couple of dozen
new private eyes looked to jazz for their
themes and background music. Somne of
the murder and music TV fare, like
Pete Kelly's Blues, was a waste of video-
tape; others, like M Squad, with a Count
Basie theme performed by Benny Car-
ter's studio band, stood up both musi-
cally and dramatically. Pete Rugolo sup-
plied the sounds for Richard Diamond,;
Shelly Manne did the same for Johnny
Staccato.

The rest of the jazzon-TV picture
was less pleasant. The Timex series
stopped ticking in the face of mixed re-
views and so-so ratings. The Bobby
Troup Stars of Jazz show, which had
gone from local Hollywood to ABC net-
work status, folded after a futile sponsor
search. Art Ford's Jazz Party called it a
day, too, after nine months on New
York’s Channel 13. The only important
regular TV outlet for jazz at year's end
was this magazine’s nationally syndi-
cated Playboy’s Penthouse, originating

in Chicago, with jazz names drawn from
our list of poll winners, along with a
variety of entertaining guests from the
other six lively arts.

Broadway audiences will get a full
jazz orchestra this summer, under the
direction of Quincy Jones, late of Basie-
land and other swinging spots, with the
Harold Arlen—Johnny Mercer blues
opera Free and Easy starring Sammy
Davis, Jr. Paving the way for this land-
mark was the use of small jazz combos
onstage in the off-Broadway production
of The Connection and the on-Broad-
way beatnik tale, The Nervous Set.
These productions didn’t win any
awards — Nervous Set, in fact, survived
just two weeks — but they prepared audi-
ences for the coming of Quincy.

One jazzman did win an award, how-
ever, on the opposite coast. André Prev-
in's Oscar, for his Gigi score, wasn't
based on his activities in the jazz world,
but it may well have been a crashing-of-
the-barrier for jazz-conscious orchestra-
tors. And Previn wasn't alone in his
pioneering. Duke Ellington's score for
Anatomy of a Murder so delighted pro-
ducer Otto Preminger that he is re-
ported dickering with Duke for a fol-
low-up. John Lewis provided a striking
score for the Harry Belafonte produc-
tion, Odds Against Tomorrow. Gerry
Mulligan acted and played in the film
version of Jack Kerouac's The Subter-
raneans (the ubiquitous Previn sat in,
too). Such contributions more than off-
set the corny antics of The Five Pennies,
the Red Nichols story transformed onto
film in characteristic two-dimensional
Hollywood biography fashion.

European film makers asked for jazz
and got it, too. Louis Armstrong ap-
peared in one Danish and three German
movies. In France, Miles Davis, The-
lonious Monk, Donald Byrd, and the
Jazz Messengers wrote and recorded
soundtrack music.

On the academic side of jazz, more
bustle prevailed. The first National
Dance Band Camp, at Indiana Univer-
sity in Bloomington, brought together
a happy faculty last July that included
Stan Kenton, Shelly Manne, Laurindo
Almeida, Russ Garcia and [John La
Porta. More than 150 students attended,
inspiring Down Beat magazine to ex-
pand a scholarship program that will
enable more to study this summer. At
Music Inn, in Lenox, Massachusetts, the
international theme took over, with
students moving in from all parts of the
globe. Dizzy Sal, a 24-year-old pianist,
made it to Lenox from Rangoon. And
for those overseas buffs who couldn't
scrape up the scratch for fare, Boston's
Berklee School offered correspondence
courses in jazz composition and improvi-
sation. The John Dewey of jazz, music
educator Marshall Brown, clicked again
with his third annual maverick band

venture. This one, the Newport Youth
Band, comprised 18 teenagers from the
greater New York area. It fractured lis-
teners at Carnegie Hall and at Newport.
At least three of Brown's youngsters —
trumpeter Harry Hall, alto saxist Andy
Marsala and trombonist Benny Jacobs-
El —are likely candidates for 1965
Playboy Poll listings.

Recording studios were busy places
again in 1959. In a business that claims
a million sales for any disc that actually
hits 300,000, it’s tough to get any legit
figures, and we are indebted to Bill-
board, the music trade weekly, for cull-
ing facts from its Audition supplement
to come up with the following list of
the 10 best-selling jazz LPs of the year:

1. Henry Mancini: Peter Gunn (RCA
Victor 1956); 2. Ahmad Jamal: Ahmad
Jamal at the Pershing (Argo 628); 3.
Henry Mancini: More Music From
Peter Gunn (RCA Victor 2040); 4.
Warren Barker: 77 Sunset Strip (Warner
Brothers 1289); 5. Ahmad Jamal: Ahmad
Jamal Trio, Vol. 4 (Argo 636); 6. Jonah
Jones: Swingin’ on Broadway (Capitol
963); 7. Gerry Mulligan: I Want to
Live! (United Artists 4006); 8. Shelly
Manne: My Fair Lady (Contemporary
3527); 9. Count Basie: Basie (Roulette
52008); 10. Jonah Jones: Muted Jazz
(Capitol 839).

Losses and discoveries were very much
a part of the year. The casualties in-
cluded Billie Holiday, victim of an or-
deal that had police posted outside her
hospital door (after our antiquated
narcotics laws led to her arrest on her
deathbed). Lester Young left as his
legacy a saxophone sound surviving in
other voices, other rooms. Gone, too,
were such classic figures as Baby Dodds,
Sidney Bechet, Omer Simeon, Shadow
Wilson, Lawrence Marrero, and many
lesser men. And there was one scare.
The headlines shouted LOUIS ARMSTRONG
HEART ATTACK as Satchmo, in a sickbed
in Spoleto, Italy, prepared to defy the
Cassandras. “I knew all along it wasn't
no heart artack,” he boasted two weeks
later when he blew against doctors’ or-
ders in a surprise appearance at Lewi-
sohn Stadium. “All I need is a new sup-
ply of Swiss Kriss,” he bellowed. Less
than a month after the alarm, he was
back at work, spryly keeping up with
those sassy bebop youngsters.

The promising new stars included
Charlie Byrd, a guitarist from Wash-
ington, D.C., who proved via his un-
amplified classical-style guitar solos that
one doesn’t need AC to be current.
Tenor saxist-composer Benny Golson,
ex-Miles Davis pianist Bill Evans, and
singer Frank D'Rone (a hit at the
PLAYBOY fest as a sub for Bobby Darin)
were others of prominence. The only
new girls who struck us as jazz singers of
promise were a 22-year-old, 59" beauty

{continued on page 40)
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from Stockholm, Monica Zetterlund, a
soulful singer in the Christy tradition,
and Nina Simone, a singer-pianist
whose records and Playboy Festival ap-
pearance inspired favorable reactions.

At year’s end, it was time for musi-
cians and public alike to cast their votes
for the jazzmen they most enjoyed dur-
ing the previous 12 months and thus
choose the winners in the fourth annual
Playboy Jazz Poll. In the special musi-
cians' poll introduced last year, all the
previous year’s winners were asked to
vote for their own favorites in each
category, introducing a group of jazz
artists rightly called the All-Stars’ All-
Stars into the winners’ circle.

Playboy All-Stars Louis Armstrong,
Chet Baker, Count Basie, Earl Bostic,
Bob Brookmeyer, Ray Brown, Dave
Brubeck, Ella Fitzgerald, the Four
Freshmen, Stan Getz, Dizzy Gillespie,
Jimmy Giuffre, Benny Goodman, Lionel
Hampton, Coleman Hawkins, the Hi-
Lo's, Milt Jackson, J. J. Johnson, Stan
Kenton, Barney Kessel, Shelly Manne,
Gerry Mulligan, Oscar Peterson, Sonny
Rollins, Jack Teagarden and Kai Win-
ding all cast their ballots for their own
particular year-end favorites and the
results are of special interest compared
with the readers’ choices.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR LEADER: 1. Duke
Ellington; 2. Count Basie; 8. Stan Kenton;
4. Maynard Ferguson; 5. Gil Evans. The
Duke and Count wound up in a photo-
finish for first place in the All-Star musi-
cians’ poll, with Edward Kennedy Ell-
ington edging out Basie, who won last
year, for the coveted sterling silver
Playboy Jazz Medal.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR TRUMPET: 1. Dizzy
Gillespie; 2. Miles Davis; 5. Art Farmer;
4. Louis Armstrong; 5. Roy Eldridge.
The remark made wistfully by John
Gillespie when a young fan congratu-
lated him on his magnificent blowing
at the Playboy Festival — “Thanks, but
I don't seem to be winning any polls
lately” — need not be repeated, for this
year Diz finds himself the No. 1 choice
of his fellow All-Stars, replacing Miles
Davis in the top trumpet spot —a posi-
tion Diz held with such regularity in the
middle 1940s when he was first blowing
a thing called bop.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR TROMBONE: 1. 1. J.
Johnseon; 2. Bill Harris; 3. Bob Brook-
meyer; 4. Kai Winding; 5. Jack Tea-
garden. J. ]. continues as everyone's
favorite bone man and Bill Harris of
the great Herman herd of the Forties,
who has yet to win a chair in the read-
ers’ Playboy All-Star Jazz Band, placed
second. It's interesting to note the di-
vergency of styles and origins among
the musicians’ five favorite bone men —
they're products of what might very
loosely be called the Indiana, Philadel-

phia, Kansas City, Danish modern and
Texas traditional schools of trombone.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR ALTO SAX: 1. Paul
Desmond; 2. Cannonball Adderley; 8.
Sonny Stitt; 4. Lee Konitz; 5. Johnny
Hodges. Desmond, of the Dave Brubeck
Quartet, won out over Miles Davis’
Cannonball by the thinnest kind of
whisker, followed by another neo-Park-
erite, Sonny Stitt, coolschooler Lee
Konitz and conservative melodist Johnny
Hodges, of the Duke Ellington band, in
fifth place.

ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR TENOR SAX: 1. Stan
Getz; 2. Sonny Rollins; 8. Coleman Haw-
kins; 4. John Coltrane; 5. Zoot Sims.
Reversing their previous order, the All-
Star musicians picked Danish resident
Stan Gewiz over Sonny Rollins in the
one-two spots and again traditional,
modern and cool were all among the
favored five.

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR BARITONE SAX: 1.-

Gerry Mulligan; 2. Harry Carney; 8. Pep-
per Adams. Mulligan had no trouble
holding onto the top baritone spot with
both musicians and readers and after
Harry Carney, in his 33rd year with
Duke, and Pepper Adams, there weren’t
enough votes left over for a fourth and
fifth place.

ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR CLARINET: 1. Buddy
Defranco; 2. Jimmy Giuffre; 3. Jimmy
Hamilton; 4. Benny Goodman; 5. Pea-
nuts Hucko. Buddy DeFranco, long re-
spected by jazzmen as the undisputed
master of his instrument, collected his
first silver Jazz Medal by winning
out over last year's All-Stars’ All-Star
favorite, Jimmy Giuffre, and Duke's
Jimmy Hamilton came in third, ahead
of aging swing king Benny Goodman.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR FPIANO: 1. Erroll
Garner; 2. Bill Evans; 8. Oscar Peterson;
4. Dave Brubeck; 5. Hank Jones. Oscar
Peterson, the favorite of fellow jazz
artists last year, ceded his piano place to
Erroll Garner, but upcoming Bill Evans
very nearly took the play away from
both of them and wound up in a strong
second position.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR GUITAR: 1. Barney
Kessel; 2. Jim Hall; 8. Kenny Burrell; 4.
Freddie Green; 5. Tal Farlow. Barney
repeated his double victory of last year
on guitar, with Giuffre’s man Jim Hall
in second and Tal Farlow still remem-
bered even though he spent most of the
year in voluntary retirement.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR BASs: 1. Ray Brown;
2. Paul Chambers, Red Mitchell; 4.
Oscar Pettiford; 5. Percy Heath. Ray
retained for the fourth straight year his
firm hold on first bass and Miles Davis’
group again manifested itself as Paul
Chambers, his supple bass man, tied for
second place with West Coaster Red
Mitchell. Another expatriate, Oscar

Pettiford, will be glad to see that the
cats haven’t forgotten him.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR DRUMS: 1. Shelly
Manne; 2. Philly Joe Jones; 8. Art Blakey;
4. Buddy Rich; 5. Joe Morello, Max
Roach. Shelly Manne’s year of Gunn-
Play kept him in the percussive front,
but this year he won over Philly Joe
Jones by a mere snare’s breadth. The
Jazz Messengers’ chief dispatcher — Art
Blakey — followed, then came crooner
Buddy Rich (people just won't forget
that he also plays drums), with Bru-
beck’s dynamic Joe Morello and the
youthful father of modern sounds, Max
Roach, closing out the list in a tie for
fifth.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR MISCELLANEOUS
INSTRUMENT: 1. Milt Jackson, vibes; 2. Don
Elliott, vibes & mellophone, Victor Feld-
man, vibes; 4. Frank Wess, flute; 5.
Steve Lacy, soprano sax, Bud Shank,
flute. Musicians and readers differed
markedly in the miscellaneous instru-
ment category. Lionel Hampton, the
readers’ man for lo these past four years,
was nowhere with the musicians; on the
other hand, vibes-and-mellophone star
Don Elliott and British vibist-pianist-
drummer Victor Feldman (another Peter
Gunn participant) did much better with
musicians than with readers, tying for
second place.

ALL-STARS ALL-STAR MALE VOCALIST:
1. Frank Sinatra; 2. Joe Williams; 8. Nat
“King” Cole; 4. Ray Charles, Billy
Eckstine and Andy Williams. Singers
Johnny Mathis and Bobby Darin, so
popular with the readers, seemed to cut
no ice with the swingers themselves,
though all agreed that Frank Sinatra
was tops among male vocalists and gave
Basie’s Joe Williams and Nat “King”
Cole high marks, too. Ray Charles, Billy
Eckstine and Andy Williams wound up
in close harmony with a three-way tie
for fourth-place honors.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR FEMALE VOCALIST:
1. Ella Fitzgerald; 2. Sarah Vaughan; 3.
Peggy Lee, Anita O'Day and Dinah

Washington. Ella remains secure in first

place on both musicians’ and readers’
lists of favorite female vocalists; Sarah
took second with the All-Stars, and
Peggy Lee, Anita O'Day and Dinah
Washington split a three-way tie for
third. Dakota Staton, Julie London and
Keely Smith took no honors at all in
the musicians’ poll.

ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR  INSTRUMENTAL
COMBO: 1. Medern Jaxz Quartet; 2. Miles
Davis Sextet; 3. Dave Brubeck Quartet;
4. Oscar Peterson Trio; 5. Louis Arm-
strong All-Stars, Ahmad Jamal Trio.
Last year no instrumental combo had a
clear enough margin to establish itself
as No. 1 among the All-Star musicians,
but this time John Lewis and his MJQ

(continued on page 109)
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THE GQRAY CONTINENTAL
calls for block calf slip-ons

with plain toe, by Nunn-Bush,
$25.95. Abstract-pattern silk

tie, by Patelle, $3.50. Willow-

green round-collar shirt of

zephyr madras by Hathaway, $6.95.
Rhodium-plated oval cuff links by
Pioneer, $2.50. Patterned ltalian silk
handkerchief, with hand-rolled edges,
by Ashear, $2.50. Cotton lisle knit
hose, by Interwoven, $1.

Slim cowhide belt with leather-
covered buckle, by Paris, $5. Low
tapered crown felt hat with nar-

row brim, narrow black band,

by Disney, $11.50

PHOTOGRAPHY BY YUICHI IDAKA

round and the tab. Shirting should be selected in terms of the color and pattern relationship
between the shirt and suit. The most expedient and always tasteful solution, of course, is the
‘X’I) solid shirt (not only white) for the patterned suit, and the striped, checked or dotted patterns
: for the solid-color suit.

Neckwear should be of slimly cut, rich fabrics. Silk, moire and satin are perfect; cotton prints
or college stripes are not. If you've been in the traditional repp-stripe rut, here’s your chance to
check out the other important tie fabrics and patterns. There are Paisleys, jacquards, lush

42 overall patterns in subdued hues and rich new solid tones of soft green, gold, brown and gray.



THE BLACK CONTINENTAL
' requires a square-toe oxford in
calf with center-buckle strap, b
American Gentleman, $17. White
pin dot on black silk tie, by
Arrow, $2.50. Blue striped snap
tab collar (needs no collar :
button) cotton shirt with French &
cuffs, by Manhattan, $5. Black onyx
cuff links, 12k gold filled, by ¥ 4
Swank, $12.50. Italian hand-rolled /“/I
silk handkerchief, blue Paisley 24P
on black, by Handcraft, $2.50.
One-size ribbed hose, by Phoenix, :
$1. Cowhide belt with red-leather _ %
lining, by Hickok, $5. Low- ) aitn g
crown soft derby, by Lee, $13.50.

Although the Lelt is hidden, don't disregard its importance. Narrow leather belts in
polished or dull finishes are right; the fabric or rope belt, with novelty buckle, is out.

Socks should be garter length; nothing chips the image more rapidly than bare leg
glaring between cuff and upper sock. Solids or simple clock designs are ideal; they won't
detract from the total picture. Large patterns, brash colors and Argyles are all wrong.

Shoes are formal. Plainly designed, they achieve dignity through the effective use of
smooth leathers, rather than superfluous decoration. The feeling should be one of light-
weight leather with a quality look.
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JEEVES (continued from page 30)

fronted with the spectacle of Reginald
Herring with both legs wrapped round
his neck, her emotions must have been
very deeply involved.

“Well, all right,” I said. “I accept
your statement that you and Kipper are
that way. But why, that being so, did
you blazon it forth to the world, if bla-
zoning forth is the expression I want,
that you were engaged to mep”

“I told you. It was to soften Mother
up.”

“Which sounded to me like delirium
straight from the sickbed.”

“You don’t get the subtle strategy?”

“Not by several parasangs.”

*“Well, you know how you stand with
Mother.”

“Our relations are a bit distant.”

“She shudders at the mention of your
name. So I thought if she thought I was
going to marry you and then found I
wasn’t, she'd be so thankful for the
merciful escape I'd had that she’d be
ready to accept anyone as a son-in-law,
even someone like Reggie, who, though a
wonder man, isn’t any too hot financially.
Mother’s idea of a mate for me has al-
ways been a well-to-do millionaire or a
duke with a large private income. Now
do you follow?”

“Oh yes, I follow all right. You've
been doing what Jeeves does, studying
the psychology of the individual. But do
you think it'll work?”

“Bound to. Let’s take a parallel case.
Suppose your Aunt Dahlia read in the
paper one morning that you were going
to be shot at sunrise.”

“I couldn’t be. I'm never up so early.”

“But suppose she did? She'd be pretty
worked up about it, wouldn’t she?”

“She would, as they say, be as sore as
a gumboil. But why? What's that got
to do with it?”

“Well, suppose she then found out it
was all a mistake and it wasn’t you but
somebody else who was to face the firing
squad. That would make her happy,
wouldn't it?”

“One can picture her dancing all over
the place on the tips of her toes.”

“Exactly. She'd be so all over you that
nothing you did would be wrong in her
eyes. Whatever you wanted to do would
be all right with her. Go to it, she
would say. And that’s how Mother will
feel when she learns that I'm not marry-
ing you after all. She’ll be so relieved.”

1 agreed that the relief would, of
course, be stupendous. “But you’ll be
giving her the inside facts in a day or
two?" I said, for I was anxious to have
assurance on this point. A man with an
engagement notice in the Times hanging
over him cannot but feel uneasy.

“Well. call it a week or two. No
sense in rushing things.”

"You want me to sink in?"

“That’s the idea.”

“And meanwhile what’s the drill? Do
I kiss you a good deal from time to
time?"”

“No, you don’t.”

“Right ho. I just want to know where
I stand.”

“An occasional passionate glance will
be ample.”

“It shall be attended to. Well, I'm
delighted about you and Kipper or, as
you would prefer to say, Reggie. There's
nobody I'd rather see you center-aisle-
ing with.”

“It's very sporting of you to take it
like this.”

“Don’t give it a thought.”

“I'm awfully fond of you, Bertie.”

“Me, too, of you.”

“But I can’t marry everybody, can I?”

“I wouldn’t even try. Well, now that
we've got all that straight, I suppose
I'd better be going and saying ‘Come
aboard’ to Aunt Dahlia.”

“What's the time?"

“Close on five.”

“I must run like a hare. I'm supposed
to be presiding at the tea table.”

“You? Why you?”

“Your aunt’s not here. She found a
telegram when she got back yesterday
saying that her son Bonzo was sick of a
fever at his school, and dashed off to be
with him. She asked me to deputy-host-
ess for her till her return, but I shan’t
be able to for the next few days. I've got
to dash back to Mother. Ever since she
saw that thing in the Times, she’s been
wiring me every hour on the hour to
come home for a round-table confer-
ence. After you, Reggie will come to her
like rare and refreshing fruit. She'll lay
down the red carpet for him.”

And with a brief “Whoopeel” she
shot off in the direction of the house at
40 or so mph. I followed more slowly,
for she had given me much food for
thought, and I was musing.

Strange, I was feeling, this strong pro-
Kipper sentiment in the Wickham
bosom. I mean, consider the facts. What
with that espiéglerie of hers, which was
tops, she had been pretty extensively
wooed in one quarter and another for
years, and no business had resulted, so
that it was generally assumed that only
something extra special in the way of
suitors would meet her specifications and
that whoever eventually got his nose
under the wire would be a king among
men and pretty warm stuff. And she had
gone and signed up with Kipper Her-
ring. Mind you, I'm not saying a word
against old Kipper. The salt of the
earth. But nobody could have called
him a knockout in the way of looks.
Having gone in a lot for boxing from
his earliest years, he had a caulifiower
ear and a nose which some hidden hand

had knocked slightly out of the straight.
He would, in short, have been an unsafe
entrant to have backed in a beauty con-
test, even if the only other competitors
had been Boris Karloff, King Kong and
Oofy Prosser of the Drones. But then,
of course, one had to remind oneself
that looks aren’t everything. A cauli-
flower ear can hide a heart of gold, as
in Kipper’s case it did, his being about
as gold as they come. His brain, too,
might have helped do the trick. You
can’t hold down an editorial post on an
important London weekly paper with-
out being fairly well fixed with the little
gray cells, and girls admire that sort of
thing.

Still, the whole thing provided, as I
say, food for thought, and I was in what
is called a reverie as I made my way to
the house, a reverie so profound that no
turf accountant would have given any
but the shortest odds against my sooner
or later bumping into something. In
actual fact it turned out to be Aubrey
Upjohn. I came on him round a corner
and rammed him squarely before I
could put the brakes on. I clutched him
round the neck and he clutched me
about the middle, and for some moments
we tottered to and fro, linked in a close
embrace. Then, the mists clearing from
my eyes, I saw who it was that I had been
treading the measure with.

Seeing him steadily and seeing him
whole, as I have heard Jeeves put it, I
was immediately struck by the change
that had taken place in his appearance
since those get-togethers in his study at
Malvern House, Bramley-on-Sea, when
with a sinking heart 1 had watched him
reach for the whangee and start limber-
ing up the shoulder muscles with a few
trial swings. At that period of our ac-
quaintance he had been an upstanding
old gentleman about eight feet six in
height with burning eyes, foam-flecked
lips and flame coming out of both nos-
trils. He had now shrunk to a modest
five foot seven or thereabouts, and I
could have felled him with a single blow.
Not that I did, of course. But I regarded
him without a trace of the old trepida-
tion. It seemed incredible that I could
ever have considered this human shrimp
a danger to pedestrians and traffic.

I think this was partly due to the fact
that at some point in the 15 years since
our last meeting he had grown a mus-
tache. In the Malvern House epoch
what had always struck a chill into the
plastic mind had been his wide, bare
upper lip, a most unpleasant spectacle
to behold, especially when twitching. I
wouldn’t say the mustache softened his
face, but being of the walrus or soup-
strainer type it hid some of it, which
was all to the good. The upshot was that
instead of quailing, as I had expected
to do when we met, I was suave and

(continued overleaf)
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JEEVES

debonair, possibly a little too much so.

“Oh, hullo, Upjohn!” I said. “Yoo-
hool”

“Who you?” he responded, making it
sound like a reverse echo,

“Wooster is the name.”

“Oh, Wooster?” he said, as if he had
been hoping it would be something else,
and one could understand his feelings,
of course. No doubt he, like me, had
been buoying himself up for years with
the thought that we should never meet
again and that, whatever brickbats life
might have in store for him, he had at
least got Bertram out of his system. A
nasty jar it must have been for the poor
bloke having me suddenly pop up from
a trap like this.

“Long time since we met,” I said.

“Yes,” he agreed in a hollow voice,
and it was so plain that he was wishing
it had been longer that conversation
flagged, and there wasn't much in the
way of feasts of reason and flows of soul
as we covered the hundred yards to the
lawn where the tea table awaited us. I
think I may have said “Nice day, what?”
and he may have grunted, but nothing
more.

Only Bobbie was present when we
arrived at the trough. Wilbert and
Phyllis were presumably still in the leafy
glade, and Mrs. Cream, Bobbie said,
worked in her room every afternoon on
her new spinefreezer and seldom
knocked off for a cuppa. We seated our-
selves and had just started sipping, when
the butler came out of the house bearing
a bowl of fruit and hove to beside the
table with it. Well, when I say “butler,”
I use the term loosely. He was dressed
like a butler and he behaved like a
butler, but in the deepest and truest
sense of the word he was not a butler.

Reading from left to right, he was
Sir Roderick Glossop.

At the Drones Club and other places I
am accustomed to frequent you will often
hear comment on Bertram Wooster’s
self-control or sangfroid, as it's some-
times called, and it is generally agreed
that this is considerable. But it is pos-
sible to find a chink in my armor, and
this can be done by suddenly springing
eminent loony-doctors on me in the
guise of butlers.

I could not have been mistaken in
supposing that it was Sir Roderick Glos-
sop who, having delivered the fruit, was
now ambling back to the house. There
could not be two men with that vast
bald head and those bushy eyebrows,
and it would be deceiving the customers
to say that I remained unshaken. The
effect the apparition had on me was to
make me start violently, and we all
know what happens when you start vio-
lently while holding a full cup of tea.

(continued from page 44)

The contents of mine flew through the
air and came to rest on the trousers of
Aubrey Upjohn, M.A., moistening them
to no little extent. Indeed, it would
scarcely be distorting the facts to say
that he was now not so much wearing
trousers as wearing tea.

I could see the unfortunate man felt
his position deeply. In the look he now
shot at me I seemed to read a hundred
unspoken expletives. “I see you have
not changed since you were with me at
Malvern House,” he said at last in an
extremely nasty voice, dabbing at the
trousers with a handkerchief. “Bungling
Wooster we used to call him,” he went
on, addressing his remarks to Bobbie
and evidently trying to enlist her sym-
pathy. “He could not perform the sim-
plest action without spreading ruin and
disaster on all sides.”

“Frightfully sorry,” I said.

“Too late to be sorry now. A new
pair of trousers ruined. It is doubtful
if anything can remove the stain of tea
from white flannel. Still, one must hope
for the best.”

Whether I was right or wrong at this
point in patting him on the shoulder
and saying “That’s the spirit!” I find it
difficult to decide. Wrong, probably, for
it did not seem to soothe. He gave me
another of those looks and strode off,
smelling strongly of tea.

“Shall I tell you something, Bertie?”
said Bobbie, following him with a
thoughtful eye. “That walking tour Up-
john was going to invite you to take
with him is off. You will get no Christ-
mas present from him this year, and
don't expect him to come and tuck you
up in bed tonight.”

I upset the milk jug with an imperi-
ous wave of the hand.

“Never mind about Upjohn and
Christmas presents and walking tours.
What is Pop Glossop doing here as the
butler?”

“Ahl I thought you might be going
to ask that. It was his idea.”

I eyed her sternly. Bertram Wooster
has no objection to listening to drivel,
but it must not be pure babble from the
padded cell, as this appeared to be. “Are
you asking me to believe that Sir Rod-
erick Glossop got up one morning, gazed
at himself in the mirror, thought he was
looking a little pale and said to him-
self, ‘I need a change. I think I'll try
being a butler for a while’?"”

“No, not that, but . . . I don't know
where to begin.”

“Begin at the beginning," I said, and
took a piece of cake in a marked man-
ner.

“I'd better begin,” she began, “by tell-
ing you about Upjohn, because it all
started through him. You see, he's egg-
ing Phyllis on to marry Wilbert Cream.

And when a man like that eggs, some-
thing has to give, especially when the
girl’s a pill like Phyllis, who always does
what Daddy tells her.”

“No will of her own?”

“Not a smidgen. To give you an
instance, a couple of days ago he took
her to Birmingham to see the repertory
company's performance of Chekhov's
Seagull, because he thought it would be
educational. I'd like to catch anyone
trying to make me see Chekhov's Sea-
gull, but Phyllis just bowed her head
and said, ‘Yes, Daddy.” Didn’t even at-
tempt to put up a fight. That'll show
you how much of a will of her own she’s
got. Your aunt’s worried sick about it.
She considers Wilbert a screwball.”

“That being so, one can understand
why she doesn’t want those wedding
bells to ring out. But,” I said, putting
my finger on the res in my unerring
way, “that doesn’t explain where Pop
Glossop comes in.”

“Yes, it does. She got him here to
observe Wilbert.”

I found myself fogged. “Cock an eye
at him, you mean? Drink him in, as it
were? What good’s that going to do?”

She snorted impatiently. “Observe in
the technical sense. You know how these
brain specialists work. They watch the
subject closely. They engage him in con-
versation. They apply subtle tests. And
sooner or later —

“I begin to see. Sooner or later he lets
fall an incautious word to the effect
that he thinks he's a poached egg, and
then they've got him where they want
him.”

“Well, he does something which tips
them off. Your aunt was moaning to me
about the situation, and I suddenly had
this inspiration. ‘Get Glossop here,” 1
said, 'and have him observe Wilbert
Cream. Then you'll be in a position to
go to Upjohn and pull the rug from
under him.'”

Again I was not abreast. There had
been, as far as I could recollect, no men-
tion of any rug. “How do you mean?”

“Well, isn’t it obvious? ‘Rope in old
Glossop,” I said, ‘and let him observe.
Then you'll be in a position,” I said, ‘to
go to Upjohn and tell him that Sir
Roderick Glossop, the greatest alienist
in England, is convinced that Wilbert
Cream is round the bend and to ask
him if he proposes to marry his step-
daughter to a man who at any moment
may be marched off and added to the
membership list of Colney Hatch.” Even
Upjohn would shrink from doing a
thing like that. Or don’t you think so?”

I weighed this. “Yes,” I said, “I should
imagine you were right. Quite possibly
Upjohn has human feelings, though I
never noticed them when I was in statu
pupillari, as I believe the expression is.
One sees now why Glossop is at Brinkley

(continued on page 50)
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After Grove Press decided it was about time to

ignore the U.S. Postal bluenoses and bring ou
an unexpurgated edition of Lady Chatterley’s
Lover, they were hounded by several other |
publishers (they called them “me-too” publishers)
who, overtly or covertly, called Grove and each
other purveyors of “fraudulent” and “full of
errors” editions of the D. H. Lawrence novel.
The dispute has been settled out of court, but
the parties concerned are still distinctly cool :
toward each other. On top of all this, the French
went and made a film version of the story, which
has been criticized on many levels, censored in
many American cities, and generally given as
hard a time as the book on which it was based.
We thought the time was ripe for some clearing-
of-the-air, which we'd like to do by publishing
right here in these pages a representative chapter
from Our Own Fraudulent Edition, with

exclusive errors not obtainable in any other

&

playboy finds its own fraudulent edition of a notorious novel ‘?F



PLAYBOY

fraudulent edition.

In Lawrence’s general works, one
notices his bitterness at the encroach-
ment of the industrial life of the na-
tural state of things, and his preoccupa-
tion with the return to the natural
world of flowers, birds and bees and like
that. For example, who can forget the
scene from his short story, Once, in which
the young German officer, standing over
the breath-taking Anita in her flimsy
crepe de Chine, prior to flinging away
his trappings, flings from out his cape
great bunches of roses over her reclin-
ing figure, after which he flings himself.
And they make natural love amongst
the crushed roses. But this is The Kiddie
Show compared to the spectacular Chap-
ter XV of Lady Chatterley, where the
Lady and the Gamckeeper culminate a
series of energetic trysts amidst a far-
rago of flood, lightning flash, flora and
fauna. Here's the way the chapter reads
in our edition . . .

They were in the hut and there was
a thunderstorm. He put sticks on the
fire and fetched more till they had a
good crackling chimneyful of blaze.
They sat on a log, side by side, each
wrapped only in an Army blanket. The
rippling running yellow flame made
them both happy; warmed their faces
and their souls, while the thunder
crashed outside. It was like being in a
little ark in the flood.

“You seem to have such a lot behind
you,” she said.

He nodded. “Ah thow't t' wurra on't
as 'appen ah mun fend.”

“Oh I do terribly,” she answered hesi-
tating. He had a way of slipping back
into the Derbyshire vernacular that an-
noyed her, and she looked at him try-
ing to get his meaning through the fog
of dialect.

“Monkind,” he continued, “all the
lot, theer spunk air gone dead. Motor
cars an cinemas an aeroplanes suck the
last bit out o' thim. Ah tell thee every
generation breed’ a mun robbity genera-
tion wi' Indyer Roober t'abin fur goots
on tin fees's.”

She was thinking hard, yet listening
to the storm.

“Tin people,” he went on, “killing off
the human thing. Money! Moneyl!
Money! Thee’re all alike. Tha warl® air
all alike: kill off tha human reality.
Pay money money t'then tha’ll take
th' spoonk aht o' munkine'. An thysen’
dunna mun ta tae’ money thow't afore
abaht money money money money!"”
He paused. “Money!”

Connie was uneasy, and somehow she
suspected he was really talking to him-
self, not to her. The thunder had ceased
outside, but the rain which had abated,
suddenly came striking down. Despair
seemed to come down on him com-

pletely. She knew her leaving him,
which he had only just realized inside
himself, had plunged him into this
mood. There fell a complete silence,
and Connie was half listening and
threading in the hair of his chest a few
forget-me-nots she had gathered on the
way to the hut.

“Kiss me,” she whispered: and now she
felt the curious quiver of changing con-
sciousness and relaxation going through
his body.

“Let's not live for money,” he said
at last. “Let’s live for summat else. Let's
not live ter make money neither for us-
selves nor for anybody else. Let’s drop
the whole industrial life and go away:
go back.” He reached to the table be-
hind and took up her bunch of flowers
and with quiet fingers, threaded a few
forget-me-nots in her hair. Connie
scooped up the remaining flowers.

“Very well,” she said, “I will tell Lord
Chatterley 1 must leave him, and you
and I can go away. We can go to another
country to Africa or Australia where we
will live for other things than money.
We will completely ignore money.” And
she pushed a campion flower in his
mustache where it dangled under his
nose.

He twisted around looking for more
flowers. “Aye. And we will start a new
life: a natural life without the curse of
money and without the taint of money."”

He scratched his chin. “Now all we
need is some money.”

The rain slacked and he got up sud-
denly and went out down the path in
the opposite direction from the riding.
Connie watched his thin, white figure
and it looked to her like a ghost, an ap-
parition moving away from her.

When she could see it no more, her
heart sank. But he was coming back,
trotting strangely and carrying fowers.
He had brought columbines and cam-
pions and new mown hay and oak tufts
and honeysuckle in small bud. He fas-
tened fluffy young oak sprays round her
breasts, sticking in tufts of bluebells
and campion. In her navel, he poised
a pink campion flower and surrounded
it with forget-me-nots and woodruff.
“That’s you in all your glory,” he said.
She watched with amusement his odd
intentness and she pushed a single bell
of hyacinth in his belly button and
wedged two large carnations over his
ears and wound strands of creeping
jenny round and about his limbs. And
he threw heaps of columbine in her lap
and a garland of campion on her head
and covered her out of sight with
bunches of petunia, portulaca, verbena,
and giant Burpee marigold.

He was in a hurry now, and he im-
petuously gathered everything in his
arms flowers and all and pressed it all
up against him madly, gathering in his

arms the columbine, creeping jenny,
campion, new mown hay, oak tufts,
honeysuckle, petunia, portulaca, ver-
bena, Burpee marigold, Vigoro, pruning
shears, and a hairy ground-spider. He
groped wildly in the flowers. Where was
Connie?

She had been standing at the open
door for some time looking at the rain
which was now straight and heavy, like
a steel curtain, and she had a sudden
desire to rush out into it, to rush away.
In the greenish light, she was ivory
colored and her keen animal breasts
tipped and stirred as she slipped on her
rubber shoes and ran out with a wild
little laugh holding up her breasts to the
heavy rain and spreading her arms and
running blurred in the rain with the
eurythmic dance-movements she had
learned so long ago in Dresden. It was a
strange pallid figure lifting and falling,
bending so the rain beat and glistened
on the full haunches, swaying up again
and coming belly forward through the
rain then stooping again, running then
slipping, ivory legs skidding, shooting
forward and upward and the full but-
tocks flopping splashing.

It was too much. He jumped out
naked and white with a little shiver
into the hard slanting rain. Connie, her
hair all wet and sticking to her head,
turned her hot face and saw him. Her
blue eyes blazed with excitement as she
rose and ran fast with a strange charging
movement, out of the clearing and down
the path, the wet boughs whipping her.
She ran, and he saw nothing but the
round wet head, the wet back leaning
forward in flight, the rounded buttocks
twinkling: a wonderful cowering female
nakedness in flight.

She was nearly at the wide riding
when he came up. She gave a shriek,
straightening in anticipation of his naked
arm around her soft naked-wet middle.
Here he would have her short and sharp
like an animal, she thought as his foot-
steps pounded up through the pouring
rain: pounded up to and passed her and
down the hill toward the brook- And his
faint frantic voice came back to where
she had halted confused.

“Wash! Wash ye sen wi' brown soap.
Tha damned campion! It twa nae cam-
pion a‘tall! It were toxicodendron!” And
as he paused an instant before he went
windmilling over the river-bank out of
sight, she saw nothing but his twinkling
white buttocks laced with red bumps
and welts.

“Toxicodendron,” Connie mused.
Now someone would have to carry all
that poison ivy and the rest of that na-
ture crap out of the hut, she thought,
absent-mindedly scratching her buttocks.
She was beginning to itch.



“He’s not the marrying kind — he’s already married.”
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JEEVES (continued from page 16)

Court. What one doesn’t see is why one
finds him buttling.”

“I told you that was his idea. He
thought he was such a celebrated figure
that it would arouse Mrs. Cream’s sus-
picions if he came here under his own
name.”

“I see what you mean. She would
catch him observing Wilbert and won-
der why — " i

“ —and eventually put two and two

together —
“—and start Hey-what's-the-big-idea-
ing.h

“Exactly. No mother likes to find that
her hostess has got a brain specialist
down to observe the son who is the
apple of her eye. It hurts her feelings.”

“Whereas, if she catches the butler
observing him, she merely says to her-
self, "Ah, an observant butler. Very
sensible. With this deal Uncle Tom's
got on with Homer Cream, it would be
fatal to risk giving her the pip in any
way. What is this deal they've got on,
by the way? Did Aunt Dahlia tell you?”

“Yes, but it didn't penetrate. It's
something to do with some land your
uncle owns somewhere, and Mr. Cream
is thinking of buying it and putting up
hotels and things. It doesn’t matter, any-
way. The fundamental thing, the thing
to glue the eye on, is that the Cream
contingent have to be kept sweetened
at any cost. So not a word to a soul”

“Quite. Bertram Wooster is not a
babbler. No spiller of the beans he. But
why are you so certain that Wilbert
Cream is loopy? He doesn’t look loopy
to me.”

“Have you met him?”

“Just for a moment. He was in a leafy
glade, reading poetry to the Mills girl.”

She took this big. “Reading poetry?
To Phyllis?”

“That's right. I thought it odd that a
chap like him should be doing such a
thing. Limericks, yes. If he had been
reciting limericks to her, I could have
understood it. But this was stuff from
one of those books they bind in limp
purple leather and sell at Christmas. I
wouldn't care to swear to it, bur it
sounded to me extremely like Omar
Khayydm.”

She continued to take it big. “Break
it up, Bertie, break it up! There’s not
a moment to be lost. You must go and
break it up immediately.”

“Who, me? Why me?”

“That’s what you're here for. Didn't
your aunt tell you? She wants you to
follow Wilbert Cream and Phyllis about
everywhere and see that he doesn't get
a chance of proposing.”

*“You mean that I'm to be a sort of
private eye or shamus, tailing them up?
I don't like it,” I said dubiously.

“You don't have to like it,” said

Bobbie. “You just do it.”

Wax in the hands of the other sex, as
the expression is, I went and broke it
up as directed, but mot blithely. It is
never pleasant for a man of sensibility
to find himself regarded as a buttinski
and a trailing arbutus, and it was thus,
I could see, that Wilbert Cream was pen-
ciling me in. At the moment of my
arrival he had suspended the poetry
reading and had taken Phyllis' hand in
his, evidently saying or about to say
something of an intimate and tender
nature. Hearing my “What hol” he
turned, hurriedly released the fin and
directed at me a look very similar to the
one I had recently received from Aubrey
Upjohn. He muttered something under
his breath about someone, whose name
I did not catch, apparently having been
paid to haunt the place.

*“Oh, it’s you again,” he said.

Well, it was, of course. No argument
about that.

“Kind of at a loose end?” he said.
“Why don’t you settle down somewhere
with a good book?”

I explained that I had just popped in
to tell them that tea was now being
served on the main lawn, and Phyllis
squeaked a bit, as if agitated.

“Oh, dearl” she said. “I must run.
Daddy doesn’t like me to be late for tea.
He says it's not respectful to my elders.”

I could see trembling on Wilbert
Cream’s lips a suggestion as to where
Daddy could stick himself and his views
on respect to elders, but with a powerful
effort he held it back.

“I shall take Poppet for a walk,” he
said, chirruping to the dachshund, who
was sniffing at my legs, filling his lungs
with the delicious Wooster bouquet.

“No tea?” I said.

!‘NO.”

“There are muffins.”

“Tchah!” he ejaculated, if that’s the
word, and strode off, followed by the
low-slung dog, and it was borne in upon
me that here was another source from
which I could expect no present at
Yuletide.

When Phyllis and I reached the lawn,
only Bobbie was at the tea table, and
this surprised us both.

“Where’s Daddy?"” Phyllis asked.

“He suddenly decided to go to Lon-
don,” said Bobbie.

“Why?"

“He didn’t tell me.”

“I must go and see him,” said Phyllis,
and buzzed off.

Bobbie seemed to be musing. “Do you
know what I think, Bertie?"

“What?”

“Well, when Upjohn came out just
now, he was all of a doodah, and he had
this week’s Thursday Review in his hand.
Came by the afterncon post, I suppaose.

I think he had been reading Reggie’s
comment on his book.”

“Oh, you know about that thing Kip-
per wrote?”

“Yes, he showed it to me one day
when we were having lunch together.”

“Very mordant, I gathered from what
he told me. But I don't see why that
should make Upjohn bound up to
London.”

“I suppose he wants to ask the editor
who wrote the thing, so that he can
horsewhip him on the steps of his club.
But of course they won't tell him, and it
wasn’t signed, so . . . Oh, hullo, Mrs.
Cream.”

The woman she was addressing was
tall and thin with a hawklike face that
reminded me of Sherlock Holmes. She
had an ink spot on her nose, the result
of working on her novel of suspense.
“I finished my chapter a moment ago,
so I thought I would stop for a cup of
tea,” said this littérateuse. “No good
overdoing it.”

“No. Quit when you're ahead of the
game, that’s the idea. This is Mrs.
Travers' nephew Bertie Wooster,” said
Bobbie with what 1 considered a far too
apologetic note in her voice. “Bertie
loves your books,” she added, quite un-
necessarily, and the Cream started like a
Boy Scout at the sound of a bugle.

“Oh, do you?”

“Never happier than when curled up
with one of them,” I said, trusting that
she wouldn't ask me which of them I
liked best.

“Always glad to meet the fans. Which
of my books do you like best?”

And I had got as far as “er” and was
wondering, though not with much hope,
if “All of them"” would meet the case,
when Pop Glossop joined us with a tele-
gram for Bobbie on a salver.

“Oh, thank you, Swordfish,” said Bob-
bie, taking the gram. It was fortunate
that I was not holding a teacup as she
spoke, for hearing Sir Roderick thus ad-
dressed 1 gave another of my sudden
starts. As it was, I merely sent a cucum-
ber sandwich flying through the air.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, for it had missed
the Cream by a hairbreadth.

On Ma Cream's brow there was a
thoughtful wrinkle, but her next words
showed that it was not on my activities
that her mind was dwelling but on the
recent Swordfish. Having followed him
with a keen glance as he faded from
view, she said: “This butler of Mrs.
Travers’, Do you know where she got
him, Miss Wickham?”

“At the usual pet shop, I think.”

“Had he references?”

“Oh yes. He was with Sir Roderick
Glossop, the brain specialist, for years.”

Ma Cream sniffed. “References can be
forged.”

“Good gracious! Why do you say that?”

(continued on page 61)



thelma was a swinging chick, but the whole town thought of her as only

Gl G R e

WHAT EVERYBODY SEEMS TO FORGET is that Glenn was home
from college when he met Thelma and all this happened. To
hear the talk, you would think he had been going with her
since grade school and had never looked at another girl. It
wasn't like that at all. And I'm the one guy who should know.

I took Thelma out right after she moved into town. We lived
on the same block and I saw her one day leaning on her front
gate. I went up and introduced myself and it was the easiest
thing in the world. That was the trouble, it was too easy.

Instead of going to a movie or something first, I went
straight out and parked, and there wasn't much in
the way of preliminaries. That was why I
stopped taking her out. Maybe I'm some-
thing of a romantic. I like to think that a
girl really wants to be chaste but that
she likes a guy so much, or one thing
leads to another, and she just can't
help herself. But when I feel that it
could have been almost any other
guy with her, then everything goes
out of it except the thrill.

About a week later Glenn and I
were hanging around the creamery
when Thelma came in. She smiled
hello to me and walked past. It
was an innocent enough smile.
One thing about Thelma, you
never could have guessed what
kind of a girl she was until you
got to know her.

“Who she?”” Glenn asked.

“New girl in town,” I said off-
hand. “She lives up my way.”

Maybe the fact that she was new
interested him. I doubt that it was
anything else, because Thelma was
too ordinary looking for someone like
Glenn. He was about the handsomest
guy in town. Thelma had a good figure,
but other than that she was kind of plain,
though certainly not homely.

“What's she like?” he asked me.

I shrugged. “Look for yourself.”

So he did. He stared at her where she had taken a seat in
a booth. And when he turned again he had a smile.

“Does she put out?”

A year ago that question would have surprised me. Glenn
had always been careful not to do any chasing in town.
There were plenty of girls who would have gone to meet
him more than halfway in the chasing, but he steered clear
of them. He went to the proms and the senior balls and
took out the real beauties, and everything looked so proper
that for a time some of us thought he was a prude.

Then at college everything changed. I know because I
roomed with him. About halfway through the school year
he had his first experience with sex, and from the way he
acted I guess he thought he discovered it. There just wasn't
anything else in life. He gave up studying and for a while I
thought he was going to flunk out of school. He pulled
through all right, but not by much. That was why his ques-
tion about Thelma didn’t surprise me.

Again I shrugged. *“Yeah, she puts out.”

As far as I know, that is the only statement ever made by
anyone in our town that might have given Thelma a bad
reputation. 1 had no qualms about telling Glenn. Not at the
time. Everybody was bound to learn what kind of a girl she
was before long. But I'm glad now that I never told anyone
but him. :

“Give me a knockdown,” Glenn said that day.

So I introduced them. For a while we all sat in a booth.
Then I left and Glenn took her out that night. I thought I

knew what would happen. I had seen him take out

girls at college. But what I did not count on was
his going with Thelma all that summer.
That was when she started to be known
as Glenn’s girl. It was about as much as
anyone knew about her. Nearly every
night they were together, driving up to
the city or somewhere else out of town.
‘Whenever you saw Thelma it was
usually pushed up close to Glenn
in the front seat of his car.
Another thing different was that
Glenn did not talk about Thelma
. the way he did the girls at college.
When I asked him how she was,
he would just smile and say,
& “Fine.” Of course, he said it in a
certain way so I knew. But he
never told me outright. I guess
he still wanted to protect his good
name in town. When summer was
over and he had to go back to
school, he would forget Thelma. In
the meantime he would have his fun
and keep it secret.

But then the summer did not end
that way. Glenn and I had gotten on with
the county surveying crew as chainmen

and we worked on a project down along the

river. It was a good job because we could strip

down and get a good suntan and yet the work

was not strenuous. Then too, we always took our

swim trunks along. The river past our town is too

swift for good swimming, but here and there we would find
a cove and take a dip during the lunch hour.

On a day toward the last of August, when we had only a
couple of weeks or so left on the job, we were working close
to the covered bridge where the town kids like to fish. Glenn
and I had just taken a swim north of there and then eaten
our lunch. We always swam before eating so we wouldn’t
get cramps. It was about time to go back to work and we
were lacing up our boots when one of the kids fell off the
bridge.

We heard the yelling and saw the kid bobbing up and
down at the middle of the river. He obviously didn't know
how to swim. He had both arms up in the air, not trying to
save himself at all.

You never think at a time like that. You do something and
do it quick. I started to take off all my clothes. But Glenn
didn't wait for that. He kicked off his boots and jumped in
with his pants on. And he was almost to the kid by the time
I was ready.

There was no point in my going  (continued on page 106)
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man at his leisure

HIALEAH RACE COURSE — where the sport of kings and pageantry share honors — is the elegant hub of the
same-name Florida city. During the racing season, from mid-January to early March, the track is a world of
taut-muscled, fleet-striding champions and those who surround them: owners, trainers, jockeys, stablehands,
outriders, touts and bettors. It is the illustrious world, past and present, of Whirlaway, Seabiscuit, Citation,
Nashua, Assault, Stymie, Armed and Round Table — pounding relentlessly toward the finish line under
the knowing hands of Arcaro, Atkinson, Longden, Hartack, Brooks and other famous jockeys, to the
accompaniment of constantly clicking pari-mutuel machines. When horses and horsemen move on to other
racing ovals, Hialeah remains open as a stopover for tourists attracted by the track’s inimitable beauty.
The clubhouse and grandstand are of striking French-Mediterranean chateau design. Behind them are the
tree-ringed paddocks, the English saddling stalls and the French Walking Ring (a replica of the one at
Paris’ Longchamp track). More than 300 proud flamingos and groups of stately black-necked swans strut
and swim around the 82-acre infield lake and islands. Fountains, flowers and trees dot the many drives and
walks. The world’s great horses and their silk-draped riders bring the flawlessly groomed main oval and
grass courses to life early in the year, but Hialeah race track is visually appealing  (concluded overleaf)
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Above: as post time approaches, the owner and jockey discuss race tactics while a
groom readies the thoroughbred, checking the horse’s shoes. A second stable aide
observes, waiting to strap on blinkers. Left: the horses, fully prepared for compe-
tition and eager to respond to the jockeys' urging, parade from the wolking ring
past the clubhouse porch to the track as Hicleah bettors survey them before wagering.

The jockeys at Hialeah are, as
artist Neiman saw them, an
array of superbly condi-
tioned harlequins. Attired in
the silks of their trade, the
jockeys acquire both identity
and dignity as they await the
moment when they will mount
their prized horses in the
race for prestige and proflt.
Understanding thorough-
breds and their idiosyncratic
mannersisthe challenge moti-
vating the jockey, the spur
that separates the mere rider
from the racing technician.
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man at his leisure (continued from page 52)

around the calendar.

It was this panorama of horse racing
and its accoutrements that captivated
artist LeRoy Neiman, on special assign-
ment at Hialeah for pLayBoy. Neiman,
already a racing devotee (he had visited
other tracks and had painted surging
horses and clinging jockeys before), was
eager to explore the unique realm of
Hialeah and to bring it to readers of
PLAYBOY'S Man at His Leisure series.
He suspected, and confirmed, that rac-
ing at lavish Hialeah is more than a
start-to-finish, place-your-bet prance. It
is a track for both sportsmen and
esthetes, as he quickly learned when he
set out to obtain an artist’s-eye view of
the course during the height of the rac-
ing seasom.

Neiman is an artist’s artist, the master
of the facets of his art, yet he is not the
willowy-fingered ascetic, the aimless,
soul-searching wanderer so common to
literature dealing with painters. No
introverted escapist, Neiman spends his
days confronting life in masculine terms,
moving easily from the gaming tables of
Las Vegas to the suave setting of New
York’s Café Chambord to the elite at-
mosphere of race courses like Hialeah.
His broad, capable hands have sketched
jazzmen and jockeys with equal percep-
tion, in his own vigorous style.

Equipped with sketch pad and a de-
sire to dig deep into all aspects of rac-
ing, Neiman moved into Hialeah on a
characteristically warm Florida day dur-
ing the racing season. Zealously explor-
ing the track, he observed the races, the
jockeys, the stable entourage, the tour-
ist-bettors and resident-bettors, the
compulsively gregarious touts and the
miscellaneous track followers. He was
moved by the imperial nature of the
clubhouse, the excitement of the packed
grandstand, the lush beauty of the
grounds and the compelling spirit of
the entire track atmosphere. He bet and
lost, sketched and won.

“‘Hialeah is an exotic garden,” Nei-
man says. “Its gaily-attired inhabitants
stroll through the palm-studded, flower-
bedded lawns like a family on a Sunday
outing. They pause to watch the fla-
mingos or the cascading fountains. Then
they make their way to the grandstand,
the huge baroque palace which unifies
the racing strip and the sprawling
grounds.”

Long before 1:30 — post time for the
first of the day’s nine races — Hialeah is
buzzing. Trainers and aides converge
at the stables. The horses wait stoically
in their stalls, like royalty expecting
attention. They've come to Hialeah
from across the United States (from
such farms as Al-Jo, Audley, Beauridge,
Darby Dan, Jacnot, Foxcatcher, Dixiana,
King Ranch, Maine Chance, Calumet,

whose names Neiman found charming)
and from several other points around
the globe. From England are Grey Mon-
arch and Loyal Lady; from Ireland are
Jack Ketch and Mark Antony. From
France is Mon Triomphe; from Chile is
Fouquier. From Argentina is Carlinga.
Money-winners and maidens, all hope-
fuls, are groomed by old hands. Familiar
weatherbeaten figures pace the ‘“back-
stage” area; among them is Sunny Jim
Fitzsimmons, trainer of Nashua, Bold
Ruler and many other winners. He has
led his horses into Hialeah's Barn A every
season since 1932. Fiuzsimmons, Calumet
Farm’s ace Jimmy Jones and other top
trainers keep a daily vigil over their
horses, readying them for Hialeah’s
stake races, including the Royal Poinci-
ana, the Everglades, the Jasmine, the
Hibiscus or the two $§100,000-added
stakes, the Widener and the Flamingo,
to list some of the plums of American
racing on the Hialeah calendar. Their
efforts diminish only when the crowd
arrives, when the horses have been
primed for the day's race and the bet-
tors have taken over, many of whom
arrive early enough for lunch and a
stroll through the entire track area be-
fore placing the first bet. Neiman stud-
ied the crowds.

“These track people are generally
mild-mannered,” he recalls. “There is
a quiet sort of politeness present, de-
spite the size of the betting horde. Rail-
birds, touts, amateur and professional
handicappers, and the serious-wagering
old-timers shuffle in front of the long
line of ticket windows, shading their
feelings with secretive expressions. They
scowl like scholars at their program
cards and dope sheets. They count and
recount their money. Tips are whis-
pered; mutuel tickets pop into eager
hands. Just before the race begins, the
mob in front of the ticket windows van-
ishes, to flock to the trackside for a
view and a hope.”

In the sun, the pageant takes place;
the horses —at the call of the horn —
parade to the post. The constantly-
changing odds blink on the giant tote-
board, as the horses — keyed up — walk
and sidle briskly into the chute. The
intently solemn jockeys are dressed in
colors of wine, tangerine, manganese,
violet, blue, both bold and exotic
tones. Neiman was impressed by the
stark contrast between the jockeys and
the conservatively garbed owners. On
the oval, seedy outriders escort the
thoroughbreds to the starting gate,
while in the shaded clubhouse chic
women and their neatly jacketed men
await the leap from the chute. Nearby,
20,000 shirt-sleeved, sun-drenched grand-
stand  spectators — including  grizzled
pensioners and visiting rubes from the

hinterlands — wait, too.

The horses spring from the gate and
the race is on. The field gallops toward
the bend, then veers around it into the
stretch. The crowd is on its feet. A wave
of urging shouts sweeps through the
stands, paralleling the horses as they fly
toward the finish line. Quickly, the
horses and jockeys relax and disappear
into the stable area. The victorious
horse struts into the winner’s circle for
momentary recognition. Once the re-
sults are posted, the crowd returns to
the ticket windows. The triumphant
bettors smile; the losers shred tickets,
brood briefly, and consult data sheets.
Thoughts turn to the next race.

Neiman surveyed the entire scene and
followed the jockeys into their dressing
room. He watched them, spoke with
them, and sketched. “ Jockeys are extraor-
dinary people; they meet the tough
demands of their trade only through
strenuous discipline. Usually intent and
serious when mounted, they are playful
or wholly relaxed when not competing,”
he says.

“Jockey agents and kibitzers bandy
profane, jesting insults as the valets
brush boots and the jockeys change silks.
The odor blended of boot polish,
leather, ointments and steam seems to
envelop the room. I saw Eddie Arcaro
sewing a button on his silk trousers.
Fully at ease, he neatly clipped the
thread, carefully replaced the needle
and scissors in their case, and nodded
to me. Relaxing is no problem for such
a pro.

“The other jocks moved around the
room. Some played ping-pong or bil-
liards. Others looked at copies of The
Racing Form or the daily newspaper,
the former for news of themselves, the
latter for news of their investments. A
few marched into the steam room, the
newspaper's financial pages in hand, to
shed a couple of ounces and note market
gains and losses. A string of jockeys en-
tered, dusty from the race just con-
cluded. The interplay continued. Peach-
fuzz-faced apprentices seemed innocent
next to the vets—old-timer Johnny
Longden, the slick Arcaro or a set-jawed
journeyman like Sam Boulmetis. They
seemed to me to be harlequins on
horseback.

“The jockeys and all the others who
work at Hialeah admire its beauty,”
Neiman says. “They favor it over most
other tracks. They radiate a singular
pride and satisfaction when racing
there,” he says.

Neiman feels this pronounced loyalty
and affection, too, in reflecting on his
visit to Hialeah. In this fortunate case,
such feelings have been recorded, in
paintings that reflect the regal world of
Hialeah and the people who frequent it.



IMID-WINTER
THRW

IF YOU'RE LIKE US, February is a month
that calls for a blues-bouncer. Slush,
snuffles, and the other bitter bites of
winter have been with us so long they
seem like permanent institutions,
and the green sheen of spring seems
like a pleasant dream from the past.
Gloom pervades. What's needed to
dispel the pallor of these days is a
happy harbinger.. The harbingcr
should be neatly wrapped (37-23-36)
and young (21), plus personable
cnough to turn our heads toward
the shape of things to come. Gentle-
men, you need look no further —
mect Susie Scott. If you knew Susie
like we know Susie, you'd know that
she’s a Chicago girl whose hobbies
are books, records and men, though
not nccessarily in that order. She’s
a girl guarantced to warm the frozen
cockles of the coldest heart, and our
Miss February.

a summery sight

for snow-blind eyes

‘II







PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARIO CASILLI

i -

Warm girls naturally gravitate to-
ward warm music—here Susie audi-
tions a Sinatra disc. Like most of our
readers (see Playboy Jazz Poll results
elsewhere in this issue), she flips over
the titillative tones of The Thin One.



PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

Ivs usually a girl’s geography that de-
termines her history.

We know an amorous millionaire who's
terribly indiscreet, yet so wealthy that
he doesn’t give a damn. He begins each
letter to his sweethearts, “My Darling,
and Gentlemen of the Jury .. .”

O ur Unabashed Dictionary defines nud-
ists as people who go in for altogether-
ness.

The inroads of television have trebled
unemployment among film actors. Take,
for example, the movie producer who
came home unexpectedly one night and
found his wife in the arms of one-time
B-movie hero Chester Beefcake.

“Heyl” cried the upset producer.
“What are you doing?”

Chester’s manly brow knotted in con-
cern. “To tell you the truth,” he said
earnestly, “not much of anything these
days."

So seldom is she in her cups, Margie’s
forgotten what size she takes.

Marriage is a good deal like taking a
bath — not so hot once you get accus-
tomed to it.

It was the cocktail hour in a swank
lounge. Henry, a lingerie manufacturer,
recognized the man imbibing next to
him as Bud Smiley, well.known TV
m.c. Sensing a business opportunity, he
introduced himself and his company to
the star.

“Listen,” he said conspiratorially,
“how would you like to plug my prod-

uct on your show?”

Bud lifted an eyebrow. “That all de-
pends on what's in it for me,” he said.

“Tell you what,” Henry replied. “I'll
send you one of our finest and filmiest
negligees. How's that?”

Bud smiled indolently. “That all de-
pends,” he repeated, “on what's in it
for me.”

Men who are getting on in years should
console themselves with the thought that
when they get too old to set bad exam-
ples, they can always start giving advice.

With the world of Paris passing by their
outdoor café, Gaston was explaining to
Pierre the plot of Lolita, which he had

Jjust finished reading.

“It is an amazing book,” Gaston said
to his worldly friend. “It tells of a love
affair between a middle-aged man and
a twelve-year-old.”

“Ah!’" exclaimed Pierre. “A twelve-
year-old what?”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines vo-
tupiuous woman as one who has curves
in places where some girls don’t even
have places.

The door of the psychiatrist’s office
burst open and a man rushed in. He
was obviously in an advanced stage of
agitation.

“Doctor,” he cried, “you've got to
help me. I'm sure I'm losing my mind.
I can’t remember anything ... not what
happened a year ago, or even what hap-
pened yesterday! I must be going Cl‘aZ{l %

“Hmm,"” said the psychiatrist thought-
fully. “Just when did you first become
aware of this problem?”

The man looked puzzled. “What prob-
lem?”

Many a man who thinks he’s going on a
maiden voyage with a girl finds out later
from her lawyer that it was a shake-
down cruise.

Heard any good ones lately? Send your
favorites to Parly Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, 1ll., and
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used.
In case of duplicates, payment goes to
first received. Johes cannot be returned.



“Tonight? After the show? Sardi’s? Yes or no?!”
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three fine old situations,

drawn and quartered

SYEANWHILE,
BACK AT THE
BROMIDE

satire By ROBERT SHECKLEY

Writers of mystery and detective nov-
els have, for years, relied upon cer-
tain classic, recurrent plots and story
devices. Three favorites have been
T he Desperate Chase, T he Disguised
Agent and The Locked Room. Here,
Robert Sheckley offers his own ver-
sions of all three. They are drasti-
cally condensed, but in another sense
they are extended to the nth degree.

THE DESPERATE CHASE

HIs TIME it looked like
the end for Arkady
Varadin, formerly a
magician, now a much-
wanted criminal. Cool
and resourceful in the
face of danger, cun-
ning and ruthless, dan-
gerous as a puff adder,
master of illusion and fanciful escapes,
the thin-faced Varadin had overstepped
himself this time.

After his spectacular escape from the
Denning maximum-security penitentia-
ry, any other man would have stayed
out of sight. Not Varadin. Singlehanded
he held up a bank in the small town of
Croesus, Maine. Escaping, he shot and

killed two guards who were foolish
enough to reach for their guns. He had
stolen a car and made off.

But then his luck turned. The FBI
had been waiting for something like this.
Within an hour they were on Varadin's
trail. Even then the master criminal
might have escaped; but his stolen car
ran out of gas.

Varadin abandoned the car and went
into the mountains. Five FBI agents
were close behind. At long range, Vara-
din plugged two of them with four shots
from his revolver. He had no more am-
munition. There were still three agents
coming up the mountain, and a local
guide was with them.

A bad break! Varadin hurried on. All
he had now was 75 thousand dollars of
bank money, and his escape kit. He tried
to throw off his pursuers, leading them
up mountains and doubling back
through valleys.

But the Maine guide could not be
deceived in his native woods. Inexorably
the gap closed between hunters and
hunted.

At last Varadin found himself on a
dirt road. He followed it and came to a
granite quarry. Beyond the quarry,
cliffs tilted steeply into the boulder-
strewn sea. T'o climb down was possible;
but the FBI agents would pick him off
before he reached the bottom.

He looked around. The quarry was
strewn with gray granite boulders of
all sizes and shapes. Varadin’s luck, his
fantastic luck, was still with him. It was
time for his final illusion.

He opened his escape kit and took
out an industrial plastic that he had
modified for his own use. His quick
fingers constructed a [framework of
branches, lashing them together with
his shoelaces. Over this he spread the
plastic, rubbing dirt and granite dust
into it. When he was done, he stepped
back and surveyed his work.

Yes, it looked like any other large
boulder, except for a hole in one side.

Varadin stepped in through this hole,
and, with his remaining plastic, sealed
all but a tiny breathing hole. His con-
cealment was complete. Now, with fatal-
istic calm, he waited to see if the trick
would work.

In minutes the FBI men and the guide
reached the quarry. They searched it
thoroughly, then ran to the edge and
looked over. At last they sat down on a
large gray boulder.

“He must have jumped,” said the
guide.

“I don’t believe it,” said the chief
agent. “You don't know Varadin.”

“Well, he ain’t here,” said the guide.
“And he couldn’t have doubled back
on us.”

The chief agent scowled and tried to
think. He put a cigarette in his mouth
and scratched a match on the boulder.

The match wouldn’t light.

“That's funny,” he said. “Either I've
got wet matches or you've got soft boul-
ders here.”

The guide shrugged his shoulders.

The agent was about to say something
else when an old panel truck with 10
men in the back drove into the quarry.

“Catch him yer?” the driver asked.

“Nope,” the agent said. “I guess he
must have gone over the edge.”

“Good riddance,” the truck driver
said. “In that case, if you gents don't
mind ——" 4

The FBI agent shrugged his shoulders.
“OK, I guess we can write him off.” He
stood up, and the guide and the other
agents followed him out of the quarry.

“All right, boys,” the driver said.
“Let’s get to work.”

The men scrambled out of the truck,
which was marked EASTERN MAINE GRAVEL
CORPORATION.

“Ted,” the driver said, “you might as
well plant your first charges under that
big boulder the G-man was sitting on.”

THE DISGUISED AGENT

AMES HADLEY, the fa-
mous Secret Service
Agent, was caught. On
his way to the Istanbul
airport, his enemies
had pursued him into
a cul-de-sac near the
Golden Horn. They
had dragged him into
a long black limousine driven by an oily,
scar-faced Greek. Car and chauffeur
waited outside while Hadley's captors
took him upstairs to a disreputable
room in Istanbul’s Armenian sector not
tar from the Rue Chaffre.

e was the worst spot the famous agent
had ever been in. He was strapped to a
heavy chair. Standing in front of him
was Anton Lupescu, the sadistic Rou-
manian head of secret police and im-
placable foe of Western forces. Grouped
around Lupescu in a sinister circle were
Chang, Lupescu’s impassive manservant,
and Madam Oui, the cold, beautiful
Eurasian.

“Pig of an American,” sneered
Lupescu, “will you tell us where you
have hidden the plans for America’s
new high-orbiting sub-molecular three-
stage fusion-conversion unit?’

Hadley merely smiled beneath his gag.

“My friend,” Lupescu said softly,
“there is pain that no man can bear.
Why not save yourself the annoyance?”

Hadley's gray eyes were amused. He
did not answer.

“Bring the torture instrnments,” Lu-




pescu sneered. “We will make the capi-
talist dog speak.”

Chang and Madam Oui left the room.
Quickly Lupescu unstrapped Hadley.

“We must hurry, old man,” Lupescu
said. “They'll be back in a shake.”

“I don't understand,” Hadley said.
“You are —"

“British Agent 432 at your service,”
Lupescu said, bowing, a twinkle in his
eye. “Couldn’t reveal myself with Chang
and Madam Oui mucking about. Now
get those plans back to Washington, old
fellow. Here's a gun. You might need it.

Hadley took the heavy silenced auto-
matic, snapped off the safety, and shot
Lupescu through the heart.

“Your loyalty to the People's Govern-
ment,” Hadley said, in perfect Russian,
“has long been suspect. Now we know.
The Kremlin will be amused.”

Hadley stepped over the corpse and
opened the door. Standing in front of
him was Chang.

“Dog!” Chang snarled, lifting a heavy
silenced automatic.

“Waitl” Hadley cried. “You don’t
understand — "

Chang fired once. Hadley slumped to
the floor.

Quickly Chang stripped off his Ori-
ental disguise, revealing himself as the
true Anton Lupescu. Madam Oui came
back into the room and gasped.

“Do not be alarmed, little one,” Lu-

said. “The impostor who called
himself Hadley was actually Chang, a
Chinese spy.”

“But who was the other Lupescu?”
Madam Oui asked.

“Obviously,” Lupescu said, *he was
the true James Hadley. Now where could
those plans be?”

A careful search revealed a wart on
the right arm of the corpse who had
claimed to be James Hadley. The wart
was artificial. Under it were the precious
microfilm plans. :

“The Kremlin will reward us,” Lu-
pescu said. “Now we —"

He stopped. Madam Oui had picked
up a heavy silenced automatic. “Dogl”
she hissed, and shot Lupescu through
the heart.

Swiftly Madam Oui stripped off her
disguise, revealing beneath it the person
of the true James Hadley, American
Secret Agent.

Hadley hurried down to the street.
The black limousine was still waiting,
and the scar-faced Greek had drawn a
gun.
“Well?” the Greek asked.

“I have them,"” said Hadley. “You did
your work well, Chang.”

“Nothing to it,” said the chauffeur,
stripping off his disguise and revealing
the face of the wily Chinese Nationalist
detective. “We had better hurry to the
airport, eh old hoy?”

“Quite,” said James Hadley.

The powerful black car sped into the
darkness. In a corner of the car, some-
thing moved and clutched Hadley’s arm.

It was the true Madam Oui.

“Oh Jimmy,” she said, “is it all over
at last?”

“It’s all over. We've won,” Hadley
said, holding the beautiful Eurasian girl
tightly to him.

THE LOCKED ROOM

IR TREVOR MELLANBY,
the eccentric old Brit-
ish scientist, kept a
small laboratory on a
corner of his Kent
estate. He entered his
lab on the morning of
June 17. When three
days passed and the
aged peer did not emerge, his family
grew anxious. Finding the doors and
windows of the laboratory locked, they
summoned the police.

The police broke down the heavy oak
door. Inside they found Sir Trevor
sprawled lifeless across the concrete floor.
The famous scientist’s throat had been
savagely ripped out. The murder wea-
pon, a three-pronged garden trowel, was
lying nearby. Also, an expensive Bo-
khara rug had been stolen. Yet all doors
and windows were securely barred from
the inside.

It was an impossible murder, an im-
possible theft. Yet there it was. Under
the circumstances, Chief Inspector Mor-
ton was called. He came at once, bring-
ing his friend Doctor Crutch, the famous
amateur criminologist.

“Hang it all, Crutch,” Inspector Mor-
ton said, several hours later. “I confess
the thing has me stumped.”

“It does seem rather a facer,” Crutch
said, peering nearsightedly at the rows of
empty cages, the bare concrete floor, and
the cabinet full of gleaming scalpels.

“Curse it 2all,” the inspector said, “I've
tested every inch of wall, floor and ceil-
ing for secret passages. Solid, absolutely
solid.”

“You're certain of that?” Dr. Crutch
asked, a look of surprise on his jolly face.

“Absolutely. But I don't see —”

“It becomes quite obvious,” Dr. Crutch
said. “Tell me, have you counted the
lights in the lab?”

“Of course. Six.”

“Correct. Now if you count the light
switches, you will find seven.”

“But I don't see —"

“Isn't it obvious?” Crutch asked.
“When have you ever heard of absolutely
solid walls? Let's try those switches!”

One by one ‘they turned the switches.

When they turned the last, there was an
ominous grinding sound. The roof of
the laboratory began to rise, lifted on
massive steel screws set into the walls.

"Great Scottl” cried Inspector Morton.

“Exactly,” said Dr. Crutch. “One of
Sir Trevor’s little eccentricities. He liked
his ventilation.”

“So the murderer killed him, crawled
out between roof and wall, then closed
a switch on the outside —”

“Not at all,” Dr. Crutch said. “Those
screws haven't been used in months.
Furthermore, the maximum opening be-
tween wall and ceiling is less than seven
inches. No, Morton, the murder was far
more diabolic than that.”

“T'11 be cursed if I can see it,” Morton
said.

*Ask yourself,” Crutch said, “why the
murderer should use a2 weapon as clumsy
as a trowel instead of the deadly scalpels
right here to hand!”

“Blast it all,” Morton said, “I don't
know why.”

“There is a reason,” Crutch said grim-
ly. “Do you know anything of the nature
of Sir Trevor's research?”

“All England knows that,” Morton
said. “He was working on a method to
increase animal intelligence. Do you
mean —"

“Precisely,” Crutch said. “Sir Trevor's
method worked, but he had no chance
to give it to the world. Have you noticed
how empty these cages are? Mice were in
them, Morton! His own mice, their
intelligence and doubtless their ferocity
increased, fell upon him. Hundreds of
them, Morton! His own mice killed him,
then fled down the drains.”

“I —1I can't believe it,” Morton said,
stunned. “Why did they use the trowel?”

“Think, man!” cried Crutch. “They
wanted to conceal their crime. They
didn't want all England on a mouse
hunt! So they used the trowel to rip out
Sir Trevor's throat—after he was dead.”

“why?’l

“To disguise the marks of their teeth,”
Crutch said quietly.

“Hmm. But wait!” Morton said. “It’s
an ingenious theory, Crutch, but it
doesn’t explain the theft of the rugl”

“The missing rug is my final clue,”
Dr. Crutch said. “A microscopic exami-
nation will show that the rug was chewed
to bits and carried down the drains piece
by piece.”

“What on earth for?"”

“Solely,” said Dr. Crutch, “to conceal
the bloody footprints of a thousand tiny
feet.”

“What can we do?” Morton said, after
a pause.

“Nothing!” Crutch said savagely. “Per-
sonally, I propose to go home and pur-
chase several dozen cats. I suggest that
you do likewise.”

Y
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JEEVES (continued from page 50)

“Because I am not at all easy in my
mind about this man. He has a criminal
face.”

“Well, you might say that about
Bertie.”

“I feel that Mrs. Travers should be
warned. In my Blackness at Night the
butler turned out to be one of a gang of
crooks, planted in the house to make it
easy for them to break in. The inside
stand, it's called. I strongly suspect that
this is why this Swordfish is here, though
of course it is quite possible that he is
working on his own. One thing I am
sure of, and that is that he is not a
genuine butler.”

“What makes you think that?” I asked,
handkerchiefing my upper slopes, which
had become considerably bedewed.

Her manner suggested that she was
glad I had asked her that. “T'll tell you
what makes me think it. He betrays his
amateurishness in a hundred ways. This
very morning I found him having a long
conversation with Wilbert. A real butler
would never do that. He would feel it
was a liberty.”

1 contested this statement. *“Now
there,” 1 said, “I take issue with you,
if taking issue means what I think it
means. Many of my happiest hours have
been passed chatting with butlers, and it
has nearly always happened that it was
they who made the first advances. They
seek me out and tell me about their
rheumatism. Swordfish looks all right to
me.'l

“You are not a student of criminology,
as I am. I have the trained eye, and my
judgment is never wrong. That man is
here for no good.”

I could see that all this was making
Bobbie chafe, but her better self pre-
vailed and she checked the heated retort.
“But don’t you think, Mrs. Cream, that
it may be just your imagination? You
have such a wonderful imagination.
Bertie was saying only the other day that
he didn't know how you did it. Wrote
all those frightfully imaginative books,
I mean. Weren't you, Bertie?”

“My very words.”

“And if you have an imagination, you
can't help imagining. Can you, Bertie?”

“Dashed difficult.”

Her honeyed words were wasted. The
Cream continued to dig her toes in like
Balsam’s ass, of whom you have doubt-
less heard. “I'm not imagining that that
butler is up to something fishy,” she said
tartly. “And I should have thought it
was pretty obvious what that something
was. You seem to have forgotten that
Mr. Travers has one of the finest collec-
tions of old silver in England.” (This
was correct. Owing possibly to some flaw
in his mental make-up, Uncle Tom has
been collecting old silver since I was so
high, and I suppose the contents of the

room on the ground floor where he parks
the stuff are worth a princely sum.)
“Mrs. Travers was showing it to Willie
the other day and he was thrilled. Willie
collects old silver himself.”

With each hour that passed I was find-
ing it more and more difficult to get a
tochold on the character of W. Cream.
An in-and-out performer, if ever there
was one. First all that poetry, I mean,
and now this. 1 had always supposed
that rounders didn’t give a hoot for
anything except hot blondes and cold
bottles.

“He says there are any number of
things in Mr. Travers’ collection that he
would give his back teeth for. There was
an 18th Century cow-creamer he particu-
larly coveted. So keep your eye on that
butler. I'm certainly going to keep mine.
Well,"” said the Cream, rising, “I must be
getting back to my work. I always like to
rough out a new chapter before finish-
ing for the day.”

She legged it, and for a moment silence
reigned. Then Bobbie said, “Phew!” and
I agreed that “Phewl!” was the mot juste.

“We'd better get Glossop out of here
quick,” I said.

“How can we? It's up to your aunt to
do that, and she’s away.”

“Then I'm jolly well going to get out
myself. There’s too much impending
doom buzzing around these parts for my
taste. Brinkley Court, once a peaceful
country house, has become like some-
thing sinister out of Edgar Allan Poe,
and it makes my feet cold. I'm leaving.”

“You can’t till your aunt gets back.
There has to be some sort of host or
hostess here, and I simply must go home
tomorrow and see Mother. You'll have
to clench your teeth and stick it.”

I should probably have said some-
thing pretty cutting in reply to this, if
I could have thought of anything, but as
I couldn’t I didn’t. “What's Aunt
Dahlia's address?” I said.

“Royal Hotel, Eastbourne. Why?"

“Because,” 1 said, taking another cu-
cumber sandwich, “I'm going to wire
her to ring me up tomorrow without
fail, so that I can apprise her of what’s
going on in this joint.”

I forget how the subject arose, but I
remember Jeeves once saying that sleep
knits up the raveled sleeve of care. Ap-
plesauce, in my opinion. It seldom pans
out that way with me, and it didn’t now.
I had retired to rest taking a dim view
of the current situation, and opening
my eyes to a new day, as the expression
is, I found myself taking an even dim-
mer. Who knew, 1 asked myself as 1
practically pushed the breakfast egg
away untasted, what Ma Cream might
not at any moment uncover? And who
could say how soon, if I continued to be

always at his side, Wilbert Cream
would get it up his nose and start at
tacking me with tooth and claw? Musing
along these lines, I had little appetite for
lunch, though Anatole had extended
himself to the utmost. I winced every
time the Cream shot a sharp, suspicious
look at Pop Glossop as he messed about
at the sideboard, and the long, loving
looks her son Wilbert kept directing at
Phyllis Mills chilled me to the marrow.
At the conclusion of the meal he would,
1 presumed, invite the girl to accompany
him again to that leafy glade, and it was
idle to suppose that there would not be
pique on his part, or even chagrin, when
I came along, too. Fortunately, as we
rose from the table, Phyllis said she was
going to her room to finish typing Dad-
dy's speech, and my mind was eased for
the nonce. Even a New York rounder,
accustomed from his earliest years to
pursue blondes like a bloodhound,
would hardly follow her there and press
his suit. Seeming himself to recognize
that there was nothing constructive to
be done in that direction for the mo-
ment, he said in a brooding voice that
he would take Poppet for a walk,
whereas I selected one of Ma Cream’s
books from Aunt Dahlia’s shelves and
took it out to read in a deck chair on the
lawn. And I should no doubt have en-
joyed it enormously, for the Cream un-
questionably wielded a gifted pen, had
not the warmth of the day caused me
to drop off into a gentle sleep in the
middle of Chapter Two. Waking from
this some little time later and running
an eye over myself to see if the raveled
sleeve of care had been knitted up—
which it hadn't — 1 was told that 1 was
wanted on the telephone. I hastened to
the instrument, and Aunt Dahlia’s voice
came thundering over the wire: “Bertie?”

“Bertram it is.”

“Why the devil have you been such a
time? I've been hanging onto this
damned receiver a long hour by Shrews-
bury clock.”

“Sorry. I came on winged feet, but I
was out on the lawn when you broke
loose. How’s Bonzo?”

“Getting along.”

“What was it?”

“German measles, but he’s out of
danger. Well, what’s all the excitement
about? Why did you want me to phone
you? Just so that you could hear Auntie’s
voice?”

“I am always glad to hear Auntie’s
voice, but 1 had a deeper and graver
reason. I thought you ought to know
about all these lurking perils in the
home."”

“What lurking perils?”

“Ma Cream for one. She's hotting up.
She entertains suspicions.”

“What of?”

(continued on page 70)
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Bmvm’ 1S DANDY — a$ our chap '1hovr: pouring his date a ,smf:el of that aromatic potation is deqﬂonstmtmgm
and liquor is slicker when you scrve it from yowr owii home bar. It's downright embarrassing, time-wasting
and clumsy to offer your favorite Iemmie a double martini and have to ransack the entire apartment rounding
up giasses utensils and hooch. And 'when all the accoutferrients are assembled, you've still got to search for
‘counter space —sPace that won't stain or scratch — on 'which youn ¢ocktails to goncoct. It all proves, we feel,
lhat a bar just can’t He beslt:tl as the spot for storing, swizzling and sipping your libations.
‘A previous PLAYBOY (_]alluar} 1958) gave the basics of barmanship — formulas, supplies and utensils —
but e hold it high time to put these in their proper setting, and sp have selected the best of the current cop
of home bars. The styles vary from stand-up bars [for which you Il want bar stools, of course) to cellarettes;
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Left: the console by Springer-Penguin offers 3.5 cubic feet of refrigeration space, ice-cube trays, two dry storage com-
partments, matched wood grain formica serving section, mirrored back, hand-rubbed walnut finish, $795. Above: the
elegance of fine champagne complements the bar of parallel parquet Travertine marble with brass trim. Features: glass
shelves, Lumiline light in interior, solid brass toe rail, pumice finish on walnut woed, by Kent of Grand Rapids, $1452.50.




the materials from marble to reed wrap; and the prices from Cham-
pale to champagne.

Some, like the bar below, feature matching back bars for extra
bottle storage. Several feature horizontal wine storage racks which
mitigate the danger of cork dry-outs and evaporation. And some sport
self-contained refrigeration units for ice cubes and for imparting that
tangy chill to your white wines, champagnes, beers and ales.

They're all delightful centers of good cheer for those Dionysian
digs of yours, or, if you're thinking of gifting someone, they're as super
for sending as they are for tending.
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The tall bourbon and sodas rest on the stain-resistant white Melamine sur-
face of a Shaver-Howard bar, of solid birch (walnut finish) and natural reed
wrap over iron frame, with two shelves for storage, $98; back bar, $27.




nostalgia By THEODORE PRATT

LA BOUTIQUE> FANTASQUES
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this quaint parisian shop stole a motto from the boy scouts

THERE’'S PROBABLY NOTHING MORE EXCITING tO a young man just out of college, or any young man in
his early twenties, than a year in Paris absolutely on his own. He’s old enough to have developed some
appreciation of the joys of life, and yet is not held down by intimidating experience or cynical
disillusionment.

1 was lucky enough to be among those who knew Paris at such an age, and my year came in the
mid-1920s. Those of us who knew the delightfully wicked city then are apt to look upon that time as
the very best.

Paris meant girls —girls readily accessible. If you were foolish it meant American girls also
having their year’s fling in Paris. The only trouble with them was that you didn’t need to go to Paris
to find them. For sensitive men, the girls had to be French. If you were extremely lucky, you could
make a liaison with a French girl on a purely amateur basis. If you have ever had the love of a bright,
understanding, charming, witty, and extremely feminine French girl, then you'll know what 1 mean.

Mostly, however, you had to purchase a ticket to the world of the French cocotte. Your taste and
your pocketbook dictated whether this might be a girl whose headquarters were a table at a corner
café or at one of the posh places on the Champs-Elysées.

In any case, you needed, if you had any sense, some reliable articles to take along on your adven-
tures. Then, as now, the French were quite frank about such things. There were, when I knew Paris,
and presumably still are, little stores that sold such articles exclusively.

One of these was located on the Rue de Montpensier, a narrow, dark little street not far from
the Louvre. In faded gold letters above its door was the sign, Articles d’Hygiéne. The Montpensier
shop, as it was known to its clientele, was a tiny place, dimly lit by a single naked electric bulb that
hung over the single glass counter.

The goods were kept in the ancient glass case in boxes, and never open to the public gaze except
when being shown to a customer. Besides those in the case, numerous drawers beneath the counter
held the stock that was actually sold.

The shop was run by a little old lady known as Madame Montpensier. To appreciate her and
her shop you had to speak French fairly well, understand Gallic humor, and not be a prude. She
was a skinny woman who looked to be well in her sixties, but her esteem of, and enthusiasm for
Pamour, at least in the vicarious but lively connection she had with it, was keen and ready.

In order to impart to you Madame Montpensier’'s gusto and thorough job orientation, it will be
necessary to digress for a moment and tell you about a friend of mine who was one of her best
customers. He was an American in his late twenties, who was spending his entire life in sexual
enjoyment. He had the inherited means to devote all his days to what he felt was the single most
pleasurable thing in life, and had chosen Paris as the most logical place to pursue it. He was one of
those extremely fortunate men able to do just exactly what he wanted to do most, and he savored
every varied moment of it. He was quite voluble about it, not in a defensive way, for he felt no
need to defend himself. One thing he firmly believed was that sex was just as good without
romantic love, if not better. He had known both, and infinitely preferred it without. The complica-
tions were fewer. And though with a single woman you could experience some variation, this did
not compare with the diversity to be found among many.

He had kept some statistics on himnself, and he was, at that time of his life, just past the 500
mark. That was 34 years ago, and he fully expected to know some thousands of women before he
died. He was one of the most cheerful men I have ever known, and perhaps the most contented. He
was generous and kind to all his girls, and never lost his good nature or temper when they tried to
mulct him; instead, he quietly dropped them. He was a man of taste regarding food, clothes and art
as well as sex, and one of my main regrets has been losing touch with him. Perhaps he has reached
his ultimate goal: to die, at a vigorous age, in the arms of a beautiful girl. He even spoke of making
a provision in his will for a legacy to this girl, whoever she turned out to be. I have spent quite a bit
of time wondering if he ever carried out this plan; I hope he did.

I first met Madame Montpensier when this gentleman took me to her shop. The two were old
friends and had a great deal of mutual admiration. He greeted her respectfully as “Madame” and
after asking about her health they spoke of the weather briefly. These formalities over, she gave him
her real greeting, bursting forth, as though relieved to have the small talk over with.

“Now, then, I see that the Monsieur has returned to find again (concluded on page 105)
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JEEVES (continued from page 64)

“Pop Glossop. She doesn’t like his
face.”

“Well, hers is nothing to write home
about.”

“She thinks he isn’t a real butler.”

From the fact that my ear drum nearly
split in half I deduced that she had
laughed a jovial laugh. “Let her think!”

“You aren’t perturbed?”

“Not a bit. She can’'t do anything
about it. Anyway, Glossop ought to be
leaving in about a week. He told me he
didn’t think it would take longer than
that to make up his mind about Wilbert.
Adela Cream doesn’t worry me. Any-
thing else on your mind?”

“Yes, this Wilbert Cream-Phyllis
thing.”

“Ah, now you're talking. That's
important. Did young Bobbie Wickham
tell you that you'd got to stick to Wil-
bert closer than —"

“A brother?”

I was going to say porous plaster but
have it your own way. She explained
the position of affairs?”

“She did, and it's precisely that that
I want to thresh out with you.”

“All right, start threshing.”

“As we go through this life, my dear
old ancestor,” I said, “we should always
strive to see the other fellow’s side of a
thing, the other fellow in the case under
advisement being Wilbert Cream. Has
it occurred to you to put yourself in
Wilbert Cream’s place and ask yourself
how he's going to feel, being followed
around all the time? It isn’t as if he was
Mary.”

“Mary?? Bertie,
‘British constitution.

I reeled it off in a bell-like voice.

“Well, you seem all right,” she said
grudgingly. “How do you mean he isn't
Mary? Mary who?"

“] don't think she had a surname,
had she? 1 was alluding to the child who
had a little lamb with fleece as white as
snow, and everywhere that Mary went
the lamb was sure to go. Now I'm not
saying that I have feece as white as
snow, but I am going everywhere that
Wilbert Cream goes, and one speculates
with some interest as to what the upshot
will be. He already gives me nasty looks.”

“That's all right. He can’t intimidate
me.”

I saw that she was missing the gist.
“Yes, but don’t you see the peril that
looms?”

“I thought you said it lurked.”

“And looms. What I'm driving at is
that if [ persist in this porous plastering,
a time must inevitably come when, feel-
ing that actions speak louder than words,
he will haul off and bop me one. In
which event, I shall have no alternative
but to haul off and bop kim one. The
Woosters have their pride. And when I

you're tight. Say

(1]

bop them, they stay bopped till night-
fall.”

She bayed like a foghorn, showing
that she was deeply stirred. “You'll do
nothing of the sort, unless you want to
have an aunt’s curse delivered on your
doorstep by special messenger. Don't you
dare start mixing it with that man, or
I’ll tattoo my initials on your chest with
a meat axe. Turn the other cheek, you
poor fish. If my nephew socked her
son, Adela Cream would never forgive
me. She would go running to her hus-
band —"

“—and Uncle Tom’s deal would be
dished. That’s the very point I'm trying
to make. If Wilbert Cream is bust one,
it must be by somebody having no con-
nection with the Travers family. You
must at once engage a substitute for Ber-
tram. Kipper Herring is the man you
want. He will spring to the task of dog-
ging Wilbert’s footsteps, and if Wilbert
bops him and he bops Wilbert, it won't
matter, he being outside talent. Not that
I anticipate that Wilbert will dream of
doing so, for Kipper's mere appearance
commnands respect. The muscles of his
brawny arms are strong as iron bands,
and he has a cauliffower ear.”

When she spoke, it was in quite an
awed voice. “Do you know, Bertie, there
are times — rare, yes, but they do hap-
pen —when your intelligence is almost
human. You've hit it. I never thought of
young Herring. Do you think he could
come?”

“He was saying to me only the day
before yesterday that his dearest wish
was to cadge an invitation. Anatole’s
cooking is green in his memory.”

“Then send him a wire. You can tele-
phone it to the post office. Sign it with
my name.”

She rang off, and 1 was about to draft
the comnmunication, when, as so often
happens to one on relaxing from a great
strain, I became conscious of an imperi-
ous desire for a little something quick.
Oh, for a beaker full of the warnn south,
as Jeeves would have said. I pressed the
bell, accordingly, and sank into a chair,
and presently the door opened and a
circular object with a bald head and
bushy eyebrows manifested itself, giving
me quite a start. I had quite forgotten
that ringing bells at Brinkley Court
under prevailing conditions must inevi-
tably produce Sir Roderick Glossop.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Wooster. I had
been hoping for a word with you in
private. But perhaps Miss Wickham has
already explained the circumstances?
She has? Then that clears the air, and
there is no danger of your incautiously
revealing my identity. She impressed it
upon you that Mrs. Cream must have
no inkling of why I am here?”

“Oh, rather. Secrecy and silence, what?

If she knew you were observing her son
with a view to finding out if he was
foggy between the ears, there would be
umbrage on her part, or even dudgeon.”

“Exactly.”

“And how’s it coming along?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“The observing. Have you spotted any
dippiness in the subject?”

“If by that expression you mean have
I formed any definite views on Wilbert
Cream's sanity, the answer is no. It is
most unusual for me not to be able to
make up my mind after even a single
talk with the person I am observing,
but in young Cream’s case I remain
uncertain. On the one hand, we have
his record.”

“The stink bombs?”

“Exactly.”

“And the check-cashing with leveled
gat”

“Precisely. And a number of other
things which one would say pointed to
a mental unbalance. Unquestionably
Wilbert Cream is eccentric.”

“But you feel the time has not yet
come to measure him for the straight
waistcoat?”

“I would certainly wish to observe
further.”

“Jeeves told me there was something
about Wilbert Cream that someone had
told him when we were in New York.
That might be significant.”

“Quite possibly. What was it?"”

“He couldn’t remember.”

“Too bad. Well, to return to what I
was saying, the young man’s record
appears to indicate some deep-seated
neurosis, if not actual schizophrenia,
but against this must be set the fact that
he gives no sign of this in his conversa-
tion. I was having quite a long talk with
him yesterday morning, and found him
most intelligent. He is interested in old
silver, and spoke with a great deal of
enthusiasm of an 18th Century cow-
creamer in your uncle’s collection.”

“He didn’t say he was an 18th Century
cow-creamer?”’

“Certainly not. But you rang, Mr.
Wooster. Is there anything I can do for
you?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I wanted 2
whiskey and soda, but I hate to trouble
you."

“My dear Mr. Wooster, you forget that
I am, if only temporarily, a butler and,
I hope, a conscientious one. I will bring
it immediately.” I was wondering, as he
melted away, if I ought to tell him that
Mrs. Cream, too, was doing a bit of evi-
dence-weighing, and about him, but de-
cided on the whole better not. No sense
in disturbing his peace of mind. It
seemed to me that having to answer to
the name of Swordfish was enough for
him to have to cope with for the time
being. Given too much to think about,

(continued on page 80)
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FIVE YEARS AGO this month, PLAYBOY published a Playmate photograph of an unknown blonde named Jayne
Mansfield. Shortly afterward, Jayne bombshelled her way to fame on Broadway, and her present renown as a
movie queen followed almost immediately. What makes Jayne delightfully different from many another of her
sister cinematic sirens is her unspoiled consistency as regards the revelation of the Mansfield memorabilia. The
number of filmic hopefuls who've been willing to strip to the buff in order to gain attention and give their careers
a beginning boost has been, as they say, legion. Our Jayne, however, now that she’s reached the top, con-
tinues to disrobe at the snap of a camera shutter, wherever she may be. On the following pages you’ll find a
collection of these occasions on which Jayne has displayed, among other things, an engaging lack of inhibition.

playboy revisits a perennial favorite

TH BEST OF HANSFELD
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An early and previously unpub-
lished photo (above) of Jayne
in her Texas school days, before
the fobulous Mansfleld measure-
ments had fully developed,
- when Joyne was a sometime
figure model for university art
classes. In 1955, Jayne posed
provocatively for PLAYBOY
{right) ond went on to reoch
Broadway and nationol stardom
In Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter?




Jayne returned to Hollywood a full-blown
star, though she had yet to make her first
movie. She wowed West Coasters at the
Baollyhoo Ball (left) by arriving in a brief,
lecpard-skin bikini, held aloft by her hus-
band-to-be, muscleman Mickey Hargitay.
Twentiath Century-Fox signed her to a long-
term contract, but she still showed no hesi-
tancy obaut peeling dawn ta litle more
than a smile for o photagrapher, willingly
pased for PLAYBOY's Ploymate calendar.



The New Jayne Mansfield, in the February 1957 issue, described Jayne's spectacular rise on the Hollywood scene and included the series of
provocative pictures reproduced above, which demonstrated her ability to play o love scene with proper passion. Jayne also proved an able
comedienne and the screen version of Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter was a smoshing success with both critics and public. In The Nude Jayne
Mansfield, pLAYBOY, February 1958, Jayne reaffirmed that her greatest asset, however, was the remarkable Mansfleld superstructure and
her unabashed willingness to put it on display in the privacy of her sundeck (below) or, on more than one happy occasion, in public (right).
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Jayne arrived unexpectedly at a publicity party for Sophia Loren at Romanoff's and caused o sensation in a dress with a top that was very
nearly no top at oll. Sophic eyed the swooping neckline uneasily {obove, left) and @ moment later (above, right} her worst fears were
reclized. On o tour down South Americo woy, Jayne hod a more modest gown literally torn from her body by some of her hot-blooded
Latin fans (below, left), but manoged o warm if rather bore greeting to the crowd of well-wishers thot closed in about her. Miss Mansfleld's
casual attire at the local supermarket (below, right) seems certain to leave the butcher oll thumbs ond the grocers tolking to themselves.
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Jayne filmed her latest mavie, Too Hot to Handle, in England. In it, she plays a nightclub singer wha sings a song titled Too Hot to Handle
while weoring o costume which the designer, by an odd coincidence, dubbed Too Hot to Handle. The costume is of compelling interest, since

it consists of some thoroughly transparent netting, a few sequins to make sure you don't miss the high points, and generous portions of
Jayne Mansfield. As luck would have it, the sequins seem ta be forever shifting, leaving nothing whatever of Jayne to the Imagination. B
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MERCHANT was once so jealous of his

wife that he decided to spy upon her.
He therefore bought a parrot, put it in
a cage and set the cage in his house,
commanding the bird to tell him
everything that it saw his wife do, con-
cealing nothing. Then the merchant
went away on a business trip, confident
that if his suspicions were just he would
be informed.

He had hardly passed through the
doorway when his wife sent for her
paramour and did what she pleased
with him in complete assurance that
she would not be discovered. The parrot
meanwhile sat on its perch, gazed at the
lovers, and said not a word.

When the merchant returned from
his trip he sat down in his private office
where no one could see him and he sent
for the parrot. “What did my wife do
while I was away?” he asked.

The parrot told him everything it had
seen his wife do with her lover, sparing
no details, and the husband was so en-
raged that he no longer went to her for
that which a husband should go, and she
was in disgrace in the eyes of her house-
hold. She finally decided that the serv-
ant girl had betrayed her and she
called her in and accused her of it, say-
ing, “You reported to my husband every-
thing that I did with my lover!”

“I did no such thing, mistress,” re-
plied the servant girl. “But I know who
did and I will tell you. It was none
other than the master's parrot.”

The wife and her lover then took
council and they agreed upon a ruse
to dupe the husband. When night fell,
the wife went to the parrot and set its
cage on the floor. Then she began to
pour water over it as though it were
raining. She shook a mirror in one hand
and a lamp in the other. The parrot
thought it was lightning. Then the
woman began to turn a heavy grind-
stone whose rumbling the parrot took
for thunder. And the woman kept this
up all night until the first light of dawn.

As soon as morning had come the hus-
band went to the parrot and said, “Did
you see anything last night?”

“I could see nothing at all,” replied
the parrot, “on account of the driving
rain and all the thunder and lightning.”

The husband was at once furious and
delighted. He turned to the bird and
cried fiercely, “If all you have said
about my wife is as true as what you
have said about the rain and the light-
ning, there is no more deceitful thing
on earth than you. For this your neck
shall be wrungl”

And after the merchant had made an
end of the parrot, he summoned his
wife and made peace with her.

—Translated by J. A. Gato

Ribald Classic

THE FEATHERED SPY

A newly translated story from the
Thirteenth Century Spanish collection,
El Libro de los Engannos
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JEEVES (continued from page 70)

he would fret and get pale. When he re-
turned, he brought with him not only
the beaker full of the warm south, on
which I flung myself gratefully, but a
letter which he said had just come for
me by the afternoon post. Having slaked
the thirst, I glanced at the envelope and
saw that it was from Jeeves. One glance
at its contents and I was Gosh-ing
sharply, causing Pop Glossop to regard
me with a concerned eye.

“No bad news, I trust, Mr. Wooster?"”

“It depends what you call bad news.
It's front-page stuff, all right. This is
from Jeeves, my man, now shrimping at
Herne Bay, and it casts a blinding light
on the private life of Wilbert Cream.”

“Indeed? This is most interesting.”

“He says that Wilbert Cream is a . . .
what'’s the word?” I referred to the letter.
“A kleptomaniac,” I said. “Which means,
if the term is not familiar to you, a chap
who flits hither and thither pinching
everything he can lay his hands on.”

“Good graciousl”

“You might even go so far as ‘Lor’
lummel” **

“I never suspected this.”

“I suppose they took him abroad to
get him away from it all.”

“No doubt.”

“Overlooking the fact that there are
just as many things to pinch in England
as in America. Does any thought occur
to your”

“It most certainly does. I am thinking
of your uncle’s collection of old silver."”

“Me, too.”

“It presents a grave temptation to the
unhappy young man.”

“I don't know that I'd call him un-
happy. He probably thoroughly enjoys
lifting the stuff.”

“We must go to the collection room
immediately. There may be something
missing."”

“Everything except the floor and ceil-
ing, I expect.”

To reach the collection room was not
the work of an instant with us, for Pop
Glossop was built for stability rather
than speed, but we fetched up there in
due course and my first emotion on giv-
ing it the once-over was one of relief, all
the junk appearing to be in statu quo.
It was only after Pop Glossop had said
“Woofl” and was starting to dry off the
brow, for the going had been fast, that
I spotted the hiatus.

The cow-creamer was not among those
present.

This cow-creamer, in case you're in-
terested, was a silver jug or pitcher or
whatever you call it, shaped, of all silly
things, like a cow with an arching tail
and a juvenile delinquent expression on
its face, a cow that looked as if it were
planning, next time it was milked, to

haul off and let the milkmaid have it in
the lower ribs. Its back opened on a
hinge and the tip of the tail touched the
spine, thus giving the householder some-
thing to catch hold of when pouring.
Why anyone should want such a revolt-
ing object had always been a mystery
to me, it ranking high up on the list of
things 1 would have been reluctant to
be found dead in a ditch with, but ap-
parently they liked that sort of jug in
the 18th Century and, coming down to
more modern times, Uncle Tom was all
for it and so, according to the evidence
of the witness Glossop, was Wilbert.

The point was that the bally thing
had vanished, leaving not a wrack be-
hind, and I was about to apprise Pop
Glossop of this and canvass his views,
when we were joined by Bobbie Wick-
ham. She had doffed the shirt and Ber-
muda shorts which she had been wearing
and was now dressed for her journey
home.

“Hullo, souls,” she said. “How goes
it? You look a bit hot and bothered,
Bertie. What's up?”

“I'll tell you what's up. You know that
cow-creamer of Uncle Tom's? The
damn thing’s gone.”

The still summer air was disturbed
by a sound like beer coming out of a
bottle. It was Pop Glossop gurgling.
His eyes were round, his nose wiggled,
and one could readily discern that this
news item had come to him not as rare
and refreshing fruit.

“Gone?” he inquired.

“Gone.”

“I don’t get this,” said Bobbie. “How
do you mean it's gone?”

“It's been pinched.”

“Things don’t get pinched in country
houses.”

“They do if there’s a Wilbert Cream
on the premises. He’s a klep-whatever-it-
is,” I said, and thrust Jeeves' letter on
her. She perused it with an interested
eye and having mastered its contents
said that there was, however, a bright
side.

“You'll be able now to give it as your
considered opinion that the man is as
loony as a coot, Sir Roderick,” she eluci-
dated.

A pause ensued during which Pop
Glossop appeared to be weighing this,
possibly thinking back to coots he had
met in the course of his professional
career and trying to estimate their dippi-
ness as compared with that of W. Cream.
“Unquestionably his metabolism is un-
duly susceptible to stresses resulting
from the interaction of external excita-
tions,” he said, while Bobbie patted
him on the shoulder in a maternal sort
of way and told him he had said a
mouthful.

“That's how I like to hear you talk,”

she said. “You must tell Mrs. Travers
that when she gets back. It'll put her in
a strong position to cope with Upjohn
in this matter of Wilbert and Phyllis.
With this under her belt, she’ll be able
to forbid the banns in no uncertain
manner. So everything’s fine.”

“Everything,” I pointed out, “except
that Uncle Tom is short one ewe lamb.”

“The situation is an extremely deli-
cate one,” said Pop Glossop. “Placed as
he is, your uncle can hardly go to the
young man and demand restitution.
Mrs. Travers impressed it upon me with
all the emphasis at her disposal that the
greatest care must be exercised to prevent
Mr. and Mrs. Cream's taking — "

“Umbrage?”

“I was about to say offense. And they
would certainly take offense, were their
son to be accused of theft.”

Bobbie suddenly asked Glossop: Do
you know which Wilbert’s room is?”
He said he did. “And do you agree that
if you snitch things when you're staying
at a country house, the only place you
can park them in is your room?” He
said that this was no doubt so. “Very
well, then.”

He looked at her with what I have
heard Jeeves call a wild surmise. “Can
you be . . . Is it possible that you are
suggesting — "

“That somebody nip into Wilbert’s
room and hunt around? That’s right.
And it's obvious who the people’s choice
is. You're elected, Bertie.”

Well, I wasn’t surprised. I don’t know
why it is, but whenever there's dirty
work to be undertaken at the crossroads,
the cry that goes round my little circle
is always “Let Wooster do it.” It never
fails. But though I hadn’t much hope
that any words of mine would accom-
plish anything in the way of averting the
doom, I put in a rebuttal.

“Why me?”

“It’s a young man’s work.”

Though with a growing feeling that
I was fighting in the last ditch, I contin-
ued rebutting. “I don’t see that,” I said.
“I should have thought a mature, ex-
perienced man of the world would have
been far more likely to bring home the
bacon than a novice like myself, who as
a child was never any good at hunt the
slipper. Stands to reason.”

“Now don't be difficult, Bertie. You'll
enjoy it,” said Bobbie, though where she
got that idea I was at a loss to under-
stand. “Try to imagine you're somneone
in the Secret Service on the track of the
naval treaty which was stolen by a mys-
terious veiled woman diffusing a strange
exotic scent. You'll have the time of
your life.”

And so, a few moments later, there
was I, just to oblige Bobbie Wickham,
tooling along a corridor indoors on my
way to search a comparative stranger’s
bedroom, this involving crawling on



foors and routing under beds and prob-
ably getting covered with dust and fluff.
The thought was a bitter one, and I
don’t suppose I have ever come closer
to saying “Faugh!” It amazed me that I
could have allowed myself to be let in
for a binge of this description simply
because a woman wished it. Too bally
chivalrous for our own good, we Woos-
ters, and always have been.

As I reached Wilbert's door and
paused outside doing a bit of screwing
the courage to the sticking point, as I
have heard Jeeves call it, I found the
proceedings reminding me of some-
thing, and I suddenly remembered what.
I was feeling just as I had felt in the
old Malvern House epoch when 1 used
to sneak down to Aubrey Upjohn’s study
at dead of night in quest of the biscuits
he kept there in a tin on his desk, and
there came back to me the memory of
the occasion when, not letting a twig
snap beneath my feet, I had entered
his sanctum in pajamas and a dress-
ing gown, to find him seated in his
chair, tucking into the biscuits him-
self. A moment fraught with embarrass-
ment. The What-does-thismean-Woos-
ter-ing that ensued and the aftermath
next morning —six of the best on the
old spot —had always remained graven
on the tablets of my mind, if that’s the
expression I want.

Except for the tapping of a typewriter
in a room along the corridor, showing
that Ma Cream was hard at her self-
appointed task of curdling the blood of
the reading public, all was still. I stood
outside the door for a space, letting “I
dare not” wait upon “I would,” as
Jeeves tells me cats do in adages, then
turned the handle softly, pushed — also
softly — and, carrying on into the in-
terior, found myself confronted by a girl
in housemaid’s costume who put a hand
to her throat like somebody in a play
and leaped several inches in the direc-
tion of the ceiling.

“Cool” she said, having returned to
terra firma and taken aboard a spot of
breath. “You gave me a start, sirl”

“Frightfully sorry, my dear old house-
maid,” I responded cordially. “As a
matter of fact, you gave me a start,
making two starts in all. I'm looking
for Mr. Cream.”

“I'm looking for a mouse.”

This opened up an interesting line of
thought. “You feel there are mice in
these parts?”

“I saw one this morning, when 1 was
doing the room. So I brought Augustus,”
she said, and indicated a large black cat
who until then had escaped my notice.
I recognized him as an old crony with
whom I had often breakfasted, I wading
into the scrambled eggs, he into the
saucer of milk. “Augustus will teach
him,” she said.

Now, right from the start, as may

readily be imagined, I had been won-
dering how this housemaid was to be
removed, for of course her continued
presence would render my enterprise
null and void. You can’t search rooms
with the domestic staff standing on the
sidelines, but on the other hand it was
impossible for anyone with any claim
to be a preux chevalier to take her by
the slack of her garment and heave her
out. For a while the thing had seemed
an impasse, but this statement of hers
that Augustus would teach the mouse
gave me an idea. “I doubt it,” I said.
“You're new here, aren’t you? I thought
as much, or you would be aware that
Augustus is a broken reed to lean on in
the matter of catching mice. My own ac-
quaintance with him is a long-standing
one, and I have come to know his psy-
chology from soup to nuts. He hasn’t
caught a mouse since he was a slip of a
kitten. Except when eating, he does
nothing but sleep. Lethargic is the word
that springs to the lips. If you cast an
eye on him, you will see that he’s asleep
now. If you will be ruled by me, you
will abandon the whole project and take
him back to the kitchen. You're simply
wasting your time here.”

My eloquence was not without its ef-
fect. She said “Cool” again, picked up
the cat, who muttered something drow-
sily which I couldn’t follow, and went
out, leaving me to carry on.

The first thing I noticed when at
leisure to survey my surroundings was
that the furnishing of Wilbert’s room
was solid and Victorian, it having been
the G.H.Q. of my Uncle Tom's late
father, who liked things substantial.
There was a four-poster bed, a chunky
dressing table, a massive writing table,
divers chairs, pictures on the walls of
fellows in cocked hats bending over fe-
males in muslin and ringlets and over
at the far side a cupboard or armoire in
which you could have hidden a dozen
corpses. In short, there was so much
space and so many things to shove things
behind that most people called on to
find a silver cow-creamer there, would
have said, “Oh, what's the use?” and
thrown in the towel. But where I had
the bulge on the ordinary searcher was
that I am a man of wide reading. Start-
ing in early boyhood, long before they
were called novels of suspense, I've read
more mystery stories than you could
shake a stick at, and they have taught
me something — viz. that anybody with
anything to hide invariably puts it on
top of the cupboard or, if you prefer it,
the armoire. That is what happened in
Murder at Mistleigh Manor, Three
Dead on Tuesday, Excuse My Gat,
Guess Who and a dozen more standard
works, and I saw no reason to suppose
that Wilbert Cream would have devi-
ated from routine. My first move, ac-
cordingly, was to take a chair and prop

it against the armoire, and I had climbed
on this and was preparing to subject the
top to a close scrutiny, when Bobbie
Wickham, entering on noiseless feet
and speaking from about 18 inches be-
hind me, said: “How are you getting on?”

Really, one sometimes despairs of the
modern girl. You'd have thought that
this Wickham would have learned at
her mother's knee that the last thing a
fellow in a highly nervous condition
wants, when he's searching someone’s
room, is a disembodied voice in his im-
mediate rear asking him how he’s get-
ting on. The upshot, I need scarcely say,
was that I came down like a sack of
coals. The pulse was rapid, the blood
pressure high, and for a while the room
pirouetted about me like an adagio
dancer.

When Reason returned to its throne,
I found that Bobbie, no doubt feeling
after that resounding crash that she was
better elsewhere, had left me and that I
was closely entangled in the chair, my
position being in some respects similar
to that of Kipper Herring's when he got
both legs wrapped round his neck in
Switzerland. It seemed improbable that
I would ever get loose without the aid of
powerful machinery. However, by pull-
ing this way and pushing that, I made
progress, and I'd just contrived to de-
chair myself and was about to rise, when
another voice spoke.

“For Pete's sakel” it said, and, looking
up, I found that it was not, as I had for
a moment supposed, from the lips of the
Brinkley Court ghost that the words had
proceeded, but from those of Mrs.
Homer Cream. This time, I noticed, she
had an ink spot on her chin. “Mr.
Wooster!" she yipped.

Well, there’s nothing much you can
say in reply to “Mr. Woosterl” except
“Oh, hullo,” so I said it. “You are doubt-
less surprised,” I was continuing, when
she hogged the conversation again, ask-
ing me (a) what I was doing in her son's
room and (b) what in the name of good-
ness I thought I was up to.

“For the love of Mike,” she added,
driving her point home.

It is frequently said of Bertram Woos-
ter that he is a man who can think on
his feet, and if the necessity arises he
can also use his head when on all fours.
On the present occasion I was fortunate
in having had that get-together with the
housemaid and the cat Augustus, for it
gave me what they call in France a
point d’appui. Removing a portion of
chair which had got entangled in my
back hair, I said with a candor that be-
came me well: “I was looking for a
mouse.” .

“A mouse?” she said. “What do you
mean?”

Well, of course, if she didn't know
what a mouse was, there was evidently
a good deal of tedious spadework before
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us, and one would scarcely have known
where to start.

“Have you seen a mouse in this
room?” she asked.

“Actually, no. It's been lying what
the French call perdu.”

“Why were you standing on a chair?”

“Sort of just trying to get a bird's-eye
view, as it were.”

“Do you often go looking for mice in
other people’s rooms?”

“I wouldn't say often. Just when the
spirit moves me, don’t you know?”

R-ce Vel TRy

When people say “Well” to you like
that, it usually means that they think
you are outstaying your welcome and
that the time has come to call it a day.
She felt, T could see, that Woosters were
not required in her son’s room, and re-
alizing that there might be something
in this, I rose, dusted the knees of the
trousers, and after a courteous word to
the effect that I hoped the spine-freezer
on which she was engaged was coming
out well, left the presence. Happening
to glance back as I reached the door, I
saw her looking after me. It was plain
that she considered my behavior odd,
and I'm not saying it wasn’t. The be-
havior of those who allow their actions
to be guided by Roberta Wickham is
nearly always odd. The thing I wanted
most at this juncture was to have a
heart-to-heart talk with rthat young
femme fatale, and after roaming hither
and thither for a while I found her in
my chair on the lawn, reading the Ma
Cream book in which I had been en-
grossed when these doings had started.
She greeted me with a bright smile, and
said:

“Back already? Did you find it?”

With a strong effort I mastered my
emotion and replied curtly but civilly
that the answer was in the negative.
“No,” I said, “I did not find it.”

“You can't have looked properly.”

Again 1 was compelled to pause and
remind myself that an English gentle-
man does not sock a sitting redhead, no
matter what the provocation. “I hadn’t
time to look properly. 1 was impeded in
my movements by half-witted females
sneaking up behind me and asking how
1 was getting on.”

“Well, I wanted to know.” A giggle
escaped her. “You did come down a wal-
lop, didn't you? How art thou fallen
from heaven, O Lucifer, son of the
morning, [ said to myself. You're so
terribly neurotic, Bertie. You must try
to be less jumpy. What you neced is a
good nerve tonic. I'm sure Sir Roderick
would shake you up one, if you asked
him. And meanwhile?”

“How do you mean, And meanwhile?”

“What are your plans now?”

“1 propose to hoik you out of that
chair and seat myself in it and take that
book, the early chapters of which I

found most gripping, and start catching
up with my reading and try to forget.”

“You mean you aren’t going to have
another bash?”

“I am not. Bertram is through. You
may give this to the press, if you wish.”

“But the cow-creamer! How about
your Uncle Tom's grief and agony when
he learns of his bereavement?”

“Let Uncle Tom eat cake.”

“Bertiel Your manner is strange.”

“Your manner would be strange if
you'd been sitting on the floor of Wil-
bert Cream’s room with a chair round
your neck, and Ma Cream had come in.”

“What did she say?”

“I said I was looking for a mouse.”

“Couldn’t you think of anything bet-
ter than that?”

“NO‘.'

“And how did it all come out in the
end?”

“I melted away, leaving her plainly
convinced that I was off my rocker. And
so, young Bobbie, when you speak of
having another bash, I merely laugh bit-
terly,” I said, doing so. “Catch me going
into that sinister room again! Not for a
million pounds sterling, cash down in
small notes.”

“Are you man or mouse?”

“Kindly do not mention that word
‘mouse’ in my presence.”

“I do think you might try again. I'll
help you this time. Nothing can possibly
go wrong if we work together. Mrs.
Cream won't show up this time. Light-
ning never strikes twice in the same
place.”

“Who made that rule?”

“And if she does . . . Here’s what I
thought we'd do. You go in and start
searching, and I'll stand outside the
door.”

“You feel that will be a lot of help?”

“Of course it will. If I see her com-
ing, I'll sing.”

“Always glad to hear you singing, of
course, but in what way will that ease
the strain?”

“Oh, Bertie, you really are an abysmal
chump. Don’t you get it? When you hear
me burst into song, you'll know there's
peril afoot and you’ll have plenty of
time to nip out of the window.”

“And break my bally neck?”

“How can you break your neck?
There’s a balcony outside that room.
I've seen Wilbert Cream standing on it,
doing his daily dozen. He breathes
deeply and ties himself into a lovers’
knot and — "

“Never mind Wilbert Cream’s ex-
cesses.”

“I only put that in to make it more
interesting. The point is that there is a
balcony and once on it you're home.
There's a water pipe at the end of it.
You just slide down that and go on your
way, singing a gypsy song. You aren’t
going to tell me that you have any ob-

jection to sliding down water pipes.
Jeeves says you're always doing it."”

I mused. It was true that 1 had slid
down quite a number of water pipes in
my time. 1 began to see that there was
something in this plan she was mooting,
if mooting is the word I want.

What tipped the scale was the thought
of Uncle Tom. His love for the cow-
creamer might be misguided, but you
couldn’t get away from the fact that he
was deeply attached to the beastly thing,
and one didn't like the idea of his com-
ing back from Harrogate and saying to
himself “And now for a refreshing look
at the old cow-creamer” and finding it
was not in residence. It would blot the
sunshine from his life. I could not for-
get that when I was at Malvern House,
Bramley-on-Sea, this relative by mar-
riage had often sent me postal orders
sometimes for as much as 10 bob. And
so it came about that some five minutes
later I stood once more outside Wil-
bert's room with Bobbie beside me, not
actually at the moment singing in the
wilderness but prepared so to sing if
Ma Cream, modeling her strategy on
that of the Assyrian, came down like a
wolf on the fold. The nervous system
was a bit below par, of course, but not
nearly so much so as it might have been.
Knowing that Bobbie would be on
sentry-go made all the difference.

The dear old room was just as I'd
left it, nothing changed, and my first
move, of course, was to procure another
chair and give the top of the armoire
the once-over. It was a setback to find
that the cow-creamer wasn’t there. I
suppose these kleptomaniacs know a
thing or two and don't hide the loot in
the obvious place. There was nothing
to be done but start the exhaustive
search elsewhere, and I proceeded to do
so, keeping an ear cocked for any snatch
of song. None coming, it was with some-
thing of the old debonair Wooster spirit
that I looked under this and peered be-
hind that, and 1 had just crawled be-
neath the dressing table in pursuance of
my researches, when one of those disem-
bodied voices which were so frequent in
that room spoke, causing me to give my
head a nasty bump.

“For goodness’ sakel” it said, and I
came out like a pickled onion on the
end of a fork, to find that Ma Cream
was once more a pleasant visitor. She
was standing there, looking down at me
with a what-the-hell expression on her
finely chiseled face, and I didn’t blame
her. Gives a woman a start, naturally,
to come into her son’s bedroom and ob-
serve an alien trouser-seat sticking out
from under the dressing table.

We went into our routine.

“It's you again?”

“Why, yes,” I said, for this of course
was perfectly correct, and an odd sound
proceeded from her, not exactly a hic-



cup and yet not quite not a hiccup.

“Are you still looking for that
mouse?”

“That’s right. I thought I saw it run
under there, and 1 was about to deal
with it regardless of its age or sex.”

“Do you often hunt for mice?"”

“Fairly frequently.”

An idea seemed to strike her. “You
don’t think you're a cat?”’

“No, I'm pretty straight on that.”

“But you pursue mice?"

“Yes."

“Well, this is very interesting. I must
consult my psychiatrist when I get back
to New York. I'm sure he will tell me
that this mouse-fixation is a symbol of
something. Your head feels funny,
doesn’t it?"

“It does rather,” I said, for the bump
I had given it had been a juicy one, and
the temples were throbbing.

“I thought as much. A sort of burning
sensation, 1 imagine. Now you do just
as 1 tell you. Go to your room and lie
down. Relax. Try to get a little sleep.
Perhaps a cup of strong tea would help.
And . .. I'm trying to think of the name
of that alienist I've heard people over
here speak so highly of. Miss Wickham
mentioned him yesterday. Bossom? Blos-
som? Glossop, that’s it, Sir Roderick
Glossop. I think you ought to consult
him. A friend of mine is at his clinic
now, and she says he’s wonderful. Cures
the most stubborn cases. Meanwhile,
rest is the thing. Go and have a good
rest.”

At an early point in these exchanges
I had started to sidle to the door, and
I now sidled through it, rather like a
diffident crab on some sandy beach try-
ing to avoid the attentions of a child
with a spade. But I didn’t go to my
room and relax, 1 went in search of
Bobbie, breathing fire. I wanted to take
up with her the matter of that absence
of the burst of melody. I mean, con-
sidering that a mere couple of bars of
some popular song hit would have saved
me from an experience that had turned
the bones to water and whitened the
hair from the neck up, I felt entitled to
demand an explanation of why those
bars had not emerged. I found her out-
side the front door at the wheel of her
car. “Oh, hullo, Bertie,” she said, and a
fish on ice couldn’t have spoken more
calmly. “Have you got it?"”

I ground a tooth or two and waved
the arms in a passionate gesture. “No,”
I said, ignoring her query as to why I
had chosen this moment to do my Swed-
ish exercises. “I haven’t. But Ma Cream
got me.”

Her eyes widened. She squeaked a bit.
“Don’t tell me she caught you bending
again?”

“Bending is right. I was halfway un-
der the dressing table. You and your
singing,” I said, and I'm not sure I

didn’t add the word “Forsooth!”

Her eyes widened a bit further, and
she squeaked another squeak. “Oh, Ber-
tie, I'm sorry about that.”

“Me too.”

“You see, I was called away to the
telephone. Mother rang up. She wanted
to tell me you were a nincompoop. She
was delighted when 1 told her I was
coming home. She wants to have a long
talk.”

“About me, no doubt?”

“Yes, I expect your name will crop
up. But I mustn’t stay here chatting
with you, Bertie. If I don't get started,
I shan’t hit the old nest till daybreak.
It's a pity you made such a mess of
things. Poor Mr. Travers, he'll be bro-
kenhearted. Still, into each life some
rain must fall,” she said, and drove off,
spraying gravel in all directions.

If Jeeves had been there, I would
have turned to him and said “Women,
Jeeves!” and he would have said *“Yes,
sir” or possibly “Precisely, sir,” and this
would have healed the bruised spirit to
a certain extent, but as he wasn't I
merely laughed a bitter laugh and made
for the lawn. A go at Ma Cream's goose-
flesher might, I thought, do something
to soothe the vibrating ganglions. And
it did. I hadn't been reading long when
drowsiness stole over me, the tired eye-
lids closed, and in another couple of
ticks I was off to dreamland, slumbering
as soundly as if I had been the cat
Augustus. I awoke to find that some two
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hours had passed, and it was while
stretching the limbs that I remembered
I hadn't sent that wire to Kipper Her-
ring, inviting him to come and join the
gang. I went to Aunt Dahlia’s boudoir
and repaired this omission, telephoning
the communication to someone at the
post office who would have been well
advised to consult a good aurist. This
done, 1 headed for the open spaces
again, and was approaching the lawn
with a view to getting on with my read-
ing when, hearing engine noises in the
background and turning to cast an eye
in their direction, blow me tight if I
didn’t behold Kipper alighting from his
car at the front door.

The distance from London to Brink-
ley Court being a hundred miles or so
and not much more than two minutes
having elapsed since I had sent off that
telegram, the fact that he was now out-
side the Brinkley front door struck me
as quick service. The Whatho with
which I greeted the back of his head as
I approached was tinged, accordingly,
with a certain bewilderment.

At the sound of the old familiar voice
he spun around with something of the
agility of a cat on hot bricks, and I saw
that his dial, usually cheerful, was con-
torted with anguish, as if he had swal-
lowed a2 bad oyster. Guessing now what
was biting him, 1 smiled one of my sub-
tle smiles. I would soon, I told myself,
be bringing the roses back to his cheeks.
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He gulped a bit, then spoke in a
hollow voice, like a spirit at a séance.
“Hullo, Bertie.”

“Hullo.”

“I was hoping I might run into you.”

“And now the dream’s come true.”

“You see, you told me you were stay-
ing here.”

(‘Yes.’l

He did another splash of gulping, and
1 could see that we were about to come
to the numb, all that had gone before
having been merely what they call
pourparlers. 1 was right. His face work-
ing as if the first bad oyster had been
followed by a second with even more
spin on the ball, he said: “I saw that
thing in the Times, Bertie.”

I dissembled. I ought, 1 suppose, to
have started bringing those roses back
right away, but I felt it would be amus-
ing to kid the poor fish along for a
while, so 1 wore the mask.

“Ah, yes. In the Times. That thing.
Quite. You saw it, did you?”

“At the club, after lunch. I couldn’t
believe my eyes.”

Well, I hadn't been able to believe
mine, either, but I didn't mention this.
I was thinking how like Bobbie it was,
when planning this scheme of hers, not
to have let him in on the ground floor.
Slipped her mind, I suppose, or she may
have kept it under her hat for some
strange reason of her own. She had al-
ways been a girl who moved in a myster-
ious way her wonders to perform.

“And I'll tell you why I couldn’t. You'll
scarcely credit this, but only a couple of
days ago she was engaged to me.”

“You don't say?”

“Yes, I jolly well do.”

“Engaged to you, she?"

“Up to the hilt. And all the while she
must have been contemplating this
ghastly bit of wreachery.”

“A bit thick."”

“If you can tell me anything that’s
thicker, I shall be glad to hear it. It
just shows you what women are like. A
frightful sex, Bertie. There ought to be
a law. I hope to live to see the day when
women are no longer allowed.”

“That would rather put a stopper on
keeping the human race going, wouldn't
it

“Well, who wants to keep the human
race going?”

“I see what you mean. Yes, something
in that, of course.”

He kicked petulantly at a passing
beetle, frowned awhile and resumed.

“It's the cold, callous heartlessness of
the thing that shocks me. Not a hint that
she was proposing to return me to store.
As short a while ago as last week, when
we had a bite of lunch together, she was
sketching out plans for the honeymoon
with the greatest animation. And now
this! Without a word of warning. You'd
have thought that a girl who was smash-

ing a fellow’s life into hash would have
dropped him a line, if only a postcard.
Apparently that never occurred to her.
She just let me get the news from the
morning paper. I was stunned.”

“I bet you were. Did everything go
black?”

“Pretty black. I took the rest of the
day thinking it over, and this morning
wangled leave from the office and got
the car out and came down here to tell
you . . .” He paused, seeming overcome
with emotion.

feYeson

“To tell you that, whatever we do, we
mustn’t let this thing break our old
friendship.”

“Of course not. Damn silly idea.”

“It's such a very old friendship.”

“I don't know when I've met an
older.”

“We were boys together.”

“In Eton jackets and pimples.”

“Exactly. And more like brothers than
anything. I would share my last bar of
almond rock with you, and you would
cut me in fifty-fifty on your last bag of
acid drops. When you had mumps, I
caught them from you, and when 1 had
measles, you caught them from me. Each
helping each. So we must carry on re-
gardless, just as if this had not hap-
pened.”

“Quite.”

“The same old lunches.”

“Oh, rather.”

“And golf on Saturdays and the oc-
casional game of squash. And when you
are married and settled down, I shall
frequently look in on you for a cock-
tail.”

“Yes, do."

“I will. Though I shall have to exer-
cise an iron self-restraint to keep me
from beaning that pie-faced little horn-
swoggler, Mrs. Bertram Wooster, née
Wickham, with the shaker.”

“Ought you to call her a pie-faced
little hornswoggler?”

“Why, can you think of something
worse?” he said.

“I don't know if it’s my imagination,
Kipper,” I rejoined, “but something
gives me the impression that at moment
of going to press you aren’t too sold on
Bobbie.”

He shrugged a shoulder. “Oh, I
wouldn't say that. Apart from wishing 1
could throttle the young twister with my
bare hands and jump on the remains
with hobnailed boots, I don’t feel much
about her one way or the other. She
prefers you to me, and there’s nothing
more to be said. The great thing is that
everything is all right between you and
me.”

“You came all the way here just to
make sure of that?” I said, moved.

“Well, there may possibly also have
been an idea at the back of my mind
that I might get invited to dig in at one

of those dinners of Anatole’s before go-
ing on to book a room at the Bull and
Bush in Market Snodsbury. How is
Anatole’s cooking these days?”

“Superber than ever.”

“Continues to melt in the mouth, does
it? It's two years since I bit into his
products, but the taste still lingers. What
an artist!”

“Ahl” I said, and would have bared
my head, only I hadn’t a hat on.

“Would it run to a dinner invitation,
do you think?"

“My dear chap, of course. The needy
are never turned from our door.”

“Splendid. And after the meal I shall
propose to Phyllis Mills.”™

“What!”

“Yes, I know what you're thinking.
She is closely related to Aubrey Upjohn,
you are saying to yourself. But surely,
Bertie, she can't help that.”

“More to be pitied than censured,
you think?"

“Exactly. We mustn't be narrow-
minded. She is a sweet, gentle girl, un-
like certain scarlet-headed Delilahs who
shall be nameless, and I am very fond
of her.”

“I thought you scarcely knew her.”

“Oh yes, we saw quite a bit of one
another in Switzerland. We're great
buddies.”

It seemed to me that the moment had
come to bring the good news from Aix
to Ghent, as the expression is. “I don’t
know that I would propose to Phyllis
Mills, Kipper. Bobbie might not like it.”

“But that's the whole idea, to show
her she isn’t the only onion in the stew
and that if she doesn't want me, there
are others who feel differently. What
are you grinning about?”

“Kipper,” 1 said, “l1 have an amazing
story to relate.”

I don't know if you happen to take
Old Doctor Gordon’s Bile Magnesia,
which when the liver is disordered gives
instant relief, acting like magic and im-
parting an inward glow? I don’t myself,
my personal liver being always more or
less in midseason form, but I've seen the
advertisements. They show the sufferer
before and after taking, in the first case
with drawn face and hollow eyes and the
general look of one shortly about to
hand in his dinner pail, in the second
all beans and buck and what the French
call bien étre. Well, what I'm driving at
is that my amazing story had exactly the
same effect on Kipper as the daily dose
for adults. He moved, he stirred, he
seemed to feel the rush of life along his
keel, and while 1 don’t suppose he actu-
ally put on several pounds in weight as
the tale proceeded, one got the distinct
illusion that he was swelling like one of
those rubber ducks which you fill with
air before inserting in the bath tub.

“Well, I'll be blowed!” he said, when
1 had placed the facts before him. “Well,



I'll be a son of a what-not!”

“I thought you would be.”

“Bless her ingenious little heart! Not
many girls would have got the gray mat-
ter working like that.”

“Very few.”

“What a helpmeet! Talk about service
and cooperation. Have you any idea
how the thing is working out?”

“Rather smoothly, I think. On read-
ing the announcement in the Times,
Wickham senior had hysterics and
swooned in her tracks.”

“She doesn’t like you?”

“That was the impression I got. Tt has
been confirmed by subsequent telegrams
to Bobbie.”

“Well, that’s fine! If you care to have
a bet on 1, five bob will get you ten
that this scenario will end with a fade-
out of Lady Wickham folding me in her
arms and kissing me on the brow and
saving she knows 1 will make her liule
girl happy. Gosh, Bertie, when 1 think
that she — Bobbie, I mean, not Lady
Wickham — will soon be mine and that
shortly after yonder sun has set I shall
be tucking into one of Anatole’s dinners,
I could dance a saraband. By the way,
talking of dinner, do you suppose it
would also run to a bed? The Bull and
Bush is well spoken of in the Automobile
Guide, but I'm always a bit wary of these
country pubs. I'd much rather be at
Brinkley Court, of which I have such
happy memories. Could you swing it
with vour aunt?"”

“She isn't here. She left to minister to
her son Bonzo, who is down with Ger-
man measles at his school. But she rang
up this afternoon and instructed me to
wire you to come and make a prolonged
stay.”

“You're pulling my leg.”

“No, this is offcial.”

“But what made her think of me?”

“There’s something she wants you to
do for her.”

“She can have anything she asks, even
unto hall my kingdom. What does she

. He paused, and a look of alarm
came into his face. “Don’t tell me she
wants me to present the prizes ar Mar-
ket Snodsbury Grammar School?”

“No, no, nothing like that. The prizes
this vear will be distributed by Aubrey
Upjohn.”

“That's a reliel. How is he, by the
wav? You've met him, of course?”

“Oh, ves, we got together. 1 spilled
some tea on him.”

“You couldn’t have done better.”

“He's grown a mustache.”

“That eases my mind. I wasn't look-
ing forwird to sccing that bare upper
lip ol his. Remember how it used to
make us quail when he twitched it at
us? 1 wonder how he’ll react when con-
fronted with not only one former pupil
but two, and those two the very brace
that have piob.lhl\' haunted him in his
dreams for the last fifteen years. Might

as well unleash me on him now.”

“He isn't here.”

“You said he was.”

“Yes, he was and he will be, but he
isn’t. He's gone up to London.™

“Isn’t anybody here?”

“Certainlv. There’s Phyllis Mills —— ™

“Nice girl.”

*—and Mrs. Homer Cream of New
York City, N.Y., and her son Wilbert.
And that brings me to the something
Aunt Dahlia wants you to do [or her.”

I was pleased, as 1 put him wise to the
Wilbert-Phyllis sitnation and revealed
the part he was expected to play in it
to note that he showed no signs ol be-
ing about to issue the presidential veto,
He followed the setup intelligently and
when I had finished said that of course
he would be only too willing to oblige.
“Rely on me, Bertie,” he said. “We can't
have Phyllis tving hersell up with a man
who on the evidence would appear to
be nutty as a fruie cake. I will be about
this Cream’s bed and about his board,
spying out all his ways. Every time he
lures the poor girl into a lealy glade, 1
will be there, nestling behind some wild
flower all ready to pop out and gum the
game at the least indication that he is
planning to get mushy. And now if you
would show me to myv room, I will have
a bath and brush-up so as to be all sweet
and fresh for the evening meal. Does
Anatole still do those timbales de ris
de veau Toulousaine?”

“And the sulphides a la
d’écrevisses.”

“There is none like him. none,” said
Kipper, moistening the lips with the tip
of the tongue and leoking like a woll
that has just spotted its Russian peasant.
“He stands alone.”

créme

As I hadn’t the remotest which rooms
were available and which weren’t, get-
ting Kipper dug in neccessitated ringing
for Pop Glossop. I pressed the button
and he appeared, giving me, as he en-
tered, the sort ol conspiratorial glance
the acting secretary ol a secret society
would have given a friend on the mem-
bership roll. “Oh, Swordfish,” T said,
having given him a conspiratorial glance
in return, for one always likes o do the
civil thing, “this is Mr. Herring, who
has come to join our little group.”

He bowed from the waist, not that he
had much waist. “Good evening, sir.”

“He will be staying some time. Where
do we park him?”

“The Red Room suggests itself, sir.”

“Will you escort Mr. Herring thither,
Swordhsh?™

“Very pood, sir.”

“And when vou have got him in-
stalled, perhaps 1 could have a word
with you in your pantry,” I said, giving
him a conspiratorial glance.

“Certainly, sir.” he responded, giving
me a conspiratorial glance. It was a big
evening lor conspiritorial glances.
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PLAYBOY

I hadn’t been waiting in the panuy
long when he navigated over the
threshold, and my first act was to con-

eratulate him on the excellence of his |

technique. 1 had been much impressed
by all that “Very good, sir,” “Certainly,
sir,” bowing-from-the-waist stuft. I said
that Jeeves himself couldn’t have read
his lines bewer, and he simpered mod-
estly and said that one picked up these
little wricks ol the wade [rom one's own
butler. “Oh, by the way,” I said, “where
did vou get the Swordfishz™

He smiled indulgently. “That was
Miss Wickham's suggestion.”

“1 thought as much.”

“'She mlormul me that she had always
dreamed ol one day meeting a butler
called Swordfish. A charming  young
lady. Full of {un.”

"It may be [un lor her,” I saud with
on¢ of my bitter laughs, “but it isn't so
diverting lor the unlortunate toads be-
neath the harrow whom she plunges so

ruthlessty in the soup. Let me tell you

what oceurred after I left yvou this alter-
noon.” I I do say so, 1 wld my story
well, omitting no detail however slight.
It had him Blessmy-soul-ing through-
out, and when I had finished he said it
must have been most unpleéasant for me,
and T said that “unpleasant” covered the
Facts like the skin on a sausage.

“May 1 speak frankly?” he asked.

“Do."

“Well, then, I am wondering if it was -

altogether wise 1o entrust this very deli-
cate operation 0. a young fellow like
yoursell. I mm coming round to the view
you put forward when we were discuss-
ing the matter with Miss Wickham. You
said, il you recall, that the enterprise
should have been placed in the hands of
i mature, experienced nun of the world.
I am, vou will agree, mature, and in my
carlier days I won no little praise for
my skill at hunt the slipper.”

I looked at him with a wild surmuse.
It seemed to me that there was but one
meaning to be attached to his words.
“You aren’t thinking of having a pop
at it yourself?”

“That is precisely my intention, Mr.
Wooster."”

“Lord love a duck!"

“The expression is new to me, but I
gather from it that vou consider my con-
duct eccentric.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that, but do you
realize what vou are letting yourself in
for? You won't enjoy meeting Ma Cream.
She has an eye like — what are those
things that have eyes? Basilisks, that’s
the name 1 was groping for. She has an
eye like a basilisk. Have you considered
the possibility of having that eye go
through vou like a dose of salts?™

“Yes, I can envisage the peril. But the
fact is, Mr. Wooster, 1 regard what has
happened as a challenge. My blood is
up.”

“Mine [froze.”

“And you may possibly not believe
me, but 1 find the prospect of searching
Mr. Cream’s room quite enjoyable.”

"Ell[oydble’ :

“Yes. In a curious way it restores my
vouth. It brings back to me my pre-
paratory school days, when 1 would
olten steal down at night to the head-
master’s study to eat his biscuits.”

I started. I looked at him with a
kindling eye. Deep had called to deep,
and the cockles of the heart were
warmed.

“Biscuits?”

“He kept them in a gin on his desk.”

“You really used to do that at your
prep school?”

“Many years ago.”

“So did 1.7 I said, coming within an
ace ol saying, “My brother!”

He raised his bushy eyebrows, and
you could see that his heart’s cockles
were warmed, too.

“Indeed? Fancy that I had supposed
the “idea original with myself, but no
doubt all over England today the rising

‘generation is doing the same thing. So

you too have lived in Arcady? What
kind ol biscuits were yourse Mine were
mixed.”

“The ones with pink and white sugar

" on?”

“In many instances. though some were
plain.”

“Mine were ginger nuts.”

“Those are very good, too, of course,

but I prefer the mixed.”

“S0 do 1. But you had to take what
yvou could get in those days. Were you
ever copped?”

“1 am glad to say never.”

“I was once. 1 can [eel the place in
frosty weather still.”

“Too bad. But these things will hap-
pen. Embarking on the present venture,
I have the sustaining thought thau il
the worst occurs and I am apprehended,
I can scarcely be given six of the best
bending over a chair, as we used to call
it. Yes, you may leave this little matter
entirely to me, Mr. Wooster.™

“1 wish you'd call me Bertie.”

“Certainly, certainly.”

“And might I call you Roderick?”

“I shall be delighted.”

“Or Roddy? Roderick’s
mouthful.”

“Whichever you preler.”

“And vou are reallv going to huut
the slipper?”

*1 am resolved o do so.”

“Best of luck. Roddy.”

rather a

“Thank vou, Bertie.”
If T had been taking Old Doctor
Gordon’s Bile Magnesia regularly, |

couldn’t have [elt more of an inward
elow as I left him and headed for the
lawn to get the Ma Cream book and
return it to its place on the shelves of
Aunt Dahlia’s boudoir. I got the book,
and ascertaining after reaching Aunt

Dahlia’s lair that there remained some
20 minutes before it would be necessary
to start getting ready lor the evening
meal, 1 took a seat and resumed ny
reading: I had had 1o leave oft at i point
where Ma Cream had just begun to spit
on her hands and start Alling the cus-
tomers with pity and terror. But I hadn't
put more than a couple of clues and a
mere sprinkling ol human gore under
my belt, when the door Hew open and
Kipper appeared. And as the eye rested
on him, he wo filled me with pity and
terror, for his map was flushed and his
manner distraught. He lost no time in
bursting into speech. “Bertie! I've heen
hunting for you all over the place!”

“Something wrong?”

“Something wrong?!"

At this moment Pop Glossop entered
with the cocktails. Kipper drained his
glass 1o the lees and seemed to hecome
calmer. When the door closed behind
Roddy, and Kipper was at liberty o

speak, he did so quite coherently. Tak-

ing another beaker, he said: “Bertie. the
most [frightful thing has happened.”
Taking a third one. he added: ] think
vou will understand that when I read
that announcement in the Times 1 was
utterly bowled over?”

“Oh, quite. Perfectly natural.”

“My head swam, and —"

“Yes, you told me. Everything went
black.”

“I wish it had staved black.¥ hiesaid
bitterly, “but it didin't. After a while
the mists cleared, and I sat there secth-
ing with furv. And alter T had scethed
for a bit I rose from my chair. ook pen
in hand and wrote Bobbie a stinker.”

“Oh. gosh!™

“I put my whole soul into it.”

“Oh. golly.”

“I accused her in set terms of giving
me the heave ho in order that she could
mercenarily marry a richer man. | called
her a carrot-topped Jezebel whom T was
thankful to have got out of my hair.
I...Oh I can’t remember what else 1
said but, as I sav, it was a stinker.”

“But vou never mentioned a word
about this when I met vou.”

“In the ecstasy of learning that that
Times thing was just a ruse and that
she loved me still, it passed completely
from my mind. When it suddenly came
back to me just now. it was like getting
hit in the eye with a wet fish. T reeled.
I felt absolutelv boneless. But T had
enough strength 1o stagger to the tele-
phone. I vang up Skeldings Hall and
was informed that she had just arvived.”

“She must have driven like an inebri-
ated racing motorist.”

“No doubt she did. Girls will be girls.
Anyway, she was there. She wold me
with a merry hilt in her voice that she
had found a letter Irom me on the hall
table and could hardly wait to open it
In a shaking voice I told her not to.”

“So you were in time.”




“In time, my foot. Bertie, you're a
man of the world. You've known a good
many members of the other sex in your
day. What does a girl do when she is
told not to open a letter?”

“Opens it?”

“Exactly. 1 heard the envelope rip,
and the next moment . . . No, I'd rather
not think of it.”

“She took umbrage?”

“Yes, and she also nearly took my
head off. She said she was thankful that
I was glad to have got her out of my
hair, because she was immensely relieved
to have got me out of hers, and that I
had made her very happy because now
she was free to marry you, which had
always been her dearest wish.”

In this hairraiser of Ma Cream’s
which 1 had been perusing there was a
chap of the name of Scarface McColl, a
gangster of sorts, who, climbing into the
old car one morning and twiddling the
starting key, went up in fragments owing
to a business competitor’s having in-
serted a bomb in his engine, and I had
speculated for a moment, while reading,
as to how he must have felt. I knew
now. Just as he had done, 1 rose. I
sprang to the door, and Kipper raised
an eyehrow.

“Am I boring you?” he said rather
stiffly.

“No, no. But I must go and get my
car.”

“You going for a ride?”

RV eSS

“But it’s nearly dinner time.”

“I don’t want any dinner.”

“Where are you going?”

“Herne Bay.”

“Why Herne Bay?”

“Because Jeeves is there, and this
thing must be placed in his hands with-
out a moment’s delay.”

“What can Jeeves do?”

“That,” 1 said, “I cannot say, but he
will do something. If he has been eating
plenty ol fish, as no doubt he would at
a seashore resort, his brain will be at the
top of its form, and when Jeeves’ brain
is at the top of its form, all you have to
do is press a button and stand out of the
way while he takes charge.”

It’s considerably more than a step
from Brinkley Court to Herne Bay, the
one being in the middle of Worcester-
shire und the other on the coast of Kent,
and even under the best ol conditions
vou don't expect to do the trip in a
flash. On the present occasion, held up
by the Arab steed's getting taken with a
fit of the vapors and having to be towed
to a garage for medical treatment, I
didn’t fetch up at journey’s end till well
past midnight. And when I rolled
round to Jeeves’ address on the morrow,
I was informed that he had gone out
carly and they didn’t know when he
would be back. Leaving word for him to

ring me at the Drones, I returned to
the metropolis and was having the pre-
dinner keg of nails in the smoking room
when his call came through.

“Mr. Wooster? Good evening, sir.
This is Jeeves.”

“And not a moment too soon,” I said,
speaking with the emotion of a lost
lamb which after long separation from
the parent sheep finally manages o spot
it across the meadow. “Where have you
been all this time?”

“I had an appoinument to lunch with
a Iriend at Folkestone, sir, and while
there was persuaded to extend my visit
in order to judge a seaside bathing-
belles contest.”

“No, really? You do live, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“How did it go off?"

“Quite satisfactorily, sir, thank you.”

“Who won?”

“A Miss Marlene Higgins of Brixton,
sir, with Miss Lana Brown of Tulsa Hill
and Miss Marilyn Bunting of Penge
honorably mentioned. All most attrac
tive young ladies.”

“Shapely?”

“Extremely so.”

“Well, let me tell you, Jeeves, and
you can paste this in your hat, shapeli-
ness isn‘t everything in this world. In
fact, it sometimes seems to me that the
more curved and lissome the members
of the opposite sex, the more likely they
are to set hell's foundations quivering.

I'm sorely beset, Jeeves. Are you listen-
ing?”

S es sy it

“Then hold onto your hat and don’t
miss a word.”

When I had finished, he said, “I can
readily appreciate your concern, sir. The
situation, as you say, is onc fraught with
anxiety,” which is pitching it strong for
Jeeves, he as a rule coming through with
a mere “Most disturbing, sir.”

“I will come to Brinkley Court im-
mediately, sir.”

“Will you really? I hate to interrupt
your holiday.”

“Not at all, sir. T will call at the
apartment at as early an hour tomorrow
as is possible.”

“And we'll drive down together.
Right,” I said, and went oft to my sim-
ple but wholesome dinner.

It was with . . . well, not quite an up-
lifted heart . . . call it a heart lifted about
halfway . . . that I started out for Brink-
ley on the following afternoon. The
thought that Jeeves was at my side, his
fish-fed brain at my dispos: 1, caused a
spot of silver lining to gleam through
the storm clouds, but only a spot, for I
was asking mysclf if even Jeeves might
not fail to find a solution to the prob-
lem that had raised its ugly head. Ad-
mittedly expert though he was at join-
ing sundered hearts, he had rarely been
up against a rift within the lute so com-
plete as that within the lute of Roberta

“This mania for exaggeration, Miss Connor; does it
limut itself only to your conversation?”
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Wickham and Reginald Herring, and as
I remember hearing him say once, ‘tis
not in mortals to command success. And
at the thought of what would ensue,
were he to [all down on the assignment,
1 quivered like something in aspic. I
could not [orget that Bobbie, while
handing Kipper his hat, had expressed
in set terms her intention of lugging me
to the altar rails and signaling to the
clergyman to do his stuff. So as I drove
along, the heart, as 1 have indicated, was
uplifted only to a medium extent.
When we were out of the London tral-
fic and it was possible to converse with-
out bumping into buses and pedestrians,
I threw the meeting open for debate.
“You have not lorgotten our telephone
conversation of yestreen, Jeeves?”

“No, sir.”

“You have the salient points docketed
in your mind?”

s IS

“Have you been brooding on them?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Got a bite of any sort?”

“Not yet, sir.”

“No, I hardly expected vou would.
I'hese things always take tme.”

Y eSSy

“The core of the mauwer is,” I said,
twiddling the wheel to avoid a passing
hen, “that in Roberta Wickham we are
dealing with a girl of high and haughty
spirit,*”

Y eSSl

“And girls of high and haughty spirit
need kidding along. This cannot be
done by calling them carrot-topped
Jezebels.”

“No, sir.”

“I know if anvone called me a carrot-
topped  Jezebel. umbrage is the first
thing I'd take. Who was Jezebel, by the
way? The name seems familiar, but [
can’t place her”

“A character in the Old Testament,
sir. A queen of Israel.”

“Of course, ves. Be forgetting my own
name next. Eaten by dogs, wasn't she?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Can’t have been pleasant for her.”

“No, sir.”

“Still. that’s the way the ball rolls.
Talking ol being eaten by dogs, there's
a dachshund av Brinkley who when vou
first meet him will give you the impres-
sion that he plins to convert you into
i light smack between his regular meals.
Pay no attention. It’s all eyewash. His
belligerent attitude is simply —

“Sound and lury signifying nothing,
sir?”

“That's ii
words, and he will be grappling you
. . . what's that expression I've heard
vou use?”’

“Grappling me to his soul with hoops
of steel, sir?™

“In the first two minutes. He wouldn’t
hurt a fly, but he has to put up a lront
because his name’s Poppet. One can

Pure swank. A few civil

readily appreciate that when a dog hears
himself addressed day in and day out as
Poppet, he feels he must throw his
weight about. His self-respect demands
10

“Precisely, sir.”

“You'll like Poppet. Nice dog. Wears
his cars inside out. Why do dachshunds
wear their ears inside out?”

“I could not say, sir.”

“Nor me. I've often wondered. But
this won't do, Jeeves. Here we are, vak-
king about Jezebels and dachshunds,
when we ought to be concentrating our
minds on . . ."

1 broke off abruptly. My eye had been
caught by a wayside inn. Well, not ex-
actly so much by the wayside inn as by
what was standing outside it — to wit, a
scarlet roadster which I recognized in-
stantly as the property of Bobbie Wick-
ham. One saw what had happened.
Driving back to Brinkley atter a couple
of nights with Mother, she had found
the going a bit warm and had stopped
off at this hostelry for a quick one. And
a very sensible thing to do, too. Nothing
picks one up more than a spot ol sluic-
ing on a hot sunnner afternoon. 1 ap-
plied the brakes. “Mind waiting here a
minute, Jeeves?”

“Certainly not. sir. You wish to speak
to Miss Wickham?"

“Ah, you spotted her car?”

“Yes, sir. It is distinctly individual.”

“Like its owner. I have a feeling thi
I may be able to accomplish something
in the breach-healing way with a
honeved word or two. Worth trying,
don’t vou think?”

“Unquestionably, sir.

“At a time like this one doesn’t want
to leave anv avenue unturned.” The
interior of the wayside inn —the Fox
and Goose, not that it matters — was
like the interiors of all wayside inns,
dark and cool and smelling of beer.
cheese, coffee, pickles and the sturdy
English peasantry. Entering, vou [ound
voursell in a cozyv nook with tankards
on the walls and chairs and tables dotted
hither and thither. On one of the chairs
at one ol the tables Bobbie was seated
with a glass and a boule of ginger ale
before her.

“Good Lord, Bertie,” she said as 1
stepped up and what-ho-ed, “where did
vou spring from?”

I explained that 1 was on my way
back to Brinkley from London in mny
car.

“Be careful someone doesn’t pinch it.
I'll bet you haven't taken out the keys.”

“No, but Jeeves is there, keeping
watch and ward, as you might say.”

“Oh, vou've brought Jeeves with
you? 1 thought he was on his holiday.”

“He very decently canceled it.”

“Pretty feudal.”

“Very. When I told him I needed him
at my side, he didn’t hesitate.”

“Why do you need him at your side?”

"




The moment had come for the
honeyed word. I lowered my voice to a
confidential murmur, but on her in-
quiring if I had laryngitis, raised it
again. “l had an idea that he might be
able 1o do something.”

“What about?”

“About you and Kipper,” I said, and
started to feel my way cautiously toward
the core and center. “I must begin by
saying that Kipper has given me a full
eyewitness — well, earwitness 1 suppose
you'd say — report of that chat you and
he had over the telephone. He poured
out his soul to me, and he hadn’t been
pouring long belore I was able to see
that he was cut to the quick. His blood

pressure was high, his cye volled in
what they call a fine frenzy, and he

was death-where-is-thy-sting-ing like no-
body’s business.”

I saw her quiver and kept a wary eye
on the ginger ale bottle. But even if she
had raised it and brought it down on
the Wooster bean, 1 couldn’t have been
more stunned than I was by the words
that left her lips. “The poor lamb!”

I had ordered a gin and tonic. 1 now
spilled a portion of this.
poor lamb?”

You bet I said poor lamb. though
‘poor sap’ would perhaps be a better
description. Just imagine him taking all
that staff T said seriously. He ought to
have known I didn’t mean jt.”

I groped for the gist.
making conversation?”

“Well, blowing off stean. For heaven's
sake, isn't a gl allowed to blow off
steaom occasionally? I never dreamed it
would veally upser him. Reggie always
takes evervthing so literally.”

“Then the laughing love god is once
more working at the old stand?”

“Like a beaver.”

“In fact. to coin a phrase,
sweethearts seill?”

Ol course.

“Did vou say

“You were just

vou're

I may have meant what I
said at the time, but only for about five
minutes.”

I drew a deep breath, and a moment
later wished I hadn't, because I drew it
while drinking the remains of my pin
and tonic. “Does Kipper know of this?"
I said, when I had finished coughing.

“Not vet.”

I raised a point on which I particu-
larly desired assurance. “Then what it
boils down to is — No wedding bells for
me?"”

“T'm afraid not.”

“"Quite all right. Anything that suits

you."”
“l1 don't want to get jugeed for
bigamy."”

“No, one sees that. And vour selection
for the day is Kipper. I don’t blame you.
The ideal marte.”

“Just the way 1 look at it. He's ter-
rific, isn't he?”

“Colossal.”

“I wouldn’t marry anyone else if they
came to me bringing apes, ivory and
peacocks. Tell me what he was like as
a boy.”

“Oh, much the same as the rest of us.”

“Nonsense.”

“Except, of course, for rescuing people
from burning buildings and saving blue-
eyed children from getting squashed by
runaway horses.”

“He did that a lot®”

“Almost daily.”

“Was he the Pride of the School?”

“Oh, rather.”

“Not that it was much ol a school to
be the pride of, from what he tells me.
A sort of Dothebovs Hall, wasn't 1t?”

Conditions under Aubrey Upjohn
were [airly tough. One’s mind reverts
particularly to the sausages on Sunday.”

“Reggie was very funny about those.
He said they were made not from con-
tented pigs but [rom pigs that had ex-
pired. regretted by all, of glanders, the
bots and tuberculosis.’

“Yes, that would be quite a [air de-
scription of them, 1 suppose. You go-
ing?” I said, lor she had risen.

“I can’t wait another minute. I want
to fling mysell into Reggie’s arms. If 1
don’t see him soon, I shall pass out.”

We went out together, and I saw her
off and returned to where Jeeves kept
his vigil in the car, all smiles. T was all
smiles, I mean, not Jeeves. The best he
ever does is to let his mouth twitch
slichtly on one side, generally the lelt.
I was in rave fettle, and the heart had
touched a new high. I don’t know any-
thing that braces one up like finding
you haven’t got to get married after all.
“Sorry to kccp vou waiting, Jeeves,” 1
said. “Hope vou weren't bored?”

“Oh no, sir, thank you. I was quite
happy with my Spinoza.”

SEhz

“The copy ol Spinoza’s lﬂuu whl(h
you kindly cave me some time ago.”

“Oh, ah, ves, I remember. Good stuff?”

“Extremely, sir.”

“I suppose it turns out in the end
that the butler did it. Well, Jeeves,
you'll be glad to hear that everything's
under control.”

“Indeed, sir?”

“Yes, rilt in lute mended and wedding
bells liable to ring out at any moment.
She’s changed her mind.”

“Varium et mutabile femina semper,
sir."”

“I shouldn’t wonder,”
in and taking the wheel.

I said, climbing

Arriving at Brinkley in the quiet even-
[all and putting the old machine away
in the garage, I noticed that Aunt
Dahlia’s car was there and gathered [rom
this that the aged relative was around
and about once more. Nor was I in
error. I found her in her boudoir get-
ting outside a dish of tea and a crum-

omwmwmaond

records

for discriminating people
who desire the finest

in sound ... always—demand
COMMAND

PERSUASIVE
PERCUSSION

This is the most unusual record you
have ever put on your turntable.
What’s on this record?

MUSIC—not sound effects—but music.

Brilliantly recorded music, played on fasci-
nating percussion instruments with new and
exciting tone textures; music planned and
arranged to bring out the whole spectrum of
spund on your stereo egquipment even while
it puts your system through a series of
acoustical alignment tests—tests which wili
tell you if your speakers are properly bal-
anced, if your pickup Is tracking correctly
and if your pickup arm is balanced. We are
sure that you will enjoy this record, both
as a listening experience and as a chal-
lenge to your stereo system. PERSUASIVE
PERCUSSION is the definitive record for
checking out all aspects of your stereo
sound system!

Stereo #RS 800 SD...$5.98

Monaural #RS 800 ... 4.98

also available in two track and four track
tape—get complete Command Catalog from

AWARD PUBLISHING CORP.
Cleveland Place, Harrison, M. J.

LINGUAPHONE

MAKES IT EASY TO LISTEN and LEARN to

SPANISH (American or European) ® FRENCH
GERMAN [ ITALIAN * JAPANESE
MODERN GREEK L] ICELANDIC

Any of 34 languages available at home
Only Linguaphone, The World's Stundard Conversa-
tional Mcethod, brings the world’s best native language
teachers into your home on fine Be-like recordings.

You lsten for just 20 minutes a day— You hear the
everyday eonversations of ¥ to 12 men and women.
You learn to speak quickly, correctly by imitation, the
same natural way you learned English as a ehild.
Exciting Busi Travel O ies Here and
Abrond Linguaphone 18 usced the world over by s
governments, business drms, Over a milllon honwe-st
students. Send for FREE Book and Detailsof FIU
LINGUAPHONE INSTITUTE

T-23-020 Radio City. New York 20, N. Y.
Fleasesend me: _| FREE DBOOE

L Detalls of I»Ill.l’. trial. No obligation. of course.

Zr ne .

-—----i

" ‘World's Standard Conversatl
“ For Over Hall a cmmn



-]
(=]
-]
»
"
(=]
R

pet. She greeted me with one of those
piercing view halloos which she had
picked up on the hunting ficld in the
days when she had been an energetic
chivvier of the British f[ox. It sounded
like a gas explosion and went through
me from stem to stern. 1've never hunted
mysclf, but 1 understand that hall the
battle is being able to make noises like
some jungle animal with dyspepsia, and
I believe that Aunt Dahlia in her prime
could lift fellow-members of the Quorn
and Pyichley out of their saddles with
a single vip, though separated from
them by two ploughed fields and a pin-
ney. “Hullo, ugly,” she said. “Turned
up again, have vous”

“Just this moment breasted the wape.”

“Been to Herne Bay, young Herring
tells me.”

“Yes, to fetch Jeeves. How's Bonzo?”

“Spotty but cheerlul. What did vou
want jeeves for?”

“Well, as it turns out. his presence
isn’t needed, but I only discovered that
when I was halfway here. I was bringing
him along to meditate . . . no, it isn't
meditate . . . to mediate, that's the
word, between Bobbie Wickham and
Kipper.” I briskly imparted the glad
tidings, then asked, “Where's Kipper? 1
should like to shake him by the hand
and pat his back.”

“He went on a picnic with Wilbert
and Phvllis.”

The significance ol this did not escape
me. “Tailing up stuff, ¢h? Right on the
job, is he?”

“That he is — keeping all constantly
under his eve.”

“And il ever a man needed to be con-
stantly under an eve, it's the above
Kleptonumiac.”

“The whatz”

“Haven't you been told? Wilbert’s a
pincher.”

“How do you mean, a pincher?”

“He pmches things. Evervihing that
isn't nailed down is grist to his mill.”

“Don’t be an ass.”

“I'm not being an ass. He's got Uncle
Tom’s cow-creamer.”

“1 know.”

“You know?”

“Of course I know.”

“Beshrew me,” 1 said, “you take it
prewy calmly.”

“Well, what’s ther¢ to get excited
about? Tom sold him the thing.”

“Whar?”

“Wilbert got in touch with him at
Harrogate and put in his bid, and Tom
phoned me to give it to him. Just shows
how important that deal must be to
Tom. I'd have thought he would rather
have parted with his eyeteeth.”

I drew a deep breath, this time for-
tunately unmixed with gin and tonic. 1
wits profoundly stirred. “You mean,”
I said, my voice quavering like that ol
a coloratura soprano, “that I went
through that soulshattering experience

all for nothing?”

“Who's been shattering your soul, if
any?"”

“Ma Cream. By popping in while I
was scarching Wilbert’s room for the
loathsome object. Nawurally 1 thought
he'd swiped it and hidden it there.”

“And she caught vou:"

“Not once, but twice.”

“What did she say?”

“She recommended that T take treat-
ment from Roddy Glossop, of whose
skill in ministering o the mentally
afflicted she had heard such good re-
ports. One sees what gave her the idea.
I was halfway under the dressing table

at the moment, and no doubt she
thought it odd.”
“Bertie! How absolutely priceless!”

The adjective “priceless” seemed to me
an ill-chosen one, and I said so. But my
words were lost in the gale of mirth
into which she now exploded. I was
about to tell her that what 1 had hoped
for from a blood relation was svmpathy
and condolence rather than this crack-
ling ol thorns under a pot, as it is some-
umes called, when the door opened and
Bobbic came in. The moment I cast an
eve on her, it seemed to me that there
wis something strange about her aspect.
Normally, this beazel presents to the
world the appearance of one who is
leeling that il it isn't the best ol all
possible worlds, it’s quite good enough
to be going on with uill a bewer one
comes along. Verve, I mean, and anima-
tion and all that sort of thing. But now
there was a listlessness about her. Un-
parting her lips, which were set in a
thin line as if she had just been taking
a suck at a lemon, she sad:

“1 came to ger that book of Mis.
Cream’s that I was reading, Mis.
Travers.”

“Help vourself, child,” said the an-
cestor. “The more people in this joint
reading her stull, the beter., It all goes
to help the composition.”

“So you got here all right, Bobbie,” 1
said. “Have you seen Kipper?”

I wounldn’t say she snorted, but she
certainly smiffed. ~“Berue,” she said in a
voice straight from the [rigidaire, “will
you do me a [avorz?”

“Or course. Whae?”

“Don't mention that rat’s name in
my presence,” she said, and pushed off,
the evelids still weary. She left me
fogged and groping lor the inner mean-
ing, and I could sce from Aunt Dahlia’s
gogeling eyes that the basic idea hadn’t
got across with her cither.

“Well!”™ she said. "What's all this? 1
thought you told me she loved voung
Herring with a passion like boiling oi1l.”

“That was her storv.”

“The oil seems to have gone off the
boil. Yes, sir, if that was the language
ol love, I'll eat my hat,” said the blood
relation. “They must have had another
fight.”

“It does look like it,” I agreed, “and
I don’t understand how it can have hap.
pened. The thing to do when you want
the low-down is to go to the fountain-
head and get it straight from the horse's
mouth. Kipper can solve this mvstery.
I'll pop along and find him.” [ was,
however, spared the trouble of popping,
for at this moment he entered left cen-
ter.

“Oh, there vou are. Bertie.” he said.
“I heard you were back. 1 was looking
for you.” He had spoken in a low, husky
sort of way, like @ voice Irom the tombh.

“What's all this suained relations
stufl between you and Bobbie, Kippers™
I said, and when he said, “Oh. nothing,”
rapped the table sharply and told him
to cut out the cov stuff and come clean.

“Yes,” said Aunt Dahlia, “what's hap-
pened. young Herring?”

I think for a moement he was abour 10
draw himself up with hauteur and say
that he would prefer, if we didn’t mind,
not to discuss his private affairs, but
when he was hallway up he caught Aunt
Dahlia’s eve and returned to position
one. Aunt Dahlia’s eye, while not in the
same class as that of my Aunt Agatha,
who is known to devour her voung and
conduct human sacrifices at the time of
the [ull moon, has lots of authority. He
subsided into a chair and sat there
looking filleted.

“Well, il you must know,” he said,
“she’s broken the engagement.”

This didn’t gee us any Farther. We had
assumed as much. You don't go calling
people vars if love sull lingers.

“But it's only an hour or so.” 1 said,
“since | lelt her outside a hostelry called
the Fox and Goose, and she had just
been giving vou a rave notice. What
came unstuck? What did you do to the
givl?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come, come.”

“Where 1 went wrong,” he said, still
speaking in that low, husky voice as if
he had been a ghost suffering from ca-
tarrh, “was in getting engaged to Phyllis
Mills,”

“What!” 1 aried.

“Why on earth did you do that?” said
Aunt Dahlia.

He shifted uneasily m his chair, like
a man troubled with anis in the pans.
“It seemed a good idea ar the time,” he
said. “Bobbie had wold me on the wwle-
phone that she never wanted to speak
to me again i this world or the next,
and Phyllis had bheen telling me that,
while she shrank [rom Wilbert Cream
because of his murky past, she found
him so magnetic that she knew she
wouldn't be able to refuse him if he
proposed, and 1 had been commissioned
to stop his proposing, so I thought the
simplest thing to do was to get engaged
to her mysell. So we talked it over, and
having reached a thorough understand-
ing that it was stmply a ruse and noth-



ing binding on cather side, we an-
nounced it to Cream.”
“Very shrewd,” said Aunt Dahlia.

“How did he take it?”

“He reeled.”

“Lot of reeling there’s been in this
business.,” 1 said. “You reeled, if vou
recollect, when you remembered you'd
written that letter to Bobbie.”

“And I reeled again when she sud-
denly appeared from nowhere just as I
was kissing Phyllis.”

I pursed the lips. Gettng a bit French,
this sequence, it secemed to me. “There
was no need for you to do that.”

“No nced, perhaps. but 1 wanted to
make 1t look natural to Cream.”

“Oh, I see. Driving it home, as il
were?”’

“That was the idea. O course 1
wouldn't have done it if I'd known that
Bobbie had changed her mind and
wanted things to be as they were hefore
that telephone  conversation. But 1
didn’t know. It's just one of life’s litle
ironies. You get the same sort of thing
in Thomas Hardy.”

I knew nothing of this T. Hardy of
whom he spoke, but I saw what he meant.

“Didn't you explain?”’

He zave me a pitying look. “Have you
cver tried explaining something to a
red-haired girl who's madder than a
wet henz?”

I ok his point. “What happened
then?”

“Oh, she was very ladvlike. Talked
amiably of this and that till Phyllis had
left us. Then she started in. She said
she had raced here with a heart over-
flowing with love, longing to be in my
arms, and a jolly surprise it was to find
those arms squeezing the stufling out of
another and . . . Oh, well, a lot more
along those lines. The wtrouble is, she's
always been a bit squiggle-eyed about
Phyihs, because in Switzerland she held
the view that we were a shade too
matey. Nothing in it, of course.”

“Well, il you want to know what I
think,” said Aunt Dahlia. But we never
did get around 1o knowing what she
thought, for at this moment Phyllis
came i

- - -

Giving the wench the once-over as she
enteved, I found myself well able to
understand  why Bobbic on observing
her enwangled with Kipper had  ex-
ploded with so loud a report. Fm not
mysell, of course, an idealistic girl in
love with a member ol the swaff of the
Thursday Review and never have been,
but if 1 were I know I'd get the me-
orims somewhat severely if I caught him
in a cdinch with anvone as personable
as this stepdaughter ol Aubrey Upjohn.
lor though shaky on the 1.Q).. physically
she was a pip of the first water. Her
eves were considerably bluer than the
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skies above, she was wearing a simple
summer dress which accentuated rather
than hid the graceful outlines of her
figure, il you know what I mean, and
it was not surprising that Wilbert
Cream, seeing her, should have lost no
time in reaching for the book of poetry
and making a becline with her o the
nearest lealy glade. “Oh, Mrs. Travers,”
she said, spotting Aunt Dahlia, “T've
just been talking to Daddy on the tele-
phone.”

This took the old ancestor's mind
right off the tangled aftairs of the Kip-
per-Bobbie axis, to which a moment
before she had been according her best
attention, and | didn’t wonder. With
the prizegiving at Market Snodsbury
Grammar School, a function at which
all that was bravest and [airest in the
ncighborhood would be present, only
two days away, she must have been ger-
ting pretty uneasy about the continued
absence of the big shot slated to address
the voung scholars on ideals and life in
the world outside. If you are on the
board of governors of a school and have
contracted to supply an orator for the
great day of the vear, yvou can be for-
given for feeling a wifle jumpy when
vou learn that the silver-tongued one
has gadded off 1o the metropolis, leaving
no word as to when he will be return-
ing. il ever. So now she quite naturally
blossomed like a rose in June and asked
if the old blister had mentioned any-
thing about when he was coming back.

“He’s coming back tonight. He says
he hopes you haven't been worrying.”

“Oh, does her Well, I've a piece of
news for him. 1 have been worrying.

What's kept him in London so long?”
“He's been seeing his lawver about
this libel action he’s bringing against
the Thursday Review.”
I have often asked mysell how many
inches it was that Kipper leaped from
his chair at these words. Sometimes 1

think it was 10, sometimes only six, but

whichever it was he unquestionably
came up from the padded seat like an
athlete competing in the Sitting High
Jump event. Scarface McColl couldn’t
have riscn more nippily.

“Against the Thuisday Review?” said
Aunt Dahlia. “That’s vour rag, isn't it,
young Herring? What have they done
to stir him up?”

“It's this book Daddy wrote about
preparatory schools. He wrote a book
about preparatory schools. Did  you
know he had written a book about pre-
paratory schoolse Well, the Thursday
Review said something libelous about
it, and Daddy's lawyer says the jury
ought to give Daddy at least hve thou-
sand pounds. Because they libeled him.
So he’s been in London all this time see-
ing his lawyer. But he's coming back to-
nighi. He'll be here for tne prize-giving,
and I've got his speech all typed out and
readv lor him. Oh, there’s my precious
Poppet,” saicd Phyllis, as a distant bark-
ing reached the ecars. "He's asking for
his dinner, the sweet liude angel. All
right. darling, Mother’s coming.” she
fluted, and buzzed off on the errand of
mercy.

A brief silence followed her depar-
Lure.

“T don’t care what vou sav.” said Aunt
Dahlia at length in a defiant sort of

-
o Mg i,

“Why can’t you crave water, like other caslaways?”

way. “Brains aren’t evervithing. She's a
dear, sweer girl. 1 love her like & daugh-
ter, and to hell with anyone who calls
her a hall-wit. Why, hullo,” she pro-
ceeded, seeing that Kipper was slumped
back in his chair wying without much
success to hitch up a drooping lower
jaw. “What's eating vou, young Her-
ring?"”

I could see that Kipper was in no
shape for conversation, so took it upon
myself to explain.

“A ceruain stickiness has arisen, aged
relative. You heard what P. Mills said
before going to minister to Poppet
Those words tell the story.”

“What do vou mean?”

“The [acts are readily stated. Upjohn
wrote this slim volume, which. il vou re-
call, was about preparatory schools, and
in it, so Kipper tells me, said that the
time spent in these establishments was
the happiest of our lives. Ye Ed passed
it on to Kipper for comment, and he,
remembering the dark days at Malvern
House, Bramley-on-Sea. when he and 1
were plucking the gowans fine there,
slated it with no uncertain hand. Cor-
rect, Kipper?” ;

He found specch, if you could call
making a noise like a buffalo taking its
foot out of a swamp finding speech.

“But, dash it,” he said. finding a bit
more, “it was perfectly legitimare criti-
cism. I didn’t mince mv words, ol course.”

“It would be interesung to find out
what these unnunced words were,” said
Aunt Dahlia, “lor among them there
appear to have been one or two which
seem likely to set vour proprietor back
five thousand ol the best and brightesi.
Bertie, ger vour car out and go to Mar-
ket Snodsbury station and see if the
bookstall has a copy of tis week’s . | .
No, wait, hold the line. Cancel that
order. 1 shan't be a minute.” she said.
and went out, leaving me totally foggzed
as to what she was up to. What aunts
are up o is never an casy thing (o
divine.

I wnned to Kipper. “Bad show,” I
said. From the wav he writhed I gath-
ered that he was feeling 1t could scavcely
be worse. “What happens when an edi-
torial assistant on a weekly paper lets
the bosses in for substanual libel dam-
agese”’

He was able to answer that one. “He
gets the push and, what's more, finds it
pretry damned dithcult o land another
job. He's on the black list.” He had just
buried his face in his hands, as fellows
are apt w do when contemplating a
future that's a bit on the bleak side,
when the door opened, o reveal not, as

1 had expected, Aunt  Dahlia, but
Bobbie,

“I got the wrong hook.” she said.
“The one I wanted was — "

Then her eve fell on Kipper and she
stiftened in every limb.



“Oh!" she said haughtily, as il of-
fended by this glimpse into the under-
world, and even as she spoke a hollow
groan burst from Kipper's interior and
he raised an ashen face. And at the
sight of it, the haughtiness went out of
Roberta Wickham with a whoosh, to be
replaced by all the old love, sympathy,
womanly tenderness and what not, and
she bounded at him like a lcopardess
getting together with a lost cub. “Reg-
gie! Oh, Reggie! Reggie, darling, what
is it?”" she cried, her whole demecanor
undergoing a marked change for the
better. She was, in short, melted by his
distress, as so often happens with the
female sex. She turned on me with an
animal snarl. “What have you been do-
ing to the poor lamb?” she demanded,
giving me one of the nastiest looks seen
that summer in the midland countices,
and 1 had just finished explaining that
it was not I but Fate or Destiny that had
removed the sunshine from the poor
lamb’s life, when Aunt Dahlia returned.
She had a slip of paper in her hand.

“I was right.” she said. "I knew Up-
john’s first move on getting 2 book
published would be to subscribe to a
press-cutting agency. I found this on
the hall table. It's vour review of his
slim volume, young Herring, and having
run an cye over it I'm not surprised
that he's a little upser. I'll read it to
vou.” She cleared the throat and waded
in. It concluded as follows: * ‘Aubrey
Upjohn might have taken a different
view of preparatory schools if he had
done a stretch at the Dotheboys Hall
conducted by him at Malvern House,
Bramley-on-Sea as we had the misfor-
tune to do. We have not [orgotten the
sausages on Sunday, which were made
not from contented pigs but from pigs
which had expired, regretted by all, of
glanders, the bots and tuberculosis.” ”

Until this passage left the aged rela
tive's lips Kipper had been sitting with
the tips of his fingers together, nodding
from time to time as much as to say
“Caustic. ves, but perfectly legitimate
criticism,” but on hearing this excerpt
he did another of his sitting high jumps,
lowering all previous records by several
inches. It occurred to me as a passing
thought that il all other sources of in-
come [ailed, he had a promising luture
as an acrobat. “But I never wrote that’”
he gasped.

“Well, it's here in cold print.”

“Why, that's libelous!™

“So Upjohn and his legal eagle seem
to feel. And I must say it reads like a
pretty good five thousand pounds worth
to me.”

“Let me look at that,” yipped Kipper.
“I don’t understand this. No, hall a
second, darling. Not now. Later. [ want
to concentrate,” he said, for Bobbie had
flung herselfl on him and was clinging to
him like the ivy on the old garden wall.

“Regeie!” she wailed — yes, wail's the

word. “It was me!”

“Eh2”

“That thing Mrs. Travers just read.
You remember you showed me the proof
at lunch that day and told me to drop
it off at the office, as you had to rush
along to keep a golf date. I read it again
alter you'd gone, and saw you had left
out that bit about the sausages — acci-
dentally, 1 thought —and it seemed to
me so frightfully funny and clever that
- .. Well, I put it in at the end. 1 felt it
just rounded the thing off.”

There was silence for some moments.
Whether or not the idea of taking Bob-
bie's neck in both hands and wwisting
it into a spiral loated through Kipper's
mind, I cannot say, but il so it was
merely the idle dream of a couple of
seconds or so, for almost immediately
love prevailed. She had described him
as a lamb, and it was with all the mild-
ness for which lambs are noted that he
now spoke. "Oh, I see. So that's how
it was."”

“I'm so sorry.”

“Don’t mention it.”

“I've ruined your life.”

“Nonsense. The Thursday Review
isn't the only paper in London. If they
fire me, I'll accept employment else-
where.”

This scarcely squared with what he
had told me about being black-listed,
but I lorbore to mention this, for I
saw that his words had cheered Bobbie
up considerably.

“Of course!” she said. “Any paper
would be glad to have a valuable man
like you.”

“They'll fight like tigers for his serv-
ices.” I said, helping things along. “You
don’t find a chap like Kipper out of cir-
culation for more than a day or so.”

“You're so clever.”

“Oh, thanks.”

“I don’t mean you, ass, I mean Reg-
gie”

“Ah, yes. Kipper has what it takes,
all right.”

“All the same,” said Aunt Dahlia, 1
think, when Upjohn arrives, you had
better do all vou can to ingratiate your-
self with him.”

“Yes,” I said. “Exert the charm, Kip-
per. and there’s a chance he might call
the thing off.”

“Bound to.” said Bobbie. “Nobody
can resist you, darling.”

“Well, let’s hope you're right, darling.
In the meantime,” said Kipper. “if I
don’t get that whiskey and soda soon,
I shall disintegrate. Would you mind if
I went in search of it. Mrs. Travers?”

“It's the very thing 1 was about to
suggest mysell. Dash along and drink
your fll, my unhappy young stag at eve.”

“I'm [ecling rather like a restorative,
too,” said Bobhbie.

“Me also,” I said, swept along on the
tide of the popular movement. “Though
I would advise,” I said, when we were

outside, “making it port. More authority.
We'll look in on Swordfish. He will pro-
vide.”

We [ound Pop Glossop in his pantry
polishing silver, and put in our order.
He seemed a little surprised at the in-
rush ol such a multitude, but on learn-
ing that our tongues were hanging out,
obliged with a bottle of the best, and
after we had done a bit of tissue-restor-
ing, Kipper, who had preserved a brood-
ing silence since entering, rose and left
us. saying that if we didn’t mind he
would like to muse apart for a while. |
saw Pop Glossop give him a sharp look
as he went out and knew that Kipper's
demcanor had roused his professional
interest, causing him to scent in the
young visitor a potential customer. Tact-
fully waiting till the door had closed, he
said: “Is Mr. Herring an old friend of
vours, Mr. Wooster?”

“Bertie.”

“I beg your pardon. Bertie. You have
known him for some time?"

“Practically from the egg.”

“And is Miss Wickham a [riend of
hisz™

“Reggie Herring and I are engaged,
Sir Roderick.” said Bobbie.

Her words seemed to seal the Glossop
lips. He said “Oh?” and began to talk
about the weather and continued to do
so until Bobbie, who since Kipper's de-
parture had been exhibiting signs of
restlessness, said she thought she would
go and see how he was making out. Find-
ing himself de-Wickhamed. he unsealed
his lips without delay: “I did not like
to mention it before Miss Wickham, as
she and Mr. Herring are engaged, for
one is always loath to occasion anxiety,
but that young man has a neurosis.”

“He isn't alwavs as dippy as he looked
just now.”

“Nevertheless ——"

“Let me tell vou something, Roddy.
If you were as up against it as he is,
you'd hive a neurosis, too.” And feeling
that it would do no harm to get his
views on the Kipper situation, I un-
folded the tale. “So you see the posi-
tion,” I concluded. “The only way he
can avoid the fate that is worse than
death —viz. letting his cmployers get
nicked lor a sum bevond the dreams
of avarice —is by ingratiating himsell
with Upjohn, which would seem to any
thinking man a shot that’s not on the
board. I mean. he had four years with
him at Malvern House and didn’t in-
gratiate himsell once, so it's difficult to
see how he's going to start doing it now.
It seems to me the thing's an impasse.
French expression.”

To my surprise, instcad ol clicking
the tongue and waggling the head
gravely o indicate that he saw the
stickiness of the dilemma, he chuckled
fatly, as il having spotted an amusing
side to the thing which had escaped me.
Having done this, he blessed his soul,
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which was his way of saying Gorblimey.
“It really is quite extraordinary, my
dear Bertie,” he said, “how associating
with you restores my vouth. Your lightest
word seems to bring back old mem-
ories. 1 find myself recollecting episodes
in the distant past which I have not
thought of for years and years. This
matter of the problem confronting vour
friend Mr. Herring is a case in point.
While you were telling me of his trou-
bles, the mists shredded away, the hands
of the clock wurned back, and I was
once again a young lellow in my ecarly
twenties, deeply involved in the strange
alfair of Bertha Simmons, George Lan-
chester and Bertha's father, old Mr.
Simmons, who at that time resided in
Putney. He was in the imported lard
and butter business.”

“The what-was-that
again?”’

He repeated the cast of characters,
asked me if I would care for another drop
of port. a suggestion with which 1 read-
ily fell in, and proceeded. “George, a
young man of volcanic passions, met
Bertha Simmons at a dance at Putney
Town Hall in aid of the widows of de-
ceased railway porters and became in-
stantly enamored. His love was returned.
When he encountered Bertha next day
in Putney High Succt, and, taking her
oft to a conlectioner’s for an ice cream,
offered her with it Ins hand and heart,
she accepted them enthusiastically. But
there was an obstacle, and a very serious
one. George was a swimming instructor
at the local baths, and Mr. Simmons had
higher views for his daughter. He for-
bade the marriage. I am speaking, of
course, of the days when [athers did
forbid marriages. It was only when
George saved him from drowning that
he relented and gave the young couple
his consent and blessing.”

“How did that happen?™

“Perfectly simple. I ook Mr. Simmons
for a suoll on the riverbank and pushed
him in, and George, who was waiting
in readiness, dived into the water and
pulled him out. Naturally I had to un-
dergo a certain amount of criticism of
my clumsiness, but I was glad to sacri-
fice mysell to help a friend, and the re-
sults, as far as George was concerned,
were of the happiest. And what crossed
my mind, as vou were telling me of Mr.
Herring’s desire o ingratiate himself
with Mr. Upjohn, was that a similar —
i1s ‘setup’ the term you young fellows
use? — would answer in his case. All the
facilities are here at Brinkley Court.
In my rambles about the grounds 1 have
noticed a small but quite adequate lake,
and . . . well, there you have it, my dear
Bertic. 1 throw it out, of course, merely
as a suggestion.”

His words left me all of a glow. When
1 thought how I had misjudged him in
the days when our relations had heen
distant, I burned with shame and re-

strange  affair

morse. It seemed incredible that T could
cver have looked on this admirable
loony-doctor as the menace in the treat-
ment. What a lesson, I felt, this should
teach all of us that a man mav have a
bald head and bushy eyebrows and still
remain at heart a jovial sportsman and
onc of the boys. There was about an
inch of the ruby juice nestling in my
class, and as he finished speaking I raised
the beaker in a reverent toast. I told him
he had hit the bull's-eye and was entitled
to 2 cigar or coconut according to choice.
“I'll go and take the mawer up with
my principals immediately,” I added.

“Can Mr. Herring swimz?"

“Like several fishes.”

We parted with mutual expressions
of good will, and it was only after 1 had
emerged into the summer air that I
remembered I hadn’t told him that Wil-
bert had purchased, not pinched, the
cow-creamer, and for a moment 1
thought of going back to apprise him.
But I thought again, and didn’t. First
things first, I said to myself, and the
item at the top of the agenda paper was
the bringing ol a new sparkle to Kip-
per’s eyes. Later on, I told mysell, would
do, and carried on to where he and
Bobbie were pacing the lawn  with
bowed heads. It would not be long, I
anticipated, before 1 would be bringing
those heads up with a jerk. Nor was I
in error. Their enthusiasm was  un-
stinted. Both agreed unreservedly that
il Upjohn had the merest spark of hu-
nuin feeling in him, which of course had
still to be proved, the thing was in the
bag.

With sell all eagerness and enthusiasm
for the work in hand, straining at the
leash, as vou might say, and full of the
will to win, it came as a bit of a damper
when I found on the following after-
noon that Jeeves didn’c think highly of
Operation Upjohn. I told him about it
just belore starting out for the tryst,
feeling that it would be helpiul to have
his moral support, and was stunned to
see that his manner was austere and
even pufl-faced. “Was this Miss Wick-
ham’s idea, sir?” he inquired.

“No. I agree that it sounds like one
of hers, but actually it was Sir Roderick
Glossop who suggested it. By the way,
you were plolml;l) surprised to find
him buttling here.”

“It did occasion me a momentary
astonishment, but Sir Roderick ex-
plained the circumstances.”

“Fearing that il he didn’t let you in
on it, you might unmask him in front

of Mrs. Cream?”
“No doubt, sir. He would naturally
wish to take all precautions. I gathered

from his remarks that he has not vet

reached a definite conclusion regarding

the mental condition of Mr. Cream.”
“No, he’s still observing. Well, as 1



say, it was from his fertile bean that the
idea sprang. What do you think of it?”

“INl-advised, sir, in my opinion.”

I was amazed. “But it worked without
a hitch in the case of Bertha Simmons,
George Lanchester and old Mr. Sim-
mons.”

“Very possibly, sir.”

“Then why this defeatist attitude?”

“It 1s merely a fecling, sir, due prob-
ably to my preference for finesse. 1 mis-
trust these elaborate schemes. One can-
not depend on them. As the poet Burns
savs, the best laid schemes o' mice and
men gang aft a-pgley.”

It was with a good deal of warmth
that I came back at him. “So vou think
the poet Burns would look askance at
this enterprise of ours, do you? Well,
you can tell him from me he’s an ass.
We've thought the thing out to the last
detail. Miss Wickham asks Mr. Upjohn
to come [or a stroll with her. She leads
him to the lake. I am standing on the
brink, ostensibly taking a look at the
fishes playing amongst the reeds. Kip-
per. ready to the last button, is behind
a ncighboring tree. On the cue ‘Oh,
look!” [rom Miss Wickham, accompanied
by business of pointing with girlish ex-
citement at something in the water, Up-
john bends over to peer. I push, Kip-
per dives in, and there we are. Nothing
can possibly go wrong.”

“Just as vou say, sir. But [ still have
that leeling.”

The blood of the Woosters is hot, and
I was about to tell him in ser terms
what T thought of his ballv [ecling,
when I suddenly spotted what it was
that was making him crab the act. The
sreen-eved monster had bitten him. He
was miffed because he wasn’t the brains
behind this binge, the blueprints for it
having been laid down by a rival. Even
great men have these weaknesses. So |
held back the acid crack I might have
made, and went off with a mere “Oh,
veah?” No sense in wwisting the knife
in the wound, I mean.

All the same, I remained a bit hot
under the collar. because when vou're
all strung up and tense and all that, the
last thing you want is people upsetting
you by ringing in the poet Burns. I
hadn’t told him, but ouwr plans had al-
ready nearly been wrecked at the out-
sct by the unfortunate circumstance of
Upjohn's, while in the metropolis, hav-
ing shaved his mustache, this causing
Kipper to come within a toucher of losing
his nerve and calling the whole thing
off. The sight of that bare expanse or
steppe ol flesh beneath the nose, he said,
did something to him, bringing back the
days when he had so often [ound his
blood turning to ice on beholding it.
it had required quite a series of pep
talks to revive his manly spirits.

However, there was good stuff in the
lad, and though for a while the tempera-
ture of his feet had dropped sharply,

threatening to reduce him to the status
of a non-cooperative cat in an adage, at
3:30 Greenwich mean time he was at
his post behind the selected tree, re-
solved to do his bit. He poked his head
round the tree as I arrived, and when 1
waved a cheery hand at him, waved a
fairly cheery hand at me. Though I only
caught a glimpse of him, I could see
that his upper lip was sull. There being
no signs as ver ol the lemale star and
her companion, I deduced that 1 was a
bit on the carly side. I hit a cigarette and
stood awaiting their enwrance, and was
pleased to note that conditions could
scarcely have been beter lor the coming,
water [éte. Too often on an English
summer day you hind the sun going be-
hind the couds and a nippy wind
springing up from the northeast, but
this afternoon was one of those still,
sultry alternoons when the slightest
movement brings the persp in beads to
the brow, an alternoon, in short, when
it would be a positive pleasure to be
shoved into a lake. “Most refreshing,”
Upjohn would say to himself as the
cool water played about his limbs. I was
standing there running over the stage
directions in my mind to see that 1 had
got them all clear, when I beheld Wil
bert Cream approaching, the dog Poppet
curvetting about his ankles. On sceing
me, the hound rushed lorward with un-
couth c¢ries as was his wont, but on
heaving alongside and getting a whiff of
Wooster Number Five calmed down,
and T was at liberty to auend to Wil-
bert, who 1 could see¢ desived speech
with me. He was looking, 1T noticed.
fairly green about the gills, and he con-
veved the samne suggestion ol having
just swallowed a bad oyster which I had
observed in Kipper on his arrival at
Brinkley. It was plain that the loss of
Phyllis Mills, goofy though she unques-
tionably was, had hit him a shrewd wal-
lop, and I presumed that he was coming
to me lor sympathy and heart balm,
which I would have been only too
pleased 1o dish out. I hoped, of course,
that he would make it crisp and remove
himsell at an early date, lor when the
moment came lor the balloon o go up
I didn’t want o be hampered by an
audience. It was not. however, on the
subject of Phyllis that he proceeded to
touch: “Oh, Wooster,” he said, 1 was
talking 10 my mother a night or two
ago.”

“Oh, ves?” I said, with a slight wave
ol the hand intended to indicue that
il he liked o talk o his mother any-
where, all over the house, he had my
approval.

“She tells me you
mice."”

I didn't like the wend the conversa-
tion was taking, but 1 preserved my
aplomb. “Why. ves, [lairly interested.”

“She says she found you urying to

are interested in
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catch one in my bedroom!”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Good of you to bother.”

“Not at all. Always a pleasure.”

“She says you seemed to be making a
very thorough search of my room.”

“Oh, well, you know, when one sets
one's hand to the plough.”

“You didn’t find a mouse?”’

“No, no mouse. Sorry.”

“I wonder if by any chance you hap-
pened to find an 18th Century cow-
creamer?”

“Ehe”

“A silver jug shaped like a cow.”

“No. Why, was it on the floor some-
where?”

“It was in a drawer of the burcau.”

“Ah, then, I would have missed it.”

“You'd certainly miss it now. It's gone.”

“Strange.”

“Very strange.”

1 had spoken with all the old Wooster
coolness, and I doubt if a casual ob-
server would have detected that Bertram
was not at his ease, but I can assure my
public that he wasn't by a wide margin.
My heart had leaped in the manner
popularized by Kipper Herring and
Scarface McColl, crashing against my
front teeth with a thud which must have
been audible in Market Snodsbury. A
far less astute man would have been
able to divine what had happened. Not
knowing the score owing to having
missed the latest stop-press ncws and
looking on the cow-creamer purely in
the light of a bit of the swag collected
by Wilbert in the course of his larcenous
career, Pop Glossop, all zeal, had em-
barked on the search he had planned to
make, and intuition, developed by years
ol hunt the slipper, had led him to the
right spot. Too late I regretted sorely
that, concentrating so tensely on Oper-
ation Upjohn, I had failed to place the
facts belore him.

“I was going to ask vou,” said Wil-
bert, “il you think I should inform Mrs.
Travers.”

“Oh, T wouldn’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“Might upset her.”

“You consider her a sensitive plant?”

“Oh, very. Rugged exterior, of course,
but you can’t go by that. No, I'd just
wait awhile, if I were you. I expect it'll
turn out that the thing's somewhere you
put it but didn’t think you'd put it. I
mean, you often put a thing somewhere
and think you've put it somewhere else
and then find you didn't put it some-
where ¢else but somewhere. I don’t know
il vou follow mne?”

“I don't.”

“What I mean is, just stick around
and you'll probably find the thing.”

“You think it will return?”

IR0l

“Like a homing pigeon?”

“That’s the idea.”

“Oh?" said Wilbert, and turned away
to greet Bobbie and Upjohn, who had
just arrived on the boathouse landing
stage. 1 had found his manner a little
peculiar, particularly that last “Oh?”
but I was glad that there was no lurking
suspicion in his mind that I had taken
the bally thing. He might so easily have
got the idea that Uncle Tom, regretting
having parted with his ewe lamb, had
employed me to recover it privily, this
being the sort of thing, I belicve, that
collectors frequently do. Nevertheless,
I was still much shaken, and I made a
mental note to tell Roddy Glossop to
slip it back among his effects at the
carliest possible moment. 1 shifted over
to where Bobbie and Upjohn were
standing, and though up and doing
with a heart for any fate, couldn’t help
getting that feeling you get at times like
this of having swallowed a double por-
tion of butterflies. “Hullo, Bobbie,” T
said.

“Hullo, Bertie,” she said.

“Hullo, Upjohn,” T said.

The correct response to this would
have been “Hullo, Wooster,” but he
blew up in his lines and merely made a
noise like a woll with its big toe caught
in a trap. Seemed a bit restive, I thought,
as if wishing he were elsewhere.

Bobbie was all girlish animation.
“I've been telling Mr. Upjohn about
that big fish we saw in the lake yester-
day, Berte.”

“Ah yes, the big fish.”

“It was a whopper. wasn’t it?”

“Very well-developed.”

“I brought him down here to show it
to him.”

“Quite right. You'll enjoy the big fish,
Upjohn.™

I had been perfectly correct in sup-
posing him to be restive. He did his
woll impersonation once more. "I shall
do nothing of the sort,” he said, and
you couldn't find a better word than
“testily” to describe the way he spoke.
“It is most imconvenient for me to be
away from the house at this time. I am
expecting a telephone call from my
lawyer.”

“Oh, T wouldn’t bother about tele-
phone calls from lawyers,” T said heart-
ily. “These legal birds never say any-
thing worth listening to. Just gab gab
gab. You’'ll never forgive yourselfl if you
miss the big fish. You were saying, Up-
john?" T broke off courteously, for he
had spoken.

“I am saying, Mr. Wooster, that both
you and Miss Wickham are laboring un-
der a singular delusion in supposing
that I am interested in fish, whether
large or small. I ought never to have
left the house. I shall return there at
once.” '

“Oh, don’t go yet,” 1 said.

“Wait for the big fish,” said Bobbie.

“Bound to be along shortly,” I said.

“At any moment now,” said Bobbie.

Her cyes met mine, and T read in them
the message she was trying to convey —
viz. that the time had come to act. She
bent over and pointed with an eager
finger. “Oh, look!” she cried.

This, as T had explained to Jeeves,
should have been the cue for Upjohn
to bend over, too, thus making it a sim-
ple task for me to do my stuff, but he
didn't bend over an inch. And why?
Because at this moment the goof Phvllis,
suddenly appearing in our midst, said:

“Daddy dear, you're wanted on the
telephone.”

Upon which, standing not on the or-
der of his going, Upjohn was off as if
propelled from a gun. He couldn’t have
moved quicker if he had been the
dachshund Poppet, who at this juncture
was running round in circles, trying, if
I read his thoughts aright, to work off
the rather heavy lunch he had had
carlier in the afternoon. One began to
sce what the poet Burns had meant.
As far as Bobbie and I were concerned,
silence reigned, this novel twist in the
scenario having wiped speech from our
lips, as the expression is, but Phvllis
continued vocal: “I found this darling
pussvcat in the garden,” she said, and
for the first time I observed that she was
bearing Augustus in her arms. He was
looking: a bit disgruntled, and one
could readilv see whyv. He wanted to
catch up with his sleep and was being
kept awake by the endearments she was
murmuring in his ear. She lowered him
to the ground. “I brought him here to
talk to Poppet. Poppet loves cats, don't
you, angel? Come and say how-d’you-do
to the sweet pussykins, darling.”

I shot a quick look at Wilbert Cream,
to see how he was reacting to this. It
was the sort of observation which might
well have quenched the spark of love
in his bosom, for nothing tends to cool
the human heart more swiltly than
baby talk. But so far [rom bheing re-
volted he was gazing yearningly at her
as if her words were music to his ears.
Very odd, I felt, and T was just saying
to myself that you never could tell,
when 1 became aware of a certain liveli-
ness in my immediate vicinity. At the
moment when tugustus touched ground
and curling himself into a ball fell into
a light doze, Poppet had completed his
10th lap and was preparing to start on
his 11th. Seeing Augustus, he halted in
mid-stride, smiled broadly, turned his
ears inside out, stuck his tail straight up
at right angles to the parent body and
bounded forward, barking merrily. I
could have told the silly ass his attitude
was all wrong. Roused abruptly from
slumber, the most easvgoing cat is apt
to wake up cross. Already Augustus had
had much to endure from Phyllis, who
had doubtless jerked him out of dream-
land when scooping him up in the gar-
den, and all this noise and heartiness



breaking out just as he had dropped off
again put the lid on his sullen mood.
He spat peevishly, there was a sharp
velp, and something long and brown
came shooting between my legs, precipi-
tating itsell and me into the depths.
The waters closed about me, and for an
mstant I knew no more.

When 1 rose to the surface, I found
that Poppet and 1 were not the only
bathers. We had been joined by Wilbert
Cream, who had dived in, scized the
hound by the scruff of the neck, and
was towing him at a brisk pace o the
shore. And by one of those odd coinci-
dences I was at this moment seized by
the scrufl of the neck mysell.

“It's all vight, Mr. Upjohn. keep quite
cool, keep quite . . . What the hell are
vou doing here, Bertie?” said Kipper,
for it was he. I may have been wrong,
but it scemed to me that he spoke
petulantly.

I expelled a pint or so of H,O. “You
may well ask,” I said, moodily detaching
a water beetle from my hair. “I don’t
know if you know the meaning ol the
word ‘agley,” Kipper, but that, to put
it in a nutshell, is the wav things have
ganged.”

Reaching the mainland some mo-
ments later and squelching back to the
house, accompanied by Bobbie, like a
couple of Napoleons squelching hack
from Moscow, we encountered Aunt
Dahlia, who, wearing that hat ol hers
that looks like one ol those baskets you
carry fish in, was messing about in the
herbaceous border by the tennis lawn.
She gaped at us dumbly for perhaps five
scconds, then uttered an  ejaculiation,
far from suitable to mixed company,
which she had no doubt picked up
from a fellow-Nimrod in her hunting
days. Having got this oft the chest, she
saic: “What's been going on in this
joint? Wilbert Cream came by here just
now, soaked to the eyebrows, and now
vou two appear, leaking at every seam.
Have you all been playing water polo
with your clothes on?”

“Not so much water polo, more that
seaside bathing belles seufl,” T said. “But
it's a long story, and one feels that the
cagey thing for Kipper and me to do
now is to nip along and ger into some
dry things, not to linger conferring with
vou —much,” T added courteously, “as
we always enjoy vour conversation.”

“The extraordinary thing is that I
saw Upjohn not long ago, and he was
as dry as a bone. How was that? Couldn’t
vou get him to play with you?”

“He had to go and talk to his lawyer
on the phone,” I said, and leaving Bob-
hie to place the facts bhefore her, we re-
sumed our squelching. And I was in my
room, having shed the moistened outer
crust and substituted something a bit
more sec in pale flannel, when there
was a knock on the door. I flung wide
the gates and found Bobbie and Kipper

on the threshold. The first thing I no-
ticed about their demeanor was the
strange absence of gloom, despondency
and whatnot. I mean, considering that
it was little more than a quarter of an
hour since all our hopes and dreams
had taken the knock, one would have
expected their hearts to be bowed down
with weight of woe, but their whole as-
pect was one of buck and optimism. It
occurred to me as a possible solution
that with that bulldog spirit of never
admitting  defeat  which  has  made
Englishmen —and, ol course, English-
women — what they are, they had de-
cided to have another go along the
same lines at some future date, and |
asked il this was the case. The answer
was in the negative. Kipper said No,
there was no likelihood of getting Up-
john down o the lake again, and
Bobbie said that even il they did, it
wouldn’t be any good, because [ would
be sure to mess things up once more.
This stung me, I confess. “How do you
mean, mess things up?”

“You'd be bound to trip over your
flat feet and fall in. as you did today.”

‘Pardon me,"” 1 said, preserving with
an effort the polished suavity demanded
from an LEnglish gentleman when chew-
ing the rag with one ol the other sex,
“you're talking through the back of your
fatheaded litde neck. I did not trip over
my flat feet. I was hurled into the depths
by an Act of God, to wit, a totally un
expected  dachshund  getting  between
my legs. IF you're going to blame any-
one, blame the gool Phyllis for bringing
Augustus there and calling him in his
hearing a sweet pussykins. Naturally it
made him sore and disinclined to stand
any lip from barking dogs.”

“Yes,” said Kipper, always the staunch
pal, “it wasn’t Bertie's [ault, angel. Say
what you will ol dachshunds, their pe-
culiar shape makes them the easiest
breed of dog to trip over in existence. |
feel that Bertie emerges without a stain
on his character. But it doesn’t really
matter, because vour aunt, Bertie, has
suggested a scheme that’s just as good
as the Lanchester-Simmons thing, if not
better. She was telling Bobbie about the
time when Boko Fittleworth was trying
to ingratiate himsell with your Uncle
Percy, and you very sportingly offered
to go and call your Uncle Percy a lot
of offensive names, so that Boko, hover
ing outside the door, could come in and
stick up for him, thus putting himself
in solid with him. You probably remem-
ber the incident?”

I quivered. 1 remembered the incident
all righ,

“She thinks the same treatment would
work with Upjohn, and I'm sure she's
right. You kaow how you feel when you
suddenly discover you've a real friend, a
fellow who thinks vou're terrific and
won't hear a word said against you. It
touches you. If you've had anything in
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the nature of a prejudice against the
chap, you change your opinion of him.
You feel you can't do anything to injure
such a sterling bloke. And that's how
Upjohn is going to leel about me, Bertie,
when I come in and lend him my sympa-
thy and support as you stand there call-
ing him all the names you can think of.
You must have picked up dozens [rom
vour aunt. She used to hunt, and if you
hunt, you have to know all the names
there are because people are always
riding over hounds and all that. Ask her
to jot down a few of the best on a half
sheet of notepaper.”

“He won't need that,” said Bobbie.
“He’s probably got them all tucked
away in his mind.”

“OFf course. Learned them at her knee
as a child. Well, that’s the setup, Bertie.
You await your opportunity and corner
Upjohn and tower over him —— ™

“As he crouches in his chair,” inter-
jected Bobbie.

* —and shake your finger in his face
and abuse him roundlv. And when he’s
quailing beneath vour scorn and wish-
ing some [riend in need would inter-
vene and save him from this terrible
ordeal, 1 come in, having heard all.
Bobbie suggests that I knock vou down,
but I don’t think I could do that. The
recollection of our ancient friendship
would make me pull my punch. T shall
simply rebuke you. "Wooster,” I shall
say, ‘I am shocked. Shocked and as-
tounded. I cannot understand how you
can talk like that to & man I have al-
ways respected and looked up to, a man
in whose preparatory school I spent the
happiest vears of my life. You strangely
lorget yowrsell, Wooster." Upon which,
vou slink out. bathed in shame and con-
fusion, and Upjohn thanks me brokenly
and says il there is anvthing he can do
lor me, I have only to name ir.”

“I still think,” said Bobbie, “you
ought to knock him down.”

“Having endeared mysell to
thus —— "

“Much more box office.”

“Having endeared mysell to him thus,
I lead the conversation round to the
libel suit.”

“One good punch in the eye would
do it.”

“I say that I have seen the current
issue of the Thursday Review, and I can
quite understand his wanting o mulct
the journal in substanual damages, but
‘Don’t forget, Mr. Upjohn,” I say. ‘that
when a weekly paper loses a chunk of
money, it has to retrench, and the way
it rewrenches is by getting rid of the
more junior members of its staff. You
wouldnt want me o lose my job, would
vou, Mr. Upjohn? He starts. “Are you
on the stalt of the Thursday Review?’
he says. ‘For the time being, ves." I say.
‘But il vou bring that suit, I shall be
sclling pencils in the streer.” This is the
crucial moment. Looking into his eyes,

him

I can see that he is thinking of that five
thousand quid, and for an instant quite
naturally he hesitates. Then his better
self prevails. His eves soften. They fill
with tears. He clasps my hand. He tells
me he could use five thousand quid as
well as the next man, but no money in
the world would make him dream of
doing an injury to the fellow who cham-
pioned him so stoutly against the louse
Wooster, and the scene ends with our
going oft together to Swordfish's pantry
lor a drop ol port, probably with our
arms round each other's waists, and that
night he writes a letter to his lawyer
telling him 1o call the suit off. Any
questions?”

“Not [rom me,” chirped Bobbie. “It
isn't as if he could find out that it was
you who wrote that review. It wasn't
signed.”

“No, thank heaven for the editorial
austerity that prevented that.”

“I can't see a faw in the scenario.
He'll have to withdraw the suit.”

“In common decency, one would
think. The only thing that remains is
to choose a time and place for Bertie to
operate.”

“No time like the present,” she sug-
gested.

“But how do we locate Upjohn?"

“He's in Mr. Travers’ study. I saw
him through the French window.”

“Excellent. Then, Bertic, if you're
ready

It will probably have been noticed
that during these exchanges I had taken
no part in the conversation. This was
because I was fully occupied with en-
visaging the horror that lay before me.
The ordeal would whiten my hair from
the roots up and leave me a mere shell
of my former self, but it was one that
I must 2o through. Mine not to reason
why, as the lellow said. So I uttered a
rather husky “Right ho” and wied not
to think of how the Upjohn face looked
without its mustache. For what chilled
the feet most was the mental picture of
that clean-shaven upper lip which he
had so olten twitched at me in what are
called days of yore. Dimly, as we started
off for the arena, 1 could hear Bobbie
saying "My hero!” and Kipper asking
anxiously il I was in good voice, but it
would have taken a fat lot more than
my heroing and solicitude about my
vocal cords Lo restore tone to Bertram's
nervous system. I was, in short, feeling
like an inexperienced novice going up
against the heavyweight champion when
in due course 1 drew up at the study
door, opened it and tottered in. It was
more than a year since ] had been in-
side this sanctum, and I had forgotten
how extraordinarily like its interior was
to that of Aubrey Upjohn’s lair at
Malvern House. Discovering this now
and seeing Aubrey Upjohn seated at the
desk as I had so olten seen him sit on

the occasions when he had sent for me
to discuss some recent departure ol
mine from the swtraight and narrow
path, I found whart little was left of my
sang-froid expiring with a pop. And
the same tine [ spotted the Haw in this
scheme 1 had undertaken to sit in on —
viz. that vou can’t just charge into a
room and start calling someone names —
out of a blue sky, as it were. You have
to lead up to the thing. So I said “Oh,
hullo,” which scemed to me about as
good as vou could. have by way of an
opener. “Reading?” 1 inquired,

He lowered his book —one of Ma
Cream’s. I noticed — and Hashed an up-
per lip at me.

“Your powers of observation have not
led you astray, Wooster. I am reading.”

“Interesting book?"

“Very. [ am counting the minutes un-
til I can resume its perusal undis-
turbed.”

I'm prety quick, and I at once
spotted that the atmosphere was not of
the utmost cordiality. He hadn’t spoken
matily, and he wasn’t eying me matily.
His whole manner seemed to suggest
that he felt that 1 was taking up space
in the room which could have been bet-
ter employed for other purposes. How-
ever, T persevered. "I see you've shaved
off yvour mustache.”

“I have. You do not feel, I hope, that
I pursued a mistaken course?”

“Oh no, rather not. I grew a mus-
tache myself last year, but had to get
rid of it.”

“Indeed?"”

“Public sentiment was against it.”

“I see. Well, I should be delighted to
hear more of vyour reminiscences,
Wooster, but at the moment I am ex-
pecting a telephone call from my
lawver.”

“1 thought you'd had one.”

“I beg vour pardon?”

“When vou were down by the lake,
didn’t vou go oft to talk to him?”

“1 did. But when I reached the tele-
phone, he had grown tired of waiting
and had rung off. 1 should never have
allowed Miss Wickham to take me away
from the house.”

“She wanted you to see the big fish.”

“So I underswood her o say.”

“Talking of fish, you must have been
surprised to find Kipper here.”

“Kipper?”

“Herring."

“Oh, Herring,” he said, and one
spotted the almost total lack of anima-
tion in his voice. Conversation had
started to Hag, when the door Hew open
and the gool Phyllis bounded in, full ol
girlish excitement.

“Oh, Daddy,” she burbled, “are you
busy?”

“No, my dear.”

“Can I speak to you
thing?”

about some-



“Certainly. Goodbye, Wooster.” 1 saw
what this meant. He didn’t want me
around. There was nothing for it but to
ooze out through the French window, so
I oozed, and had hardly got outside
when Bobbie sprang at me like a
leopardess.

“What on carth are you fooling about
for like this, Bertie?” she stage-whis-
pered. “All that rot about mustaches. 1
thought yvoud be well into it by this
time."

I pointed out that as yet Aubrey Up-
john had not given e a cue.

“You and your cues!™

“All right, me and my cues. But I've
got to sort of lead the conversati
the right direction, haven't 13"

“I see what Bertiec means, darling,”
said Kipper.

“If vou ask me, he's lost his nerve. 1
knew this would happen. The worm has
got cold feer.”

I could have crushed her by drawing
her attention to the fact that worms
don’t have feet, cold or piping hot, hut
I had no wish to bandy words. “I must
ask vou. Kipper.,” I said with [rigid
dignity. “to request vour girlfviend o
preserve the decencies of debate. My
feet are not cold. T am as intrepid as a
lion and only too anxious to get down
to brass tacks. but just as T was working
round to the res. Phyllis came in. She
said she had something she wanted to
speak 1o him about.”

Bobbie snorted again. this time in a
despairing sort of wav. “She’ll be there
for hours. It’s no sood waiting.”

“No." said Kipper. “Mav as well call
it off for the moment. We'll let vou
know time and place of next fixture,
Bertie.”

“Oh. thanks.” 1 said. and they drifted
away. A couple of minutes later., as 1
stood there brooding on Kipper's sad
case. Aunt Dahlia came along. 1 was
glad to see her. I thought she might pos-
sibly come across with aid and comfort.
As she approached, I got the impression
that her own brow had for some reason
tuken it on the chin. Nor was 1 mis-
taken.

“Bertie,” she said, heaving to heside
me and waving a wrowel in an over-
wrought mauner. “do you know what?”

“No, what?"

‘Tl tell you what.” said the aged
relative. rapping out a sharp mono-
svllable such as she might have uttered
in her Quorn and Pytchley days on ob-
serving @ unit of the pack of hounds
chasing a rabbit. “That ass Phyllis has

.

gone and got engaged to  Wilbert
Cream!™
- - -

Her words gave me quite a wallop. T
doun’t say I reeled, and everything didn't
actually go black, but I was shaken, as
what nephew would not have been?

When a loved aunt has sweated herself
to the bone trying to save her godchild
from the clutches of a4 New York
rounder and learns that all her well-
meant efforts have gone blue on her, it's
ouly natural for her late brother’s son
to shudder in sympathy.

“You don’t mean that?” I said. “Who
told vouz”

“She did.”

“In person?”

“In the flesh. She came skipping to
me just now. clapping her little hands
and bleating about how very, very happy
she was, dear Mis. Travers. The silly
yvoung eeezer. | nearly conked her one
with myv wowel. T'd alwavs thought her
half-baked. but now I think they didn’t
even put her in the oven.”

“But how did it happen?”

“Apparently that dog of hers joined
you in the water.”

“Yes, that's right. he took his dip with
the rest of us. But what's that got to do
with i®”

“Wilbert Cream dived in and saved
him.”

“He could have got ashore perfectly
well under his own steam. In fact. he
was already on his way. doing what
looked like an Australian crawl.”

“That wouldn’t occur to a pinhead
like Phyllis. To her, Wilbert Cream is

the man who rescued her dachshund
from a watery grave. So she’s going to
marry him.”

“But you don’t marry fellows because
they rescue dachshunds.”™

“You do il vou've a mentality like
hers.”

“Seems odd.”

“And is. But that’s how it goes. Girls
like Phyllis Mills are an open book to
me. For lour years I was. if vou remem-
ber, the proprietor and ediuess ol a
weekly  paper lor women.” She was
alluding to  the periodical  entitled
Ailady’s Boudoir. 1 don’t suppose.”
she continued, “that you were a recular
reader, so for vour information there
appeared in each issue a short story. and
in seventy percent of those short stories
the hero won the heroine'’s heart by sav-
ing her dog or her cat or her canary or
whatever foul animal or bird she hap-
pened to possess. Well, Phyllis didn't
write all those stories, but she ecasily
might have, lor that’s the wav her mind
works. When [ say mind.” said the blood
relation, I refer to the quarter-tea-
spoonful of slate-colored gravy which
vou might possibly find in her head if
vou sank an artesian well.”

“Upjohn’s the bird I blame,” said
Bertraun.

“Just a reminder, folks . . . Spider Smith
does not use Gillette Blades!”
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“Me, wo. And am I going to tell him
so! I'd give a tenner to have Aubrey
Upjohn here at this moment.”

"You can get him for nothing. He's
in Uncle Tom’s study.”

Her face lit up. “He is?” She threw
her head back and inflated the lungs.
“UPJOHN!" she boomed, vather like
someone calling the cattle home across
the sunds of Dee, and 1 issued a kindly
word of warning:

“Watch that blood pressure, old an-
cestor.”

“Never yvou mind my blood pressure.
You let it alone, and it’ll leave you
alone. UPJOHN!”

He appeared in the French window,
looking cold and severe. “Who is mak-
2 Oh, it’s you,

ing that abominable noi
Dahlia. You wished to see me?

“Yes, but not the way you're looking
now. I'd have preferred you to have
[ractured your spine or at least to have
broken a couple of ankles and got a
touch of leprosy.”

“My dear Dahlia!™

“I'm not vour dear Dahlia. I'm a
scething  volcano. Have you seen
Phvllis?"”

“She has just left me.”

“Did she tell your”

“That she was engaged to Wilbert
Cream? Certainly.”

“And I suppose you're delighted?”

“Of course I am.”

"Yes, ol cowrse you are! I can well
imagine that it's your dearest wish to
see that unfortunate girl become the
wife of a man who lets off stink bombs
in nightclubs and pinches the spoons
and has had three divorces already and
who, il the authorities play their cards
right, will end up cracking rocks in Sing-
Sing. That is, unless the loony-bin gets
its bid in first. Just a Prince Charming,
vou might say."”

“I don't understand you.”

“Then you're an ass.”

“Well, really!” said Aubrey Upjohn,
and there was a dangerous note in his
voice. 1 could see that the relative’s
manner, which was not affectionate, and
her words, which lacked cordiality, were
peeving him. It looked like an odds-on
shot that in another two ticks he would
be instructing her to bend over while
he letched his whangee. You can push
these preparatory schoolmasters just so
Lar.

“A fine way for Janes daughter to
end up. Mrs. Broadway Willie!™

“Broadway Willie?”

“FYhat's what he's called in the circles
in which he moves, into which he will
now introduce Phyllis. “Meet the moll,’
he'll say, and then he’ll teach her in
twelve casy lessons how o make stink
bombs, and the children, if and when,
will be rained o pick people’s pockets
as they dandle them on their knees.
And you'll be responsible, Upjohn!™

“If T might be allowed to make a re-
mark, my dear Dahlia,” he said, “I
think we are talking at cross purposcs.
You appear to be under the impression
that Phyllis is  marrying  Wilbert's
vounger brother Willred, the notorious
rounder whose exploits have caused the
family so much distress and who, as you
are correct in saying, is known to his
disreputable friends as Broadway Willie.
Wilfred, I agree, would make —and on
three successive occasions has made — a
most undesirable hushand, but no one
to my knowledge has ever spoken a de-
rogatory word of Wilbert. | know lew
young men who are more generally
respected. He is a member ol the faculty
of one ol the greatest American uni-
versities, over in this country on his
sabbatical. He teaches romance lan-
guages.”

The old girl gulped like a bulldog
wying to swallow a sirloin steak many
sizes too large for its thoracic cavity.
“You mean there are two of them?”

“Exactly.”

“And Wilbert isn’t the one 1 thought
he was?™

“You have grasped the position of al-
lairs 1o a nicety. You will appreciate
now, my dear Dahlia,” said Upjohn,
speaking with considerable unction, if
that’s the word, “that your concern,
though doing you the greatest credit, has
been needless. 1 could wish Phyllis no
better husband. Wilbert has looks,
brains, character . . . and excellent pros-
pects,” he added, rolling the words
round his tongue like vintage port.
“His [ather, [ should imagine, would
be worth at least twenty million dollars,
and Wilbert is the elder son. Yes, most
satisfactory, most . . . " As he spoke, the
telephone rang, and with a quick “Ha!™
he shot back into the study like a hom-
ing rabbit.

For perhaps a quarter of a minute
alter he had passed from the scene the
aged relative stood struggling lor utter-
ance. Av the end of this period she
found specch. "Of all the damn silly
fatheaded things!” she vociterated.
“With a million ruddy nimes to choose
from, these ruddy Creams call one
ruddy son Wilbert and the other ruddy
son Willred, and both these ruddy sons
are known as Willie. Just going out ol
their way to mislead the innocent by-
stander. You'd think people would have
more consideration.™

Again 1 begged her to keep an eye
on her blood pressure and not get so
worked up, and once more she brushed
me off, this time with a curt request
that I go and boil my head. “You'd be
worked up too il vou had just been
scored oft by Aubrey Upjohn, with that
loathesome self-satisfied look on his face
as il he'd been rebuking a pimply pupil
at his beastly school lor shufiling his

feet in church . . . My God! He's with
us again!”

And A. Upjohn was indeed filiering
through the French window. “Dahlia!”
he . . . ves, better make it vociferated
once more, I'm pretty sure it's the word
I want.

“Now what?”

Just as Aunt Dahlia had done, Aubrey
Upjohn struggled lor utterance. I have
just been speaking to my lawver on the
telephone,” he said, getting going alter
a short stage wait. “I had asked him w
make inquiries and ascertain the name
ol the author of that libelous attack on
me in the columns of the Thursday
Review. He did so, and has now in-
formed me that it was the work of myv
former pupil, Reginald Herring.”

He paused at this point, to let us
chew it over, and the heart sank. Ming,
I mean. Aunt Dahlia's seemed to be
carrving on much as usual. She seratched
her chin with her trowel, and said: “Oh,
yes?™

Upjohn blinked, as il he had been
expecting something better than this in
the way of svmpathy and concern.

“Is that all vou can sav?”

“That’s the lot.”

“Oh? Well, I am suing the paper lor
heavy damages, and furthermore, 1 re-
[use to remain in the same house with
Reginald Herring. Either he goes, or
! g0.”

I could sce Aunt Dallia swelling
slowly like a chunk of bubble gum. and
a less prudent man  than  Bertram
Waooster would have warned her agam
about her blood pressure. 1 beg your
pardon?” she said.

He repeated the key words.

“Oh?” said the relative, and went off
with a pop. I could have told Upjohn
he was asking for it. Normallv as genial
a soul as ever broke biscuit. this aunt.
when stirred, can become the haughticst
of grandes dames belore whose wrath
the stoutest quail, and she doesnt, like
some, have to use a lorenctte to reduce
the citizenry to pulp. she does it all with
the naked eye. “Oh?” she said. “So vou
have decided to vevise my guest list lor
me? You have the nerve, the — the —*

I saw she needed helping out. “Audac-
ity,” T said, throwing her the line.

“The audacity to dictate 10 me who
I shall have in my house?” (It should
have been “whom.,” but 1 let it go))
“You have the —

“Crust.” 1 suggested.

* —the immortal rind.” she amended.
and 1 had o admit it was stronger, “to
tell me whom™ — she got it right that
time — I may enwertain at Brinkley
Court and  who” — wrong  again — “l
may not?> Very well, il you fecel unable
to breathe the same air as my [riends.
you must please yoursell. T believe the
Bull and Bush in Marker Snodshury is
quite comiortable.”




“Well spoken of in the Automobile
Guide,” 1 said.

“I shall go there,” said Upjohn. *I
shall go there as soon as mv things are
packed. Perhaps vou will be good
enough to tell your butler to pack them.”
He strode off, and she went into Uncle
Tom's studv, me [ollowing, she still
snorting.  She rtang the bell. Jeeves
appeared.

“Jeeves?™ said the relative, surprised.
“I was ringing for — "

“It is Sir Roderick's afternoon off.
madam.”

“Oh? Well, would vou mind packing
Mr. Upjohn’s things, Jeeves? He is
leaving us.”

“Very good, madam.”

“And you can drive him to Market
Snodsbury, Bertie.”

“Right ho.” I said. not much liking
the assignment, but liking less the idea
of endeavoring to thwart this incan-
descent aunt in her current frame ol
mind.

It isn't much of a run from Brinklev
Court to Market Snodsbury, and T de-
posited Upjohn at.the Bull and Bush
and started m-p-h-ing homeward in
what you might call a trice. We parted.
of course, on rather distant terms, but
the great thing when vou've got an
Upjohn on your books is to part and
not be fussy about how it's done, and
had it not been for all this worry about
Kipper, for whom I was now mourning
in spirit more than ever. I should have
been fecling fine. 1 could see no happy
issue for him from the soup in which he
was immersed. No words had heen ex-
changed between Upjohn and self on
the journey out, but the glimpses T had
caught of his face from the corner of the
eve had told me that he was grim and
resolute. his supply of the milk of
human kindness plainly short by several
gallons. No hope. it scemed to me, of
turning him from his fell purpose. 1 ga-
raged the car and went to Aunt Dahlia's
sanctum to ascertain whether she had
cooled off at all since T had left her, for
I'was still anxious about that blood pres
sure of hers. One doesn’t want aunts
going up in a sheet of flame all over the
place. She wasn’t there. having, T learned
later, withdrawn to her room to bathe
her temples with eau de cologne and do
voga deep-breathing, but Bobbie was.
and not only Bobbie but Jeeves. e was
handing her something in an envelope.
and she was saving “Oh. Jeeves, vou've
saved a human life.” and he was savine.
“Not at all, miss.” The gist, of course,
cscaped me, but I had no leisure to
probe into gists.

“Where's Kipper?” 1 asked, and was
surprised to note that Bobbic was danc-
ing round the room on the tips of her
toes uttering animal cries, apparently
ccstatic in their nature.

“Reggic?” she said, suspending the
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farmyard imitations for a moment. “He
went for a walk.”

“Does he know that Upjohn’s found
out he wrote that thing?”

“Yes, your aunt told him.”

“Then we ought to be in conference.”

“About Upjohn’s libel action? It's all
right about that. Jeeves has pinched his
speech.”

I could make nothing of this. It
scemed to me that the girl spoke in
riddles,

“Have you an impediment in your
ch, Jeeves?™

“Then what, if anything, does the
young prune mean?”

“Miss Wickham’s allusion is to the
tvpescript ol the speech  which M.
Upjohn is 1o deliver tomorrow to the
scholars of Market Snodsbury Grammar
School, sir.” )

I started. “"You don’t mean — 2"

“Yes, he does,” said Bobbie, resuming
the Ballet Russe movements. “Your aunt
told him to pack Upjohn’s bags, and the
first thing he saw when he smacked into
it was the speech. He trousered it and
brought it along to me.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Well, really,
Jeeves!™

“I deemed it best, sir.”

“And did you deem right!” said Bob-
bie, executing a Nijinsky whatever-it's-
called. “Either Upjohn agrees to drop
that libel suit or he doesn’t get these
notes, as he calls them, and without
them he won’t be able to utter a word.
He'll have to come across with the price
ol the papers. Won't he, Jeeves?”

“He would appear to have no alterna-
tive, miss.”

“Unless he wants o get up on that
platform and stand there opening and
shutting his mouth like a goldfish. We've
got him cold.”

“Yes, but hall a second,” I said. [
spoke reluctantly. I didn’t want to damp
the young ball of worsted in her hour of
joy, but a thought had occurred to me.
“I see the idea, of cowrse. I remember
Aunt  Dahlia telling me  about this
strange inability of Upjohn’s to be silver-
tongued unless he has the material in
his grasp, but suppose he says he's ill
and can't appear?”

“He won't.”

“I would.”

“But you aren’t trying to get the Con-
servative  Association of the Marker
Snodsbury division to choose you as their
candidate at the coming Dby-¢lection.
Upjohn is, and it’s vitally important for
Iim to address the multitude tomorrow
and make a good impression, because
hall the selection committee have sons
at the school and will he there, waiting
to judge for themselves how good he is
as a speaker. Their last nominec stut-
tered, and they didn’t discover it till the
time came lor him to dish it out o the

constituents. They don’t want to make
a mistake this tme.”

“Yes, I got you now,” 1 said. I remem-
bered that Aunt Dahlia had spoken to
me ol Upjohn's political ambitions.

“So that fixes thag,” said Bobbie. “His
{future hangs on this sp(.'ccll, and we've
got it and he hasn't. We wke it from
there.”

“And what exactly is the procedure?”

“That’s all arranged. He'll be ringing
up any moment now, nuking inquirics,
When he does, you step to the telephone
and outline the position of affairs to
him.”

“Me?”

“That's right.”

“Why me?"

“Jeeves deems it best.

“Well, really, Jeeves! Why not Kip-
per?”

“Mr. Herring and Mr. Upjohn are
not on speaking tenms, sir,” Jeeves in-
lormed me.

“So vou can see what would happen
il he heard Reggie's voice. He would
hang up haughtly, and all the weary
work to do again. Whereas he'll drink
in your every word.”

“But, dash it —*

The telephone at this moment tinkled,
diverting my mind from the point at
issue. The sound sent a sudden chill
through the Wooster limbs, [or 1 knew
what it portended. Bobbie, too, was not
unmoved. “Hullo!” she said. “This, if I
mistake not, is our client now. In you
go, Bertie. Over the top and best of
luck.”

As 1 approached the instrument and
unhooked the thing you unhook, I was
lar Irom being at my most nonchalant,
and when 1 heard Upjohn are-you-there-
ing at the other end my manly spirit
definitely blew a fuse. For I conld tell
by his voice that he was in the testiest
of moods. Not cven when conferring
with me at Malvern House, Bramley-on-
Sea, on the occasion when I put sherbet
in the mk had 1 sensed i him a more
marked stirred-upness.

“Hullo? Hullo? Hullo? Are you there?
Will you kindly answer me? This is Mr.
Upjohn speaking.” They always say that
when the nervous system isn't all i
should be the thing to do is to take a
couple of deep breaths. I ook six, which
of course occupied a certain amount of
time, and the delay noticeably mmcreased
his umbrage. Even at this distance one
could spot what 1 believe is called the
deleterious animal magnetism. “Is this
Brinkley Court?”

I could put him straight there. None
other, 1 told him.

“Who are you?"

1 had to think for a moment. Then I
remembered. “This is Wooster, Mr. Up-
john.”

“Well, listen to me carelully, Woos-
g

“Yes, Mr. Upjohn. How do you like

the Bull and Bush? Everything preuy
snug?”

“This is of vital importance. 1 wish
to speak to the man who packed my
things."

“Jeeves.”

“Well, he carclessly omitted to pack
the notes for my speech at Market Snods-
bury Grammar School tomorrow. Send
for this man Jeeves immediately and
ask him what he did with them.”

“Yes, Mr. Upjohn.”

“At once! Don’t stand there saying
“Yes, Mr. Upjohn.” ™

“No, Mr. Upjohn.”

“It is imperative that I have them in
my possession immediately.”

“Yes, Mr. Upjohn.” Well, T suppose,
looking at it squarely, I hadn’t made
much real progress and a not too close
observer might quite possibly have got
the impression that 1 had lost my nerve
and was shirking the issue, but that
didn’t in my opinion justify Bobbie at
this point in snatching the receiver from
my grasp and bellowing the word
“Worm!" at me.

“"What did vou call me?” said Upjohn.

“I didn't call you anything,” 1 said.
“Somebody called me something.”

“I wish to speak to this man Jeeves.”

“You do, do you?” said Bobbie. “Well,
vou're going to speak to me. This is
Roberta Wickham, Upjohn. If T might
have your kind attention for a moment.”
I must say that, much as I disapproved
in many wavs of this carrot-topped Jeze-
bel, as she was sometimes called, there
wis no getting away from it that she
had mastered the art of talking to re-
tired preparatory schoolmasters.  The
golden words came pouring out like
syrup. Ol course, she wasn’t handi-
capped, as [ had been. by having so-
journed for some years beneath the roofl
of Malvern House, Bramley-on-Sea, and
having at a malleable age associated with
this old Frankenstein’s monster when he
was going good, but even so her per-
formance deserved credit.  Beginning
with a curt “Listen, Buster,” she pro-
ceeded to sketch out with admirable
clearness the salient points in the situa-
tion as she envisaged it, and judging
from the loud buzzing noises that came
over the wire, clearly audible to me
though now standing in the background,
it was evident that the nub was not
escaping him. They were the buzzing
noises of a man slowly coming to the
realization that a woman’s hand had got
him by the short hairs. Presently thev
died away, and Bobbic spoke. “That's
fine,” she said, 1 was sure vou'd come
round to our view. Then I will be with
vou shortly. Mind there’s plenty ol ink
in your fountain pen.” She hung up and
legged it from the room, once more giv-
ing vent to those animal cries, and 1
turned o Jeeves as I had so often turned
to him before when musing on the -
tivities ol the other sex.




“Women, Jeeves!™

“Yes, sir.”

“Were you following all that?”

Vs s

“I gather that Upjohn,
How does it go?”

“Vowing he would ne’er consent, con-
sented, sir.”

“He's withdrawing the suit.”

“Yes, sir. And Miss Wickham pru-
dently specified that he do so in writ-
ing."”

“Thus avoiding all ranygazoo?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I thought she was splendidly firm.”

EYes, s

“It's the red hair that does it, I im-
agie.”

“Yes, sir.”

“If anyone had told me that I should
live to hear Aubrey Upjohn addressed
as ‘Buster’ . . " I would have spoken
further, but hefore I could ger under
way the door opened, revealing Ma
Cream, and Jeeves shimmered silently
from the room. Unless expressly desired
to remain, he always shimmers off when
what is called the Quality arrive. This
was the first time 1 had seen Ma Gream
today, she having gone offl around noon
to lunch with some friends in Birming-
ham, and I would willingly not have
seen her now, for something in her man-
ner seemed to suggest that she spelled
trouble. She was looking more like Sher-
lock Holmes than ever. Slap a dressing
gown on her and give her a violin, and
she would have walked straight into
Baker Sueet and no questions asked.
Fixing me with a penetrating eve, she
saidl:

“Oh, there you are, Mr. Wooster. 1
wanted to say that now perhaps you'd
believe me.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“About that butler. I'd sit down, il I
were you. It's a long story.” I sat down.
Glad to, as a matter of fact, for the legs
were [eeling weak.

“You remember I told you I mis-
trusted him from the firse?”

“Oh ah, yes. You did, didn’t you?”

“I said he had a criminal face.”

“He can’t help his Face.”

“He can help being a crook and an
imposter. Calls himself a butler, does
he? The police could shake that story.
He's no more a butler than I am.”

I did my best. “But think of those
references of his.”

“l am thinking of them.”

“"He couldn't have stuck it out as
major domo to a4 man like Sir Roderick
Glossop, if he’d been dishonest.”

“He didn’t.”

“But Bobbie said —"

"l remember very clearly what Miss
Wickham said. She told me he had been
with Sir Roderick Glossop for years.”

“Well, then.”

“You think that puts him in the
clear?”

vowimng . . .

“Certainly.”

“l don't, and I'll tell you why. Sir
Roderick Glossop has a large clinic
down in Somersetshire at a place called
Chufinell Regis, and a Iriend ol mine
is there. I wrote to her asking her to
see Lady Glossop and get all the infor-
mation she could about a former butler
of hers named Swordfish. When 1 got
back from Birmingham just now, 1
found a letter from her. She says that
Lady Glossop told her she had never
emploved a butler called Swordfish. Try
that onc on for size.”

I continued to do my best. The Woos-
ters never give up. “You don’t know
Lady Glossop, do you?”

“Of course I don’t, or I'd have written
to her direct.”

“Charming woman, but with a mem-
ory like a sicve. The sort who's always
losing one glove at the theatre. Natur-
ally she wouldn’t remember a butler's
name. She probably thought all along
it was Fotheringay or Binks or some-
thing. Very common, that sort of men-
tal lapse. I was up at Oxford with a man
called Robinson, and I was trying to
think of his name the other day and the
nearest I could get to it was Fosdyke.
I've no doubt that one of these fine
mornings Lady Glossop will suddenly
smack hersell on the forchead and cry
‘Swordfish! Of course! And all this time
I've been thinking of the honest fellow
as Cathird!” "™

She sniffed. “Honest fellow, did you
say? Then how do you account for this?
I saw Willie just now, and he tells me
that a wvaluable 18th Century cow-
creamer, which he bought [rom Mr.
Travers, is missing. And where is it, you
ask? At this moment it is tucked away
in Swordfish’s bedroom in a drawer un-
der his clean shirts.”

In stating that the Woosters never
give up. I was in error. These words
caught me amidships and took all the
fighting spirit out of me, leaving me a
spent force. “Oh, 15 12" I said. Not gnml,
but the best T could do.

“Yes, sir, that's where it is. Directly
Willie told me the thing had gone, 1
knew where it had gone to. I went to
this man Swordfish’s room and searched
it, and there it was. I've sent for the
police.”

Again T had that feeling of having
been spiritually knocked base over apex.
I gaped at the woman. “You've sent for
the police?”

“I have, and they're sending a ser-
geant. He ought to be here at any mo-
ment. And shall T tell vou something?
I'm going now to stand outside Sword-
fish’s door, to see that nobody tumpers
with the evidence. I'm not going to take
any chances. I wouldn’t want to say
anvthing to suggest that 1 don't trust
you implicitly, Mr. Wooster, but I don’t
like the way you've heen sticking up for
this fellow. You've been [ar too sym-
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pathetic with him for my taste.”

“It's just that I think he may have
vielded to sudden temptation and all
that.”

Nonsense. He's probably been acting
this way all his life. I'll bet he was
swiping things as a small boy.”

“Only biscuits.”

“I beg vour pardon?”

“Or crackers vou would call them,
wouldn’t yvou? He was telling me he
occasionally pinched a cracker or two
in his salad days.”

“Well, there vou are. You start with
crackers and vou end up with silver jugs.
That's life.” she said, and buzzed off o
keep her vigil, leaving me kicking my-
sell. because I'd forgotten 1w sav any-
thing about the quality of mercy not
being strained. 1 was still brooding on
this oversicht and wondering what was
to be done for the best, when Bobbie
and Aunt Dithlia came in, looking like
a young female and an elderly female
who were sitting on top of the world.

“Roberta tells me she has got Upjohn
to withdraw the libel suit,” said Aunt
Dahlia. I couldn’t be more pleased,
but I'm blowed if 1 can imagine how
she did it.”

“Oh, I just appealed to his better
feelings,” said Bobbie, giving me one of
those significant glances. 1 got the mes-
sage. The ancestor, she was warning me,
must never learn that she had achieved
her ends by jeopardizing the delivery
of the Upjohm speech to the voung
scholars of her Market Snodsbury Gram-
mar School on the morrow. I told him
that the quality of mercy - . . What's the
matter, Bertie?”

“Nothing. Just starting.”

“What do you want to start [orz”

“I believe Brinkley Court is open for
starting in at about this hour, is it not?
The quality of merey. vou were

“Yes. It isn't strained.”

“I believe not.”

“And in case vou didn't know, it's
twice bless'd and becomes the throned
monarch beuter than his crown. I drove
over o the Bull and Bush and put this
to Upjohn. and he saw my point, so now
cvervthing's fine.”

I uttered a hacking laugh. “No,” 1
said, in answer to a query from Aunt
Dahlia. “I have not accdentally swal-
lowed my tonsils, I was merely laughing.
Hackingly. Ironical that the voung blis-
ter should say that everything is fine, for
at this very moment disaster stares us in
the eyeball.” 1 unshipped my tale. T had
anticipated that it would shake them to
their lToundation garments, and it did.
Aunt Dahlia reeled like an aunt suruck
behind the ear with a blunt instrument,
and Bobbhie tottered like a red-haired
girl who hadn’t known it was loaded.
“You sce the setup,” 1 continued, not
wanting to rub it in but feeling that
they should be fully bricfed. “Glossop
will return {rom his afternoon off o

wing?”

find the awful majesty of the Law wait-
g lor him, complete with handcuffs.
We can hardly expect him to accept an
exemplary sentence without a murmur,
50 his first move will be to establish his
innocence by revealing all. “T'rue,” he
will say, ‘I did pinch this bally cow-
creamer, but merely because 1 thought
Wilbert had pinched it and it ought to
be returned o store,” and he will go on
to explain his position in the house —
all thas, mind you, in front of Ma Cream.
So whit ensuesz The sergeant removes
the syves [rom his wrists, and Ma Cream
asks you if she may use your telephone
for a moment, as she wishes o call her
husband on long distance. Pop Cream
listens auentively o the tale she tells,
and when Uncle Tom looks in on him
Later, he Ands him with folded sirms and
a lorbidding scowl. “Trave he says,
‘the deal’s off.” “OIl?” quavers Uncle Tom.
‘OIF," savs Cream. “O-ruddy-double-f. 1
don’t do business with guys whose wives
bring in loony-doctors 1o observe my
son.” A short while ago Ma Cream was
wrging me to uy something on for size.
I suggest that we do the same with this.”

Aunt Dahlia had sunk immwo a chair
and was starting to turn purple. Swrong
emotion always has this effect on her.
“The only thing left, it seems to me,”
I said, “is 1o put our trust in a higher
power.” :

“You're right,” said the relative, fan-
ning her brow. “Go and lewch Jeeves,
Roberta. And what vou do, Bertie, 1s
get out that car of yours and scour the
countryside lor Glossop. It may be pos
sible to head him off. Come on. come
on, let’s have some service. What are you
waiting for?”

I hadn’t exactly been wiating. I'd
only been thinking that the enterprise
had more than a touch of looking for a
needle inoa haystack about it. You can't
find loony-doctors on their alternoon oft
just by driving around Worcestershire
mm a car, you need bloodhounds and
handkerchiels for them to snift at and
all that pmli.‘-ssimml stufl. Stll, there 1t
wias. “Right ho,” I said. “Anything 10
oblige.”
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And, of course, as 1 had anticipated
from the start, the thing was a witshout.
I stuck it out lor about an hour and
then, apprised by a hollow leeling in the
midriff that the dinner hour was ap-
proaching, laid a course [or home. Ar-
riving there, 1 found Bobbie in the
drawing roon. She had the air of a girl
who was waiting lor something, and
when she told me thie the cocktails
would be coming along i a moment,
I knew what it was. “Cocktails, ¢h? |
could do with one or possibly more,”
I said. "My fruitless quest has taken it
out of me. 1 couldn’t ind Glossop any-
where. He must be somewhere. ol conrse,
but Worcestershire hid its scoret well”

“Glossop?” she said. sceming  sur-
prised. “Oh. he's been hack for ages.”

She wasn’t hall as surprised as I was.
The calm with which she spoke amazed
me. “Good Lord! This is the end.”

“What isz”

*“This is. Has he been pinched?”

“OIf course not. He told them who he
was and explained everything.”

“Oh, gosh!"

“What's the matter? Oh, ol course, |
was lorgetting. You don’t know the
Livtest developments. Jeeves solved cvery-
thing.”

“He did?”

“With a wave of the hand. It was
so simple, really. One wondered why one
hadn’t thought of it onesell. On his
advice, Glossop revealed his identity
and said your aunt had got him down
here o observe you” 1 reeled. and
might have [allen, had 1 not clutched
at a photograph on a nearby table of
Uncle Tom in the uniform ol the East
Worcestershire  Volunteers. “And  of
course it carried immediate conviction
with Mrs. Cream. Your aunt explained
that she had been uneasy about you for
a long ume, because vou were alw:
doing extraordinary things like sliding
down water pipes and keeping twenty-
three cats in vour bedroom and all that,
and Mrs. Cream recalled the time when
she had found vou hunting lor mice
under her son's dressing table, so she
quite agreed that it was high time you
were under the observation of an ex-
perienced eve like Glossop's. She  was
greatly relieved when Glossop assured
her that he was confident ol effecting a
cure. She said we must all be very, very
kind to you. So evervthing’s nice and
smooth. It's extraordinary how things
turn out for the best, isn't it?” she said,
laughing merrily.

Whether 1 would or would not at this
juncture have taken her in an iron
grasp and shaken her tll she [rothed is
a point on which 1 ¢can make no definite
pronouncement. The chivalrous spirit of
the Woosters would probably have re-
strained me, much as I resented that
merry laughter, but as it happened the
matter was not put to the test, for at
this moment Jeeves entered, bearing a
trav on which were glasses and a sulx-
stantial shaker Olled to the bhrim with
the juice of the juniper berry. Bobbic
drained her beaker with all possible
speed and left us, saving that il she
didn’t get dressed. she'd be late lor din-
ner, and Jeeves and 1 were alone, like
a couple of bhimbos in one of those
movies where two strong men stand [ace
to face and might is the only law.

“Well, Jeeves,” T said.

“Sir?”

“Miss Wickham has been telling me
all”

“Ah ves, sir”

“The words “Ah vyes, sir” fall [ar shont
ol an adequate comment on the situi-




tion. A nice imbroglio you've landed
me in. Thanks to you I have been widely
publicized as off my rocker.”

“Not widely, sir. Merely to your im-
mediate circle now resident at Brinkley
Court.”

“You have held me up at the bar of
world opinion as a man who has not
got all his marbles.”

“It was not easy to think of an alter-
native scheme, sir.”

“And let me tell you,” [ said, and I
meant this to sting, “it's amazing that
you got away with it.”

gy

“There’s a flaw in yvour story
sticks up like a sore thumb.”

“Sir?”’

“It's no good standing there saying
‘Sir?"  Jeeves. It's obvious. The cow-
creamer was in Glossop's bedroom. How
did he account for that?”

“On my suggestion, sir, he explained
that he had removed it from vour room,
where he had ascertained that vou had
hidden it after purloining it from Mr.
Cream.”

I started. “You mean,” I . . . yes,
thundered would be the word, “you
mean that I am now labeled not only
as a loony in a general sort ol way but
also as a klept-whatever-it-is?”

“Merely to your immediate circle now
resident at Brinkley Court, sir.”

“You keep saying that, and you must
know it's the purest applesauce. You
don’t really think the Creams will main-
tain a tactful reserver They'll dine out
oun it for years. Returning to America,
they'il spread the story from the rock-
bound coasts of Maine to the Everglades
of Florida, with the resule that when 1
¢o over there again, keen looks will be
shot at me at every house I go into and
spoons counted belore I leave. And do
you realize that in a few shakes I've got
to show up at dinner amd have Mrs.
Cream being very, very kind to me? It
hurts the pride of the Woosters, Jeeves.”

“My advice, sir, would be to fortily
voursell for the ordeal.”

“How?"

“There are always cocktails, sir,
Should I pour you another?” -

“You should.”

“And we must always remember what
the poet Longtellow said, sir.”

“What was that?”

“Something  attempted,  something
done, has earned a night's repose. You
have the sadisfaction of having sacrificed
voursell in the interests of My, Travers.”

He had found a talking point. He
had reminded me of the postal orders,
sometimes for as much as 10 bob, which
Uncle Tom had sent me in the Malvern
House davs. I softened. Whether or not
4 tear rose to my eye, I cannot say, but
it may be taken as ofhicial that I softened.

“How right you are, Jeeves,” I said.

that
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(continued from page 69)
the means of many more good times
which he knows so well how to obtain!
He shows great good intelligence in
coming here for this purpose. I am sure
my excellent articles have always given
him satisfaction. In many ways he is
our best customer, certainly our best
American customer; few other Amer-
icans have the ability 1o compete with
him. It is because of this that I give
the Monsieur true welcome as well as
true value.”

She took an innate pride in the qual-
ity of her goods. She regarded her busi-
ness very seriously and straightforwardly
and would never dream of snickering
at her customers. There was nothing
shameful about it. She was a true con-
noisscur of the kind of article with
which she dealt.

Her glass case held a display of nar-
row little white oblong boxes, unmarked
except for numbers stamped on the
ends. These she would take out and
open on twp ol the glass counter, lifting
different types out for the customer to
see and handle.

The very best qlmlil}' she had, accord-
ing to her, were made [rom fishskins
and called by that name. These were
extremely thin, wanslucent, and, ac
cording to Madame, the most efficacious
ol their kind. I do not speak from
mere theory.” she stated proudly, “but
irom practical experience.” She defied
either party involved to be aware of its
presence.

It was quite a technique using these
properly, for they had to be tied on
with a little string. There were various
qualities of these, some made [rom the
skins of tough North Sea fish, others
from the more delicate fish of warmer

waters.

Madame Montpensier sold the same
kind of article in rubber, but she looked
down her nose at these. Because they
were machine-made, cold to the touch,
smelling of latex, she regarded them as
inferior, and deplored their growing
popularity. She scorned the fact that
they were handier and probably more
reliable. There were several varieties of
these, some of them quite fancy, with
certain surfaces meant to heighten sen-
sation, and she would hold up one of
these and deride it, calling it names,
and ridiculing it in no uncertain terms.
Any man who used these, she declaimed,
was no true man and had no under-
standing of what he was about. They
were, in fact, an insult 1o womanhood.

The last thing Madame Montpensier
said in her usual greeting to my friend
wis, “I suppose Monsieur wants the
usual number of his usual article of the
very first quality?”

All of the items she sold were listed
in her tiny catalog along with their
prices, singly, by the hall dozen, dozen,
and by the gross. Her admiration for a
customer who bought by the gross knew
no bounds. “There is a man!™ she de-
clared, and her tiny dark eyes would
licht up. with crinkles [orming tightly
in the skin around them as she showed
her sincere admiration. “II I were only
a younger age!” Her catalog stated that
she would mail goods. free of charge,
anywhere in the world, but sadly, she
explained, a [rustrating expericnce in
sending a shipment to a customer in the
United States had forced her to restrict
sales to France and its colonies. She al-
ways inserted a catalog in the little pack-
age of vour purchases. Her usual words

of goodbye were, 1 wish you happiness

“Never mund, My. Campbell — 1 think I
can stop by myself this time!”
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GLENN'S GIRL (continued from page 51)

in then. When I saw that Glenn had
everything under conwol, I stayed on
shore. He had a little trouble quiet-
ing the kid, who wanted o clamp his
arms around Glenn’s neck. But Glenn
soothed him and then they started back.
With one arm around the boy's chest,
Glenn suoked toward the bank with the
other. The current carried them down-
stream and I kept shifting that way on
shore to be ready to meet them.

They were only 40 [eet away when
I saw Glenn stop. His face wwisted up
im a spasm and I guessed what it was.
A camp had hit him. But for some
reason he did not let go. His arm was
still around the boy's chest and they
drifted downstream together. That was
when I dove in.

No one ever blamed me. I could only
take one at a time and Glenn told me
out there, “Take the kid.”

“I'll come back lor you,” I said.

But 1 must have known then how it
would be. Just getting the kid to shore
was o struggle. He had gotten pamicky
in and was thrashing and I had o
fight him as much as I did the current.
But before long I fele a rock bruise
against my shoulder, and that was about
as welcome a feeling as I've ever
known. | dropped the kid among the
rocks on shore and tirned o look for
Glenn.

He was gone. 1 thought at least he
would bob up and down a few times.
But the kids on the bridge told me he
went under and never came up again,
I wis going to swim out anyway, because
just standing there wasn’t going to help

dag

him. But the county cngineer came
along  then  and  grabbed me  and

wouldn't fet me go in. He saud it was
bid enough losing one without both of
us drowning and unless I saw him I'd
better stav right where I was. And no
one did see him again until we lound
his body that night caught in a snag of
brush half a mile downstream.

The hero was Glenn, and that was
how it should have been. I got some
praise all right. But a live hero is never
as pood as a dead one. And the local
paper gave almost the entire [ront page
ta the story, They kept repeating how
such a promising, bright [uture had
been cut short, how the town's finest
voung man had selflessly given his life
to save that of a small boy. There just
weren't enough nice things they could
say about Glenn. And that was how
evervone in town felt, including me.

Then there Thelma. Somehow
the paper got the story that they were
engased. It was never confirmed and
no one bothered to ask her. But the
story was accepted because nearly ev-
eryone wanted it that way, for Glenn's

Wils

sake il not for hers.

All through the services at the chapel
Thelma sat with Glenn’s mother. |
heard comments later about how sad
she looked. But I thought she looked
more scared than anvthing else. She
cried nearly as much as Glenn’s mother,
and they were real tears. But evervone
secemed to be staring at Thelma and she
did not know what they expected Irom
her, how they wanted her 1o act, so she

grew more frightened. She wied to
look sadder and more bereaved and
when she could not manage it she

cried more and once broke into sobs.
That was when Glenn's mother put her
arm around Thelma to console her,
and then they sobbed rogether for a
while.

- - L]

Not until the following summer,
when T returned from my second year
ol college, did I see Thelma again. Burt
I knew pretty well what she was doing.
Every letter from my mother had some-
thing in it about Glenn’s girl, and
when I was home during Christmas and
the spring holidays I heard much more.

Il 1 could believe the stories, Thelma
had turned into something ol a recluse.
For six months after the funeral she did
not go out with anvone, and then when
she did go out, it was to a movie with
her mother.  She had  become unap-
proachable, never smiling, vet the eves
of others followed her everywhere she
went. Then o she had waken a job
at the local bank where she need not
speak o anyone except about business.

There was so much ol this kind of
talk and evervone seemed to believe it,
that I might have gone along with it
too il I had not learned something else.
Of course, | had dated Thelma first, and
I knew things about her and Glenn that
no one else suspected. Still I might not
have doubted the changes in Thelma.
But at college that year I happened to
run into a fellow from the town where
she used to live.

“You're from Royalton, huh?” T said.
“Did you ever hear ol a girl up there
named Thelma Farling?™

“Thelma? Sure.” One side ol his
mouth curled up. “You run into her
someplace?”

“She hives down the street [romm me.”

“You lucky guy.”

“What do vou meanz” 1 asked.

He looked at me as il to make sure
I wasn't joking. “Don’t tell me you
haven't found out vet®”

“Is there something o find our?”

Then he laughed. And in a singsong
way, as though he were reciting a Favor-
ite himerick, he said, “We used 1o call
her '.]l'lltly'. That was short for Ready-
Teddy. When you needed a girl and

needed her quick, you looked up Teddy.
She was always ready.”

So when I got home for the summer
and heard more of that talk abowt
Thelma, 1 couldn’t help being skeptical.
She might have changed. But 1 kept
remembering how easy she had been
that one time 1 took her out, and
everything else. So about my thivd or
fourth night home. when my mother
started telling again in an awesome voice
how tragic and beauntiful it was about
Glenn's girl, I decided wo hnd out [or
mysell.

There was no surprise at all rom
Thelma when 1 phoned. “Oh, hello,
Chuck. Ar¢ vou home for the summer?”
It was polite, but almost as though she
were waiting on someone at the bank.

“Are vou doing anything tonighi®” 1
had enough doubt in my mind both ways
so I felt awkward in everyvthing I said.

“No, not really.”

“How would vou like to drive up to
the city Lo see o movie?”

There was a long pause that made me
think I had been a fool. Then very
calmly, as though it did not matter one
way or the other, she answered, "All
right."

Getting a date with her was almost
as easy as the first time. But when 1
saw her -that night I knew she had
changed, in appearance if no other way.
And it was a change for the better.
Her features were as plain as belore,
but there was a new stillness to her
lace, as thoueh it had seuded into the
position it would hold lor the rest ol
her hile. And she was sull voung enough
s0 1t gave her an air.

Then wo she had on an all-white
dress. I nearly smiled when I hrst saw
it. but something suppressed that smile.
Mavhe she was trving to play the saint.
lglll l]“.'ll It Was a4 warnl sunumer eve-
ning and the dress was sleeveless and
cool and it showed her off very well.
She had nicely tarned arms and I could
see the full length of them hanging at
her sides. As an extra touch, she had on
white gloves and carried a small white
purse.

Maybe because ol her dress or the
change I could see in her, I was being
over-courteous, almost against myv will.
And on the way to the aty 1 could
find very little o sav. There was no
opening. I would glance at her and
see all that white and my throat would
clog. And nearly every time I did speak.
it was to say something foolish.

Once 1 blurted, “I hear you haven't
been going out much.™

“No one asked me,” she said. And
what was I to answer?

All through the show her hands were
[olded in her lap and hardly moved.
She neither laughed nor cried. But when
I asked her later il she enjoved the
movie, she said, “Yes, very much.”
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I don’t want to give the impression
that I took her straight from there out
to a parking place to test her. But
eventually we did park. After all, that
was the only reason I had dated her.

We stopped at the same place where
we had gone the other time I took
her out. But where before Thelma had
suggested almost immediately that we
get into the back seat, now she sat
coolly and I had to force any conver-
sation. Then once when 1 felt she was
talking more freely, I leaned over, put
one hand on her shoulder and Kissed
her. She did not push me away, but
neither was there any response.

“Please, Chuck. Don’t.”

She said no more than that. But it
was as thoroughly as I had ever been
stopped by a girl. It was not the words
but how she said them, as though I
should have had more respect.

But it made me angry too. Alter all,
she was the same girl I had taken out
before. She had spent a whole summer
practically in the back seat of Glenn's
car. She was the one they called Ready-
Teddy in Royalton. Now because my
hand had touched that white dress, and
because I had pecked her once on the
lips, she made me [eel dirty.

But angry or not, there was noth-
ing else I could do. She really did not
wait to be touched or kissed. I had been
told “No” and “Don’t” and “Please”
by enough girls to be able to tell when
they meant it sternly, meant it weakly
or did not mean it at all. Thelma
meant 1t.

Yet she did kiss me goodnight. That
was it, she kissed me. We stood on her
porch with the light on and she said:

“Thanks, Chuck. For everything. You
don’t know how much I needed to go
out like this. To find out about myself."

Then, turning up her face, she kissed
me. I wied to cling, expectant once
more, but there would be none of that.
She thanked me again without smiling
and left me on the porch like a kid who
had been taken out snipe hunting.

I thought I would never have any-
thing to do with her again. I had pretty
much eotten my answer. If she wanted
to go along with her conversion to
whatever she had been converted to,
that was no concern of mune. So I went
home that night a linle amazed but
willing enough to let her drop out of
my life.

But then a strange thing happened.
By taking her out that once I had
opened the floodgates. The word got
around that she could be dated and
there were at least a dozen guys 1 could
name who started calling her. Not that
she went out with all of them. The
truth is, she did not go out much at all,
only now and then, but that seemed
to make every other single guy in town
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run alter her more.

If she were pretty, or il she had be-
come a Ready-Teddy again. I could
hive understood her sudden popularity.
But Thelma wasn't either. Manv ol the
girls in town were prettier and more
cooperative. And it wasn't until well
into the summer that I began to under-
stand what it was all about.

I worked in my dad’s auto supply
store that vear and now and then he
would send me to the bank. On a
Monday morning I went down with
Saturday’s receipts. I saw Thelma busy
at a cabinet file. Then when T finished
my business and looked up, she mo-
tioned that she wanted to talk to me.

“Will you have lunch with me today?”
she asked, leaning through one of the
cashier’s windows that was not being
used.

It ook me by surprise. But then I
couldn’t verv well reluse, not there in
the bank.

“Sure.”

“Twelve at the Bonnet Lunch?”

“All right.”

We took a booth at the rear of the
Bonnet Lunch and Thelma started talk-
ing before the waitress came.

“Maybe 1 shouldn’t be asking vou,”
she said. "I should ask another girl. But
there aren’'t any that I know well
enough. And vou were Glenn's [riend.”

“Are vou m trouble?” I asked.

She did not blush, though it was ob-
vious what I meant. “No, nothing like
that.”

I understood then why she had chosen
me of all people. I was the only one
who knew the wuth about her and
Glenn. No one else could have asked
her that question,

Then she said, “Robie Cowan asked
me to marry him.”

I raised both eyebrows, then tipped
my head to one side in a congratulatory
nod.

“*Not had.*

The waitress came along with menus
and glasses of water and that inter-
rupted our talk. I knew Robie, of
course. He was some five vears older
than I. The year before his father had
died and Robie had taken over the
agency that dealt in farm machinery aind
Fords. The Town Crier in the local
paper olten referred to him as “our
most eligible bachelor.” Maybe he wasn't
its handsome as Glenn, but he had looks
enough. And he also had money and
mume enough to make me wonder what
he was doing asking Thelma to marry
him.

When we were alone again, Thelma
took a sip ol water before she said,
“Should T go through with it?"

“Are you asking me?”

“I need advice. T just can’t make up
my mind.”

Maybe 1 should have felt sorry for

her. But just then she irritated me. 1
felt like being brutal and saying nasty
things to tear down all her pretenses.

“What is there to make up your
mind about?” I asked. “Il you like the
cuy, go ahead and marry him.”

“Oh, I like him all right. But . . "

“But whar?”

“I heard some talk. One of the girls
said he was a woll.”

The last word dropped off coyly and
it sickened me with disgust.

“You ought to be able o judge that
for yourself.” 1 didn’t hide the sarcasm.

“He's been a perlect gentleman with
me. He hasn't tried a thing.”

“He hasn’e?”

My surprise surprised her. “OF course
not. But I was worried about his repu-
tation. Does he have a  reputation,
Chuck?”

Right then and there T almost called
her Teddyv. No matter what rumors she
had heard about Robie, they could not
have been as bad as what I had heard
about her. And I had enough first-hand
experience with Thelma to know it was
more than just a rumor. Robic liked to
have a good time, and he had plenuy
of them. There was one storv about a
girl in the city that his Lather had 1o buy
off. And he did a lot of running around
at home where evervone could see him.
But that was no reason lor Thelma o
be particular.

“Look,” I said, almost pointing my
finger at her, “if you want to marry the
guy, what difference does it make what
either of you did in the past?”

“But don’t you see, it's not a case of
what I want.”
lo, 1 don’t see.”

Her eyes quivered and I could tell
she was afraid. The cool manner was
gone. This looked more like the girl 1
had seen in the chapel, frightened, un-
sure of hersell. And when she spoke
again it was in a voice I could barely
hear.

“Evervone’s been so good to me.”

I was glad the waitress returned just
then because 1 did not know whit to
say. A salad was placed before Thelma
and I got a bowl of soup and a sand-
wich. The waitress wente for our milk
and the two ol us sit in silence.

That was the fost inkling 1 had.
Evervone had been good to Thelma
after Glenn died, though they hardly
knew her. Actually, it was Glenn they
were being good o, or the memory of
Glenn. And becanse she had  been
Glenn's girl when he died, they acted
that wav toward Thelma.

Then 1 began 1o understand some-
thing else oo, She was popular for the
same reason. It wasn't that Robie or
the others thought she was beautiful,
and chances were that they knew very
little about her character. But because
Glenn had been engaged to her, and

Glenn being what he was, they must
have thought she had something they
could not see. All Thelma had to do was
play it calmly and let them think what
they wanted to think.

‘The waitress lelt again alter bringing
the milk and Thelma said in that same
low voice, as though our conversition
had not been interrupted:

“I don’t want to disappoint them.
Chuck.”

She was sull [richtened and teus
lurked at the brims ol her eves. I | went
on being sarcastic, those tears might
flow. But there were things I had 1o find
out.

“Did Glenn ever ask you to marn
him?™

Her eves closed, but she shook he
head, and 1 fele like a prosecuting at-
torney must leel sometimes,

“You knew he was just using vou
for the summer?”

This time she had to suck in her bot-
tom lip. But she nodded and the tears
were held back.

“Then what was all this act you were
putting on, like a forlorn maiden?”

“I wasn't acting, Chuck. Please believe
me."”

Her head shook again, but not in
denial, as il to say I could not under-
stand. And when she spoke again she
sounded lonely and [ar away:

“After Glenn died, evervone made
up their minds what kind of girl 1 was.
And 1 just couldn't be anvthing clse,
even if 1 wanted to. They were all so
good to me I couldn’t disappoint them.”

And the first slow, leaking tear killed
all my hardness. As I said before, I'm
something of a romantic. 1 like to think
a girl really wants 1o do what is right
So belore she finished speaking, I could
not face her any longer. My eyes

dropped. 1 picked up the spoon and let

it sink into the soup.

Then with the spoon suspended half-
way to my mouth. I said, “Robie doesn’t
have the best reputation in town.”

“Then I can’t marry him.”™

And 1 fell in love with her that in-
stant. | didn't know it at the time. But
that's when it was. at the Bonnet Lunch,
before T tasted that first spoonful of
soup.

That's why the other dav when 1
heard someone call her Glenn's girl
again it didn’t bother me. I was in the
supermarket and I overheard two men
talking in the next aisle.

“What's her name?” one of them said.
“The one that married Chuck Rafferty.
You know, Glenn’s girl. Now that's my
idea ol what a good wile ought to be.”

Fourteen vears now she’s been Glenn's
eirl. And not once in 14 years have |
come close to telling her that 1 know
they used to call her Teddy.



PLAYBOY ALL-STARS  (continuca from page 10)

moved out ahead of Davis, Brubeck &
Co.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR VOCAL GROUP: 1.
Lambert, Hendricks and Ress; 2. Four Fresh-
men; 3. Hi-Lo's; 4. Signatures: 5. Axiden-
tals. The sensational Dave Lambert. Jon
Hendricks and Annie Ross took first
place in the musicians’ poll with their
different trio sound that makes valid
vocalese out of big-band instrumental
arrangements. A smash at both the
Playboy Jazz Festival and on Playboy’s
Penthouse, 1., H & R please jazzmen
discontent with the more conventional
styles of vocalizing. The Hi-Lo's dropped
from first to third place with the musi-
cians and the Four Freshmen held firmly
onto second place.

In the fourth annual poll o choose
the members of the 1960 Playboy All
Star Jazz Band, readers proved again
that they know what they like and like
what they know, as they voted for most
of the same jazz stars who studded last
year's dream ageregation. But  once
gain there was some significant shul-
fling in the listings just below the silver
medal winners.

For the fourth year in a row, readers
chose Stan Kenton to lead their Plavboy
All-Stars. The brass section was the one
department in which there was some
notable modification. The memorable
series of Miles Davis albums, with his
quinter and with Gil Evans’ studio or-
chestra. no doubt accounted for his
jump from third to fust chair in the
trumpet section, just as Jonah Jones'
LPs were the reason for his high ballot
count. Louis Armstrong moved over to
the second chair to make room for
Miles. while Dizzy Gillespie moved up
from lourth to third. Chet Baker, losing
ground as a result ol his sporadic activity
during the vear, eased down [rom sec
ond to fourth place. Our four-man
tombone section was disturbed by no
such game ol musical chairs and re-
mained exactly the same as it was in
the 1959 All-Star Band, with ]. J. John-
son through Jack Teagarden.

The improbable duo of Paul Desmond
and Earl Bostic took the two alto chairs
lor a second vear in a row and Cannon-
ball Adderley jumped from ninth place
to fourth. Stan Getz and Coleman Hawk-
ins remained in the two winning tenor
sax chairs. but Sonny Rollins dumped
Charlic Venwra out of third place to
move to within a few votes ol a win-
ner's chair. It was virtually no contest
for the baritone sax spot. with Gerry
Mulligan, now an established filin figure
as well as a festival favorite, copping vir-
tnally all the votes.

Erroll Garner heat out Dave Brubeck
as piano man for the 1960 All-Stars by
a handlul of votes and Ahmad Janmal
jumped from eighth to a very tight
third, with just a few hundred votes

separating him from top honors. too.
The rest of the rhythm section and the
miscellaneous instrument spot were pop-
ulated by jazzmen familiar [rom the
previous three Plavbov All-Star Bands.

Khrushchev visited Frank Sinatra on
the Can-Can set during his visit to the
U.S., but neglected to Al out a ballot
according Frankie his da of approval;
nevertheless, Francis Albert won hand-
ily, capturing almost halfl of all the bal-
lots cast for male vocalist. Johnny
Mathis held onto his second position:
Joe Williams, whose recent string-backed
non-Basic LPs have broadened his popu-
larity as a ballad man, moved up [rom
fourth to third; and voung Bobby Darin,
i complete unknown a vear ago, finished
sixth. Amongst the female chirpers. Ella
grows ever more popular. June Christy
stayed on in second place and Dakota
Staton, unlisted in 1958 and fourth last
year, moved up to third. Chris Connor
slid from third plice to seventh.

Dave Brubeck made it four in a row
as his quartet took the top instrumental
combo honors with readers. As record
sales indicated, it was a big vear for
Ahmad Jamal, whose¢ trio moved up
[rom eighth to second place: the Miles
Davis Sextet shouldered up from 11th
to filth. The Kingston Trio, no serious
contender in any popularity poll a year

ago, proved as big a hit with pravsoy
readers as they did with festival fans at
Newport last summer, and very nearly
beat out the Four Freshmen as the fav-
ored vocal group. In the end, the Fresh-
men repeated with a fourth first-place
victory, but the two groups seesawed
back and forth for top position through:
out the several weeks of balloting. The
Kingstons wound up in second place.
which moved the Hi-Lo's down to third
and Lambert. Hendricks and Ross, a
unigue trio that had just been formed
when last vear’s voting ook place (they
wound up ninth as the “Dave Lambert
Singers”), swung their wav up to fourth.

All the winners in this lourth annual
Playboy Jazz Poll — the members of the
1960 Playbov All-Star Jazz Band and the
1960  All-Stars’  All-Stars — will  receive
the coveted sterling silver Plavboy Jazz
Medal: they will be featured in a spec-
tacular LP package produced through
the cooperation of the entire recording
industry on rrAvsoy's own label: and
they will star in a special summer-long
Playboy [Jazze Festival. the details of
which will be published in lorthcoming,
issues of this magazine.

Following is a tabulation of the tens-ol-
thousands of votes cast in this biggest ol
all jazz polls, with the names in bold
face of the jazzmen who won a plice
on the 1960 Playboy All-Star Jazz Band.

“Madison Avenue huckster!”
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LEADER
1. Stan Kenton . ... ... .. 5,065
2. Duke Ellington ...... 3018
3. Count Basie ......... 2,824
4. Henry Mancini .. .... 1.760
5. Ray ConnilE ......... 966
6. Bennv Goodman . .... 830
7. Mayoard Ferguson ... 738
8. Nelson Riddle . ..... 543
0 Gil Evans - q..cnnane ala
IS e h e 485
1. Shory Rogers ........ 474
12. Thelontous Monk ... 63
13. Ray Anthony . ...... 435
1+, Pete Rugolo ......... 407
15 Ses s e o U
16. Michel LeGrand ... .. 351
17. Dizzy Gillespie .. ..., 30
15. Lionel Hampton .. ... 327
195 Les Brown = "o ot 252
20. Woody Herman .. ..., 248
SERLIllvaENays S 166
22 By |anes SEEEREEE 161
23, Quincy Jones ........ 143
24 Percy Eaithy ot ot o 133
TRUMPET
1. Miles Davis . ........ 11,190
2. Louis Armstrong .- .- - 9,533
3. Dixzy Gillespie ...... 6,935
4, Chet Baker -......... 6,751
H[On AhE] Gneg ST 6,518
6. Shoriv Rogers .. ..... 5495
7. Mavnard Ferguson. ... 4.568
8. Bobby Hacketr . ...... 3,652
9. Avt Farmer .......... 3,103
10. Harry James ......... 2,091
Il. Ray Anthony ........ 2.088
12. Red Nichols ......... 1.716
13, Pete Candoli ......... 1.622
1L Rov Eldvidge ... ... 1.582
15. Billv Butterfield ... .. 1.366
16. Conte Candoli ... ... 1.2588
17. Buck Clavion ........ 957
18, Donald Bved .. ... ... 936
19, Charlie Shavers .. .. .. 837
2 RBohEScolye RS §12
21, Car Anderson oo iy 810
29 Wild Bill Davison. ... 7I8
iR B BTRTIE s nan GG7
24, Charles Teagarden ... 3581
25. Kenny Dorham .. ... ah2
26. Don Fagerquist .. .. .. 492
27. Joe Ne 176
258 Glayiil drin gt 2
SR AT 15011 S 416
0. Jack Sheldon (..., 409
31, Frank Assunto ......, 403
TROMBONE
1. ). ). Johnson. . . ... .. 15,688
2. Kai Winding .. ...... 12,755
3. Bob Brookmeyer .. ... 8,372
4. Jack Teagarden .....7,190
5. bBuddy Morvow ... .. 4651
G. Frank Rosolino _..... 3436
7. Lok Muryphy ... ... 250
8. lxlne Green 5. .. ... 2293
. Trummy Young ...... 2,25
HER R Oy e e 2015
11 Ml Bernhart ... 1.780
12, Jimmy Cleveland .. .. 1.684
13 Benny Grecn &0 e 1.668
M. Car] Fontana - ... ... 1479
g T R E IO & o iy 1,424
16. ]. C. Higginhotham. .. 1421
17. Slide Hampion ... ... 1,394
18. Wilbur De Paris. ... .. 9496

19. Fred Assunto ........ 920
20. Bobby Burgess ....... 797
21. Cuxtis Fuller _....... 697
22, Vic Dickenson ....... H50)
25, Abe Lincoln ... ... a0l
24. Bob Encvoldsen ... ... 483
25. Conrad Janis ........ 437
26. Lou McGarity ....... 403
ALTO SAX
1. Paul Desmond .. .. .. 10,051
2. Earl Bostic . .......... 6,378
FaBud Shank' ... vou-a-t 1.600

. Cannonball Adderley - 5353

5. Johnny Hodges ...... 5051
6. Lee Konilz . .i. .00 2176
78 Al Peppe et eove 1950
B. ool Siims:.  chde it 1.601
(SO VESTIEE SRS e 1464
1O En i (T (Er e eEreTe 847
Il. Lennie Niehaus ... .. il
12. Charlie M 584
13. James Mood 515
14. Herbh Geller 458
15. Al Belletio ... .. .... 435
16. Tete Browny .. ........ 417
17. Willie Smith ......... 380
187 G it Gy oE T et et 377
19. Lou Donaldson ...... 375
19. Phil Woods .. ........ 375
21. Hymie Sherizer ...... 331
99, Hal McKusick & -- - 33
23, Jackie McLean ....... 311
P8 (G c11e G 111 ] I — 200
25. Omette Coleman ... .. 170
26. John La Porta........ 166
27. Jerome Richavdson ... 154
TENOR SAX
1. Stan Getz ........... 9,501
2. Coleman Hawkins - ... 4,570
3. sonmv Rollins . ...... 393
4. Charhie Ventura ...... 24960
5. Jimmy Giullve . ...... 2006
6. John Coluane ....... 1.787
7. Paul Gonsalves ...... 1,385
8. Georgie Auld ... .. 1.371
9. Bud Freeman ........ 1247
10,5 2001 SIS _ | donaines 237
11 ' Dave Pellll ot ity 1.125
125 ALCOhn n e e e 078
13 RO D CGOpPER ST s 904
13. Vido Musso . ......... ot
15. Minois Jacquet ... 888
16 Samflavlor S2CU S Cate, s14
17. Bill Perkins . ... ... B
18. Flip Phillips ......... HTR]
107 By o ( YL 51 Le LR 270
20. Ben Webster ........ M7
2155 50NN YIS LG 8. SPeeRren 24
22, Richie Kamueca ...... 504
28 Edelie A ler it 352
24. Hank Mobley ........ M7
27 AR S BT s e 310
26. Bill Holman ......... 306
27. Benny Golson ... .. 301
28, Jack Montvose ....... 272
29. Gene Ammons ....... 253
30. Paul Quinichetic . .. .. 235
31, Bobby Jaspar _....... 212
BARITONE SAX
1. Gerry Mulligan .- ... 15,640
2B s han 1.286
3. Jimmy Gialive ..., 897
4. AlCohn . ... .. ...... 633
5. Harry Camney ........ 600
6. Pepper Adams ....... St

g Lony Scott ... 000 30
8. Frank Movelli .. ...... 290
DRl rinie Caiceres e on 253
9. Jack Washington .. ... 253
11. Ronnie Ross . ........ 248
2R Geal Bayne T iREE 170
13, Lars Gullin ... ..... 136
. Chavles Fowlkes ... ... 120
CLARINET
1. Benny Goodman ..... 6,403
2. Jinmny Guaflve ..., .. 24972
3. Buddy DeFranco ..... 2.346
1. Woody Hevman ..., 1840
SR Eeler o N 1,686
GRS VESCO LIS e 1449
7. Buddy Collene ...... 1,166
S, Mauy Matlock .. ..., 649
JEATE Depper 6234
10, Jimmy Hamilton .. ... 126
1. Sam Most ........... 414
12, PPece Wee Russell ... .. 103
13. Fdmond Hall . 315
4. Peanuts Hucko ... ... 228
In SOl Goedie T 223
16. Barney Bigard ..., .. 221
1o LanlHam e a2
IS5, John La Porta. ... ... 101
PIANO
1. Erroll Garner ........ 3,580
2 Dave RBrubeck ....... 3,171
3. Ahmad Jamal ... 3.2
i André Previn ... .. 2323
5. George Shearing ... .. 1.854
6. Oscar Peterson ... ... 1.053
7. Thelonious Monk . ... 1035
8. Duke Ellington ...... 6506
9. Count Basie ......... 623
10. Roger Williams ...... 419
LIS Johiy Lewis™ SeCt L Tois 393
12 Rainses Lewis oo, 311
13. Horace Silver ........ M
14, Teddy Wilson ....... 26H)
15. Eddie Hevwood ...... 260
16. Red Garland ........ 219
7R Don Shinlea SEsces e re 161
18. Cy Coleman ......... 156
19. Hampton Hawes _.... 143
20, Bud Powell . .i. oy 136
21. Russ Freeman ....... 133
21 Rilly Taylox oo oto s 133
2 I A T s s R 131
SO A PARONGES f s e e 124
25, Nina Simone ........ 120
26, Lennie Tristano. ... 113
L Tl ARE TR st 108
27. Hank Jones .......... 108
GUITAR

1. Barney Kessel ....... 6,992
2. Lddie Condon ....... 2406
3. Johnny Smith ..., 1124
1. Laurindo Almeida ... 1,378
Tho] ST RETTE ) ot MRS 1,295
6. Bo Diddley __........ 1.090
7. Charlie Byrd ........ 1014
8. Heeb Fllis .. ... hER]
0. Sail Salvador ..., .c.a. 750
10. George Van Lps.. ... 607
11, Kenny Burrell ..o 0. H80
[ oy (2l e oot

3. Freddie Green .......

14. Frank D'Rone .......

15. Tal Farlow ..........

16, Mundell lowe .. .....

17. Oscar Moore .........

1 53] Ocs Finin i SERNSSEE SEV
19FEA L Mglas T e T

20 Billy:Baner ool 152
21. Barry Galbraith ...... M5
22, George Barnes ... .. P E L]
2Bk Diadatn e iy ey e 134
24, John Pisano . ........ 110
25 Ghe A ikins 0 T T 108
25. Chuck Wawvne ....... 108
DASS
1. Ray Brown .......... 3,616
2. Oscar Pentiford ... ... 1,927
3. Levov Vinnegar ...... 1486
4 Red M rclel LR 1.1060
DR R BT o s 1.044
6. Paul Chambers ...... 1.030
7. Norman Bates . ..... Wit
85 Perevieath i oisn s on 957
9. Eddie Safranski ...... 840
10. Charlie Mingus ...... #14
11~ syael Groshyenie . 784
12 Milg Hinton .05 000 718
13 Axvell Shaw . .._..... M
4. Chubby Jackson ..... 02
15, Bob Hageart ......... MR
L6 110N Bael ey e 467
17. Slam Stewarr . ....... 435
I5. Howard Rumsey .. ... 340
19, Monk Momgomery ... 285
200 Fl Dee Young, ....... 253
21 Gene Wrighe “20. 000 2|
22, Al McKibbon ........ 219
23. Joe Benjamin ........ 216
24, John Hawksworth ... 196
25. Curtis Counce ... .. 184
26. Carson Smith ........ 177
27. Johnny Frigo .. ...... 168
28, Joe Mondragon . ..... 141
29, George Duvivier ..., 133
30. Squire Gersh . __..... 129
31. George Morrow ...... 127
32, Jimmy Woode ....... 128
DRUMS
1. Shelly Manne - ....... 8,200
P2 Gene Ky pa ST 2 S 1
3. Cozy Cole o0 - Soclt. 1457
+. Joc Morello ......... 1410
5. Chico Hamilton . ..... 1.316
M ax R O Cl e e 1,205
A AT R ETIR e r 1.017
Sy At Rlakeys Sr ity 993
. o |onesgrennt o tee S 649
10. Louis Bellson ........ 587
11. Philly Joe Jones...... H80
12. Sanny Bayne = ..ol 288
13T Srand Levepstr ot e te Ll
14. Connie Kay .......... 1
15. Sam Woodvard . ..... 177
OS] 1] (s 168
17 "Nick' Earool = Ciiitueies 140
18. Barrett Deems ....... 136
I8 Teli Lewia e 36
20. George Wentling ..... 1249
2]. Kenny Clayke -....... 117
29 SNl ORI Ol e 115
23 Ed Thigpen .. 101

MISCELLANIOUS INSTRUMENT

1. Lionel Hampton, vibes 5,713
2. Milt Jackson, vibes. ... 2716
3. Cal Tjader, vibes. ... 1707
1. Herbie Mann, flute. .. 118G
5. Candido. bongo ... .. 471
6. Red Nowvo, wubes. ... Ll
7. shory Rogers,

Fliigelhorn . ....... 856
A, Budd Shank. flute. ... .. 243
9. Terry Gibbs, wibes. ... 821



10. Don Elliott,
vibes & mellophone. 752
11. Art Van Damme,
aeeorgion . -, 637
12, Buddy Collette, flute.. 384
15, Jimmy Smith. organ. .
I4. Moe Koliman, flule. ..
15. Bob Cooper, oboe. . . ..
16. Tito Puente. timbales.
17. Fred Katz, cello. .. . ...
15, John Graas,
Frenchh horn ... ... 232
19, Victor Feldman, a¢ibes. 219
20. Frank Wess, flute. . ... 200
2I55am Mostflude. . 3 on 0 207
22, Jean “Toots™ Thicle-
mans, harnmonica ... 196
25. Yusel Laveel. flute. . 193
24. Peter Applevard, vibes 154
25. Paul Hom, flute. .. ... 152
25, James Moody, flute. ... 152
27. Cy Touft, bass trumfret 127
28. Joc Rushion. bass sax. 124
28. Stuft Smith, wiolin. ... 124
30. Buddy Montgomery,
wibes . ... 120
31, Steve Lacy, soprane sax 104
MALE VOCALIST
1. Frank Sinatra . ... ... 10,851
2. Johnny Mathis ....... 2247
3. Joe Williams ... ... 1150
4. Nat "King” Cole. . ... R67
5. Hanry Belafonte _.. .. 761
6. Bobby Darin 561
7. Mel Torme .z, 00 529
8. Ray Charles ,.......: 1349
9. Sammy Davis, Jr...... 433

10. Louis Armstrong ... .. 370
10. Frank D'Rone ....... 370
12, Andy Williams ...... 361
13. Jimmy Rushing ...... 20
I4. Tony Bennetr .. ... .. 242
15. David Allen ......... 232
15. Al Habbley Gois a0 232
17. Jon Hendricks ....... 212
I8. Steve Lawrence ...... 191
19. Billy Eckstine ... ... .. 186
20. Frankie Laine ....... 170
21. Brook Bemton ....... 1G1
22 Rerinlo 0 B ETue e 147
2%, Pat Boone ... ... 145
24 Gher Baken Sisiy ik 35
25 Ring Croshye To e o (L1
FEMALE VOCALIST
1. Ella Fitzgerald - ... ... 6,074
2 JuneChristy oo L3h
3. Dakota Staton ....... 1,716
4.5 Julie London 000000 1,325
D el ySR e 1.288
6. Sarah Vaughan ... .. 1,185
7. Chris Connor ........ 1,083
H Repeyt ] e R 938
9. Nina Simone ........ 814
10. Eydic Gormé .. ... .. 695
T Anita O'Day ... .. ... (34
12. Dinah Washingion ... 508
e B TR TS R e i e e 407
It Annic Ross .......... 386
15. Mahalia jackson ..... 508
IaSlena Elorr cssmieiyesy 248
Lt ParSuzukise ST 221
18. Carmen McRae ... .. 186
LIS ea ] BB Al ey 170
20. Jeri Southern ........ 168

Al
iy

9

l}\‘
25
26,

]

10.

I

12
14.

L6.

17.
18.
-
20.
2k
99

Jaye P Movgan. ... ... H5
. Ernestine Anderson .. 140
La Vern Baker....... 110
Earcha it o o0 115
PariiPage o L 104
Connee Boswell ... ... 101

INSTRUMENTAL COMBO

Dave Brubeck Quartet 3,751

- Ahmad Jamal Trio. .. 2548
- Modern Jazz Quartet. . 1914
. George Shearing

Quintet . .......... 1.635
. Miles Davis Sextet.... 1,148
. Louis Armstrong

All-Stars .......... 1.079

. Jonah Jones Quartet.. 1LOM
. Gerry Mulligan

OIVET e o 849
. Dukes of Dixieland... 757
Shelly Manne
and His Men. ... ... 752
Erroll Garner Trio_... 568
Chico Hamilton
Cninrer T 412
Ramrsev Lewis Trio... 412
Art Blakey and the
Jazz Messengers ... A0S
5. André Previn
and His Pals....... 398
Red Nichols
Five Pennies -2 ... 37
Cal Tjader Quartet. .. 315
Oscar Peterson Trio, . 306
Kai Winding Septet. .. 258
Australian Jazz Quinter 244
Shorty Rogers’ Gi: 250
. Mastersounds 198

24,

2.

26.
o7
28.
),

30.
31.
nEL
B2
.

-—

i
0.
7t
8.
Y.
1.
1L
12
13.
14
153
16,

25. Thelonious Monk

CILLATLC LA —— 1749
Jimmy Giulfre Three. 177
Art Van Damme

QIUTE o el 177
Lighthouse All-Stars .. 175
Firchouse Five plus2.. 152
Horace Silver Quintet. 147
Bob Scobey's

Frisco Band .. ... .. 143
Chet Baker Quintet. .. 153
J. J- Johmson Quinter. 129
Stan Getz Quintet. ... 120
Gene Krupa Quartet. . 120
Turk Murphy's

Tazz el anclEeuaees 17

VOCAL GROUI
Four Freshmen . .. .. .. 5111
. Kingston Trio ..... .. £.501
Hi-Los ..... : 363
. Lambert. Hendricks

e Ons B T e 24979
THELETTE oy o Shant 787
Kirby Stone lour. .. .. 706
Mary Kave Trio.. ... 5068
Mills Brothers ....... et
Jackie Cain & Roy kral 411
FouriLads 5ems S 335
Ames Brothers ... .. .. 329
King Sisters . ......... 427
McGuire Sisters ... . .. Al P
Weavers ol et 264
Modernaires . ..... ... (L
Ink:iSpots | oL, 170
Axudenials & cavi i 145

7.

ONE PRICE STEREO OR MONAURAL
Suggested retail list price 398

THE SOLID SOUTH
THE DEANE KINCAIDE

QUINTET

v

LPBR5064 SDBR* 1064

MOODY WOODY
FEATURING
SUMMER SEQUENCE

WOODY HERMAN AND
ORCHESTRA

LPBR 5032 SDBR* 1032

MORE CHARLIE BARNET
CHARLIE BARNET AND

HIS ORCHESTRA

LPBR5059 SDBR* 1059

FLYING HIGH

WITH WILD BILL DAVIS

AND HIS

QUINTET

LFBR 5052 SDBR* 1052

LONELY AND
SENTIMENTAL

GLORIA LYNNE

5

Ity sl suamim

LPBR 5063 SDBR* 1063

SOUNDS DIFFERENY
JOE VENUTO AND HIS
QUARTET
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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 vour city where you
can buy any of the specialized
items advertised or editorially
featured in PLAYBoOY. For
example, where-to-buy
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers
in this issue listed below.

Byford 98" Socks. .. cvovvnrrcnnnnnnn 18
Bachelor Party Tours. ..o o v vnvnnnnana 14
Creighton Sportswear.,..... O e 8
Maorgie Douglas. ... . ... ... inicnanann 18

Prince Gardner Card C Y i e
Hunter by Falcon, Pipes. .. .vvvenan.. .20

DRV e oo crononooonocnogog do 91
Matt Nickels Ties..vuvnenencnnnnnnann 24
Phono Trix Tape Recorders. oo, 22
Portofino Sweaters. ... cocucecainans 14
Rolls Speaker Systems. oo veecneinnnans 16
Viking Recording Equipment. . ........ 21
Village Squire Formals, .. ... cvcennnney 85
WombloyrTios.ram e o 10-11

Use these lines for information about other
featured merchandise.

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to
answer any of your other
questions on fashion, travel, food
and drink, hi-fi, ete. If your
question involves items vou saw
in PLAYBOY, please specify

page number and issue of the
magazine as well as a briel
description of the items

when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, II1.

SEND ?&if“;'
PLAYBOY -~ &~

MONTH

[ 3 yrs. for $14
(1 yr. for $6
[] payment enclosed [] bill later

KOk

name

address

city zone state

Mail to PLAYBOY
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois
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APRIL IN PARIS, according to Vernon
Duke's ageless propaganda, means chest
nuts in blossom and holiday tables un-
der the trees. It also means the Champs,
the calés, Notre Dame and all the rest,
but there’s no need to remain smack-
dab-in-the-middle of the city, spending
all your hours on standard tourist fare.
Hire a car for crisp spring drives. Take
the demoiselle to the elite dining spots —
Grand Veneur at Fonuainebleau, Au-
berge du Fruit Défendu at Malmaison,
Relays du Chastean at Rambouillet or
La Reserve at St. Cloud. The lood is
incredibly magnificent and sets a perfect
ione for the evening ahead.

In fact, if elegant dining is your pas-
time, there’s one Europcan tour you
should know about. LExtending [rom
carly April 1o mid- June, it visits a slew
ol the world’s wuly top restaurants —
Mirabelle in London, L'Epaule de Mou-
ton in Brussels, Drei Husaren in Vienna
and La Chévre d'Or in Eze. And the
I0-nation feast provides after-meal ex-
cursions to such prime affairs as the
ballet in London, the opera in Italy and
the theatre in Paris. It's all made o
order for epicures and esthetes.

For a different sort of treat, a hop
across the Atlantic will land you in Eng-
land in time to join the pilgrimage to Ye
Barde’s olde home towne ol Stratford-
on-Avon. Stay in a London hotel and
wend your way o the Bard’s bailiwick
alter vou've visited one ol the expert
tailors on Savile Row, or browse in the
little nooks hidden behind mullioned
windows on Woburn Walk, places like

NEXT MONTH:

PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK

BY PATRICK CHASE

Lock’s the hatter on St. James's Street,
Fribourg and Treyer (tobacco and snuff
since 1720) on  Haymarket or Berry
Bros. and Rudd Ltd. (at “The Sign ol
the Coftee Mill” on St. James's), where
you can observe the professional manner
ol a breed ol men who have been grocers
and wine merchants for more than two
centuries.

Back home in April, experience the
fun of small-plane flying via a unique
learn-on-vacation plan available at half-
a-dozen points around the country.
You'll be able to solo within a week, be
well on your way toward a private pilot’s
license in three. All the learning locales
are in choice resort areas — like Martha's
Vineyard, Massachusetts; Fort Lauder-
dale, Florida; Prescout, Arizona; Jackson,
Wyoming: Jamestown, New York: Wag-
ner, Oklihoma: or Boulder Junction,
Wisconsin — where the air at ground
level is as clear and inviting as it is out-
side your Piper.

For a de luxe Stateside get-away-[rom-
it-all, and a last taste of winter, make it
to the Mittersill Inn, three miles from
Franconia on the northwest slope of
Cannon Mountain in New Hampshire.
There is room at the Inn, or vou can
rent one of the nearby chalets and en
jov all the facilities of the Inn when-
ever vou leel like emerging Irom vour
pip of a palace to become one of the
Inn-group.

For further information on any of the
above, wrile to Playboy Reader Service,
232 E. Ohio Street. Chicago 11, Illinots.

PLAYBOY ENJOYS A NIGHT ON THE TOWN IN LAS VEGAS

IAN FLEMING, AUTHOR OF “DOCTOR NO,” CONTRIBUTES A
COMPLETE JAMES BOND NOVELETTE, “THE HILDEBRAND RARITY"

CHARLES BEAUMONT PROBES THE LIFE AND ART OF CHAPLIN

SHIRLEY JACKSON OFFERS A NEW STORY. “‘A GREAT VOICE STILLED"

ROGER PRICE EXPOUNDS HIS THEORY OF NOMENCLATURE
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It’s great to take chances

but not on your bourbon

Walker’s DeLuxe is aged in
charred-oak casks for eight long years,
twice as long as many other _ S0
bourbons. Its extra years make

it extra mellow.
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| WALKER'S

| ™AGHT BouRBON WHISKE

K e+ | years old

BIATILED WY
RER £ sy ool 1

STRAIGHT BOURBOK WHISKEY - 8 YEARS 0LD - 86.8 PROGF - HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC., PECRIA, ILLINDIS




Old Golds Spin lilter spins and cools

the smoke to less than body temperature

o

T

T "‘x.“-:

[| The Spin Filter does more than
reduce tar and nicotine . . . it actually
_\""'-..

i improves smoking taste. Every puff
spins and cools the smoke to less than
body temperature. You get the full,
rich taste of fine tobaccos—the best
taste yet in a filter cigarette.

Average Temperature of
Old Gold Spin Filter Smoke -5,

A Product of P. Lorillard Company—First with
the finest cigarettes—through Lorillard Research!

allf_ the cooler the smoke
..the better the taste!
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