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Select the best in popular albums from this

SEL

ANY FIVE

...if you agree to buy six additional
albums within twelve months from

THE RCAVICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB

Tms Popular Album Club trial mem-
bership offers you the finest stereo

or hi-i music being

recorded today —

for far less money than you would

normally pay.

You save up to 40% with this intro-
ductory offer alone. After the trial
membership, if you continue, you will
save about one third of the manufac-

turer’s nationally
through the Club’s

advertised price
Dividend Album

Plan. This plan lets you chovse a free
regular L.P. or stereo album (depend-
ing on which division you are in) with
every two you buy from the Cluh.

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 vou want it, you do
nothing; it will come to you automati-
cally. 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

nationally advertised price — usually
$3.98, at limes $4.98; for stereo al-
bums you will pay the nationally ad-
vertised price of $4.98, at times £5.98
(plus—in all cases—a small charge for
postage and handling).

ALL ALBUMS ARE 12Z-INCH 33V R.P.M.

[rpelon)

1812
OVERTURE
and BOLERO

MORTON GOULD
ORCHESTRA & BAND

226. Sonic Llockbuster
of the hi-fi age! Military
cunnons und gong roars
plus magnilicent massed
atrings und bruss.

1. Singing strings,
soothing monds. Autumn

earves, Star Dust, Hy
the Steepy Lagoon, While
We're Young, Estrellita,

19. Lush, rhythmie,
exotic instrumentuls.
Vulencia, Granada, Del;-
cadn, Come Closer to Me,
The Peanur Vendor, ete.,

THE
AMES BROTHERS
SING FAMOUS HITS

OF FAMOUS QUARTETS

NUBO WINTERKALYER DRCH.

14. Fresh versions of
12 harmony hits: Paper
Doll, Love Is a Many-
Splendored Thing, Te
Eack His Own, etc,

231. THE AMES
BROTHERS SING
THE BEST IN THE
COUNTRY. Winter-
halter conducts. Tennes-
sce Walts, Love Me
Tender, That Lucky Ofd
Sun, W athers.

227. JAMES MICH-
ENER'S FAVORITE
MUSIC OF HAWAIL
13 Hawaiiun and Poly.
nesion hits recorded in
Hawaii, Includes color

i Huwaii. text
[n_\' Mr. Michener.

219. JIM REEVES:
SONGS TO WARM
THE HEART. Varied
and vocal program by
eountry-pop star. Till
the End njj the World,
Someday, A Fool Such
As L, 9 athers.

B5. DENNIS FAR-
NON'S ORCHESTRA:
THE ENCHANTEO
wWo00S. Dreamy
dunce-moal fare with
wondwinds, rthythm {no
bross). ¥ou Are Too
Beaniiful, I MHear n
Rhapsody, ete,

73. RALPH FLANA-
GAN IN Hi FL Fresh
remukes of hand's big-
gest hite: Hor Toddy,
My Hero, 10 others

15. MELACHRINOD:
STRAUSS WALTZES.
Maood master meets
waltz muster. Lush,
duncesble versions of
The Bine Danube,
Artists® Life, 10 more.

16. TCHAIKOVSKY :
THE NUTCRACKER
(Excerpts)—-BOSTON
POPS  Arthur Fiedler
conducting. Waltz of the
Flawers, other high-
lights from this spar-
kling masterpiece.

17. LENA HORNE AT
THE WALDORF-
ASTORIA. Un-the Bt
recording, Yes—in-
cludes Day In—Davy
CQut! Also saucy special
ahow material and
ewinging stundards.

48,

satire, varicalure plus

4, Original soundirack
recording from Rodgers
and Hammersiein  film
hit. 15 hardy perenniuls
M. Gaynor, K. Brazzi.

212, Mr. Guitar's first
dunce album, already a
hest-seller! Night Train,
Sleep Walk, One Mint
Julep, Hot Toddy, etc.

12. Jalousie and other
Popa Stoppers, recur.
Liebestraum, Ritual Fire
Dance, Skaters Waliz,
Espaiin Rhapsody, others.

MUSICALLY

MAD

OERNIE

Hilarious musical

commentary by llenry
Morgsn. Guasmirk Suite;

Anvils, of Course; more,

228.BROTHER OAVE
GARONER: REJOICE,
DEAR HEARTS. A
best-geller! Hilarious
beawik-biblical phrase-
ology in cornpone
accents. Juck Panr TV
guest. Monaural only.

229. BOB AND RAY
ON A PLATTER. TV-
rudio comedy stars kid
TVoradio advertising,
giveaway and interview
rrograms, guests, et
A howl!

40,HOMER&ZJIETHRO:
LIFE CAN BE MIS-
ERABLE. Wucky Lan-
jo-pickin’ country
comics (racture hit
songs, apecil muterial.
Oh Lonesome Me, 11
maore luugh-getlers,

41. GUCKENHEIMER
SOUR KRAUT BAND:
MUSIC FOR NON-
THINKERS. Lough &
second ! Kraul-sour Cer-
man band plays (?)
coneer] picces, waltzes,
marches, polkas, ete.

209. BOB 5COBEY'S
FRISCO BANO:
ROMPIN' AND
STOMPIN'. Goad.
time Dixicland struts
through Colonel Bogey,
Shake It and Break It,
The Pearls, The Chant.
Fidgery Feet. etc.

21. PEREXZ PRAOOD:
“PREZ." Urocklinglijg-
band chs chias, hot wnd
cool. Lullaby of Hird.
land, Flight of the Bum-
blebes, 9 others.

79. NEIL SEDAKA.
Teen-uge singer-song-
writer's hit versions of
I Go Ape, Stupid Cupid,
The hary, others.

213. 0N TOUR WITH
THE NEWGLENN
MILLER ORCHES-
TRA. For first time
in hi fi, new Miller band
pluvs B original Miller
nrrangements—Rala-
mazon, Pecficdia, ete.—
alsu 4 new ones.

for
only

Music
from :

MR.LUCKY =+

COMPOSED AND !
CONDUCTED BY ™

HENRY MANCINI

220. Best-selling mod-
ern-jozzalbumfrom NBC-
TV series. Composed,
conducled Ly Henry
(Peter Gunn) Mancine.

fmro ==
'PUENT

-y LR
MUCHQ CHA-CHA
211, Driving, irresisi-
ible chu-cha rhythme,
madern big-hund sounda,

colorful hi-fi eflects Ideal
for beginners or experis.

GERSHWIN

Rhapsndyﬁ'{ﬁ

215. Long-awailed new
Paps recordings of the
Rhapsody, plus American
in Paris, EarlWild, pisno.
Spectacular new sound!

5 JEANETTE

V3

% MacDONALD

8. Operetta flm wstars
remake their 12 Liggest
hits. fudian Love Call,
Will You Remember?,
Rosalie, Wanting You.

PIAND ROLL [wVelal
OISCOVERIES

97, Gershwin pluys his
vwn Rhapsody in Blue in
hi &i! Also vinlage rimtie
rolls by Fats Waller,
Zez Confrey, and others,

music from .

+PETER

 GUNN_

compoeed and
conducted by
HENRY WIANCIN

2. Hottest allium of year!
All-star modern “mond "
jaze — combe and  big
Lond —fram NBC-TV
series. Faliout!, more

203. MORE MUSIC
FROM PETER GUNN.
All-star (Shelly Manne,
etc.) sequel Lo most
honored disc of recent
years. Moremadern-jazz
gemsby Henry Mancini.

218. THE MuSIC
FROM MIKE HAM-
MER. Another hit mod-
ern-juzz album from TV!
Scored, conducted by
Skip Martin. starring
such names as Candoli,
Nash, Fagerquist,
Looper, Shank, Rowlea.
A reully good big-bund
eel," says High Fidelity.

38. BING CROSBY,
ROSEMARY CLOO-
MNEY; FANCY MEET-
ING YOU HERE.
Standurds plus special
materiol, fun-flled ad
libs, sarsy Billy May
scorings. Isle of Capri,
Brazil, On a Slow Hoat
to China, I Can"t Get
Started, Hindustan, eic.

96. MORTON GOULO:
COFFEE TIME. Ho-
muntic instrumentsl
mood-aetters, lushly
recorded, The Man |
Laura, Besame
Mucho, Solitude, Man-
hattan Serenade, etc.

13. FRANKIE CARLE:
37 FAVORITES FOR
OANCING. Dancing,
listeningdelight. Sunny
pieno-with-rhythm
medleys of fox trots,
waltzes, lindys, by
Purter, Kern, etc,

26. GISELE. La Mac-
Keuzie sings 12 ballada,
Hey There. Ebl Tide,
Too Young, Moonglow,
Stranger in  Paradise,
Biue Tango,

32. REMINISCE AT
THE HAaMMONO
ORGAN WITH LARRY
FERRARL Lipuud
sounds from Hummond
Orgun. Over the Kain-
bow, Ebh Tide, Sweet
Leilani. Jalousie, Moon-
light Cocktail. T others

6€8. DON GIBSON:
NO ONE STANOS
ALONE. 12 soul-satis-
fiers by pop-countr
star, My God Is Rrul?:
Faith Unlocks the Door,

others.

206. PAT SUZUKIL.
Ballads and “beliers”
Iy new vocal sensu =
Star Dust, As Time Goes
By, Daddv, My Heart
Helungs to Daddy, Black
Coffee, How High the
Muoon, ete.

TEAR OUT THIS
POSTAGE-FREE CARD
—fill it in and mail it today.
You'll receive your five
albums by return mail.

200. Perry's best “lazy-
daddy™ stylings of Linda,
St Louis Blues, I've Got
You Under My Skin, He-
gin the Beguine, eic.

Pops and ===

PRﬁDO

210. 12 Yankecland
standards go cla cha!
FPaper Doll, Manhatian,
If You Knew Susie, Ciri-
biribin, Isle of Capri. etc.

with u dil-
ference! Dazzling and
eensitive readings of 12
“Paris™ hits: [ Love Paris,

217. Urgan

Aprilin Paris, othera.

214, Rear-selling album
Ly the new vocal sensa-
tiom! The lady Is a
Tramp, Sotmeday, It Get
By, Thou Swell, etc.

HEW S0UMD...

"WDLUME ONE

daft

7. Stunning new record-
ing of the drumatic 9.
section suite from the
award-winning TV acore
by Hichard Hodgers.

* .



up-to-date list of RCAVICTOR best-sellers

EITHER STEREO
or REGULAR L.PF.

91.VICTORY AT SEA,
VOL 2. 8 more sec-
tions from Richard
Rodgers® TV score.
Bound.in booklet,
ihatos, Robert Hussell
ennett conducts.

3. BELAFONTE
SINGS THE BLUES.
Blues types, rhythm
backing. One jfor My
Baby, I Love Her So,
Losing Hand, God Bless
the Child.

23. TITO PUENTE:
DANCING UNDER
LATIN SKIES. Cha-
cha versions of top
Latin  tuncs. Frenesi,
Perfidia, Brazil (samba),
Yours, Tampico, Chat-
tanooga Choo Choo,
more.

35. GOGlI GRANT:
TORCH TIME. My
Man, Youngand Foolish,
They Soy Ir's Wonderful,
Yesterdays, Bewitched,

225, Harry with the
Belafonte Folk Singers.
11 epirituals—moving,

ti exu-

223.RALPHHUNTER
CHOJR: A GILBERT &
SULLIVAN SONG
BOOK. Delightful
choral versions of 18
favorites. Includes 8
song books with lyrica.
“Extraordinary”’—High
Fidelity.

230. THE JOHNSON
FAMILY SINGERS
SING HYMNS. Fa-
mous gospel group, 16
El:lo}'ed songs of &ith

tender,
berantly rhythmic.

SHOW ===

8. Drond-new produc-
tion of Kemn-Hammer-
stein classicstare Howard

The Thri'}.f Is Gone, Sur-

merfime, More,

224. VAN CLIBURN:
RACHMANINOFF
CONCERTO NO. 3.
Hecorded a1 the historic
1958 post-Moscow
Carnegie Hall concert.
Richly melodic master-
pece!

216. HANK SNOW
SINGS JIMMIE

RODGERS SONGS.
1o

Keel, Gogi Grant and
Anne Jelfreys.

5. All-time hest-selling
classical album by ihe

y Blar
the late “Father of
Country Music,” lo-

cludes euch Hodgers
hits a8 Any Old Time,
Moonlight and Skies,
The One Rose, Blue
Yodel §10, 8 others.

90. CREW-CUTS"
SURPRISE PACK-
AGE. Crack quarter, 12
many-mooded hits,
Lazy River, Tattendrai,
Shine, That's My Desire,
Whetr the Soints Co
Marching In, elc.

25.GAITE PARI-
SIENNE: BOSTON
POPS. Fiedler conduct-
ing. The lost word in
sound, performance!
Also included: Gayne
Ballet Suite excespts.
Delectable popular bal-
let classics.

58. CHET ATKINS IN
HOLLYWOOD. Flow-
ing, many-mooded
guitar plue rich, warm
sirings. Estrellita, The
Three Bells,Greensleeves,
12 in all.

24. MELACHRINO
STRINGS: MUSIC
FOR DINING. 12 pop
favorites and light clas-
sics. September Song,
Warsaw Concerto,
Diane, Tenderly, Too
Young, Charmaine,
more.

58. ROBERT SHAW
CHORALE: DEEP
RIVER AND OTHER
SPIRITUALS. 16 time-
lens spiritunls, Swing
Low, Sweet Chariot; Dry
Bones; Every Time I Feel
the Spirit; more.

extraordinary pianist
who took Moescow and
the world hy storm.

74, 12 shimmering
waltzes. Charmaine,
Ramona, Always, Memo-
ries, Together, Girl of My
Dreams, Would You?

i [, |

THE
auY
WARREN
soynos

=~ - RFRICAN

88, Exciting, exolic
African rhythms and
themes, sometimes
blended with jezz. “Fas-
cinnting”"—Fariety.

ROBERT SHAW CHORALE

222 16 splendidly sung
Foster classics, 40-page
song book with words and
music, Beautiful Dreamer,
O1d Black Joe. Sing slong!

24-pagesong-
book. What @ Friend
We Have in Jesus, I
Love to Tell the Story,
Rock of Ages. etc.

34. RALPH HUNTER
CHOIR: THE WILD
WILD WEST. Fants-
tic sound, realistic at-
moephere, familiar
songe, virile singing.
Different! Red Hiver
Valiey, Rye Whiskey,
Old Chisholm Trail, ete.

B8. JOHNNY VAO-
MNAL'S ORCHESTRA:
CARE-FREE POLKAS
Adozen happy hops and
waltzes, Vass fss Dass?
Polka, Laughing Sailor,
Ginger Folka, Mando-
lina Wali= and many
others.

81. EDDY ARNOLD:
HAVE GUITAR, WILL
TRAVEL. Singalogue
by country-pop star.
Kentucky Babe, Idaho,
Georgia on My Mind,
Carolinain the Morning.
Indiana, cte,

18. MORTON
GOULD'S SYM-
PHONIC BAND:
BRASS & PERCUS-
SION. 17 Dlazing, su-
perbly sonic marches
including 8 by Sousa
(Stars and Stripes For-
ever, Thunderer, El
Capitan, eic), 4 hy
Goldman (On the Mm‘l')).
lagley's National Em-
blem, other pems.

95. BALLET ES-
PANOL: XIMENEZ
VARGAS. Exotic vari-
ety withguitars, singers,
castanets, heel-clicking
Spanish dancers—in
highest i! “For sheer
blazing excitement, this
could be the most thrill-
ing Mamenco record of
them all, . . The sonics
are hnir-raising”—The
Billboard.

36. PERRY COMO:
WHEN YOU COME
TO THE END OF THE
DAY. 12 warmly sung
ingpirntional songs:
He's Got the Whele
World in His Hands,
Whither Thou Goest,
Scarlet Ribbons,

53. MUSIc FOR
BANG, BaaROOM &
HARP. Sicreo version
isn top seller. Dick
Schory's percussion
group beats out provoc-
ative musicon alleast45
different inetruments!

27. THE THREE
SUNS: LOVE IN THE
AFTERNOON. 12
dance-mood specials by
famed trio plus strings:
I'll Get By, I'm in the
Moed for Love, 10 more.

[T

TWILIGHT
IEII!RIES(‘

The

Three ™
suns

221. Their 12 all-time
hits, freshly recut in
hi 6 and stereo! Twilight
Time, Don’t Take Your
Love from Me, elc.

204. Hawaiiin ki fi! 12
authentically played all-
time Hawaiion hits: Sweet
Leilani, The Hawaiian
Wedding Song, etc.

AND BESSY

&

100. Two super-stare
render 12 Gershwin
tressures in fresh, mod.
crn moanner. A current
best-seller.

202. Soundtrack record-
ing from lote tenor's last
hilm. Come Prima, Vesti
In giubba, O sole mio,
Schubert’s Ave Maria.

10. MARIO LANZA:
MARIO! Laoza at his
greatest—12 Italian fa-
vorites: Funiculi’ Funi-
cula’, Santa Lucia,
Maria Mari’, Vace ‘e
notte, Dicitencello vuie.

30. HIGHLAND PAG-
EANTRY. Hegimental
band of the Black
Watch. Colorful bag-
ri;u ond druma in
iighest ii! Morches, folk
favorites plus Harry
Lavder meslt.)'.

54. MARCHES IN HI
Fi: BOSTON POPS.
Fiedler conducting
15 strutting marches
by diverse composers.
Colonel Bogey, 76 Trom-
hones, March of the Toys,
Yankee Doodle, Dixie.

71. NORMAN LEY-
DEN'S ORCHESTRA:
MUSIC FOR ABACK-
YARD BARBECUE.
13 party-perkers. Jacket
lista recipes. Heart of
My Heart, Beer Barrel
Polka, Sweet Adeline.

201. HUGO WINTER-
HALTER: WISH YOU
WERE HERE. Dreamy
romantic, ultra hi h!
Lush, colorful orches-
tral versione of Around
the World, Paris in the
Spring, On o Slow Boat
1o China (with chorus),
Moonlight in Vermont,
Sentimental  Journey,
Autumn in New York, 6
more.

BS.HENRI RENE:
COMPULSIONTO
SWING. The dancing-
listening surprise [\ME-
ape of the year. Swing
bent, ern sound.
Baubles, Bangles and
Beads, etc.

52. THE MIGHTY
WURLITZER ORGAN.
Leonard Leigh playe 24
favorites of KRoaring
Twenties on giant I}i-&
enic pipe organ, Four
isnf l‘.‘f‘intr, EJ’J‘J-C Bye
Blacklird, e1c.

IMPORTANT-PLEASE NOTE

Regular (monaural) long-playing
albums can be played on stereo-
phonic phonographs; in fact, they
will sound better than ever. How-
ever, stereophonic albums are
designed to be played onNLY ON
STEREOPHONIC EQUIPMENT.

THERE | 5iNG
SWING IT AGAIN

VAUGHN
MONROE

S

&
Ll

69, Ilis biggest hits re-
recorded in hi . There,
I've Said It Again; Riders

in the Sky: Racing with
the Moon; Ballerina; etc,

84. JAN PEERCE IN
LAS VEGAS, Great ten-
or'’s favorite pop spe-
cinls: Bluebird of Happi-
ness, Around the Wor?d,
I Believe, September
Song, Grannda, With-
out a Sﬂng, elc,

37. THE TOUCH OF
EODIE HEYWOOD.
Pianist's 1rio plays
Summertime, The Man
I Love, All of You,

Cherry, Pennies from
Heaven, 1 Cover the
W aterfront.

NATIONALLY ADVERTISED

PRICES TOTAL UP 70 $29.90

COLLECTOR’S ITEMS

MODERN AND VINTAGE
JAZZ - SWING - VOCAL

(Regular L. P. Only)

These are the incomparable origi-
nals. However, RcAVICTORengineers
have improved the sound and sur-
faces to enhance your enjoyment.

103. ""Muted-jazz"’
trumpeterandquartet
—imhifi. ks All Right
with Me, All of You,
Lullaly of Birdland,
Learning the Blues.

'GOLDEN RECORDS

&

124. 14 of Perry’s
million-scllers since
1945_Prisonerof Love,
7'ill the End of Time,
Tempiation, Round
and Round, elc.

gl

miller

GLENN MILLER'S
ORIGINAL RECORDINGS

14S. In the Mood,
Muoonlight Serenade,
Kalamazoo, Tuxedo
Junction, String of
Pearls, Pennsylvania
6-5000, six others.

F T A
"EL Yes
g Indeed!

!

wi s

i TOMMY DORSEY.
pANE, ik ORCHETIRS Lo
148, With Smatra,
Sufford, Pied Pipers,
Berigan, Rich. Marie,
Song of India, I'll
Never Smile Again,
Opus No, 1, etc.

CHARLIE ™=
BARNET

¢
AKD HIS ORCHESTRA

23z. His 193940
hita, Cherokee, Red-
skin Rumba, Pomp-.
ton Turnpike, Night
and Day, B others.

AT THE JAZX BAND BALL

102. Pete Fountain,
clarinet. 12 Dixieland
claesice in hi fi. [Fhen
theSaintsCome March-
ing In, Tiger Rag.
That's A-Plenty, etc.

Elvis ===
Golden Records

137, Presley! Hlound
Dog, All Sheok Up,
Heartbreak Hotel,
Don"t Be Cruel, Jail-
house Rock, Teddy
Bear—14 in sll.

[BUNNY 557
(BERIGAN

and Hiz Orchesira

135, Swing Frn trum-
pet king. Cluesic ex-
tended versions of [
Can't Get Started and
The Frisoner's Song,
Caravan, 9 others.

ARTIE SHAW

and M, Orche s

183, Artie’s12 bippest
hits. Begin the De-
guine, Star Dusz,
Frenesi, Nightmare
(theme), Temptation,
Dancing in the Dark,

THE GOLDEN AGE OF
BENNY GOODMAN

192. Original hits
with Kms]\a. James,
Berigan, Hampton,
ete. Sing Sing Sing,
Don't Be That Way.




PLAYBOY

Jncomparable multi-record sets...are

(NOTE: THEIR NATIONALLY ADVERTISED PRICES RANGE FROM $21.98 UP TO $41.98)

IN A SHORT TRIAL MEMBERSHIP . ..

THE RCA VICTOR SOCIETY OF GREAT MUSIC

OFFERS YOU

ANY SET FOR $4 98

IF YOU WILL AGREE TO BUY SIX ADDITIONAL 12-INCH DISCS DURING THE NEXT YEAR

o ALL AVAILABLE IN STEREO UNLESS OTHERWISE INDICATED psww»

A SEVEN-RECORD SET

I Not available in stereo |

The Nine Beethoven Symphonies
Conducted by

ARTURO TOSCANINI

A SEVEN-RECORD SET

Eight Great Symphonies

Performed by tbe

BOSTON SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA

CHARLES MUNCH and PIERRE MONTEUZX, Conductors
BEETHOVEN: Symphony No. 3  BRAHMS: Symphony No. 4
(Eroica)
MENDELSSOHN: Symphony
No. 4 ({talian)
MENDELSSOHN: Symphony
No. 5 (Reformation) TCHAIKOVSKY: Symphony
BRAHMS: Symphony No. 1 No. 6 (Pathétique)

Regulor L. P. $34.98 «  Stereo $41.98

FRANCK: Symphony in D minor

TCHAIKOVSKY: Symphony
No. 5

THE BASIC IDEA: SYSTEMATIC COLLECTION UNDER GUIDANCE

Mom‘ Mmusic-Lovers certainly intend to build up a truly repre-
sentative record library, but, unfortunately, almost always
they are haphazard in carrying out this aspiration. Systematic
collection not only means that they ultimately assure themselves
of a record library of which they can be proud, but that they can
do so at an IMMENSE SAVING.

The one-year membership offer made here is a dramatic demon-
stration. In the first year it can represent a saving of AS MUCH
AS 40% over the manufacturer’s nationally advertised prices.

After purchasing the six additional records called for in this
trial membership, members who continue can build up their record
libraries at almost a ONE-THIRD SAVING through the Club’s
Record-Dividend plan; that is, for every two records purchased

(from a group of at least 100 made available annually by the
Society) members receive a third rea Vicror Red Seal record FREE,

HOW THE SOCIETY OPERATES

Evr:tw month three or more 12-inch 3314 R.P.M. rca Victor Red
Seal records are announced to members. One is singled out as
the record-of-the-month and, unless the Society is otherwise in-
structed (on a simple form always provided), this record is sent.
If the member does not want the work he may specify an alter-
nate, or instruct the Society to send him nothing. For every record
members pay only $4.98 — for stereo. $5.98 — the manufacturer’s
nationally advertised price. (A small charge for postage and
handling is added.)

THE RCA VICTOR SOCIETY OF GREAT MUSIC » c/o Book-of-the-Month Club, Inc. * 345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y.

PLAYBOY, AUGUST, 1960, VOL. 7. NO. B. PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY HMH PUBLISHING CO. . IHC., PLAYBOY BUILDING, 232 E. DHID
$T., CHICAGO 11, ILL. BECONOD CLASS POSTAGE FAID AT CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. SUBSCRIPTICNS: IN THE U.S., $8 FOR OME YEAR.



any missing from your record library?

A FOUR-RECORD SET
Handel’s Messiah

[ cOMPLETE |

Conducted by

"= SIR THOMAS BEECHAM, sart, C H.

De Luxe SORIA Album Regnlor L. P. 52198
Sterea $25.98

A SIX-RECORD SET

| Not available in stereo |

Rubinstein Plays Chopin

69 selections: POLONAISES Regular L. P. $29.98
NOCTURNES
IMPROMPTUS

A FIVE-RECORD SET

The Five Beethoven
Piano Concertos

Played by
ARTUR RUBINSTEIN

Regular L. P. $24.98
Sterea $29.98

A cardinal feature of the plan is GUIDANCE. The Society
has a Selection Panel whose sole function is to recommend
“must-have” works. The panel includes:

DEEMS TAYLOR, Chairman; Composer and Commentator
JACQUES BARZUN, Author and Music Critic
SAMUEL CHOTZINOFF, General Music Director, NBC
JOHN M. CONLY, Music Editor, The Atlantic
AARON COPLAND, Composcr
ALFRED FRANKENSTEIN, Music Editor, San Francisco Chronicle
DOUGLAS MOORE, Composer and Professor of Music,
Columbia University
WILLIAM SCHUMAN, Composer and President,
Juilliard School of Music
CARLETON SPRAGUE SMITH, Former Chicf of Music Division,
New York Public Library
G. WALLACE WOODWORTH, Professor of Music, Harvard

A SIX-RECORD SET

I. 'Not available in stereo '
Bach’s
Well-Tempered Clavier

Performed on the harpsichord by
WANDA LANDOWSKA

Regular L. P. $29.98
h) =

A FOUR-RECORD SET

Vienna Philharmonic
Festival
Conducted by

HERBERT VON KARAJAN

—

MOZART: Symphony No 40 * HAYDN: Symphony No. 104
BEETHOVEN: Symphony No. 7 * BRAHMS: Symphony No. 1
JOHANN STRAUSS, JR: Tales from the Vienna Woods, Over-
tures to Die Fledermans and Gypsy Baron, Annen
Polka, Auf der Jagd + JOSEF STRAUSS: Delerien Waltz
De Luxe SORIA Album » Regular L.P. $21.98 » Sterea $25.98

A SIX-RECORD SET
Tchaikovsky Omnibus

Regular L. P. $29.98
Stereo $35.98

Piano Concerto No. 1
VAN CLIBURN

Violin Concerto
JASCHA HEIFETZ

Nutcracker Suite
ARTHUR FIEDLER
conducting the Boston Pops

Fifth Symphony
PIERRE MONTEUX
conducting the Boston Symphony
Capriccio Italien
KIRIL KONDRASHIN conducting
the RCA Victor Sympbony
Excerpts from the Sleeping Beauty
PIERRE MONTEUX cenducting the London Sympbony

Pathetique Symphony
FRITZ REINER
conducting the Chicago Symphony
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to be!
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Get that lean, lusty look
in tapered

WERWS

slacks by h-i-s

Styled for men with a yen for action, Trews
fit tight and trim, ride low on the hips, give
a guy those long lean lines the chicks fiip
for. Capri front pockets; diamond-tab belt
loops; pleatless front. Cuffs are nowhere,
Choice of knockout new colors; in washable

Cord, Polished Cotton, Corduroy, Gabardine, jzﬁr :ﬁ?ﬁm '
Twill or Homespun . . .. at $4.95 to $8.95. J
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SPORTSWEAR
Don’t envy H:I-S...wear them
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~ 8
For a colorful 17 x 22 Skin-Diver .i:ﬁ*’
poster to pep up your bedroom, dorm or den | * » . ;
—send 25¢ to H-I'S, Dept. PA, o g
230 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 1—to cover cost of .
postage and handling. For set of 6 posters
(6 different sports) send $1.50. |  seonsoneo av [N
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WE HAVE OCCASIONALLY been accused of
Looting our owin cgoplmnc, to which we
plead guilty and promis¢ to mend our
ways. One way-mending tactic would be
for us to modestly step aside and let
others do the tooting. These others
would include The Architects’ Journal,
published in London, which earlier this
yvear ran a good-sized editorial headlined
I'D CRAWL A MILE FOR PLAYBOY, indited
Ly Alr. Reyner Banham. We think our
readers may find interesting what one
from across the sea has to say about their
favorite journal, so here follows a digest
(we don’t have room for the whole piece)
ol AMr. Banham's comments:

“Ol ¢course | buy it lor the giant fold
out [ull-colour pin-ups — pLayBOY’s Play-
mates are one ol America's greatest gilts
to Western culture. and vou know how
[ go for culture. But il 1 was a working
hypocrite 1 could find a dozen other
reasons for keeping abreast ol rLavBoy.
Its interpretation of the ‘male interest
ficld” is considerably wider than, say,
Esquire’s: while it keeps one foot firmly
planted in the bedroom door —a stance
that Esky has now abandoned — the other
covers a lot of ground. For mstance,
rravioy handles some really hard stulf —
quite a lot of Pentagon cars must still be
humming after a Hit-theme-where-they-
live picce about radioactive lall-out and
another must have hurt Washington
dead-heads even with its title: Cult of
the Aged Leader. Ttem: pravsoy makes
swipes at up-coming public idols and
recently ook to pieces the much-pul>
licized reputation of Miss Shirley Mac
Laine for repartee, with both scholarship
and relreshingly ungentlemanly mock-
ery. In [act. its performance on the wit
and scholarship kick is notable. Nice
pieces they have on, e.g. writing on walls,
including the Pompcian founders of the
art, the original Kilroy and an intervicw
with a slozan-writer of world champion-
ship class. Item, visual funnies: PLAVBOY
is one of the basic platforms for Feiffer,
but it has other strong cards,. including
Gahan Wilson, a real weirdie who de-
serves to be better known in sick circles
aver here, and Shel Silverstein who s, I
figure, a plain nut with a fancy beard.
[tem, to read: there is a distinctive line
of pLavBov fiction and near-fact, planted
in the music-biz end of the beat genera-
tion (rLaveoy has its own Jazz Festival)
and the Sheckley edae ol science-fiction.
Item, to look at: PLAYBOY'S lypngrnplly
and layout is among the most ruthless
and imaginative that is commercially
available; comparable British material
just doesn’t exist. Item. architecture and
nterior design (I will repeat that to
show 1 am not kidding — architecture
and interior design): pravesoy has over
the vears discussed and illustrated quite
a lot of [urniture, culminating in a
Playboy Bed that makes most European
dream beds look very thin and faint. It
has also shown plans and perspectives of
two projected  buildings — the Playboy
Penthouse and Playboy’s Weekend Hide-
away. neither of them by any designers
vou have ever heard of, but none the
worse for that, and considerably better
than any equivalent projects that one
can remember in the Home and Garden
magazines.” Mr. Banham had other nice

things to say, but it’s high time we swung
away [rom The Aichitects’ Jouwrnal and

back to this August issue of the magazine
AMr. Banham was carrying on about.
Since he dug our Bed, Penthouse, Hide-
away and approach to decor in general,
we think he'll approve ol this month’s
picture spread on The Playboy Key Club.
Having commended our fiction. he'll be
pretty sure to admire Ray Bradbury’s
The Best of All Possible Worlds and the
outstanding lead stovy, A Thief in the
Nicht, by a new writer, Eugene Ziller.
whose previous magazine appearances
have been within the limited area of the
Kenyon [Yale| University of Kansas Re-
wiew circuit (but whose work has been
honoved in Prize Stovies 1960: O. Henry
Awards and whose fist collection. In
This World. will be published soon by
George Braziller, Inc.).

Mr. Banhan will be glad to see the
author of Cull of the Aged Leadeyr back
again — Ralph Ginzburg’s contribution
this time is an article on capital gains-
manship. An admirer of Feilfer. Silver-
stein and Gahan Wilson, Mr. Banham
will no doubt welcome the new work by
these gentlemen in the pages ahead and
be charmed by a selection of cuties by
the late Jack Cole. Having gone on rec-
ord as an endorser of pLavsoy wit, Mr.
Banham will no doubt be cheered by
Robert Paul Smith's 4 Low Bid for Im-
mortality and Larry Siegel's Moonlight
Ouver Whattapoppalie. Since he made
special note of our Jazz Festival, he will
most likely be engrossed by Stanley Gold-
stein’s portrait ol Miles.

It goes without saying that Mr. Ban-
ham has an eye for the ladies — hence, he
will peruse with lingering corneas this
month’s photos of Sophia Loren, will
enthusiastically unfold the three-page
photographic study of Elaine Paul, the
August installment of “one of America’s
greatest gilts to Western culture,” and
will derive delight Irom the discovery
that one of LeRoy Neiman's adorable
femlins, who have heretolore graced only
our Party Jokes pages, is saucily en-
sconced on this month's cover (as well as
on the artist’s shoulder in the accom-
panying photograph). We venture that
Mr. B. will also be pleased to cast his
graphics-conscious glance at Neiman's art
reportage of the smart world of tourna-
ment tennis, latest in his PLAYBOY series
Man at His Leisure. Mr. Banham, wel-
come to the club.

syMITH

BRADBURY

)

NI\
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ZILLER

NEIMAN

PLAYBILL



take chances
but not on your bourbon

It’s great to t

Walker’s DeLuxe is aged in charred-oak
casks for eight long years, twice as long
as many other bourbons. Its extra years years old

make 1t extra mellow.

I’y

- (-

Miighy BOURBON WHISKE!
L0 Ligy rarms;n cask
1 wa VIATILLER BY

R S e pevans 11

SIRAIGHT BOURBOK WHISKEY - 6 YEARS OLD - B6.8 PROOF - HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC., PEORMA, JLLINDIS




DEAR PLAYBOY

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

WORD PLAY
If vour May issue draws tons of mail,
I imagine the reason might be Robert
Carola’s Word Play. A sweet young thing
and I spent the most enjovable after-
dinner hour in a long time by poring
over this feature and then dreaming up
a few descriptive words of our own.
Bob Tvyson
Santa Monica, California

Carola has invented a greal game!
Lila Bondy
Northbrook, 1llinois

The thing about Word Play is that
nobody can be satisfied with enjoving it
and then turning the page. Everybody
in my set has, after coming upon this
feature, spent hours making up new
words of this type. Ward Play is the
worst thing that has happened to parties
since My Fair Lady was recorded.

Tom Chadwick
Dewroir, Michigan

IAN FLEMING
The Hildebrand Rarity, in vour March
issuc. is an exceptionally good suspense
novelette. A laurel wreath, il you please,
for Commander Ian Fleming!
Dennis Storer
Baldwin, Kansas

By now, you probably have several
hats ull of letters praising Ian Fleming's
The Hildebrand Rarity lor its suspense,
beautiful descriptive passages and the
general fine craftsmanship of the writing.

Allen B. Brown
Ely, Minnesota

Give us more of Commander Fleming!
Robert Bibeau
Toronto, Ontario

FAR OUT FILMS
I enjoyed very much Arthur Knight's
April article, The Far Oul Films. A quite
complete and satisfying survey ol experi-
mental Glms and their makers.
Philip Agee
Webster Groves, Missourl

I am the social chairman ol a society
which is presently in the midst of an
1:\[1(‘1‘imrm;ti film festival. We have ex-
hibited for our members several of the

films mentioned in Arthur Knight's fine
April article, imcluding Fireworks. Reac-
tion to that particular film was, for the
nmost pPart, unfavorable, because of some
ol its so-called “shocking” elements. Mr.
Kunight's article has helped o clear up
SOMe Misierpretations.

Richard D. Griflo

New York, New York

The Far Out Films is a fine article
and I was delighted o see it in PLAYBOY.
1t's one of the best pieces on the subject
ever done, in lact —and I say this as a
person who chronically disagrees with
Arthur Knmght!

Ernest Callenbach, Editor
Film Quarterly
Berkeley, California

In Arthur Knight's article, The Far
Out Films, he stated that the film Five
works is used regularly at the Menninger
Clinic [or psychological testing ol pa-
ticnws. This 1s not wrue. Fireworks was
shown once as part ol a film series spon-
sored by the students of the Menninger
School of Psychiatry solely for the pur-
pose of their own entertamment. As a
matter ol facy, our audience reaction was
almost unamimous in considering  this
film crude, offensive, and of no arustic
value, We would not recommend it for
patients or anyone clse.

Leon A, Levin, M.D.
Menmiger Clinic
Topeka, Kansas

In publishing Arthur Knight's article,
The Far Out Films, rLAvsoy has con-
wibuted an invaluable service to the
public by being the first widely dis-
wributed magazine to carry an informa
tive article on the creative film (the term
“creative film" being more generally ac-
ceptable to individual film makers than
“experimental” or “avamt garde™). You
have been even more directly helplul to
the film makers themselves whose very
difficult struggles with creative expres
sion through the most expensive of all
media are either totally ignored by
those institutions and loundations who
should be responsible for supporting
film at least to the extent the other arts
are contemporirily sup}mrttd, or wvul
garly abused by outdated institution
heads and irresponsible critics who usu-

FLAYBOY SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U.5., 1T5 POSSESSIONS. THE PAK AMERICAN URION AKD CANADA, 514 FOR THRLE YEARS. 311 FOR
WO YEARS, $6 FOR ONE YEAR. ELSEWHERE ADD $3 PER YEAR FOR FOREIGN FOSTAGE. ALLOW 30 DAYS FOR WEW SUBSCRIPTIONS
AND RENEWALS. CHANGE OF ADDRESS: SEND BOTH OLD AND NEW ADDRESSES AND ALLOW 30 DAYS FOR CHANGE AOVERTISING: HOW

ARD W. LEDERER, ADVERTISING DIRECTOR. 720 FIFTH AVEHUE

NEW YORK 19, WEW YORK, CI 5-2620; ADVERTISING FRODUCTION
PLAYEOY BUILDING, 232 EAST OHIO STREET. CHICAGO i1, ILLIKOIS

MI Z.1000: LOS ANGELES REPRESENTATIVE, ELANCHARD-NICHOLS

ASSOCIATES, 633 SOUTH WESTMORELAND AVENUE, LOS ANGELES 5, CALIFORNIA. DU B-6134; SAN FRARCISCO RE PRESEKTATIVE, BLAN-

CHARD-NICHOLS ASSOCIATES, PHILLIPS ENE VAN ORDEN RUILDING

800 THIRD STREET. SAN FRANCISC 4 PHIA, ¥ CEEY

SOUTHEASTERN REPRESENTATIVE, SOUTHEAST ADVERTISING SALES, CHAMOER OF COMMERCE DUILDING. MIAME 32, FLORIDA, FR 1-2103.

MY SIN
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provocative perfume!

[LLANVIN
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YOUNG MAN who wants to
make $10,000 a year before he’s 30

Description of our man: a doer! What we do for him: put him in The
Vested Suit. The Vest is sound, solid. substantial; doctors, lawyers,
bankers wear it. V.P.'s ask for help from Vested Men, corporation
presidents confide in Vested Men. Cricketeer tailors the vested suit in
every plaid, stripe. check worthy of Fall *60. Trimlines® shoulders all
your own, shorter coat, new narrow trouser. This one, $69.95, others less.
Cricketeer get-ahead sportscoats, $40 and $45.

Contact:

CRICKETEER"

200 Fifth Avenue, N.Y.
This is appeal 20 to The Young Man Who Wants To Make $10,000 A Year Before He's 30,

\ \\

COLLEGE MEN: for free Back-To-School Clothes Guide with correct dress for South, West,

East, North, schools, write Cricketeer. (#slightly higher in West) @ Reg. U.S. Pat. Off.

ally demonstrate in their statements thai
they have not even bothered o view
most ol the Mms under their auack. It
is the silence which is most dithcult to
bear: for, while no contemporary artisi
ol any great significance can harbor am
illusions about mass receptivity. ol the
work of living artists, he knows that il
his efforts are being noised abomn he n
at least pick up a litde “kulchur con
scious™ cash with which o continue his
work. 1 personally want o thank you
for nationally breaking the silence fon
mysell and a number of my contempo-
raries.

Stan Brakhage

Boulder, Colorado

I would like 1o inquire about the
availability of the films mentioned in
Arthur Knight's article. They would be
verv elfective as instructional material
lor my class in cinematography.

Jim Lewis
Norman. Oklihom:

Information on the weay from pLavieoy's

Reader Service Depaviment.

While we are happy with the publicity
afforded flm socicties and the experi-
mental film ficld in general through vour
recent article by Arthur Knight, we
would like to correct an impression ore
ated  (perlaps  inadvertently) by b
article. Film societics are not fly-hy-night.
obscure groups banded together in secret
to avoid the cops. You don't have o be
“in” to find them. zind vou don't have
to move quickly once you do.

Gideon Bachmann. Acting President

American Federation of Film Socicties

New York, New York

PLAYBOY and My, Kuight apologize if
we seemed (o be implying that the world
of experomental films is in any way shady.

My compliments to praveoy and
Arthur Knighe for o most unusual arti-
cle, The Far Qui Filns.

Lee C. Greenough
Hartlord, Connecticut

Having done a few experimental flins
oursclves, we read vour article on The
Far Qut Films with the greatest interest.
For those ol us who want 1o crcate more
thian mere “enterainment” in the cine
matie medium, vou have performed a
real service.

Thomas French Norton, President
Neprune Filins, Linped
LEaston, Marviand

As usual. Arthur Knight has done an
excellent job ol exposition — made all
the more lucid because he writes Irom an
informed and well-developed point ol
view. I enjoved his oticle very much
and, in my own small function as a filn
cntic, found it helplul,

Stanlev Kauwllminn
Alfred A. Knopl, Inc
New York, New York
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JOHNNY MATHIS

9. Also: Let It Rain,
Stairway to the Sea,
Flame of Love, etc.

Rhapsody in Blue
An American in Paris

Lecnard
Bernstein
Blays
Gershwin

6. A new recording
of these 2 ever-pop-
ular Gershwin scores

STEREO
RECORDS

FOR EVERY
MUSICAL TASTE!

CONNIFF meeTs
BUTTERFIELD |
e |
'{‘ SouTH oF e |

BORDER

ROSALIE

8 More
22. Also: Beyond

the Blue Horizon, A
Love is Born, etc.

TCHAIKOVSKY
PIANO (ONCERTO KO.)

4B. This brilliant
musical painting is
an American classic

-

FIDELITY |

MY

supDY COLE, Orgon

Eugens liomin, Piano
Ormandy - Philadutphis Orch.

MORMON

HITS ‘:. O
FROM g | TABERNACLE CHOIR
THE MOVIES P

fealuring PERCY FAITWS wrigial
THEME FROM

“A SUMMER PLACE™

DORIS DAY-Pillow Talk

pive 10 more

THE LORD'S FRAYER—9 moRe

[LORD'S PRAYER|

1B. Mso: Blessed Are
They That Mourn,
Come Ye Saints, elc.

5. Also: Tony Ben-
nett—Smile; Vic Da-
mone—Gigi; etc.

PERCY FAITH ax seenusmea

LUSTENING IN

DEPTH

MUSIC OF MEXICO
15, Estrellita, Ei

Rancho Grande, La
Paloma, 11 others

B. An exciting array
of 16 classical and
popular selections

coLumBli

12“ STEREO RE

35. Serenade in
Blue, Willow Weep
for Me, 9 others

West Side Story
Original Broadway
i Ceont l;l{urding

2B. Played with
*'dazzling brilliance'"
— Boston Globe

>

37. Solitude,

Where
or When, Dancing in
the Dark, 5 more

10. The exciting
score of this fabu-
lous Broadway hit

OVERTURE

TCHAIKOVSKY

DAVE BRUBECK
QUARTET-
NEWPORT 1958

Eugene Crmand)

RACHMANINOFF § THEFOURLADS

SYMPHONY No. 2

T
BREEZIN’ ALONG

& 1]
i .

Philadelghia Orch- Ormandy
3. “Music of singu-

far breadth” — Phil-

adelphia Inguirer Long Ago, 9 more

PORGY,

5 4}

ImgiAL SORNCHTLACE RECOADING
From The Sameel Galdwyn
Metion Pictars Production

20. Bess, You Is My
Woman Now; 1t Ain't
Necessarily So; etc.

DORIS DAY

i

HOORAY FOR
Hottrywooo @

12. Over the Rain-
bow, Night and Day,
Easy to Love, S more

Tchalkovsky:
NUTCRACKER SUITE

Ravel:
BOLERO - LA VALSE

.

ELLA FITZGERALD
sings GERSHWIN

VoL ¥

LRI CaRT RGO |

A41. Superbly played
by one of Europe's
finest orchestras

L]
17. 12 great Gersh-
win hits: Man | Love,
But Not For Me, elc.

offers new members

ANY SIX

of these long-playing

FOR ONLY

if you join the Club now and agree to purchase as few as 5 selections
from the more than 150 to be offered during the coming 12 months

34, come to Me,
That Old Feeling.

GOLDEN VIBES
LIONEL HAMPTON

with nd rhythm

STRAUSS
WALTZES

Moussocrgsky
FICTURES AT AN
EXHIBITION

Rimshy
Korsakov

CAPRICLIO
ESPALHIL

BERNSTEIN

NEW YORK FiLHARMONC

e =
ANDRE KOSTELANETZ

25. Tales from the
Vienna Wceods, Blue
Danube, & others

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

1. Skip to My Lou,
On Top of Did Smoky,
Dh Susanna, 12 more

23. *Led with fire
and dash''—St. Louis
Globe Democrat

MY FAIR LAOY
IN STEREO

A RECORD CLUB

& !
/i
F 1

ORIGINAL CAST

36. Rain in Spain, |
Could Have Danced
All Night, etc.

CORDS $498
RETAIL VALUE
up to $35.88

7. Walter displays
“*depth of under-
standing"-—H.Y. Trib.

[ Gunfighter Ballads | [DEBUSSY THE NORMAN LUBCFF CHOI
Mnnfv ROBBINS La _ﬂﬂ ~ f1 BUT BEAUTIFUL
—— | | Afternoan of
El F:.\sn 3 Faun
Big bron RA-V_EI.
Ceool Water Daphnis and

Chice
Philadeighia Brch— Ormandy |
30. “A choice item.

Sheer magnificence
of tone"—Hi-Fi Rev.

BERNSTEIN

MW YORE FHILHARMONIC

42, Blue Moon, Fools
Rush 1n, Don‘t Worry
'bout Me, 5 more

13. Also: Billy the
Kid, In the Valley,
Strawberry Roan, etc.

14, "'A persuasive,
sensuous perform-
ance" — Listen

Sammy KAYE

MIDNIGHT SERENADE

It Ead
To e Yeu

UNINSKY Pianist

i Hagee

CHOPIN TCHAIKOVSKY t cava
Piano Concerto No. 2 MENDELSSOHN ‘?g-\ r I%o}
At O

Vislin Cancerios

ISARC

11 Get By

Very T-I'np.l
ol You

Van
Onterion

&D

L2 mere

STERN

ﬂllll.llllu
Erchaatra

G2

|EIS GREATEST HITS|

Urmandy v .

19. Also: Night on
Bald Mountain, Fol-

ovisian Dances, elc.  Flamingo, 3 more

32, pPerdido, Jump
for Joy, C Jam Blues,

16. Too Marvelous
for Words, Where
There's Life, etc.

21. Experlly played
by “'a fabulous tech-
nician™—N. Y. Times

31. . .. the tone is
like shimmering silk"
— High Fidelity

46, Mexander’s Rag-
time Band, Cheek to
Cheek, Always, elc.

43, Tico-Tico, My
Shawl!l, Besame
Muche, 9 others

26, Complete score.
‘A hit, another REH
winner!"'—Newsweek

SPECIAL 5th ANNIVERSARY OFFER FROM THE WORLD’S LARGEST RECORD CLUB

If you now own a stereo phonograph,
or plan to purchase one in the near
future—here is a unigue opportunity
to obtain ANY SIX of these brand-new
stereo records for only $4.98!

And what a tremendous selection
to choose from — 36 records in all!
Whether you prefer classical or pop-
ular music, Broadway hit shows or
jazz — you're sure fo find six stereo
records to suit your musical taste.
TO RECEIVE 6 STEREQ RECORDS FOR
$4.98 — fill in and mail the coupon
now. Be sure to indicate which one
of the Club's two musical Qivisions
you wish to join: Stereo Classical or
Stereo Popular.

HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each
month the Club's staff of music ex-
perts selects outstanding recordings
from every field of music, These
selections are described in the Club's
entertaining Music Magazine, which
you receive free each month.

You may accept the monthly selec-
tion for your Division . . . take any
other records offered ({classical or

popular) . . . or take NO record in any
particular month.

Your only obligation as a member
is to purchase five selections from
the more than 150 Columbia and
Epic records to be offered in the
coming 12 months. Thereafter, you
have no further obligation to buy any
additional records . . . and you may
discontinue membership at any time.
FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGU-
LARLY: If you wish to continue as a
member after purchasing five rec-
ords, you will receive a Columbia or
Epic stereo Bonus record of your
choice free for every two selections
you buy — a 50%c dividend.

The records you want are mailed
and billed to you at the regular list
price, generally $4.98 (Classical
$£5.98), plus a small mailing and
handling charge.

THIS 5th ANNIVERSARY OFFER may
never be repeated—mail coupon now!

NOTE?: Stereo records must be
played only on a stereo phonograph

More than 1,000,000 families now enjoy the music program of
COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB, Terre Haute, Indiana

r—nl SEND I&O_M?RIY — Mail coupon to (e:eive 6 stereo records far $4 .981}—

| COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB, Dept. 223-2 CIRCLE 6
' Terre Haute, Indiana NUMBERS: 1
eept vour specinl 5th Anntversary Offer and have circled
I » right the numbers of the six stereo records I wish to 1 16 30 I
receive for $4.98, plus small mailing and handling charge.
i Enroll me In the following Division of the Club: I
I (check one box only) 3 17 31 '
[] Stereo Classical [] Stereo Popular
l 1 agree to purchase five selections from the more than 150 5 1B 32 I
l records to be offered during the coming 12 months, at regular
list price plus small mailing and handling charge. Thereafter, 19 34 I
l if I decide to itinue my membership, T am to recelve a 12" 6
Columbis or Epic stereo Bonus record of my cholee FREE for l
I every two ndditionnl selections I accept. 7 20 35 I
| Name. ....oucvnanvamnanes L e i g 21 36 |
I Urlease Printh
I ABdrESS. . ivaenaranannnn b e Mamaramme-AReanna - 9 22 37 :
I Gityouieinensnrnneacesaancancnonnne I i L ZONE. ... . 10 23 a1 l
I SHOTC. o ou v cmcmcasisinrn mrarratEsasassnng naasnanTaarnens enass 12 25 42 ‘
[ CANADA > address 1111 Leslie St.. Don aills, Onlario I
If vou want this membership credited to an established
t Columbia or Epic record dealer, authorized to accept sub- 13 26 43 l
I scriptions, fill in below;
l Ceoler's Name. .. coco oo vvevsnmrmasnssssasnmnasns e e 14 27 46 }
I Deoler's ABEress. .o--coseusssnsrnsacassarsaansns e 220 15 28 4B

i Calumhia, ™ Gy Ey ) Mareas leg. (£ Columbin Necards Sales Corp.. 1960 oy o

ﬂ——t———_m——ﬁ—-——--—u—-——_-——-_-'
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Wo is the man in 47?

He’s the man with impeccable taste, in champagnes, in women . . . and
in clothes. For Cordon Rouge "29 and candlelight, he dons a discreet
“417" Snap-Tab shirt (easiest tab-collar ever put on, because con-
venient snaps replace finger-fumbling buttons and pins). It’s just one
example of Van Heusen's **417" Collection of good-looking dress and
leisure wear . . . at better men's shops everywhere.

FREE! Get the “'417 Little Black Book.*” Wallet-size address book, plus wine guide: poker, dice
odds; “60-61 calendar; birthstones, etc. Write ""Litlle Black Book,"* Box 2285, N.Y.C. 17, N. Y.

-

YOU CAN'T MISS!
with the Floating Sleeve* of the Akom

Actomatic Sweatshirt. A contrast-colored
Helanca nylon insert frees your arms
for swing without pull. Washable cotton
fleece in white/black, grey/scarlet,
sand/chocolate, powder/navy. S, M, L,
XL, $4.98. At smart stores or write Akom
Knitwear, 350 Fifth Ave., New York City.

S AKOM

KNITWEAR WITH THE FASHION FLAIR
*patented

O MISTRESS HIS
T. k. Brown's April article. O Mis-
tress His, s as important to bachelors as
the Boy Scout Handbook is 1o Boy
Scouls.
Jell Wollert
Sviicuse, New York

One ol the [unniest and most thought-
provoking articles I have ever read.
Robere |. Bruyr

Wiavne, Pennsylvania

Never laughed so hard as when I read
0O Misivess His. Reminded me ol dhe
poor lellow who called the elevator but
eot the shalt.

John I'. Revnolds
Durham, North Carolina

AUTHOR!

Perhaps it is simply because T am a
theological student. but 1 enjoved the
cartoon by Tobev on page 68 of your
April issue (the group of ecclesiasts ap-
plauding the beautilul sunset) very much.

Richard M. Morin
Cincinnati, Ohio

Tobey's cartoon in your April issuc is

“Author! Author!”

the best I've seen in years.
David Karp
New York, New York

JOEY MOSCOW
Have just read A C. Spectorsky’s The
Fun-est Time He Foer Had i your
April issue. Parbleu! Quelle histone!
One ol prLaveoY's best! Not to luive more
Spectorsky would be “a nawlul shame.”
Susan Gaold
Paris, France

More, prithee. about Jocy Moscow.
This is the most beguiling rascal since
Sinmy ran.

Joseph Hinrison 11
Newtonville, Massachusetts
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WHO REMEMBERS
The Who Remembers listing in your

April Playboy After Hours column
brought a flood of warm nostalgia. The
mention of old comic characters made
me instantly recall the treasured comic
book collection of my bovhood, and 1
was pleasantly reminded that one of my
favorite comic book heroes, Plastic Man,
was the creation of vour own late la-
mented Jack Cole.

John Ferguson

San Francisco. California

Greatly enjoyed the reminiscent para-
araph in Playboy After Hours. Who re-
members: Twenty Grand cigarettes?

Don Richardson
Springfield, Missouri

RIBALD CLASSICS
The April issue was a fine one —al-
most. The stories were good, Miss April
was beautiful. However there was an
outstanding omission — namely, the Rib-
ald Classic. 1 look forward to these
enjoyable tales and was most disap-
pointed not to find one in the April
issue. Has this feature been  discon-
tinued?
Harry Perelman, M.D.
Los Angeles, California

You omitted one of my favorite fea-
tures from your April issue — the Ribald
Classic. Why?

Ray Palazzo
Toms River, New Jersey

No room, that’s all. Too many other
good things crying to be published. Bui
fear not: the Ribald Classic has by no
means been discontinued. See page 81.

VEGAS
I must congratulate you on your fine
article on Las Vegas in the March
rLAYROY. It is one ol my lavorite towns.
Thank vou for the memories.
Dennis Fehler
McMinnville, Oregon

Never has our city been writtén up so
knowledgeably and lovingly as in the
PLAYBOY article.

Mrs. Harold Green
Las Vegas, Nevada

Playboy On the Town in Las Vegas
presented the first true picture of that
great town I have ever read.

Harry R. Ceasar
Clovis, New Mexico

ALL OF LAS VEGAS Is PLEASED WITH YOUR
HONEST COVERAGE OF OUR FABULOUS TOWN.
MAY I DRAW YOUR ATTENTION TO A MIS-
QUOTATION ATTRIBUTED TO ME? IT IS TRUE
THAT OUR COCKTAIL GIRLS DO WEAR BABY
DOLL NIGHTIES AS UNIFORMS, AND 1 PROBA-
BLY SAID “THEY ALWAYS LOOK LIKE THEY
ARE HEADY FOR Bl:',l)," BUT IN YOUR CONTEXT
THE REMARK TAKES ON A SEXUAL IMPLICA-
TION 1 DID NOT INTEND. 1 REFERRED MERELY

- -

— 4

Made with Cuervo Tequila

Cuervo Tequila is a

favorite of the American

bon vivant everywhere. ..

in the glorious Tequila

Malrﬁa.ri ta,* Tequila Sunrise,
qui

la Martini, Tequila

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

% *Tequila Morgerita: 1 oz. Cuerve

fresh lemon juice.

Tequila. Y1 or. Triple Sec. 1 or.
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NOTHING
MORE
FITTING

WITH A SWEATER

Sweater colors, sweater textures,
sweater appeals in a sock that
signals like a well-dressed man. Strike
a match — this will light up your Fall
Season. 1.50

At Leading Stores Everywhere

HOLEPROGOFEF 4

HOLEPROOF CORP., Marietta, Ga. * ANOTHER FINE [Z:KAYSER-ROTH PRODUCT

Oy Siwcca < -
SHORT CcuT

For short cuts...for any style

No motter how you like your hoir cut—you'll look better
when you use Short Cut. This new, non-greasy hair groom
odds bady to the hair fibers, makes your haircut fit your
head. Keeps hoir neat oll doy—ond helps candition your
scolp into the borgain. Takes obout 2 seconds a day, costs
o fost .50 plus tax

Ol Spiee SHORT CUT

HAIR GROOM

TO SLEEPING. THE NIGHTIES ARE STRICTLY A
GIMMICK AND SHOULD XNOT BE MISCON-
STRUED AS A REFLECTION ON THE GIRLS
AORALS =
DICK TAYLOR
GENERAL MANAGER
HACIENDA HOTEL
LAS VEGAS, NEVADA

THE BARGAIN
In his remarkable April story, The
Bargain, Edward Loomis achieved a
brilliance rarely observed in magazine
fiction. Let us have more. by all means.
Norman P. Morgan
New York. New York

The goddamnedest story I have ever
read! Wonderful!
Robert Nahigian
San Francisco, California

INTERMISSIONS
My, myv! Such illustrious people writ-
ing in to Dear Playboy. Tlka Chase, Ben-
nett Cerl, Tony Randall, Moss Hart, all
extolling the literary virtues ol your pub-
lication. They remind me of the fellow
who frequents the burlesque theatre be-
cause he likes the ice cream sold during
intermission.
Ilka Randhart
San Mateo. California
If it happens to be the best ice cream
in town, why shouldn't he?

MAY-DECEMBER
Laughed out loud ar Thal May-De-
cember Madness, by Tvor Williams, in
vour May issue.
William Ham
Phoenix, Arizona

That May-December  Madness  was
most interesting to me. Indeed. why push
wrinkles? Or why drive an old second-
hand car, when it is possible to get a new
one or a slightly used one? Of course, this
takes a little nerve — but where would
we all be il we had none? T could go
into a lot more details but it would be a
real long letter. Best wishes and all luck
to him who tries and never says die.

Thomas F. (Tommy) Mimville, Jr.
Chappaqua, New York

I thought the article by Ivor Williams
amusing, but T do think his point de-
serves i more serious consideration than
he has given it. When vou stop and think
about it, it does seem that middle age
has become a verv attractive age for men
and, although sociological insight is not
my angle. it strikes me that this remosal
of emphasis from the glorics of youth
that had once been so elemental i value
in the American scheme of things indi-
cates something mmportant.

Paddy Chave fﬁL\
New York, New York
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match for any activity. Shawl cofiar
with contrast front. Four haivest

om smalt to extra large. )

_ “'Flight Command™ enjoys the life of luxury
in a club collared V-neck pullover. In a blend of
. 50% Mohair and 5055 Worsted Wool. Four g
. fashion shades. Small to extra large. $25.00 W0

e,

-
» “Relay trimmed for
: traveling is this continental
¥ 7 . stitch cardigan of 100%
«  Wool. Three other harvest
3 ¥ tones to choose from. Sized
C i small to extra large. $15.95

“Suburbanite” fashion right
classic V-neck pullover
Jacquard patterned of 809
Wool and 20% Alpaca.

In vintage colors. Sizes sma
to extra large. $14.95

(All styles shown with
Catalina's “‘Go-Getter” Slacks
—70% Acrilan Acrylic &
30% Worsted Wool. $14.95)

o !
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qauu_ NG, LOS !Hw 43, CALIFORNIA, CREATORS OF FINE SWIMWEAR ANC SPORTSWEAR. ANOTHER FINE [@ PROOUCT.
e
L S

-




11 BIEEEE
back);?)uscl%(()) ol ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁ?@ﬂ

in style-
. wearing
Mniversity: socks

by Interwoven-s

STRIFPED IN YDUR SCHOOL COLORS
SHOW YOUR COLORS WITH THIS STRIPE-TOF VERSION OF OUR FAMOUS WOOL ATHLETIC SOCKS.
S0R WOOL—10% NYLON WHITE CREW SOCKS. GOOD LOOKING-FEEL FINE-WEAR WELL. SIZES 10, 1, 12, 13. $1.253



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

Frnm time to time, as you know. we
wurn over a chunk ol this page to our
Rescarch Department. which has in the
past gathered and presented interesting,
little-known data on such Hora and fauna
as mistletoe and buffaloes. Recently, dur-
ing the course ol researching something
else, they uncarthed a lot of stulf on sea
Thorses, certainly a summery topic ol vital
interest to all. Sea horses are usually to
be found on shower curtains, in inexpen-
sive bars in Alami and under signs that
SV ANY  ARTIC

E OF JEWELRY ON THIS
counTrr. S1. Great numbers of them may
also be encountered in the Enelish Chan-
nel (it's either the English Channel or
the Bering Strait) where they have con-
fused eminent scientists for years. The
sea horse is very irresponsible and has a

great sense of humor. Boy sca horses all
act like givls and girl sea horses all act
like boys. (A couple of sea horses are a
lot of fun at @ party.) Eminent scientists
used to think that just because a sea
horse acted like a male, it was a male and
vice versa. The male (?) sea horse en-
courages this nonsense by going around
and sticking his pouch out at [riendly
females. Tt may be the other way around
but any sca horse with a grain of sense
ought to know that if you go around
sticking your pouch out. somebody is go-
ing to put something in it. The female
(7) sea horse is a bachelor-type oirl who
likes o sleep late and go to parties. 50
when she sees a convenient male (7) act-
ing like a passed hat or a Salvation Army
tambouring, she uses her head, loads the
old boy up with eggs and goes out for a
long lunch. There is nothing of the Lit-
tle Mother about a female (7) sea horse,
but the male (?) sea horse is no bargain
cither. All we know lor sure is that yvou
never hear a sea horse soing around say-
ing that A Boy's () Best riend Is His

Mother (7). Sorry, we will not discuss sea
horses any more at this time. They make
our Rescarch Department nervous.

.

Announcement on a page in Yachting
magazine, under the appropriate head-
ing Swap Chest: “Ardent vachtsnemn
looking for dreamboat [or year-round
use; lairly short rig, reasonable beam,
gracelul lines. Age ummportant pro-
vided she's well built and all equipment
in good working order. Must have been
used for pleasure only amd not commer-
crally. Easy 1o handle and not 555 ex-
pensive 1o nuaintain. Send picture and
bust measurement. Stockton Webb, Sit-
ka, Alaska.

The Irvington Theatre, in Houston,
Texas, recently boasted 4 Big Features
4" Susan Slept Here, She Couldn’t Say
No, Passion and Unwed Mother.

-

A member of our New York staff flew
into town the ather day and, over drinks,
we got to talking about the uninten-
tional humor in certain newspapeyr head-
lines and stories, many of which find
their way into Playboy After Hours. He
told us about New York’s radio station
KNEW which, some months back. be-
came an object of his attention when
they announced: 3000 GASSED AT STUDENT
concErT. Naturally, our boy
tuned, figuring he might be clued in to
some fresh talent [or the next Plavboy
Jazz Festival. But it wasn’t the music,
he later learned, just a lide cirbon
monoxide, that had knocked out a bunch
of choristers at a high school singing
festival in Oklahoma. A couple ol morn-
ings later, he stopped shaving and lis-
tened closely when this same swinging
station informed him: LIZ TAVLEOR IN GOOD
starE. She was making a speedy recovery

stayed

from that mild case of double pncumonis,
remember? But the newscast that [fas-
cinated him most involved weighty 1n-
ternational affais. With this pithy para-
phrase, the announcer summed up Presi-
dent Eisenhower's view on the issue ol
birth control: “The American policy,
said the President, is frands off.”
-

One of the newer and more subtle
wavs ol propositioning a pretty has just
come to our attention. to wit: “Why
don’t you and I do something intellec
tual together, like learning a language?
We could take one of those sleep-teach-
ing courses.

Geriatric Intellieence: Police in Milan,
Ttaly, claim to have broken up a caligirl
ring that was made up entirely ol womcen
over fifty-ive. One of the
seventy-three years old.

rls” wus

Since the Street Ollense Act drove the
prostics ofl the streets ol London. they've
had to figure out dodges to let the trade
know where they are. One nineteen-
year-old hustler named Bella acuually
eot this ad into News of the Waorld. a
British mnewspaper with arculation in
the millions: “Erection and Demolitnon.
Expert. TRA 7260."

RECORDINGS

Jarz for Tweo Trumpets — Santos Brothers
Virtuosos Unlimited (Metrojazz) presents —
in an astounding record debut — two
trumpceters [rom an unlikely locale. the
village of Copainala in southern Mexico.
Juan and Jose Santos, the liner notes
state, “have never seen v jazzmen ol
stature in person, . . . Their jazz concep-
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INSIDE OUT
OR OUTSIDE IN

Vive la difference in Dickies
Continental-style Reversible
Vest. Subdued plaid corduroy
on the one side, rich gold or
red combed sateen on the
flip side. Crested metal
buttons. Subdued price
will make you flip for joy.

Dickies
REVERSIBLE VESTS

Write for address of nearest dealer
Williamson-Dickie Mfg. Co., Fort Worth, Texas

tion stems from their listening [to rec
ords] and reading.” The sounds the
brothers produce on this LP (standards,
“originals” based on the chord progres-
sions of standards and a pair of blues) —
backed by an all-Mexican rhvthm section
— are, to understate it. phenomenal. In
lact, they're unbelievable. In fact, we
don’t believe a note of it. on disc or
Jacket. In fact, we think the “wumpet”
llights were areated by two composers we
know plaving valve trombones elec
tronically boosted into trumper range.
Object: to taunt the critics. Don't let the
hoax bug you; these guys blow up a
storn.
-

Singer Frank D'Rone, whose first rec
ord session was covered by us pictorially
(16594, Take One, April 1959) and cdi
torially (Playboy After Hours, July 1959),
now has two entrics in LP catalog listings.
His latest release. After the Ball (Mercury),
links him with Billy Mav's studio band
i a survey of a dozen wtunes, including a
bouney Oh! Look at Me Now, a warm
Let Me Lowve You, a mellow We'll Be
Together Again and a crisply swinging
version of the title song. Frank’s singing
throughout is firstrae. and though some ol
the arrangements are a bit on the anemic
side and not up o Mav at his best, this
LP is turther proof that D'Rone is one of
the finest of the new swinger singers.

“The Djmgo Reinhardt ol the piano™
saunds like an odd epithet, but it's about
the best way we cin introduce Horace
Parlan. who makes his solo bow in a set
cilled Movin® and Groovin’ (Blue Note).
Git-man Reinharde had two moperable
fingers on his left hand; Parlan, as a
result of childhood polio, is similarly
afilicted in his right. but vou'd never
Know it lrom the way he plunges funkily
int Bugs' Groove. C Jam Blues and
Ladd Dameron's Lady Bivd. ‘Ihrough a
weird technique originally designed as
nan] 1]11_-|‘;||:3', he makes his lelt hand
do double duty, supplementing the righi-
hand chords and playing a large vole in
the  singlenote-line solos. Parlan, a
Charlic Mingus alumnus now working
with Lou Donaldson’s quartet in New
York, is one of the best blues-rooted
pianists to come up in many a month,
snd by the time you hear a couple of
iacks vou forger all about tritnnph
over adversity and just enjoy.

.

For some time now, Angel Records has
been dedicated o the proposition that
fun may be had by stercophonically re-
suscitating dusty old opereta scores, and
we are on the side of Angel. Their latest
clusters of highlichis: Lilac Time, based
loosely on the music, and even more
loosely on the life, of Franz Schubert.
Cooked up by Berté and Clutsam, this
conlection 1s more familiar in our coun-

RATNER’S

The slimmest, trimmest pants for Fall...
adjustable metal button side-tab waist-
band...single metal button back pocket
...Continental front pockets...and not
one ounce of excess fabric anvwhere,
RATNER’S new “Tabskins” are avail-
able in a wonderful range of solids, plaids,
and checks to fit and flatter every man!
About $15.00 at fine stores everywhere,
or write:

'RATNER

b

J CLOTHES

SAN DIEGO 12, CALIFORNIA



What is a true sports car? One born
in competition—like the MG? Or one bred for
the more tranquil joys of motoring just for the fun
of it—like the MG? Two cars? No, one magnificent car, the

new MGA 1600, a safe, comfortable, go-anywhere kind of machine

submissive 'A - 1 as a kitten, but cross-bred with tigers from
the high— pressure lairs of racing. This is the safest,
fastest car ever to wear the Octagon, and more than
ever it is the best known, best liked symbol of what a
sports car should be. The MGA 1600’ isn't just a “Men

Only" machine, nor does it wear a petticoat. It's a sociable sort, a go-halvers
car that makes driving a participation sport of both master and mate. Cozy into
the comfortable cockpit and see for yourselves. Just trade seats as co-pilots,

taking turns at the wheel and experience a

the responsive steering, firmly stead- fast suspen-

sion and superb stability of this car that keeps its feet

on the ground—whether “cruising” at 80 or

topping 100 mph. Fade-free disc brakes

on the front wheels, improved hydraulics on the rear, keep
you in firm command. No wonder this fleet champion

has always been America’s favorite sports

car! Arrange for a test drive today!

Aproduct of The British Motor Corporation, Ltd., makers of Austin, Austin-Healey, MG, Magnette and Morrls cars. Represented In the United States
by Hambro Automotive Corp, Dept. H-1, 27 W. 57th St., New York 19, M. Y. Sold and serviced In North America by over 1,000 distributors and dealers.
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PRINCETON

Man

than you think you are
il’l Tre

AV AV
l f
SLACKS

This look you naturally like! Flain front, & top
pockets and tailored to a “T" for taper in the
traditional Long Lean Look from YMM. Velcro
Side Adjusters for trusty grip at the hip. Exclu-
sive Permaholdi feature prevents ‘“‘waist roll”. .,
Shirt Hugs hold tails in place. All the “in" colors
and blends, about $9.95 to $22.50 at better
stores. Write Playboy Reader Service Dept., or
address below.

YMM* SLACKS, sox 317a

Div. of JAYMAR-RUBY INC., MICHIGAN CITY, IND.
*young man's mood 1Pat. Pend,

try as Blossomn Time, with additional
fillips added by Romberg (the popular
Song of Love, one of the fillips, is there-
fore missing in this pressing of the origi-
nal score, but the disc is so melodious
you won't mind). Lehiir's The Merry Widow
is demonstrably the most beloved oper-
etta ever written. Relentlessly tuneful,
unceasingly effervescent, those who can
resist 1t are not to be trusted. It's done
to a turn here by the Sadler’s Wells com-
pany. White Harse Inn, by Benatzky and
Stolz, is new to us, but ran for 416 per-
formances in Berlin, 651 in London, and
223 in a Broadway production co-starring
Kitty Carlisle and William Gaxton, as
well as being viewed in New York less
than three years ago in a German color
film version. It’s a thumping Tyrolean
frolic. In a somewhat different category
is Noel Coward’s period piece, Bitter Sweet,
a deliberate throwback lovingly con-
cocted of refined sugar and pure corn
oil. Coward savs it “has given me more
complete satistaction than anything else
I have ever written,” and listening to
the lile of Zigeuner. Tokay and I'll See
You Again, one does not wonder at his
pleasure. The late William Bolitho
wrote, some yecars ago. of the Bitter
Sweet elfect in words that might well
describe the mood evoked by this whole
series of recorded revivals: “You find it
faintly,” he said, “when you look over
old letters the rats have nibbled at, one
evening vou don’t go out: there is a
little of it, impure and odorous, in the
very sound of barrel organs, in quiet
squares in the evenings. . .. It is all right
lor beasts to have no memories; but we
poor humans have to be compensated.”
-

It's a restrained, but groovy, Count
Basie band that enlivens ten standards
on Dance Along with Basie (Rouleute), the
kind of slick set you might hear if vou
escorted your woman to one of the
Count’s dance dates. There’s a minimum
ol instrumental pyrotechnics — and not a
blues in sight. It's a rare reward to hear
the Basieites confront the likes of It Had
to Be You, I’s a Pily to Say Goodnight,
Fools Rush In and Give Me the Simple
Life. Such tasty tunes merit the Count's
touch.

.

The sanctified sphere of Negro church
music rarely has been as glowingly show-
cased as 1t is in My Lord What a Mornin’
(RCA Victor), a pulse-pounding perform-
ance by Harry Belalonte and his [olk
singers. These songs of yearning and
protest have a dignity that Belafonte
doesn’t compromise. From the wender-
ness of Steal Away to the drama of Swing
Low to the vitality ol Ezekiel, there's
not a dull or superficial moment to be
heard. As poet Langston Hughes notes,
“If the old folks who made up these

.. .with unusual
telephone amplifier

Yashica YT-300

10-transistor, broadcast

and short-wave radio
Hardly bigger than a pocket-size book—
operates on 4 penlike batteries. Extra fea-
ture includes unigue telephone amplifier—
lets everyone in room hear both sides of
conversation. Complete with batteries, ear-
phone for private listening, phone pickup
and leather case, only $69.95. At your
photo dealer, or write:

G) YASHICA INC. 234 FIFTH AVE., N.Y. 1, N.Y.

In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., Montreal 8, P.Q.

Atlantic @A

artists

opened
The Playboy Club

with

the fabulous song stylist

!ﬂubel Mercer

—  MERELY MARVELOUS
MABEL MERCER
Atlantic LP 1322

OTHER LPs BY MABEL MERCER
| @ Once ln A Blue Moon
| Atlantic LP 1301
Midnight At Mabel Mercer's
Atlantic LP 1744
Mabel Mercer Sings Cole Forter

Atlantic LP 1213
& The Art of Mabel Mercer
Atlantic LP 2-602

the swinging pianist ;-

Fred Kaz

EASTERN
EXPOSURE
Atlantic LP 1335
Available sterec $5 98 and monaural $4.98
Write for LP catalogue and stereo disc listing.

#~TLANTIC RECORDS

157 West 57th Street, New York 19, New York
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KEN VENTURI, BUD PALMER and FRANK GIFFORD
Gifford wears the Fair Isle pullover, $16.95.

We have been thinking of changing the name to the Jantzen International Shag Club

For quite some years we have been
content simply to bear down on each
sweater that we manufacture and try
to make it the best in recorded his-
tory. So that if they ever put up a
“Sportswear Hall of Fame” in Coop-
erstown or somewhere, there will be
Jantzen sweaters all over the gallery.

But in designing great sweaters
one at a time we started picture
shags, and although no one ever
thought it possible to combine the

soft hand of shag with rich patterns,
we have done it, and we say modestly
that we are the envy of the sweater
trade.

These are grand sweaters; have
you ever seen Venturi, Palmer, and
Gifford look better?

We must give it to you straight:
There may not be any left if you wait
long. Some commercials tell you to
“hurry down to your corner drug-
store,” but no one hurries because

druggists don’t run out of aspirin.
But the fine stores that carry Jantzen
will run out. There aren’t enough

picture shags to go around.
Jantzen Inc., Poriland 8, Oregon

o’
e ¥ TN

Above, JANTZEN INTERNATIONAL SPORTS
CLUB at Monterey peninsula Crosby Clam-
bake, which Ken won; Ken Venturi, Frank
Gifford, Warren Miller, and Bud Palmer.
Left, Bud Palmer wears the Argyle shag
pullover, $16.95. Center, Ken Venturi in the
Argyle shag cardigan, $19.95. Photos by
‘Tom Kelley.
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Mister...
you’re going to wear
that shave all day!

START WITH THIS NEW FORMULA BEFORE-
SHAVE LOTION . . . stop 4 o’clock stubble
trouble! Pro-Electric with ISOPHYL® lets
you shave blade-close, oll-doy clean,
without “tenderizing” your face—refreshes
the Old Spice woy. .60 & 1.00 no fed. lox

/ELE CTRIC

ShAVE LOTION

i Spice

PRO -
Z/ELEC TR/IC

THE BEFCRE-SHAVE LOTION

:: f GUARAMTEES
j A FASTER CLOBER

LOMGER (ASTING
ELECTRC SHAVE

SEEHREIRIE ST ) )

Write, wire,
or phone
today!

Ao it

" —
M BACARIN LUBF

[BACARDI

ENJOYABLE ALWAYS AND ALL WAYS

© BACARDI IMPORTS, INC.
595 Madison Ave, NY
Rum .. . 80 proof

Did you
invent

the
Bacardi

Party?

For a vear we've reported that playvbovs
in the South. North. East and West
claim they invented the Bacardi Party.
But could it be vou're the man we're
after? If so. write and give full details
—Ilike date. place. and ingredients.

The Bacardi Party. (as vou know if
vou invented it). is where the guests
bring Bacardi. and the host supplies the
mixings—as many as he can think of—
ginger beer. cider. cola. etc, Fun!

It’s becoming a big thing. So if vou™re
the man who started it all. let’s hear
from vou. There’s no prize, but we’ll

love you lor it.

spirituals were living today. 1 think they
would like the way a young lamb named
Hiury sings their songs.” Amen, brother.

Pianist Oscar Peterson has recorded so
many wunes he's apparently decided it's
tme o start all over again. His Litest
series of “composer™ LPs is a revisit to
ground he covered several vears ago. in
the presterco era, when he cut a string
of sides honoring prominent songsmiths.
Among the sets o be updated by the
Peterson wrio (Rav Brown blows bhass.
Ed Thigpen drums) iare Oscar Peterson
Plays the Cele Porter Songbook nd compir-
ably-titled samplings ol Irving Berlin,
George Gershwin, Duke Ellington, Richard
Rodgers, Horry Warren—Vincent Youmans,
Haorold Arlen, Jimmy McHugh and Jerome Kern
(all on Verve). The demands of the pop
market have led to the cramming of
twelve tunes onto eiach LP. making some
ol the perlormances once-over-lishtlies,
without any solos of leneth. But the
material is uniformly heartening :md the
trio — most of the tme — cooks In cus-
tomarily spirited fashion.

.

A trio ol perennial Plavboy Jazz Poll
winners — guitavist Barney Kessel, bassist
Ray Brown and drummer Shelly Manne
— have a giddy get-together on Poll Win-
ners Three (Contemporary), the thind in
their series ol classy  conlerences. A\s
spryly inventive as ever, the threcsome
cavorts cllortlessly through a 1en-tune
set. including one original by cach, Billy
Stravhorn's ravely recorded Raincheck
and a lleedy stted T Hear Music.

BOOKS

The history of British craltsmanship is
laid out in Nething but the Best (McDowell.
Obolensky, 53.93), by Thomas Girtin.
Here are stories ol the men, and women.
who have for a couple of centuries served
the British gentry. The tale is told usu-
ally through a history of one firm in
cach field: gunsmiths. glovers, hatters.
bootmakers, coachbuilders, saddlers. jew-
clers, umbrella makers and so on. This is
an mtriguing hook. studded with odd
and singular information (such as the
lact that one way to assav the quality of
asilk top hat is to lay a plank across the
top and stand on it —a good British-
made lid won't so much as wrinkle).
A proper saddle will Last forey years, and
one by a fine saddler like the frm of
Sowter’s may be worth more secondhand
than it was new. In the lush davs belore
the Kaiser War, bootmakers alimost never
had a pair of their hand-lasted, hand
sewn creations back lor resoling. hecause
their owners so rarvely walked on any-
thing but carpet (when they stepped out
ol the cariage or limousine to enter a



YOUT Complete BfOOkfleld The best of everything you need for a complete
AL/ T o % | clothing wardrobe — in class, on campus, and on the town.
' And it's far and away the greatest value in America today —

& T REVIE A" giving you authentic “lvy” styling in the newest long-wearing
; nere $1 1 2 85* quality fabrics and patterns. See it at your town’s most
progressive store, where the featured brand is “Brookfield",

. for all — world's largest specialist in popularpriced clothing.

| BR B B |} - R
* prices somewhat higher west of the Mississippl or buy the items separately

. uits with Reversible Vests, $29.95

V" World's largest specialist
- in popular-price clothes

100° Wool Hopsack Suits with Reversible Vests, £40.95

100%, Wool Blazers with Embroidered Crests, $25

I, i n’ii _ |
e L HERE TOIGET OURS LS Sint D10 Okﬁ(* 1a

Listed below are some of the many fine stores that feature Brookfield Clothes: 107 West 215t Street, New York 11, N. ¥. - WAtkins 46740

Ashland, Ky, ... Star Stores  1NN0IS .oeeaiamneinns ....Myer Bros. Stores  Parkersburg, W. Va. ..............Horner & Harrison
Baltimore, Md. .....ceveeesesmeneenene TYU-Fit Clothes  Jacksonville, Fl8: v Young Men's Shop  Philadelphia Area, Pa. e T Erothers
Battie creek. Mich, . .Cole's Men's Wear  Jersey City, N. J. .......Charles the Haberdasher  Pittsburgh, Pa. ...connseeen.. Standard Sportswear
Bessemer, Ala. ... s SOKOI'S  Jopling Mo. ........ o.Newman Merc. Co.  Pontiac, Mich. ... weenee:MoOnarch Mens Wear
Brockton, Mass, ... oeEdgar's Inc.  Kokomo, Ind. . menRalph Golightly  Salisbury, N, C. cvveesians rensennssennsnes THEX1ET BrOS,
Buffalo, M. Y..ceieeens Simon's Mens & Boys Wear Lincoln, Nebr. ... ..Ben Simon & Sons  Sandusky, Ohio ............The Manhattan Store

.......... The May Co. Savannah, Ga. .......... weeeS & G Men's Shop
Regal Men Shop  Springfield, Mo, ......... e FrEEMan’s Inc.
e Garber Bros.

e JOhnson-Freer Inc.  Los Angeles, calif. ...
.Carson Pirie Scott & Co,  Manchester, Conn.

Camden, Ark. ...
Chicago, I ..ovvmens

Chicago, Nl coereninns ...wieboldt Stores Inc.  Memphis, Tenn. ....... ..Lew Weinberg  Staten Island, N.Y. weconeee

Dallas, TEXAS ....... . The Morris Stores  Merced, Calif. ....... veesennens By B. MeGinnis  Tennessee .. ....Thomas Hill Stores
Denver, Colo. ... resresmmeneesMay Co. D & F Milwaukee, Wisc. . L.Johnnie Walker Stores  Toledo, ONIO weieismn e iismsssnsrinsanees Tiedtke's
Detroit, MiCh. e seeesisasnsnanine, ..Todd's Clothes  Monticello, N.Y. Boystown Clothes  Victoria, TeXas ......... i ...Dunlaps
Easton, Pa. ...... Larry & Dave  Morth Dakoeta ... e K. G. Stores  Walterboro, S, C. wcveivsnnnes esssarnnnneens WWATShaw's
Grand Rapids, Mich. .. ermeee e Miemeyer's  North Dakota ... ...The Straus Co. Washington, D. C. Hecht Co.
Hattiesburg, MiSs. .....c.coerree. Waldofi's on Pine  Dklahoma City, OKlas voveeresemenEmmer Bros.  West Lafayette, Ind, e HenrY S

25



PLAYBOY

26

FRYE

JET BOOTS

- = ow So RARE their comfort
because made over the one-and-only
FITTED-INSTEP Last, exclusive
with FRYE . .. Contour-fit and
costly bench-lasting retains

the original shape and flex for
the life of the Boot. SO RICH
in appearance because made

of finest Calf that mellows

and weathers with use.

Black or Brown.
5to 16, AAA to EEE

Most Styles Under $4 &3

*Reg. U.S. Pat. OR.

Asl: for versatile FRYE JET BOOTS
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JOHN A. FRYE SHOE COMPANY, Inc., Marlboro, Mass.
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Y9  Polaroid Cameras

Enjoy new fun and flexibility with KALIGAR
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(with case, filter ring, slip-on adapter ring):
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for simultaneous use of flash, Bounce-Bracket,
Wink-Light: $9.95. SET, $57.50.
Kaligar Aux. Twin-lens units from $19.95
Kaligar 35mm Aux. Lenses from $15
Sce your pholo dealer. For literature, write Dept. PBL-8,
Kalimar &% ™

Distributors« U.5. A.: Arel Inc. ond Movie Supply of Howaii, Ltd.

PLAYBOY ACCESSORIES

playboy’s familiar rabbit in bright
rhodium on gleaming black enamel,
attractively packaged in felt bag.
earrings $4.50 brocelet $3  the set $7
cuff links $4.50 tie tack $2.50 the set $6.50

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS dept. 259
232 east ohio street, chicage 11, illincis

shop, they expected to find carpet un
rolled on the sidewalk). These shops
flourished in the golden days of Empire,
but it was a buvers’ market: no British
aristocrat would dream of paying a bill
belore it was a year old, and one peer,
deferentially reminded by his bootmaker
that his account had run three years. re-
plied, “You're in a damned big hurry,
aren’t vou?” But il the shopkeeper knew
his station and minded his manners and
had been lortunate in his customers he
would probably be paid eventually.
Meantime, when he called at the town
house in Berkelev Square to measure the
ducal cranium for a bowler, or 1o show
the latest fabrics. he would be pleasantly
received and even wreated to a glass of
dry sherry and a biscuit. Sometimes he
didn’t need many customers. Two good
[amilies, with their retainers, would sup-
port a modest tailoring establishment in
1900. Today many ol the ancient crafts
are dying our, decimated by the machine
and the difficulty of finding apprentices.
The pattern ol survival is spotty; the
fishing-rod makers are prosperous, but
jewelry shops that once thought it rou.
ting for a customer to order three dozen
gold scarfpins now do no business at
all. In the surviving wades, quality is as
good as ever. The bootmakers still polish
i gentleman’s shoes half an hour daily
for a month before delivery, for example.
One thing lias changed: bills are prompt-
ly presented, and no [forclock-tugging
about it, either.
-

Those of you who got a bang out of
Sex: Nis Ovigin & Application in the
June reaysoy will delight in the knowl-
edge that an expanded version ol the
gooly graphic lecture called Professor frwin
Corey — The World's Foremost Authority (Cita-
del, 51.25) is out in supersize paperback.
Likewise in paperback is a sort ol en-
larged rendition, mit pitchers, of The
Roger Price Theory of Nomenclature,
which you chuckled over last March in
rrAviov. Rozer calls it What Not to Name
the Boby (Price-Stern, $1.50), and he has
been aided in the expansion by Leonard
Stern and cartoonist Peter Marks. We
urge you to step right up to your lavorite
bookseller and demand both volumes.

FILMS

The key to The Apartment helongs to
Jack Lemmon, who seems at last to have
made it as a star. This picture, like Same
Like It FHol, is the work ol pr‘mlut.‘cr-
director Billy Wilder and writer 1. A. L.
Diamond. Its premise: a guy could be-
come pretty miserable once the word
went around to his lecherous office supe-
riors (suburbanites all) that his Manhat-



CORDUROY SPORT SUIT . . .

tailored for smart sophistication.
Coat is trimly cut with sasy
natural shoulders. Matching vest
reverses to handsome foulard.
Trousers are frimly tapered for
casual comfort. Separate mix-or-
mateh slacks in University
styling with adjustable waist.
in fuashionable Fall shades ot
fine men’s shops.

Suit $39.95
Sleacks $7.95
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Nothing tells others so much about you
...your personality...your tastes, as
your choice in fine music presented in its
most natural form—sTEREO. And . . . no
other stereo hi-fi ecomponents blend so
compatibly, so beautifully into your own
home as HEATHKIT. For quality . . . there
is no peer.
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HEATHKIT

# pubstary of

—
'DQSTROM. INCOMPORATED

Send todoy for your FREE Heathkit Catolog de-
scribing o complete line of easy-lo-ossemble,
modesily priced stereo hi-fi components, or see
your nearest authorized Heathkit dealer.
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| HEATH comPaNny

| Benton Horbor 38, Michigon

1

1 Please send the lotest Free Heothkit Cota-
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tan apartment might be borrowed for
quickie and not-so-quickie engagements,
Jack helps a lot as the harried but too-
ambitious Organization Man who is pro-
gressing at the office only as long as he
gives up his bed. Fred MacMurray, the
personnel manager, starts IJ();']'r)willg‘ the
place in order to resume an affair with
elevator operator Shirley MacLaine, a
gal Jack has had his eye on for a long
time. Fred turns out to be a suburban
rat, capable of shoving a hundred-dollar
bill at Shirley as a Christmas present be-
lore racing for the commuter special.
She realizes that this isn't exactly the
highest sort of compliment; tries a hottle
full of sleeping pills and collapses on
Jack's bed. Finally, Jack and Shirley get
together — after dozens of further com-
plications — and he flees the firm and the
cushy job he'd parlayed there. Off they
go to start something real and right.
Aside from the grim slackening of the
last third (there’s something awfully un-
funny about suicide), the film has some
very bright and biting moments.

The Chasers provides a night on the
town (Paris) in the company ol Brigitte
Bardot’s newish husband. Jacques Char-
rier. We're only with him a few hours,
but by count he manages to turn down
about six sure-thing offers from some of
the most appealing women in  Paris:
Diny Robin, Estella Blain, Belinda Lee
and Anouk Aimée: also a Swedish lez
played by Margit Saad. Counterpoint is
provided by the problem of the shy guy
who accompanies him on this jaunt
around town, pop singer Charles Azma-
vour. By the end he's got himsell a nice
litde nurse, and it looks like his prob
lems will soon be solved—on a couch
perhaps, but not a psychiatrist's.

The Rat Roce is Garson Kanin's play
about a tenor man, Tony Curtis, who
blows in from Milwaukee to crash the
big time in the Big City, and who is
braced up for the battle by a biter
litde taxi-dance-hall girl, Debbie Rey-
nolds. They run into lots of woubles, but
it all works out in the end with Tony
and Debbie in a big clinch. There's some
moderately lively repartee and lingo, but
this is third-rate Kanin, and Gerry Mulli-
gan i1s completely wasted as leader of a
very polite jazz band on a South Ameri-
can cruise (we thought Lombardo types
played those gigs).

You must see Hiroshima, Mon Amour, a
film of infinite significance. The very
title suggests its complexity, linking the
name of the city that symbolizes the pos-
sible suicide of the human race with the
tenderest form of address in any lan-
guage. A young French actress, played by
Emmanuelle Riva, in Hiroshima to work
in a pro-peace film. has met a young
Japanese architect, Eiji Okada, the night

¥y expressing
masculinity

( naturally)

Capps’ “Natura’ —natural shoulder
styling—as interpreted by designer,

E. R. Manzi, reflects that subtle

stamp of quality that only careful hand
detailing can convey. See it in Capps’
luxurious imported and domestic fabrics
. . . in Capps’ fabulous burnished
Gold-N-Olive tones for Fall. There’s

a Wonderful Difference.

CLOTHES BY

. Capps s Sons, Ttd.

Since 1839

Fealured in these and other leading stores
A. M. Davison Co., Flint, Michigan
Jim Weakley Men's Wear, 5t. Joseph, Missouri
Bill Boker's Mens Wear, Eugene, Oregon
E. O. Olson & Son, Medison, Wisconsin
Hall's Tog Shop, Normal, Illincis
Saffell & Bush, Ann Arbor, Michigan



before the last day of shooting. Their
love-making evokes in the woman not
only the memory of the Hiroshima A-
bombing, but also recollections of her
own past: during the occupation she
loved a German soldier in her home
town: on the eve of the liberation he was
killed. She was disgraced and humiliated:
and she went mad. Now. [ourteen years
later, for tlie first time, she tells her story,
relives her nighomare with her Japanese
lover during twenty-four hours ol pas-
sionate meetings and partings in the
streets of Hiroshima, in its cafés. in her
hotel bedroom, in his home. Belore their
final separation a terrible imbalance has
Leen established between the personal
mislortune of the voung woman, pathetic
as it may be. and the unassimilable out-
rage ol nuclear warfare which surrounds
it and makes her trauma seem perhaps
all oo wivial and self-piteous. The
beauty and the performance of Mlle.
Riva arc superb. Director Alain Resnais,
whose frst feature this is, and his scena-
rist. novelist Marguerite Duras. have suc
ceeded in Tashioning one of the most
disturbing and original films of our time.

Bells Are Ringing i5 the tuneful and de-
lightful movie version of the Comden-
Green Broadway musical. Thank heaven
for the presence of the most talented
Judy Holliday. And thinks. too. to
whoever was responsible [or allowing her
(rather than any ol a dozen vapid star-
lets) to ve-create her Broadway role. No
one clse could have come close to the
comedy and pathos and charm ol Judy
as a shy switchboard operator who loves
to get entangled in the Tives of her an-
sweringsservice subscribers. After being
just a voice (or rather several voices —
from Santa Claus for a kid. to Mom for
writer-about-town Dean Martin), she be-
gins calling on them in person in order
to solve their problems, especially Dean’s.
This is complicated by the lact that a
detective suspects that the service is a
front for a callgirl operation when in
fact it is [unctioning without Judy's
knowledge as the main office lor about a
hundred bookies. led by Eddie Foy, ]Jr.
Anywiy, Judy goes out on the town
spreading a dizzy kind ol good cheer
and good luck wherever she goes, singing
It's a Perfect Relationship. Just in Time,
Drop That Name and The Party’s Ower.
alternatively  wistful, raucous, soulful.

and all the while a lovable Pollvanna. BE COVERTLY UNCON'V’ENTIONAL n t,hiS uniq—ue coat Of

Practically evervbody makes it because of

her: the actor who  quits  imitating all-wool covert cloth. Detachable Orlon*® knit shawl collar takes
Brando. the nutty songwriter who's been " » s "

slaving as a dentist; even Dean lays off turns as a scarf —just ﬂlp 1t up. Inside, un-

the sauce long enough to finish a play. iy - The

And Judy gives up her desperate idea ol beknownst to anyone but you,1s a 100% mark of a
returning to work at the Bonjour Tris- sl - - - . complele
tesse Brassiere Company; she has Dean wool Ill‘lll’lg of LUSTIILE Ied' About $55' wardrobe

SPORTSWEAR
to keep her warm now, Covert V4
cloth by /”./ r200rz B, W, Hartis Manulacluring Co., Patk Square, SL Paul 1. e *Orion Acrylic Fiber

GUS RDOS—Dallas » SEMMS—Minneapolis « DAVIDS—Harrisburg « FRED M. NYE CD—Ogden » KAUFFMAN'S—Champaign
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(0ld Spin tilter

spins and cools the smoke

Average temperature of
Old Gold Spin Filter smoke
is a pleasant 78 degrees

AND the cooler the smoke
60 " ...the better the taste!
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if a man’s life is a corridor without doors, he must make a door

ﬁction By EUGENE ZILLER

WALTER TRITKA COULD NOT HAVE SAID AT WHAT MOMENT he had made up his mind to go to America. But there at
the edge of the field, beneath a clump of trees in whose shade they had paused a moment to tighten the harness
and turn the plow, he turned to his sister’s husband and told him.

The other looked quietly at him. He was a big man, with large, blunt hands. His face, burned by constant sun,
weathered to the color and texture of old leather, was gentle, benign almost. “Ahh,” he said. “To go to America.”

“Yes,” Walter said quickly, in a kind of assent almost, as though the other had said it first. He was a young
man, almost fifteen years younger than his brother-inlaw. He spoke with a young man’s eagerness, a young
man’s utter absence of reflection, the slow fatalism that comes with years. “1 have thought it over,” he said.
“This is no life.” He gestured, taking in with his sweeping arm the brown broken earth extending to the hori-
zon between intermittent trees, the intermittent houses, the more substantial clutter of the village beyond.
“What is there here for a man?” he said.

“You are absolutely right,” his brother-in-law said, though he did not look up from the harness at which he
was bent, his hands did not cease upon the leather. Before him the horse stood immobile, as though carved
of wood, the reek of its sweat rising in waves. It blew over them upon the noon’s hot, gentle suspiration.

“You work and you work and you grow old with nothing to show for it,” Walter said with bitterness.

“It is the way things are,” his brother-in-law said quietly.

“My own father died in this field, dropped dead among the furrows,” he said.

The other rose. “I know,” he said. He clucked to the horse, the plow lines already settled about him, his back
braced to their pull. He held the plow with both hands. “Come,” he said. “The day is going, and it is a big field.”

But Walter was not through. They moved out from under the trees, advancing across the field into the
bright, fecund stillness of midday. They moved slowly, the one rigid against the pull of horse and plow, the
other ten feet behind scattering seed, in a tableau as changeless and immemorial as the land itself. That’s it, he
thought. Am I supposed to die like my father too, falling here among the furrows, with nothing to show for
my life? “Is that it?” he said aloud, loudly, so that ahead his brother-in-law half turned and spoke across his
shoulder.

“What?" he said.

And without ceasing, his right arm moving in broad, measured arcs above the earth while from his hand seeds
fell in flurries gentle as snow, he went on to list the entire harsh catalog of his grievances, while now and then
his brother-in-law would reply, not ceasing either, both of them continuing to advance over the field that same,
undeviable distance apart, in the same undeviable attitudes of plowing and sowing, so that from afar it was as
if they were not even aware of each other’s presence.

At the day’s close they unharnessed the horse, leaving the plow in the field where it stood. In the distance they
could see others doing likewise, the plows upright, standing in silhouette like sudden bizarre shoots. They led the
horse from the field, down to the road where they would meet the others, returning also to the village, to home;
vague shapes, shadows in movement along the dust, quietly murmurous above the rising click and whir of insects,
though Walter knew them all by their voices, their walk. Though their faces were but faint blurs in the dying
light he knew as well how each one looked as if it were full day; each turn of mouth, thrust of nose, each worn
and irremediable flesh which he believed to be the heritage of his kind so long as they dwelt in this doomed
and bitter land, handed from father to son as though it were palpable as family Bible or gold watch. Of course,
he thought. It is fine here for the Count and for people like Zemcik. They don’t have to sweat in the fields like
animals day after day, burning up in the summer, freezing in winter. He thought, I wouldn’t have any complaints
either if all I did was give parties and ride around in fancy carriages brought from Cracow.

And then he found the word he sought and which best epitomized what he felt and why he knew he must leave.
Dignity, he said fiercely, to himself, moving at his brother-in-law’s side while about them the swift dust shifted
and dissolved, the night came on. It is that a man cannot live here with dignity and hold up his head. What he
had in mind were the small, daily gestures of obsequiousness. When they talked to the Count it was with down-
cast eyes, the shuffling of feet; hands rose to remove hats in a single instantaneous reflex. Once the Count had
stopped them in the rain, seated within his carriage, bent forward a little, his hands folded upon the silver head

a thief in the night

WOODCUT BY PETER GOURFAIN
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PLAYBOY

of his cane, discussing casually the
weather and the prospecis for the harvest
while they stood bareheaded in the road,
the mud, replying in slow, respectful
tones while the rain streamed and
streamed upon them. A man should not
have to bear that too, he thought. He
did not hate the Count. He didn’t even
hate his land, his heritage, which con-
demned him forever to a life abject and
straight as a corridor along which there
were no turnoffs, no doors through
which to step. He abjured them. It was
as though he had discovered a turnoff, a
door. He thought: A man does not have
to live here. This is not the only nation
on earth,

At his side his brother-in-law moved
without speaking, except to respond to
those who greeted him. From across the
dusk they called to him, his name. They
all knew him; in the dying light they
could not mistake the erect figure taller
than most, the deliberate, even gait.
Though he was only forty they spoke to
him as they would to the elders; they
came to him for advice. After they had
gone on awhile his brother-in-law said,
“Have vou thought about money?”

“Money?” he said.

“They are still charging for boat tick-
cts, aren’t theyr” his brother-in-law said.

“Yes. Yes,” he said. “Of course.”

“Well?™ his brother-in-law said.

“I have some money saved,” he said.
This was not strictly true. He had some
money due him for work he had done
for Burgomaster Zemcik, but it was
already owed. But he spoke at once so as
not to appear foolish, to appear as
though he had had the money for the
tickets in mind all along.

“At least it is a start,” his brother-in-
law said. And he proceeded to explain
how arrangements could be made where-
by Walter would not need the entire sum
of the three tickets at once, only a down
payment, an advance, the balance to be
paid once he was in America and he was
working; which he, Walter, already knew
of and had investgated and realized
with a forlorn and sinking despair that
even barring such commonplace disasters
as illness or drought or simply a poor
harvest, it would take him five years at
least of constant and unremitting saving,
of scraping and hoarding trivial, niggard
sums, (0 accrue enough for the down
payment alone. '

He had been about to tell his brother-
in-law that out in the field. That had
been the result of a forlorn hope too. He
did not know if his brotherin-law had
any money. 1f he had, neither did he
know if he would lend it. Yet so great
was his despair, his desperation. He was
totally devoid of hope. He was about to
tell him now. He slowed, putting his
hand upon the other’s arm, looking
across into the other’s face. But even in
this there seemed to operate some fatal-

ism, some principle of doomed and in-
escapable frustration. No sooner did he
touch the other’s arin than there rose the
faint, distant drumming of hoofbeats, so
that it must have seemed to his brother-
in-law that Walter had touched him only
to call attention to that. When his
brother-in-law looked up it was to stare
along the road; when he paused it was
only to listen.

At his side, Walter listened too, though
there was no interest in his face. He was
thinking how he had been frustrated in
this too. He looked at his brother-in-law
intent upon the hoofbeats. Now would
be a fine time to tell him, he thought.
He decided to tell him after whatever it
was along the road came and went. It
was now almost full dark, the short stark
twilights of spring, the sudden stars. In
the distance the hoofbeats grew. The
carriage appeared suddenly, around a
turn, a bulky, darker shape behind the
dark shapes of horses, appearing between
the trees ranked on either side. They
could not have been able to tell, from
that distance, in that light, that the car-
riage was the Burgomaster's. Yet they
began at once to step off the road, paus-
ing one by one in the dank growth at
the road’s edge, stilling the insects there
so that silence lay in small patches about
them. When they recognized the carriage
those who were wearing hats began to
remove them. Walter could see in that
faint light neither dusk nor dark, the
slight stirrings about him, the almost im-
perceptible movements of hand to head.
He stood a little behind and to the left
of his brother-in-law. They both wore
the same kind of hat, one of light cotton,
with a narrow crescent-shaped bill. He
was already thinking: This once. Just
this once.

When his brother-in-law began to
remove his cap Walter stood without
moving, his arms at his sides, his eyes
fixed straight before him. He did not
move when the carriage was upon them.
It came by at an even pace, not fast, yet
with all the clatter and haste of speed,
not five feet away, so that any of them
might have bent and reached out and
touched it; the surging flanks of the
horses, the wheels, the embossed door
beyond which the carriage’s interior
appeared completely dark, so they could
not see if Burgomaster Zemcik sat within,
or his wife, or both. Or neither, he said.
He spoke to himself, smiling to himself.
That would be a good one, he said. Tak-
ing their hats off to an empty carriage.

The carriage swept past, raising the
dust. He stood without moving, the cot-
ton cap on his head, a young man's smile
of defiance on his lips. Yet for an instant
his breathing had almost ceased. Now
that the carriage was past he breathed
quickly, deeply. He looked at his brother-
in-law. He had always felt something a
little like awe for him. Seeing him there

at the road’s edge, standing ankle deep
in growth, his cap in his hands, he felt
almost contempt. He would have denied
that his own defiance had been due to
the poor light in which nothing could be
clearly seen, to the fact that he stood to
the side and a little behind his brother-
in-law, partly hidden by him. My God,
he thought, as though seeing his brother-
in-law for the first time. He's a clod. He
will live like this to his dying day.
slaving in the fields, taking off his hat
to carriages.

By the time he left the others he had
made up his mind to rob the Burgo-
master's house. He said nothing to his
brother-in-law. They came to his house
first and he said good night and went up
the path, as he always did. The others
went on beyond. Halfway to the house
he paused and stood listening for a mo-
ment, the murmurous voices floating on
the air, the faint, occasional jangle of
harness. Directly before him was the
house. On the left was the small plot in
which, in season, he grew the trivial
crops of vegetables, the tomatoes, onions
and carrots out of the grudging earth,
enough for his own needs. He stood a
moment thinking of the Burgomaster,
the carriage. He did not actually believe
the carriage had been empty. The Bur-
gomaster often went on trips at odd
hours, on business, up and down the
province throughout which he owned
lands, forest, interest in a railroad. He
thought of the Burgomaster's house, dark
within its dark grove of trees, the serv-
ants dispersed, empty except for the
housekeeper, her son who doubled as
gardener and watchman. His breathing
suddenly came f[aster now, his blood
faster, as though he and his blood knew
at the same instant: There is no other
way.

He was not surprised at himself. At
supper, eating the thin potato soup, the
coarse bread which were the unvarying
staples of his diet, he thought: What am 1|
supposed to do, rot here like the others?
Behind the fimsy partition erected to
make the single room two, the child
cried intermittently. He did not think of
himself as a thief, a criminal. So great
was his hope, his despair, the robbery
seemed to him to be the sole logical
course and direction open to him.

Nor did he tell his wife. Later, at her
side, listening to her slow, faintly nasal
breathing while she slept, he thought: 1
will tell her a rich uncle died. Actually
he did not know if she desired to go to
America. He hadn’t asked her, and she
had never told him. He assumed it, just
as he assumed each day the sun would
rise. Just as he assumed certain things
about America, though by now these
had been transformed into something
like actual belief, as unshakable as the

(continued on page 36)
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thief in the night (continued jrom page 3¢)

religious man’s belief in heaven. He had
never been to America. Neither had he
spoken to someone who had. In this he
was like the religious man, too. The
closest he had come was to receive a
letter from a friend, a man with whom
he had grown up and who had gone to
America a year earlier.

That was another thing. He did not
think of America so much as a place in
which gold lay in the streets. More often
than not he didn’t even regard it as a
place at all; geographic, within fixed
latitudes, occupying space and distance
upon the earth. Foremost in his mind
was the notion of America as a condi-
tion, a state of moral purity alongside
which the fact that you had to traverse
three thousand miles of ocean and you
needed a ticket for which you had to
pay. to get there, was only inddental.
He thought of America as a region of
the spirit almost, so firm in his mind
was the notion that at least here out of
all the corrupt and bitter earth no man
need feel greed or malice or deceit, at
least here men lived in a state of serene
and perpetual rectitude. He believed
that. What misled him was the absence
of titles, the hard ineradicable lines of
privilege, the familiar appurtenances of
spoliation generally. It led him to be-
lieve that in America no men took
bribes, lusted, transgressed. As though
all that were necessary to make men
better than they were was a span of
virgin continent and hope and repudia-
tion of the bitter knowledge it had cost
the old world so much to gain, which
was them both. That was arudial to him:
the belief that men could (and should)
be made better than they were. In other
circumstances he might have been a
revolutionary. When he read the short,
scrawled letters of his childhood friend
he did not believe they were from the
same man he had known. He believed
he would not be the same man, once he
entered America.

Now he lay contemplating the robbery
of Burgomaster Zemcik's house. It seemed
easy to him, so that for a moment he
wondered why he had waited so long to
think of it. I could have been out of here
and gone already, he thought. The idea
that he had spent the last few months,
even years, at his old life ncedlessly, tor-
mented him. He became impatient. It
was as though waiting even mere hours
now, was more than he could bear.

He went over the robbery in his mind.
He knew exactly how he would manage
it, as though he had already done it and
returned. At his side his wife breathed
heavily, with a harsh, nasal sound; be-
hind the partition his child breathed,
stirred. My son, he thought. My son.
The words still sounded strange to him.
Though the child was now more than a

year old, he still had not yet become
accustomed to the idea of being a father.
He lay with his arms folded under his
head, staring up into the darkness.
Through the window starlight fell, a
faint blue neither light nor dark, suffus-
ing the entire room as beyond the trivial
walls, the rough timber and clay thrown
up in haste against the seasons, it suffused
the entire countryside, hill and dale,
brake and brook, so that for an instant
it seemed as though the walls too had
vanished and he lay open to the im-
mense, calm, inscrutable contemplation
of night.

He woke suddenly. One moment he
had been thinking of his son and the
next he had been asleep. He had no
idea how long he had slept. His first
thought was that he had slept through
the night and it was now almost dawn.
I have ruined everything, he told him-
self quietly, in despair. Yet he rose
abruptly. He flung back the cover and
sat up, fully awake at once, staring
blindly into the darkness. He came im-
mediately off the bed, not waiting for his
eyes to adjust to the dark. He moved like
a blind man across the room to the win-
dow, his hands extended tentatively be-
fore him. Suddenly he was at the window.
Star and spring sky soared before him
in glittering panorama, lighting up the
countryside. By the position of the con-
stellations he knew at once it was only a
little past midnight. Thank God for that
at least, he told himself, letting out his
breath.

By then he could see in the dark. He
dressed quickly, soundlessly. It was quite
cold. The cold seemed to lie along the
floor, the earth, as palpable as water and
about waist high. He began to shiver.
Shivering, he stood a moment over his son
before he left, smoothing the covers the
child threw off in his sleep. For you it
will be different, he said, soundlessly,
addressing the sleeping child. A new life.
He felt at that moment between himself
and the trivial form beneath his hand a
bond of pride and hope and responsi-
bility stronger than anything he had felt
before. He bent and kissed the cotton
cover, where he thought the child's head
to be. Then he left.

He struck out directly for the Burgo-
master’s house. He did not take the road,
though it was not likely he would meet
anyone on it at this hour. There is
no sense in taking chances, he thought.
He went in a straight line from the back
of his house across a sloping field of
flinty earth and grass and random pines
in which, in daytime, children played,
and into the woods beyond. Looking
once over his shoulder in the direction
of the village, he saw no lights, only a
crazy mosaic of shadow and starlight. It is
as if there is no village at all, he thought.

Yet he heard the dogs halfway to the
Burgomaster’s house. He moved at a
fast, steady pace. He carried a flour sack
rolled into a tight bundle beneath his
arm. He was warm at once, despite the
thin jacket, the sudden spring chill
which would be frost upon window and
leaf by morning. The trees were still
quite bare. Beyond a lattice of boughs
soared a sky wild with stars, and a thin
crescent moon. He did not once lose his
way. He was not conscious of giving direc-
tion any thought, yet he moved unhesi-
tatingly and in a direct line through
woods he would have had trouble keep-
ing his bearing in by day. If he thought
of anything at all it was to remember
that his wife would not be alarmed to
find him gone, since he often rose at
night to sit at the window or before the
house, brooding mutely upon the village,
the countryside, the forlorn and empty
prospect of his fate. But no more, he
thought. That is over. At that moment he
felt something closely akin to actual joy.

He emerged from the woods on the
fringe of a plowed field. Again he did
not hesitate. He came out from among
the trees at full tilt, and at full tilt con-
tinued across the field, his face fixed in
an expression of calm and unshakable
resolve, his jacket flying. Keeping close
to the trees he skirted the field, looking
neither right nor left, and it was only
after he had gone halfway across that he
realized he was on the very field he
worked by day. Of course, he thought.
Then he thought: So this is what it looks
like at night. Yet actually it looked no
different. Omnly the furrows appeared
deeper, clawed in savage and exactly
parallel rows across the earth; suddenly
there blew upon him the ancient, rank
smell of opened earth. In all he stood
there no more than a moment. Yet be-
fore he resumed he leaned forward and
with unhurried and deliberate calm, he
spat upon the ground.

He had to cross two more fields and a
vale studded with stone outcroppings, in
which only weeds grew and a brook ran,
before he came to the Burgomaster’s
land. Then he was on the estate itself,
before the house, within a grove of trees °
planted in a phalanx about the house
for privacy. From among the trees he
could see the house, bulked, blotting out
a part of the sky, the stars. The house
was in complete darkness. Ahh, he
thought. That had been his one source
of possible concern, that even at such a
late hour someone would still be awake,
the house still lighted. Specifically he
had in mind the housekeeper's son. Some-
times when the Burgomaster left on a
trip he invited friends to the house to
sit in the kitchen until early morning
drinking the Burgomaster's wine, smok-
ing his cigars. He probably didn't get
enough notice this time, he thought sar

(continued on page 90)



fiction By RAY BRADBURY
a parable of love, satiety, and related delights
.a ﬂ

=

possible
WO rl d S THE TWO MEN SAT SWAYING

side by side, unspeaking for the long while it took for the train to move through cold December
twilight, pausing at one country station after another. As the twelfth depot was left behind, the older
of the two men muttered, “Idiot, Idiot!” under his breath.

“What?” The younger man glanced up from his Times.

The old man nodded bleakly. “Did you see that damn fool rush off just now, stumbling after that
woman who smelled of Chanel?”

“Oh, her?” The young man looked as if he could not decide whether to laugh or be depressed. “I
followed her off the train once, myself.”

The old man snorted and closed his eyes. “I, too, five years ago.”

The young man stared at his companion as if he had found a friend in a most unlikely spot.

“Did — did the same thing happen once you reached the end of the platform?”

“Perhaps. Go on.”

“Well, I was twenty feet behind her and closing up fast when her husband drove into the station
with a carload of kids! Bang! The car door slammed. I saw her Cheshire-cat smile as she drove away.
I waited half an hour, chilled to the bone, for another train. It taught me something, by God!”

“It taught you nothing whatsoever,” replied the older man, dryly. “Idiot bulls, thats all of us, you,
me, them, silly boys jerking like laboratory frogs if someone scratches our itch.”

“My grandpa once said, Big in the hunkus, small in the brain, that is man’s fate.”

“A wise man. But, now, what do you make of her?”

“That woman? Oh, she likes to keep in trim. It must pep up her liver to know that with a little
mild eye-rolling she can make the lemmings swarm any night on this train. She has the best of all
possible worlds, don’t you think? Husband, children, plus the knowledge she’s neat packaging and
can prove it five trips a week, hurting no one, least of all herself. And, everything considered, she’s
not much to look at. It's just she smells so good.”

“Tripe,” said the old man. “It won’t wash. Purely and simply, she’s a woman. All women are
women, all men are dirty goats. Until you accept that, you will be rationalizing your glands all your
life. As it is, you will know no rest until you are seventy or thereabouts. Meanwhile, self-knowledge
may give you whatever solace can be had in a sticky situation. Given all these essential and inescapable
truths, few men ever strike a balance. Ask a man if he is happy and he will immediately think you are
asking if he is satisfied. Satiety 1s most men’s Edenic dream. I have known (continued an page 102)
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MILES

jazz By STANLEY GOLDSTEIN

AS MILEs DAVIS' international popularity
grows, so does his reputation as a coldly
arrogant loner, contemptuous of his
audiences and stubbornly insistent on
having his own way in every way. He
wins polls with the ease with which
Thomas Costain diagrams a best seller,
despite the moat he keeps between him-
self and his listeners. After gathering a
pLAYBOY award this year, Davis topped
the largest of the European jazz popu-
larity contests —that of the British
Melody Maker. “Miles Davis has done
the impossible,” said the front-page
story. “For the first time in the history
of the Melody Maker Readers’ Poll,
Louis Armstrong has lost his title as the
World’s Top Trumpeter. That honor
now belongs to the diminutive, thirty-
three-year-old Miles.”
Letters to the American trade press
meanwhile complain of Miles’ consistent
refusal to acknowledge applause, his
disconcerting habit of leaving the stand
during his sidemen’s solos, and his abso-
lute refusal to announce the names of
the tunes he plays. Reporters for news-
papers and magazines — with few excep-
tions — find him impossible to interview
and abruptly profane when pressed for
a more cooperative attitude. Club own-
ers despair of getting him to make radio
or television appearances to help pro-
mote his engagements; and fans who ask
for autographs are often likely to be re-
fused with raspingly blunt impatience.
Even inside the profession, although
nearly all jazz musicians of his generation
respect him musically, many find him aloof
and enigmatic. One jazz booker, who is on
unusually cordial personal terms with even
those musicians he does not handle, says cate-
gorically of Davis: “He’s basically not a nice
guy. His conversation, when he bothers to talk to
you at all, is made up mainly of insults.” When Davis
was beaten bloody last August outside Birdland by a policeman who had asked him to move on, everyone in
jazz was indignant at the police brutality, but a surprising number of musicians and hangers-on were also saying,
“It figures Miles would be the guy that would happen to. Can you imagine what he said when that cop started
telling him what to do?”
The irony of this harsh picture of Davis as an intensely sensitive musician who is in a constant state of prickly
hyperacidity on and off the stand is that the latter half of the portrait is basically not true. Miles does present a
cactuslike, unapproachable front (or back, as is often the case) to the jazz public; but  (continued on page 78)

the dauntless davis and his horn of plenty
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THE PLAYBOY CLUB — introduced as a concept
in J;ar'mar)-'—i.s now an exciting, elegant real-
ity. The imual club —in Chicago — has be-
come, almost overnight, one of the most singu-
larly successful, most talked about nmight spots
in the U.S. The Playboy Key — with the fa-
miliar rabbit emblem stamped upon it — has
become a new and meaningful status symbol
amongst men of means. No one who is really
IN wants to be without it, for if you are not a
member of the club, and do not hold a key,
annot enter; and The Playboy Club is a
eting place for the most important, most
aware, most affluent men of the community.
Suitable locations have already been chosen
for clubs on both coasts, and their doors will
-d for business” (we cannot say “open”
for business, because the club doors will always
be closed except to members) this fall. There
will soon be Playboy Clubs in major cities
pughout the country, and eventually
ghout the world. But the lock on each
door will be exactly the same and a member’s
key will admit him to his club whether he is
in Chicago, San Francisco, New York, Dallas,
London or Paris. Membership is limited to the
men of substance and influence in each urban
area; the initial fee is fifty dollars, which as-
sures membership for life, provided members
break none of the club rules; further informa-
tion about membership may be had by writing
to the magazine.
The establishment of The International
Playboy Club i1s our way of recognizing the

Left: the colorful exterior of the first of the Inter-
notional Playboy Clubs, in Chicago. At fop right:
a Bunny welcomes key holder aond his guests
into the elite inner sonctum. At right: eoch mem-
ber's nome is posted on the board as he arrives.

Above: pLaveoy Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner surrounded by o dozen of the Playboy
Club’s Bunny Girls—ample explanation for the club’s populority. Bunnies ore chosen
from all over the U.S. Right: Bunny June Wilkinson slips off o distracted member's coat;
o bit unwillingly, perhaps, he can move on to the plush club room of his choice, from
the Ploymate Bor below, to the cpartment-like Living Room or the upstairs Library.




need, on the part of urban men of taste
and sophistication, for a private club
that is as unique and entertaining as
praypoy itself. The Playboy Club 1s
dedicated to projecting the richly ro-
mantic mood, the fun and joie de vivre,
that are so much a part of the publica-
tion; as rLayBoy has gained a reputa
tion for being the smartest and most
sophisticated of journals, so The Playboy
Club will be similarly known as a gather-
ing place for those who appreciate this
side of life.

The first Playboy Club is a prototype
of those to follow. There is no name of
any kind outside announcing what lies
within to the uninitiated — only the rab-
bit emblem in black and silver on either
side of the door and stamped upon the
taut white canvas of the canopy. Once
inside, the member finds a warmth and
intimacy, combined with cocktail party
gai(:i.y. that one would expect only in a
private apartment. There is fine food
and drink and entertainment and, of
course, numberless beautiful women —
many of them models and some of them
Playmates from past issues of the maga-
zine. The girls are called Bunnies and
they're invitingly attired in brightly col-
ored rabbit costumes, complete to the
ears and white cotton tails. A Bunny
greets you as you enter and asks for your
key number; then your name is posted
on the members’ board for the time that
you are in the club, so that friends will
know that you are there. The Chicago
club has three floors to choose from and
there’ll soon be a fourth (a replica of
the Playboy’s Penthouse TV set is now
being constructed).

The Playmate Bar, on the first level, is
wannly illuminated by back-lit repro-
ductions of our most popular gatefold
girls. A stereo high fidelity system to top
all hi-fi systems — custom-crafted for the
club by Allied Radio of Chicago — fills
the entire prcmiscs with disc and tape
sounds from a library of music especally
sclected by pLAYBOY's editors. The sys-
tem's proportions are as remarkable as
those of the Bunny Girls who man the
controls, one of whom is July 1958 Play-
mate Linné Ahlstrand, whose provoca-
tive personage graces the pin-up wall
nearby. The hi-fi installation is valued at
something over $27,000 and is the most
elaborate custom-built rig in the city; it
includes, among other intercsting inno-
vations, a closed-circuit TV with controls
that permit you to catch other members
with the camera, or come in for enter-
taining close-ups on the Bunnies.

The Living Roomn, on the second level,
has the relaxed and comfortable decor of
the plushest urban pad. You can join
Bunnies and friends around the piano
bar or take your ease in front of the fire-
place; there’s the cozy Cartoon Corner
and, when you're hungry, the elaborate
Playboy Club Buffet. On the third level,

Top: in the warmly poneled Playmate Bar, Publisher Hefner chats with Miomi Playmate Joyce
Nizzori. Above: o Bunny tokes on order fram o member and his guests at o table in the
Playmate Bar. Below: Bunny Marle Renfra, o model from Hollywood, regulates the direction of
closed-circuit TV for a key halder. Marle appeared in last month's feoture, The Nude Look.




Above: buxom Bunny Cynthia Moddox pouses as the bortender pours o full ounce-ond-o-half-plus drink for o member. Cynthio works doys in
PLAYBOY's Personnel Deportment and olso models for the magazine; Bunnies ore selected from omongst PLAYBOY's most populor Ploymates,
models, beouty contest winners (including last yeor’s Miss lllinois), oirline hostesses, secretories, for their chorm ond good locks. Below lefi:
Bunny June Wilkinson receives a member's phone coll in the club lobby; ond right: the buffet ottendont offers o succulent orray of tasty viands.




in the Playboy Library, you'll find a miniature show of the most sophisti-
cated sort: the romantic ballads of Mabel Mercer, the belting blues of
Mae Barnes and the pixie humor of Professor Irwin Corey entertained
in the Playboy Library the first few weeks after the club’s official “clos-
ing.” Members begin filling the club’s premises as soon as the business
day ends, and The Playboy Club swings until 4 AM. —5 A.M. on Satur-
days. Members have found it the perfect place for emtertaining both
pcrson.'-ll and business guests, but most of all, it is a place where they
themselves feel at home and are able to have a fine and thoroughly
relaxing time — an escape from the cares of the workaday world into
the easy-does-it scene that 1s pLAyBOY. Within the next few months,
there will be Playboy Clubs and club franchises established in key cities
BES why NIEG eodume Dhboys o Bheneie throughout the U.S., and wc'u bring you _repl::rls frl:iIIl timv_:'- to 1in.16' on
Prescott, from Washington, D.C., waits on members furll.ler de\-'ell::pm_ents fmd Qt_?:tlgs. Those interested in additional infor-
in the Cartoon Comner. Below: a jazz combo cooks tmation should direct inquiries to The Playboy Club, % pLAYBOY, 232
and club members swing with it in cozy Living Room. E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois.

Above: voluptuous June Wilkinson, known to

PLAYBOY readers as “The Bosom,” leaves no doubt
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A ,BID FOR IMMORTALITY

fie on shakespeare and khayyém: here is all of man’s knowledge in two simple sentences

article By ROBERT PAUL SMITH

I HAVE ALWAYS HAD A FURTIVE DESIRE to achieve immortality in
two sentences, or even one. The kind of sentence I mean is,
“To thine own self be true,” or “Never complain, never
explain,” or “Take the cash and let the credit go.”

I figured when I got old enough and smart enough, I would
utter the sentence or sentences, some young lady in a Grecian
tunic lying at my feet would copy it down, and then it would
either be hand-illuminated on a large piece of vellum, chiseled
into a block of granite, or, lately, copyrighted and embossed
on millions of pieces of plastic to be hung on the walls of
every cultured home.

Back in the Thirties (not mine, the century's) I thought 1
had it for 2 minute or two, and then Duke Ellington made a
song out of it. “It don’t mean a thing if it ain’t got that swing.”
On reflection, I am fairly certain I never thought of it until
Duke made up the song. Then a little later on, in a gin mill
in Chicago, a piano player said to me, “Don’t get hostile with
yourself.” But he said it, not me. And Satchel Paige said,
“Don’t never look back. Something may be gaining on you,”
and a ball player whose name 1 don't know, commenting on
life in general, said, “I figure everything is about seven to
five against.”

The other difficulty, besides Shakespeare and W. C. Fields
and Omar Khayyam and Samuel Butler and the author of
Ecclesiastes saying the good things first, is that 1 always figured
as I grew older 1 would know more, but it doesn’t seem to
have worked out that way.

I knew so many things, absolutely, at one time or another.
Early on, it was evident to me that no right-minded, more or
less red-blooded, underweight American boy could ask for
more in this vale of tears than a Barlow jackknife. This was
all I knew or needed to know, until I discovered, in succes-
sion, that the secret of true and abiding happiness was a pair
of hunting boots that laced up to the knee, shoe skates, the
complete works of Sax Rohmer, Toby Wing, Bud Freeman’s
recording of The Eel, a model A with a rumble seat, the
building of a rational society, the acquisition of large sums of
money, true love, being interviewed by a newspaper reporter,
getting money for talking instead of writing, having the
adoration (in rehearsal) of a2 company of actors. Some of these
1 got, and some I didn’t (ah there, Toby), but none of them
proved to be the philosopher’s stone, and these days I don't
even know what would bring me nirvana if I could fetch it

What has happened, and 1 am sure I could have read this
somewhere had I known where to look, is that what I have
acquired as I have grown older is the knowledge that I know
less and less. This is, of course, real knowledge, but nobody
ever told me that.

Well, now that I have almost reached the age where I
almost accepr, with considerable bad grace, the fact that young
ladies who look delicious to me have taken to calling me sir,
it seems to me 1 better deliver myself of that deathless sen-
tence while I still believe I know anything.

The wisdom I have accumulated then, the only informa-

tion I am absolutely certain of, amounts to two unrelated
sentences. 1 do hereby irretrievably declare: 1. Never order
shirred eggs. 2. Everything takes longer than you think it’s
going to.

These sentences would make two plaques. There is no
causal connection between them. 1 am not saying, “Do not
order shirred eggs because they take a long time to come.”

The only thing the two aphorisms have in common is that
I utter them and I know them both to be true.

I ordered shirred eggs the first time 1 saw them on a menu
because I love eggs, and I envisioned shirred eggs as some-
thing like, I suppose, shirred curtains. 1 believe shirred cur-
tains are like the ones in the houses of my boyhood, thin
translucent white material, with little dots of opaque material,
sort of corrugated from top to bottom, although corrugated
is 2 hard word for what I really think of as ruffled, but then
I do not really know what ruffled means, and though 1 think
of the material as dotted Swiss, I equally do not know what
dotted Swiss is. But you see, what I expected from a shirred
egg was a kind of very light ruffled egg. The first shirred eggs
were a terribly hot sort of shiny white leather.

The second time I ordered them, I suppose 1 thought that
the first ones had not been correctly cooked. And then from
time to time I ordered them because the word shirred, as
always, unhinged my brain.

It has taken thirty-odd years. I know now that shirred eggs,
correctly cooked, are terribly hot and like white leather. The
chef hasn’t goofed. That's what shirred eggs are. So do not
order them.

Now, about everything taking longer than you think it's
going to. It takes longer to write, “I will not put blotting
paper in the inkwell,” 2 hundred times on the blackboard
than you think it’s going to. It takes longer than you thought
possible for anything in the world until you wait for an order
of sneezing powder to come through the mail from the novelty
supply house you trusted to ship it at once. To sell one hun-
dred and fifty packets of bluing to get a magic lantern takes
longer than a whole summer, which you had always previously
thought was the longest time in the world. At one time it
had seemed to me that nothing took longer than to graduate
from short pants to knickerbockers, until I waited to get from
knickerbockers to long pants. Is there anything longer than a
high school graduation address? Yes, there is: a college com-
mencement address.

Is there a time that exceeds the wait in the outer office for
news about your first job? Not until you get fired and start
looking for your second job. Short of eternity, you think no
more time can pass than the time it takes for that girl to say
“Yes, 1 will.” And then you sweat out the eon that passes
until she says “No, I'm not.”

Well, there you have it. All of knowledge in two sentences.

And please don’t tell me about a place you know where the
shirred eggs are delicious. I haven’t got the time to go through

it all again.
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attire
Just this
side of __:
black tie :

E

/o

The, ™
Elegant,
- Ensemble

GENTLEMEN, BE SUITED —and
be suited most elegantly. This
fellow's best bib and tucker
works winningly for those spe-
cial occasions that don't quite
call for a dinner jacket, yet
demand more than a business
suit. His careful selection of
suit and accessories gives him
a cosmopolitan look that is
thoroughly distinguished and
eminently correct. His black
suit jacket boasts a small
amount of shoulder construc-
tion and a slight indentation
at the waist reflecting the in-
. fluence of London’s Savile
Row tailors; peaked split-
shawl collar, three-button
front, half-cuffed buttonless
sleeves; ' plain-front narrow
trousers, by Petrocelli, $125.
Pearl-gray wool weskit, lined
in white, by Currick & Leiken,
$13. White-on-white cotton
dress shirt with tucked-panel
front, moderate-spread short-
point collar, French cuffs, by
Van Heusen, $6. Olive Italian
silk tie, by Peacock Ltd., $6.50.

e

PHOTOGRAPHED FOR PLAYBOY AT THE 4
FOUR SEASONS RESTAURANT IN NEW YORK
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how men who

make money with
money work parlays

in real estate,
raiding—and the

25 percent tax

article By RALPH GINZBURG

CAPITAL GAINSMANSHIP

“WHEN I CLEAN THE BASTARDS OUT, THE STOCK GOES UP. What I want is the Capital Gains.” With this simple
credo, Alfons Landa, a Washington investor whom Fortune magazine regards as the craftiest proxy fighter
in the nation, has crystalized for posterity the principal objective of many American financial tycoons in
the year 1960.

Realtor William Zeckendorf might not care to have his name mentioned in the same breath with that of
Louis Wolfson, a man who has been branded by his detractors as a company raider. Nor might auto man
Henry Ford 1I necessarily relish having his name linked to that of Howard Hughes, whom a former associate
has described as “the spook of high finance.” Yet a common bond does exist among these men, as it does
among them all and bastard-eradicator Landa, in their determined drive through the only major fencehole
left in the Federal Income Tax structure: the Capital Gains tax.

For Capital Gains tax is virtually the only gimmick left by which a man who amasses a fortune may hold
onto it despite today’s altitudinous personal income taxes. Taxes on personal income, as toilers who earn
over $100,000 a year are especially aware, can chew away as much as 91 percent of earnings. But Capital
Gains tax may never exceed 25 percent, no matter how many millions of dollars are involved, and often the
tax 1s lower. To qualify for this tax bonanza, all you need do is hold onto an investment for six months
plus one day (or more). You have contributed to the growth of your country’s economy, and your patriotism
and vision are rewarded by this preferential tax rate. Sell out in exactly six months (or less), however, and
the government regards you as a speculator, or even a dirty-money man, and you are subjected to the same
tax rates that apply to most salaried Americans. Many experts, including Senate Banking Committee Mem-
ber J. W. Fulbright, consider this tax disparity rank discrimination.

Naturally, the scrainble by investors in all fields to get in on this good thing has led to much confusion
over the precise definition of Capital Gains. Broadly stated, however, Capital Gain is the increased value
of an investment over a period of time. For example, if Peter Minuit had kad the longevity and good
sense to hold onto bucolic Manhattan Island which he purportedly purchased from the Indians for
$24 in 1626, all of its present $9.4 billion assessed valuation, less the $24 purchase price, would be
Capital Gains.

Today, the principal beneficiaries of this levy are the real-life Cash McCalls, the Big Money men who
collect huge fortunes with little or no sweat and do so not only with the consent of the law, but with
the encouragement of the Capital Gains provision of the tax law. They are the J. P. Morgans, the Vander-
bilts, the John D. Rockefellers of our generation and they operate spectacularly in two fields, neither of which
is necessarily concerned with creating a better mousetrap. The first of these fields is real estate and the
second goes under the not-so-nice designations of company raiding and proxy fighting.

To be sure, there is another, positive way of looking at proxy fights and company raiding. Often enough,
it is entrenched and conservative — even stultified — big Management which freely and disengenuously cries
“company raid” and imputes vicious practice and vile motives to proxy fighters when a perfectly legitimate
effort is being made to wrest control from a no-longer-competent group, or to transfer control from an
adequate Management to a superior one. In fact, it has been argued with some success that the vitality of the
entire corporate system may depend on occasional proxy campaigns. As in most (continued on page 85)
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“But, bwana, we let you watch our fertility rites.”




food By THOMAS MARIO

MORE AND MORE GOURMETS, hitherto shy
about pleasing their palates for fear that
savoir-faire would be more than matched in
avoirdupois, are plunging into gastronomy
with nary a thought to their waistlines.
How come? For one thing, the shelves in
gourmet shops are becoming filled with a
growing variety of low-fuel foods. There
are canned mackerel in white wine, clam
juice cocktail, imported lean canned hams,
jellied or clear soups from petite marmite
to pheasant broth, Italian bread sticks and
Finn Crisp Thins, low-calorie salad dress-
ings and, above all, canned fruits with no
sugar syrup. Black pitted cherries sweetened
with Sucaryl are hard to distinguish from
the same fruit packed in heavy syrup. And
the flavor of canned pineapple with un-
sweetened juice can be superior to sugar-
laden pineapple, because it's taken from
more mature fruit at the plantation. Simply
including such foods in your menus pro-
vides you with a weight control so auto-
matic that “weight-watching” — a dull pas-
time — can be avoided.

There's never a need for the sensible
trencherman to fecl that he’s depriving him-
self to stay slim. Take the bon vivant's typi-
cal dinner of appetizer, soup, filet mignon,
vegetables, salad, dessert and coffee. This
could be caloric folly if it took the form of
hot puff paste hors d'oeuvres, a French sor-
rel soup, Béarnaise sauce for the filet, Par-
isienne potatoes, caulifiower au gratin,
tossed salad with Thousand Island dressing,
cantaloupe 2 la mode with fresh peach ice
cream and coffee. But take the same number
of courses, only serve instead a dozen cherry-
stone clams on the half shell, clear green
turtle soup with sherry, filet mignon with
fresh mushrooms, grilled tomato and aspar-
agus, tossed salad with garlic dressing,
cantaloupe a la mode with raspberry sherbet
and coffee — hardly an example of austerity
at the table — and you'll save a cool thou-
sand calories. A great many chaps would
consider the second of the two meals the

magnificent meals high in
flavor and low in calories
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tastier, since the basic flavors of the fine
foods are not hidden behind high-calorie
disguises.

When it comes to the pleasures of
drinking alcoholic beverages, the man of
sense and sensibility will discover that,
here again, he may indulge his apprecia-
tion without either depriving himself or
forfeiting his figure. He will learn, for
instance, that vermouth cassis or wver-
mouth on the rocks before a meal — both
negligible in poundage-producing agents
— are apéritifs in the truest sense of the
word, not only because of their stimulat-
ing icy-bitter tang but also because
they're less filling than many other pre-
dinner drinks.

Should your taste run to bourbon,
vodka, et al, a simple and painless rule
for helping yourself stay slim is to enjoy
these potables in their lower proofs.
Other hints: order tall drinks, with soda
or tonic or low-calorie ginger ale. Beer, a
summer favorite for many, is comfortably
filling, and yet a 120z bottle contains
only 150 calories. And gin and tonic, if
you make it with a lower-proof gin, re-
mains one of the most pleasant of sum-
mer refreshments — between, before or
after meals.

Perhaps the happiest part of enjoying
the best without straining the vest is
that low-caloriec menus are often the
most appetizing, as you will soon dis-
cover if you take a crack at any or all of
the following half-dozen regal recipes:

COLD SALMON, TARTAR SAUCE
(Serves four)

4 fresh salmon steaks, 6 ozs. each

1 medium-size onion, sliced

1 piece celery, sliced

1 bay leaf

juice of half lemon

salt, pepper

V4 cup low-calorie whipped salad dress-

i

Yo l:Easpoon grated onion

14 teaspoon white wine vinegar

2 dashes Tabasco

1 tablespoon finely chopped sour pickle

1 teaspoon finely minced parsley

Pour 2 cups water into a wide sauce-
pan. Add the onion, celery, bay leaf and
lemon juice. Add 14 teaspoon salt and
14 teaspoon pepper. Bring to a boil. Re-
duce flame, and simmer very slowly ten
minutes. Add salmon steaks to the lig-
uid, carefully placing each on the bot-
tom of the pan; they should not overlap.
Cover the pan and simmer ten to twelve
minutes. Let the salmon steaks cool in
their own liquid. Chill in the refriger-
ator. Combine the whipped salad dress-
ing with the remaining ingredients.
Remove salmon steaks carefully from the
liquid, using a wide spatula to keep
them intact. With a small paring knife,
remove skin and center bone. Serve sauce
separately at the table.

Cold fresh salmon fairly cries for a

glass of chilled Rhine wine or Rhine
wine and seltzer. Don't let the ey go
unheeded.

PLAYBOY'S GARLIC FRENCH DRESSING
(One cup)

I egg

2 teaspoons imported Dijon mustard

14 cup red wine vinegar

I tablespoon salad oil

14 cup water

14 cup bread crumbs :

14 teaspoon chopped fresh garlic

1/ teaspoon salt

114 teaspoons sugar

14 teaspoon monosodium glutamate

14 teaspoon white pepper

Put all ingredients in an electric
blender. Blend at high speed for about
thirty seconds. Chill thoroughly before
serving. Serve with any type of tossed
salad. Store in the refrigerator.

ROUND STEAKS, RUSTIC STYLE
(Serves four)

4 pieces round steak, 14 in. thick, 6
to 8 ozs. each. (Be sure the beef is
from the round and not chuck or
any other fatty cut.)

salt, pepper

2 cups water

I envelope instant beef broth

8-0z. can tomatoes, coarsely chopped

14 cup minced fresh parsley

4 anchovies, minced

14 teaspoon oregano

4 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

Heat a Dutch oven or heavy saucepan

over a moderate flame with no fat added.
Sprinkle bottom of utensil with salt
Brown steaks on both sides. Add remain-
ing ingredients. Bring gravy to a boil
Reduce flame so that liquid barely sim-
mers. Cook, stirring occasionally, until
meat is tender, about 2 to 214 hours.
Season to taste. These steaks are excel-
lent when cooked one day, kept in their
gravy and then reheated for lunch or
dinner the next day.

CHILI CON CARNE
(Serves four)

(Chili is conventionally made from
ground chuck of beef, is served in a
soup bowl, and is eaten with a spoon.
Mexicans sometimes call it chilt con
gordo, meaning chili with fat. The lean
cube steaks cut into small squares, in this
recipe, bring the calorie count way down,
although the chili still remains a delici-
ously substantial one-dish meal.)

114 lbs. cube steaks

1 teaspoon oil

2 teaspoons chili powder

14 teaspoon creole seasoning

8-0z. can tomato sauce

2 cups water

no. 2 can red kidney beans

2 teaspoons onion juice

14 teaspoon garlic powder

salt

Cut cube steaks into lun. squares.
Brush an electric skillet with oil. Set at
350°. Add the meat and sauté, stirring
frequently, until browned. Add chili
powder and creole seasoning. Add
tomato sauce, water, beans, onion juice
and garlic powder. Bring to a boil. Re-
duce skillet heat to 300°. Continue to
cook, stirring frequently, until meat is
tender and flavors are well blended,
about twenty minutes. Add salt to please
your own palate.

CHICKEN WITH BURGUNDY
(Serves four)

3-1b. frying chicken

1 cup Burgundy-type red wine

salt, pepper

14 cup water

1 envelope instant chicken broth

1 teaspoon onion juice

2 tablespoons tomato paste

14 teaspoon garlic powder

14 teaspoon tarragon

Have the chicken cut into pieces, as
for frying. Soak the chicken in the wine
one hour. Preheat oven at 425°. Remove
chicken from wine and place it, skin
side up, in a shallow baking pan or casse-
role. Do not use a deep pan, or chicken
will not brown properly. Sprinkle chick-
en with salt and pepper. Combine wine
with water, chicken broth, onion juice,
tomato paste, garlic powder and tar-
ragon, mixing well. Pour liquids over
chicken. Bake the chicken for 1 to 114
hours, basting about every ten minutes
with the sauce. If chicken seems to be
browning too rapidly, cover it with alu-
minum foil. Pour sauce over chicken on
serving plates or platter. Don’t forget a
glass of Burgundy on the side.

BROCHETTE OF SCALLOPS
(Serves four)

1 1b. scallops, cut into l-in. cubes if
scallops are large

salt, pepper

3 tablespoons catsup

/4 teaspoon soy sauce

14 teaspoon garlic powder

14 teaspoon ground ginger

14 cup bread crumbs

2 teaspoons salad oil

paprika

Preheat broiler at 550°. Wash scallops
well. Sprinkle with salt and pepper. In a
mixing bowl combine the catsup, soy
sauce, garlic powder and ginger. Add the
scallops. Mix well so that each piece is
thoroughly coated. Arrange scallops on
skewers. Dip the skewered scallops in the
bread crumbs. Sprinkle with salad oil.
Sprinkle lightly with paprika. Broil un-
til brown, about five to eight minutes.
After you've tried a few of these delect-
able low-calorie recipes, you should be"
convinced that staying slim needn’t mean

slim pickin's.
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Designing woman Elaine Paul telephonically
receives and notes a customer’s request.

WHY DO STUDIO AUDIENCES erupt into
applause when TV personalities an-
nounce the fact that they hail from
Brooklyn? We've olten wondered,
but now we're beginning to under-
stand. Treats, if not trecs, grow in
Brooklyn — Elaine Paul being one
such. Elaine works in that bustling
borough as a journeyman (well, jour-
neywoman) labric designer, journcy-
ing blithely from Greenpoint to
Gowanus in whatever form of loco
locomotion she happens to  find
handy. Those who know about such
things say she has a way with perky
patterns, and we — who know about
certain other things —say that she
hersell 1s woven with a warp and
wool wondrous ¢nough to make her
a memorable Miss August.

PHOTOGRATHY BY FRANEK ECHR




PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

Weve just learned a secret method for
returning from Las Vegas with a small
fortune: go with a large fortunc.

The haze and warmth ol the summer
cvening added to the atmosphere of pas-
sion on the small lake, deserted except
lor a canoe drifting lazily on its surface.
In it, casped in close embrace, lay
George and Marilyn, gazing into cach
other’s eyes and murmuring the special
phrases of lovers.

With a delicious silken rustle that set
the canoc to gently rocking, she pressed
herself still closer to him.

“Georgie,” she sighed, “will you love
me always?”

“Of course, my darling,” he whispered
tenderly. “Which way would you like me
to try first?”

O ur Unabashed Dictionary defines in-
tellectual girl as one who can think up
excuses that her bovlriend’s wife will
believe.

An cexceutive friend of ours is so dedi-
cated to his work that he keeps his secre-
tary near his bed in case he gets an idea
during the night.

A model we know says she's looking for
a man who can fill a void in her life —
her empty clothes closet.

One thing that can be said in favor of
going steady is that it gets the young-
sters home and in bed at an early hour.

Doctor Jones was called to examine his
fricnd Frank, who a sixty-four had mar-
ried a woman less than hall his age. The
doctor noticed that she was an extremely
iltlrﬂcti"c a“(l \'Olllp[llnllsl)' I)l'(ll)()]'—
tioned girl. Alter a thorough examini-
tion, he knew that the cause ol his
friend's illness was exhaustion. He wrote
a prescription and was preparing Lo
leave when the patent asked:

“Well, Doc, what’s wrong with me?
Am I overweight?”

“No, Frank,” answered the doctor
with a sidelong glance at the buxom
young bride, “overmatched.”

Girls' dresses have gotten so short we
wonder what the designers will be up o
next.

Hcd shown her his ctchings, and just
about everything e¢lse of interest in his
apartment and, as Jack poured the last
of the martinis into their glasses, he
realized that the moment of truth with
Louise had arrived. He decided on the
direct verbal attack.

*“Tell me,” he said smoothly, fingering
a lock of her hair, “do you object to
making love?”

She turned her lovely eyes up to his.
“That’s something I've never done,” she
saidl.

“Never made lover” cried Jack, ap-
palled at the waste ol magnificent raw
material.

“No, silly,” she said in soft rebuke.
“"Never objected.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines ap-
petizers as littde things you cat until you
lose your appetite.

Iis hard to keep a good girl down —
but lots of fun wrying.

Heard any good ones lately? Send your
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, riavysoy,
232 E. Ohio Si., Chicago 11, NI, and
carn an easy $25.00 for each joke used.
In case of duplicates, payment goes to
first recerved. Jokes cannot be returned.



“Never mind — I don’t blame you for speeding!”
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where are the movie
musicals of yesteryear?

Ll

IN ANY DISCUSSION on the merits of the
past decade’s film musicals, I am always
the first to acknowledge the general ex-
cellence of An American in Paris, It's
Always Fair Weather, Les Girls, Gigi,
Singing in the Rain, et al.

Yet 1 can’t help feeling that during its
evolutionary course, the American screen
musical has lost, never again to regain,
a certain endearing quality. For want
of a better word (actually T have many
better words, but why squandcr them
on an introduction?) I call it “simple-
mindedness.” This quality was most ad-
mirably embodied in the Movie Musical
of the Thirties: a phenomenon com-
posed chiefly of one part college shenani-
gans, one part Dick Powell-Ruby Keel-
er, and one part Fred Astaire-Ginger
Rogers. Aside from an occasional crumb

tossed us by the Late Show, this treasure 1 [~ ; | o l;:

chest might lie buried forever. e : ¢ ARCN
So on the outside chance that the A ¢ / ;ﬁ‘hra‘“\oi\ﬂ?'é\\rb\

recent upheaval in the TV ranks may > 7 ‘ { -_}’%""‘l.ﬁg:’\

engender a new wave of intellectualism y - >3 .“f‘g{"‘ﬁ i L \

that will destroy forever even these re- v o . # /

maining morsels, 1 would like to reassem- .- et - : 3

ble the three aforementioned parts into
one final grand whole — and then crawl
back gracefully into the woodwork of
my memories.

Fade in on the Campus Sweet Shoppe
of Whattapoppalie College, in Whattu-
poppalie, North Dakota. Seated at a
table sipping sodas, strummung uhes,
and stealing smooches are DIXIE DUNBAR,
TOM BROWN, DONNA DRAKE, PINKY TOM-
LIN, JUNE PREISER and JACK OAKIE. The
latter admittedly (continued on page 98)
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“You called?”



= man for the JPAOOXL
“10 THE MooON?” 1 sap. I felt the Earth move out from

under me and settle on my shoulders. It was heavy.

“To the Moon,” Marco Garcia said. His voice was thick B
with disappointment. “Congratulations, Abner.” fzctzon By LELAND WEBE

Johnny Ingraham exploded. “To the bloody Moon!” he
shouted. “Abner, my boy, my beamish boy, you'll be in all
the history books!™

But 1 sat and stared bleakly across the desk at Old Hard
Nose Hanrahan. Navy Regs make it plain that an admiral
can’t possibly talk bilge to a lieutenant commander, but he
was blowing through a paper bugle.

“To the Moon, Mr. Evans,” he said. He slapped the foot-
high stack of manila envelopes, all marked ToP SECRET, with
a slender, bony hand. “The Screaming Mimi has been ready
for two years. It took us almost a year to pick three men,
you, Garcia and Ingraham. We've spent over a year, watch-
ing, weighing, measuring, studying the three of you. But it
was not until this morning that we picked our man. You
kept us waiting a long time, Mr. Evans.”

*“Sir, I feel very earthy,” T said. “I think I always have. If
I could choose I would choose not to go. But I suppose
that makes no difference?”

He shook his head. “The Navy is filled with men who
would jump at the chance to go, Mr. Evans,” he said. “But
a daredevil would never make it. Flying the Mimi there is
only half of it; the man who takes her there has got to bring
her back. This is a new kind of beachhead and it takes
another kind of man. Quiet, steady, no dash, no flash. A
man, Mr. Evans, who may not want to go, but who damned
well will want to get back.”

He stood up and we scrambled to our feet. He turned his
back on us and walked to the window.

“Final briefing will be in one hour,” he said. “We feel
that it is best for you not to have too much time to think.
We also feel, Mr. Evans, that for security reasons, it is best
to keep you under close guard. Garcia and Ingraham will
be responsible to me for your safety and for the Navy's
security.”

He turned and faced us. The friendliness was gone from
his face, and he was Old Hard Nose again. “It's in the Navy
wradition to be first,” he said. “Sail us to the Moon, mister.
And then sail us back.”

Before he dismissed us, 1 spoke one more time. “I pre-
sume 1 will be permitted to call my wife?”

“You may not,” he said. “Mrs. Evans, I am sure, has ac-
customed herself to your absence from home, and this will
simply be one more time.”

“Very well, sir,” I said. And thanks, I thought, for God
knows I have no idea of how to call a wife and tell her that
I am off for the Moon.

We left Old Hard Nose, who had returned to staring out
his window. At the entrance to the Administration Building,
I stopped and looked at the telephone booths.

“Gentlemen and fellow officers,” I said. “I have things to
say to my wife that can be of no possible interest to officers
and gentlemen.”

They both shook their heads. We walked on out of the
building and cut across the quadrangle. The sun was hellish
bright and everything seemed more real, more actual, than
usual. Along the way I saw a bird on the lower limb of a
mimosa tree. He was a small, ordinary brown fellow and so
still I had to look twice to be sure he wasn’t plastic. He was
not singing and 1 nodded to him in appreciation of his tact.

Marco and Johnny also held their tongues. The three of

the trick was to find a guy
who wanted to get back to earth
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us had been together for two years, put-
ting the Mimi through her paces, and in
two years you learn when a man wants
nothing from you but silence. And be-
cause it was me, and not them, I was in
a sullen, senseless rage, as if somehow
they had connived against me.

If you were to say to Marco Garcia,
“Take the Screaming Mimi to the
Moon, and blow it up,” he would have
looked at you out of unblinking, sloe-
black eyes, and said, “When do I leave?”

And if you were to say to Johnny In-
graham, “Kid, take this damned crate
and head for the Moon,” he would let
out a squall of laughter you could have
heard for a mile. Johnny never objected
to a joke simply because he was the
victim of it.

And neither of them was married to
Della. Johnny had never gotten around
to marrying, and Marco was tied to
a dyed-in-the-wool, pluperfect bitch.
Neither one of them knew what it was
like to have Della walk up to him and
say “I love you,” in her special way of
saying it, as though it was something
she had invented just for you.

When we reached the Senior BOQ,
I was in a cold sweat. There was a buzz-
ing confusion in my ears. If 1 had been
asked right then and there if Lincoln
had been shot or run to death, I
couldn't have answered. At the door to
their roomn I turned and said, “I don't
care what you men do, so long as I
don’t see you or hear you.”

Marco nodded, and Johnny said,
“OK, Ab, but please don’t close the
door.”

I went and lay down on the bunk.
I made myself stop thinking about
Della. 1 thought about the Moon. In
less than sixty minutes, I would have
my final briefing, and then they would
seal me into the Screaming Mimi. The
time element was sound. If you are go-
ing to do it, it’s a good idea not to have
much time to think about it.

But the more I thought of it, the less
I thought of it. Unless science is wrong,
and instead of rock and rubble the
Moon was a big green cheese, highly
nutritious and an effective cure for
coughs and colds and tightness around
the chest, it was no good to anybody.

Not even for romance, especially not
for romance. The first real date 1 had
with Della, we parked the car out on
Dame's Point. There was no moon and
the inside of the car was a dark and
cozy cave. Inside of fifteen minutes
matters had progressed to where no
further progress could be made — not
without a marriage license. And on our
honeymoon, not only was the Moon
away on a seventy-two-hour pass, but
the rain beat softly on the roof, the
lovingest sound a newlywed couple ever
heard.

The Moon and Della, then Della and
the Moon, my mind swung from one to

the other, and there was no way out.
There are only two things I know to
do about a problem — solve it or take
a snooze and forget it. There was no
solution to this one, so I closed my
eyes and began the long, sweet dive
into the great big nothing where there
are no problems.

And 1 heard somebody somewhere
say, clearly and distinctly, “Friend, re-
member Peralonzo Nifio.”

“l don't see how in hell I can,” I
said. “How can I remember somebody
I never heard of?”

I opened my eyes. The room was
much dimmer —a rain cloud obscuring
the sun, 1 figured. Marco or Johnny
was sitting in the easy chair by the win-
dow, and I started to say “I told you
to stay the hell out of here,” and then
1 saw the beard and knew it wasn't
either of them.

He spoke before T did. “I am Pera-
lonzo Nifio,” he said.

“By golly, you certainly are,” I said.
I saw no reason to doubt him. He was
a small, spare fellow, with eyes as sad
as a jilted spaniel.

He leaned forward. “Today we sail,”
he said. “We sail on an ocean of noth-
ing, toward nothing, on the word of a
fool whose arithmetic is poor beyond
belief.”

“What are you talking about, buddy?”
I said. “And how in hell did you get
past the guards?”

He shrugged and spread his hands.
“We sail on the hour,” he said. “On the
hour, I kiss Mercedes farewell, and al-
ready she is big with child. If I could
choose 1 would choose not to go, but
I am not given the choice. My mind
was troubled and I went o sleep and
I heard a voice say, “Think of Abner
Evans,” and I woke up.”

I raised up on one elbow. “What do
you do, Peralonzo, when youre work-
ing?” I asked and knew the answer
before he told me.

“I am Peralonzo Nifio of Palos,” he
said with great dignity. “And against my
will and betier judgment, I am the pilot
of the Santa Maria.”

“Well, hell, buddy,” T said. “I used
to have an old bat of a history teacher,
Miss Dunstable, and she used to yap
about how brave and absolutely fear-
less you guys were to sail those little
beat-up cockleshells across an unknown
ocean.”

He spat. “Miss Dunstable, then, is a
bigger fool than Colén. And the Santa
Maria is no cockleshell, but the finest
ship afloat. But I am not brave. I am
a sailor, and this ocean is beyond my
knowledge and I am afraid 1 will never
return to Mercedes, who is my life, my
soul.”

I started in to tell him that he had
no problem, that voyage across the At-
lantic was a big success, but stopped.

“Peralonzo, buddy, I'm sorry but I
don’t know,” I said. “I was just in the
middle third of my class at John Gorrie
Junior High, and TI've forgotten nine
tenths of the little bit 1 learned.”

I was ashamed. He was a nice guy,
fouled up with History with a capital
H, just like I was, and I couldn't help
him any more than he could help me.
I knew that Columbus had made it
across the Atlantic and back, but for
all 1 knew Peralonzos bones were
buried on San Salvador or on the bot-
tom of the ocean.

So 1 did the only thing I could do.
I told him where I was going. I told
him to help him, to show him that
compared to my voyage, his was just
nothing, just nowhere at all. When I
had finished he nodded his head.

“We stew in the same pot,” he said.
“But you have the advantage. You know
where you are going and what you will
encounter. And Hanrahan’s arithmetic
is better.”

“Well, hell, it's no lead-pipe cinch,”
I said, but I couldn’t argue with this
guy. “You're right, Peralonzo, it's the
same damned mess."”

“Because there is Della,” he said, and
yawned. “Sefior, if you return, kiss her
for me, and call her Mercedes.”

“And if you return, give Mercedes a
smooch, and call her Della,” I said.
The yawn was contagious. “So long,
Peralonzo, and good luck, kid.”

From a long way off, I heard him
sigh and say, “Vaya con Dios, seiior.”

I was not sorry to go back to sleep.
Peralonzo was a good egg, I enjoyed
talking to him, and I wondered how he
made out back there in 1492. But every-
thing was getting fuzzy and blurry and
I let it go.

Then Della said, “Why don’t you
bring me a bunch of flowers from the
Moon? You know I like flowers.”

“Della, there ain't any damned Aowers
on the Moon,"” I said. “It’s just a bunch
of rock and rubble and green cheese.”

“Oh, ipskiddy, ickyrah,” she said. “I'll
bet pocket handkerchiefs grow up there.
They’ll grow anywhere.”

“Is a pocket handkerchief a flower?”
I asked.

“Is a snapdragon an animal?” she
asked.

Putting it that way, it seemed reason-
able, and I could see the fields of pocket
handkerchiefs, snowy white with blue
borders and tiny monograms in one cor-
ner. It would be a lot of trouble look-
ing for Ds, but Della was worth it.

“OK, Mercedes,” I said. “I'll bring
you a yard of them.”

She began to shake me. “Wake up,
Abner. What are you talking about?
Who is this Mercedes woman, anyway?”

I opened my eyes. She was sitting on-
the bed by me. A flourish of trumpets
and a rapid tattoo of drums struck up

(concluded on page 89)




THE
CONTEMPORARY
LOOKXK IN
CAMPUS
CLASSICS

atlire ey ROBERT L. GREEN

THERE IS A “"LOOK” that you
will see on campuses across
the country this fall that

is the mark of the in-
telligently-dressed un-
i dergraduate. The look
does not require a lot of

loot (though it is a rich look);
what it requires is that the basic
items of your wardrobe — slacks,
sports jackets, suits and outer-
coats — be chosen with a careful
eye to details of cut and fabric.
Take outercoats. Call them what
you will: stadium coats, car coats,
suburban coats, or just plain coats.
The contemporary look in these
campus classics requires a length
from 38 to 40 inches. Horse-

Guy up top sports o canvas “Polar” coat
with wool-foced lining ond hood, hefty
zipper, buttons and snap-closing bottom
ond cuffs, by McGregor, $60. Left:

short plaid coat with olpaca lining and
collar, four-bution front, by Woolrich, $40.



blanket plaids are galloping into fall —as linings in both coats and jackets, as shells for
pullovers, as the other side In reversible jackets and coats. Also, what started as a strictly
inside story of outerwear is now coming out strongly in front — as fur-like shawl collars
and hood linings in synthetic piles. Some of the pile fabrics are breaking into patterns —
district checks, Argyle plaids and glens are just a few.

There are two views to the outerwear picture: one, a more dressed-up look featuring
classic British military tradition; the other, a more rugged look that shuns gimmicks or
frills of any sort. Hoods are a natural for the latter, as are the more rough-hewn fabrics and
liners including shearlings, corduroys and wool tweeds. In most of the coats, the shawl
collar is the odds-on favorite, either in bulky knit or fur-like piles.

Rainwear is more dressed-up than ever, with Continental detailings making their mark:
shorter lengths, boldly stitched yokes, flapped pockets, deep side vents. Iridescents and

patterns are both first rate. Very new and right is Orlon-

wool rainwear and hopsack weaves. A great choice
for a truly classic look is a reversible gray
wool and oyster white cotton raincoat,
appropriate for almost any color

combination and the




perfect solution for avoiding clashes with patterns and colors of
the new country suits. The comfortable tweedy look of the
sports jacket has been used to develop this country suit,
which comes in a wide range of fabrics — Shetlands, whip-
cords, hopsackings, cheviots and corduroys. Colors are
compound and generally muted in tone. Patterns are

classic: herringbones, district checks, glens and over-

plaids. The vest is either matching or a solid co-

ordinated or contrasting color — but it is always
there. The British influence has been strong
in these suits — you’ll spot it in the slight
indentation at the waist of the jacket, the
longer length of the jacket, as well as the
inclusion of a center vent, three but-

tons and flapped hacking pockets.

In the sportswear department,
the look is away from the very
casual toward a more dressed-
up, though always comfort-
able, appearance. Colors
dwell on the homespuns—
bronze, olive, mustard, gold,
taupe, rust and beige — all
of them forming the base of
(concluded on page 109)
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Far left: correct contemporary

look in undergraduate duds
starts with a mixed heather
Scottish wool sports jacket with
natural shoulders, three buttons,
by Mavest, $40, worn with
worsted flannel trousers with plain
front, belt loops, by George W.
Heller, $30. Left: the guzzler likes
a glen ploid jacket with three-
button cutaway front, side vents,
flap pockets, by Chester Laurie, $50,
coupled with Orlon and wool worsted
wash-and-wear trousers with plain
front, by Seven Seas, $13. Right: a
Scottish wool tweed "English Coat”
jacket in o herringbone pattern, with
flared bottom and indentation at the
waist, deep center vent, hacking
pockets and collar tab, by Cricket-
eer, $45, with wool worsted flannel
trousers with a buttoned extension
waistband, adjustable Velcro side
tabs, by YMM-Jaymar, $18. Far
right: doffing his reversible wool-
cotton gabardine "Country™ coat
with bal collar and raglan
sleeves, by Woolrich, $32, our
aptly-attired undergrad is
right as rain in his wool
worsted “English” plaid suit,
with longer jacket, natural
shoulders, deep center vent
and hacking pockets; trousers
have belt loops and plain front;
matching vest; by Cricketeer, $80.

DRAWINGS BY ALLAN PHILLIFS
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pictorial

a sensuous look at italy’s

most voluptuous export

soprlhhia
the

l._‘

Stunning Sophic Loren: obove, as an un-
droped, unpolished extro-special extro in
one of her first movie roles and, left, as
Hollywood's current curves-and-cleovoge queen.
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HEN SOPHIA LOREN, a modern-day Aphrodite, first invaded

Hollywood in 1957 to sign a two-million-dollar film con-
tract, she blinked her sultry green eyes at reporters and
sighed, “Do you think America will understand I?" Even
blas¢ newsmen were moved to dissolve her doubts. It was a
storybook day for the earthy Italian actress with the unforget-
tably opulent figure: just ten years before, as fifteen-year-old
Sophia Scicolone, she was living a drab existence in a crumby
Naples suburb, “the scarecrow of a girl buried in poverty,” as
she recalls. A year later, padded properly by pasta, she first
began to inspire second glances. Her mama turned a set of
window curtains into a dress; in it, Sophia won a Naples
beauty contest. Burning for fame, mother and daughter
turned up in Rome as extras in Quo Vadis. Producer Carlo
Ponti (to whom she’s now married) sensed her natural, animal
charms and nailed Sophia for her first starring role, in Africa
Under the Sea. Producers, directors, actors and panting fans
cheered for her success. She starred in Aida; then, as the tide of
interest in her rose still further, in twenty Italian films in three
years. She wriggled and slinked in her own special fashion,
hugged a slew of hungry heroes and blithely bared her boun-
tiful bosom. Hollywood took notice and Sophia found her
sensuous self caressing the likes of Frank Sinatra, Alan Ladd,
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; Below: in a pose for the pLavBOY camera, Sophia manages to
4 appear both sedate and sexy, a feat she can accomplish with-
out exertion. The tall, classically curvaceous creature has

shown that she can be soulful and seductive, on standard or

7 wide screens, in costume epics or back-street romances, in

Italian or English, simply by being her naturally tempting self.

.

= A gty

Left above: Sophia pays tribute to her favorite men’s magazine by =

knitting the familiar rabbit pattern into socks for some lucky play- . "
boy. Left: in center of harem scene, a bare-breasted Sophia lolls )
and beckons in one of her early European films, It Was He — Yes, Yes. /

Above: Sophia’s bountiful endowments are apparent as she emerges
from the seq, soaked and superlatively sensuous, in Boy on a Dolphin.
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John Wayne, William Holden.
Cary Grant and several other
soundstage stalwarts. The wide,
inviting lips, the Saracen-like
eyes, the full-blown figure (she’s
5 feet, B inches tall, with a 38-
inch chest) combined to deco-
rate this stunning Italian gift to
the world. As an actress she has
progressed, too. The 1958 Ven-
ice Film Festival award for her
performance in Black Orchid
saluted “a tour de force accom-
plishment by an actress who
only recently was known main-
ly for her physique.”

Her physique in itself, of
course, is sufficient to delight
connoisseurs — as our delecta-
ble dossier of photographic
highlights from her career clear-
ly indicates. Whether writhing
voluptuously through a harem
scene, emerging languorously
from the sea, perching prettily
on a chair or lingering entic-
ingly in a pool, Sophia is always
a splendid sight. From a skinny
teenager known to her Naples
neighbors as Stécchéita — the
toothpick — Sophia has grown,
literally and figuratvely, into
the VistaVision vision who now
charms Clark Gable in the just-
relecased It Started in Naples.
Indeed, 1t did.

Top: Sophia sashaying across a
film set is an irresistible sight.
Right: the earthy star is made
still earthier — with real earth
—~ for The Legend of the Lost.




)

Sophia in scenes from Two Nights with Cleopatra. Later in her career, she bathed more demurely in The Pride and the Passion.

"M

In her latest fiick, Sophia perks up It Started in Naples with singing as well as sex, winning co-star Clark Gable along the way.
In this scene, she’s being studiously admired by a dedicated cafégoer — and looking tastier than ever to her legion of devotees.
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MILES

he is an unusually warm, spontaneously
generous and witty friend to those few
he allows to know him after hours. “I've
never been able to understand,” says a
long-term acquaintance, jazz critic and
writer Nat Hentoff, “the pervasive image
of Miles as a sour misanthrope. I know
few people who get as much pleasure out
of life as he does and fewer who are as
stimulating to be with.”

“It may seem too pat an explanation,”
adds a combo leader who has been a
close friend of Miles' for almost fifteen
years, “but Miles is extremely shy. Like
all of us, he only has a certain amount of
energy, and he finds it difficult to meet
new people. Rather than subject himself
to what is for him a tiring discomfort, he
tries to create so forbidding an image of
himself that he won't even be bothered.”

Davis, however, is not only shy but he
nurtures past wounds and takes elabo-
rate care to protect himself emotionally.
What particularly prolongs his tenacity
in keeping to himself are his memories
of several bitter years in the not too re-
mote past. “Sure,” says jazz singer-song-
writer-satirist Babs Gonzales, who is a
sharply intelligent observer of the jazz
scene underneath his sharp harlequining,
“Miles came from a prosperous, upper-
middle-class home and was even spoiled
a little as a boy so that there doesn’t
secm to be any reason for the suspicion
he has toward people. But he knew some
grim times before all this success. For
one thing, when he was strung out on
the habit — and he’s one of the very few
who broke it completely without treat-
ment — he was desperate enough to fall
in with some pitiless people. Some ex-
ploited him musically and the hoods
who ran one club in New York used to
beat up on him and Bud Powell and
others. Miles has always been a proud
man, and while they didn’t break him,
they hurt him for a long time.”

“Hell,” says a normally sympathetic
club owner, “I don’t care what his per-
sonality problems are. You can talk about
art, but jazz is still show business. You
don't have to wave a handkerchief or
show your teeth like Louis Armstrong to
let the audience know you care what
they think.”

Yet the same owner, and others, admit
that despite Miles’ seeming disregard for
his audiences, few jazzmen attract such
tenacious loyalty from their listeners.
“The more he ignores them,” says one
musician enviously, “the more often they
come back.” The explanation isn’t es-
pecially difficult. For one thing, Miles’
music is so uniquely personal and seduc-
tive that most listeners, once accustomed
to the distance Miles sets up between
himself and them, are content to come
for the music alone. It's not as if they
could say, “Let Miles be by himself;

(continued from page 39)

we'll go hear another combo in the same
groove.” There is only one Miles, and
his groups inevitably take on a distinc-
tive musical personality that is molded
by him.

There is no other modern trumpet
player with so penetrating a lyrical sense.
Art Farmer comes close, but Farmer's
lyricism is not nearly so intense nor so
intractably lonely. There is also the rest
of Davis’ “conception,” a term musicians
use to cover all the aspects that differen-
tiate one player's interpretation of a
song from another’s. Davis has attained
such wide popularity in part because
there is no mistaking his sound and style.
Among the elements that separate him
so clearly from his contemporaries are
the spareness of his work — a factor that
also involves an imaginative use of
space —and the incisive strength of his
rhythmic approach. Many other trumpet
players swing “hard” but practically no
one else is able to combine, as Davis
does, exceptional subtlety with a deci-
siveness of beat that fuses rhythm sec-
tions into unparalleled unity.

Davis’ time, moreover, is far from
metronomic. It's unusually fluid while al-
ways implying a steady pulsation. Miles,
in short, reaches not only the in-group
“hipster” audience but a wide range of
people who often become intimidated
by what they feel to be the insistently
aggressive, highspeed stunt flying of
many other modern trumpeters. Miles
is modern without being either self-
consciously “funky” or forbiddingly
“technical.”

There are also listeners who derive a
degree of vicarious satisfaction in watch-
ing the consistency of Miles’ noncon-
formity. “Man,” I've heard a number
of apprentice anti-squares say admir-
ingly of Davis, “isn't he cool?” These
are people who come to see him in ex-
pectation of his walking off the stand
when others solo, ignoring requests, and
otherwise making clear his total disin-
clination to “project” in any other way
than musically. In addition, a sizable
percentage of the women in a Davis
audience find his apparent unapproach-
ability challengingly attractive, and 1
expect some vivid daydreaming goes on
among many female listeners when Miles
appears on stand. In general, the fact
that Davis is as singular in his on-stand
behavior as he is in his music may well
be a growing element in his drawing
power. “They may get dragged with
him,"” says a former sideman, “but they're
always waiting to see what he does—
and what he doesn’t do. They might
even get more bugged if he suddenly
smiled at them and bowed to their
applause. Then, it just wouldn't be
Miles.”

In any case, to those with whom he'll

actually communicate, many of Davis'
seemingly disdainful public attitudes
turn out to be not entirely what thev
seem. “I get off the stand during a set,”
he said recently, “because when I'm not
playing, there’s nothing for me to do.
It’s ridiculous for me to just stand there
and make the other guys nervous look-
ing at them while they solo. And if 1
don’t look at them, what’s the point of
my standing up there and looking at the
audience? They’re not interested in me
when somebody else is taking a solo.
I don't announce the numbers because
I figure the people who come to hear us
know everything we play. We have a
new record about every three months,
and they sell, so the audiences must
know what's on them. A lot of musi-
cians think the public is stupid, but the
audiences know what's happening. It's
like the public is blamed because TV
shows are so bad, but hell, what choice
do they have in what to watch?”

Davis finds it difficult to understand
the controversy over his nonacknowl-
edgment of applause. “Look, if I go to
a club and hear a good friend take a
solo that I like, I don’t applaud him.
It's silly. I had a girlfriend once who
always used to look at me as if I should
applaud her. Hell, if she didn’t know
I liked her, that was her problem. I
don’t mind if the guys in the band bow
and all that, but I figure I'm doing the
best I can with my horn, and anybody
out front who has ears knows that. What
am I there for if not to try to make
people like what I'm doing? 1 have to
bow, too? I pay attention to what counts
— the music. People should give me
credit for that. I try to make sure they’ll
have something to applaud. After all, I
don’t have the reputation of bringing a
sad band into clubs, do I?”

“Miles is sensitive all right to whether
an audience appreciates him and the
band,” says a former sideman. “On
nights when nothing was happening,
he’d whisper, “They're dead out there,
and he'd be bothered.”

Davis is also puzzled at being ex-
pected to do promotion for the clubs at
which he appears. “A woman called me
up in Detroit to do a TV show.” He
shakes his head in wonder at her ar-
rogance. “She said ecverybody who'd
played that club did the show for scale.
I told her I got several thousand dollars
for doing a TV show for CBS, and I'm
supposed to do this one for thirty dol-
lars? Besides, I don’t believe that you
have to push. People either like what
you're doing or they don’t. If they don't,
I'll know it, and no amount of publicity
is going to help.

“Then they tell me,” Davis’ exaspera-
tion mounts as he lists the demands
made of him, “that T should meet all the
local celebrities and be nice to them.

(continued on page 104)



FRITZ WEAVER, GEORGE C. SCOTT, ROBERT MORSE: three for the shows

Vel

2
v 4
I A SNEERING PROFESSIONAL VILLAIN, A DEDICATED CLASSICIST, AND A BABY-FACED COMIC
actor are popping up in the cocktail chatter of stage-struck folk these days. The
villain, George C. Scott, dourly dominating this photograph’s foreground, recently

starred on Broadway in The Andersonville Trial and was an Oscar nominee for his job as the prosecuting
attorney in Anatomy of a Murder. No stranger to laurel wreaths, he’s copped the Clarence Derwent, Vernon
Price, Daniel Blum and O.B. (Off Broadway) awards, last year heard the satisfying sound of a critic shouting
“A star is born!” when he appeared with Dame Judith Anderson in Comes a Day. His mouth a surgical slash,
his livid face a chunk of unfinished sculpture, on stage he is volatile, fiery, near-manic, a fountain of eruptive
words and secretive glances — and, thus, a natural for Richard 111, which he sensationally titleroled in a Central
Park production early in his short career. At thirty-two, sinister Scott is twice-divorced and until recently a busy
drinker, now scorns the sauce because (he says, eyes narrow and flashing) “I'm tired of waking up to lost morn-
ings, fouled-up opportunities, wasted time and energy.”

The relaxed chap whose stereotypically actorish looks are modeled sharply in the stage-door light of lower
Manhattan’s Phoenix Theatre is Fritz Weaver, now that theatre’s resident star. Quiet, dignified, seeming older
than his thirty-four years, he is a stable citizen, family man and scholar who moves securely from one great
classical role to another (Peer Gynt, Henry IV, Hamlet). Deeply interested in all acting media, his classical bent
does not make him snobbish about appearing on Playhouse 90, The Twilight Zone and in other TV drama slots.
His Broadway experiences have been less happy because the plays (Miss Lonelyhearts, Proteciive Custody) were
turkeys although Weaver was applauded. Ask him about The Method, and he says, “It's valid — if you're inter-
preting a contemporary playwright and have to search for motivation. But the classic authors hand you the
motivation on a platter, so with them The Method is not as necessary.” Weaver worries about what has been
called the “spiritual” quality of his acting, because it sounds stuffy, which he is not. Candid, direct, he projects
the attitude of a student to whom each new role is another step in self-education. Though viewed and reviewed
as the most polished of pros, he regards himself as a man more than willing to learn.

At the curtain calls for the Broadway hit musical, Take Me Along, there is no doubt about who the audience,
if not the billing, has singled out as star. There’s solid applause for veterans Jackie Gleason, Walter Pidgeon and
Eileen Herlie, of course — but a shattering wave of enthusiasm and love sweeps the house at the emergence of
the twenty-eight-ycar-old who plays the show's addled adolescent and whom you see pouting here on the fire
escape: Robert Morse. An extroverted young bachelor who is constantly “on” and within five minutes has new
acquaintances doubled up at his rapid-fire anecdotes and mimicry, Morse got his Broadway break four years ago
when he auditioned for the juvenile role in the Ruth Gordon starrer, The Matchmaker, was curtly told “Don’t
call us, we'll call you,” and — happy ending — they did. The role carried him to Hollywood where he repeated
it opposite Shirley Booth; then it was back to New York for the part of the boy producer in Say, Darling. A hard
worker, bubbly, boyish Bob Morse is indebted to Take Me Along's Jackie Gleason who, early in the run, told
him “You're throwing away a laugh there, kid,” and showed him how to deliver a certain line to milk the
maximum response. It became the biggest laugh in the show.



“Fake 11.” “I made a deal with the Essex: they pay my
rent and 1 keep their rooms filled.”
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CUTIES

the curvaceous creations of an incomparable cartoonist

When, two years ago, the untimely death of Jack Cole cost pLAYBOY
one of its most talented staff members, the loss was
immeasurable, for no one brought more fun and wit to our pages.

His humor was broad and could be biting; he also had -
an ability to create women, in his glowing water colors, whose beauty,
boumy and sauciness were unparalleled. In fond tribute to
Cole, we've gathered together a group of his girls from the past. Age has
not hurt their voluptuous hilarity, and you may
find, as we did, that they’re still among your favorite females.

“Damn Patou! Damn Dior! Damn Paris!”
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COLE'S
CUTIES

(continued )

»

“I ain’t got no bod-eee . .’

“The D.A. had my phone tapped . . .
now he's up here every night.”

“Ohio casts fifty-seven —

make that fifty-eight votes for . . .

”

“He wants to make an honest
woman of me. He asked
me to reiurn the mink coal.”




-
;e

by

“You've got a pretty fair line-up here, Abdul, but the trouble
is, you lack depth. Now, if I were you I'd trade off one or
two of your veterans for some promising young rookies. That
way you'll have plenty of reserve strength in case any of your
first stringers give out and have to lay off for a while.”
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A TRYST OF FATE

A HANDSOME MATRON, having no place in
which to meet her young lover, rented
a room in a house of pleasure and met
him there whenever her husband, an
aging and pompous silk merchant, was
out of the city. All that was necessary to
summon her lover was to send word to
him by the old proprietress of the house.

One day, that old woman, having
found the lover and given him the usual
message, looked about and saw a well-
dressed man of wealthy aspect.

“What will you give me,” she asked,
“if I lead you to a fine room, a beautiful
woman, and good food and wine?”

“Whatever is customary,” said the
man. “Lead on.”

She led the way, and he walked not
far behind her until they came to the
house. The old woman opened the door
and smiled. “Come in,” she said. *Sit
down.”

The rich man took a seat, and he had
hardly done so when the door to an
inner room opened and a young man
and a woman entered. The woman was
his own wifel The man he had never

Ribald Classic

A new translation from Gerolamo

Parabosco’s I Diporti

seen before. He came slowly to his feet
and his eyes were wroth. His hand went
to his stiletto. “Woe unto youl” he
roared at his wife.

As soon as the young lover realized
who the man was, he plucked courage
from despair and said: “So, Mr. Silk
Merchant, this is the faith you keep
with your good wifel When they told
me, I could hardly believe it, but the
proof is clear. There can be no doubt.”

“Who are you?” the merchant bel
lowed.

“I am your wife’s cousin. Her father,
my uncle, sent me with her to follow
you. We came to see if what they said
of your conduct was true.”

“And we learn that it is!” cried the
wife, who had caught the drift of the
lover’s strategy. “Nevermore will you
live with me, and you will never touch
me again as long as you livel”

The merchant was crushed. He bowed
his head and said: “If you will forgive
me, I will not misbehave again. This I
swear."

"“We shall see,” said the lover. “Now
go out ahead of us, so that we shall not
be observed leaving this shameful place
together.”

With bent head, the merchant slunk
from the house and without a backward
glance made his way homeward.

“I suppose we need not hurry,” the
woman said to her young man.

And the two lovers lingered on, know-
ing full well that their trysting place
would never again be darkened by the
merchant’s shadow.

— Translated by J. A. Gato



CAPITAL GAINSMANSHIP

(continued from page 50}
matters affecting real lile rather than
theoretical analyses of it, the line is more
often than not a hard one o draw be-
tween  selfish rapacity  and  fruitful
shake-ups: frequently, in fact. the for-
mer achieves the latter as. one might sav.
a by-product. But our concern here is
not with allocating praise or blame, or
cvaluating the benehaal or deleterious
results of raids and proxy battles. T s
the Capital Gains aspects ol these activi
ties that interest us — just as they are
olten the principal motivating factors in
raids and proxy fights.

Among operators in this category, one
man wears both the crown ol Midas and
the sword of Canute. e is Louis El-
wood Waollson, age forty-cight. son ol a
Jacksonville junk dealer, University ol
Georgia alumnus, Miami Beach resident
and nominally  occupicd as President
and Board Chairman ol Merritt-Chap-
man and  Scot, a diversificd holding
company with interests in construction,
shipbuilding and chemicals.

Louis Wollson's reputation rests upon
his sense ol smell, the most highly culti-
vated in all capitalism. Repeatedly, he
has demonstrated an uncanny abiliy o
snifl out old, conservitive corporiations
with over-all hardening of the assets and
which have been all but overlooked by
the investing public. Wollson's strategy:
to buv into the old firm (secredy register
ing stock in the mames of brokers and
vusted [riends in order 1o allay suspi-
cions), wrest comtrol from stodgy man-
agement, then boom the stock’s price by
skvrocketing dividends or waging proxy
wirlure. The object: 10 sell out [or
Capital Gains.

Admirers ol Wollson regard him as
the Wyau Earp of the small investor,
the watchdog against complacency  in
the board room of American business.
Detractors, on the other hand, have de-
seribed Wollson and men ol his suripe
as “jackals ol capitalism™ and “mortuary
millionaires.” (. Pawick Lannan, no
novice in the field — Western Industries,
International Telephone and Telegraph,
Automatic Canteen and eighteen other
firms — once pointed out that most of
the  direy-name-calling  emanates  from
frightencd  Management. “No  corpora-
tion head likes o be wld he's not work-
ing hard enough.” savs Lannan.)

Wollson exhibited his keen sense of
smell carly in Life. To 1934, his st vear
out ol college. he purchased lor 5275 a
supply ol pipe which had been Iving in
dead  storage on the estate ol retail
mogul [ C Pennev. Tts real worth was
SH00.000 and Wollson lost no time in
reselling it 1o construction firms in the
Jacksonville area lor that hzure. Similar
ransactions

involving  perceptive  ap-
praisal ol undervalued properties fol-

lowed and by the time he reached thirty.
Wolfson's net worth totaled over a mil-
lion dollars. Following World War II, he
bousht the St. Johns River Shipyvard in
Jacksonville from the government for
S1.9 million, shortly reselling it lor more
than twice that price. In 1951, Wollson
and associates got control of the Capi-
tal Transit Company, operator of trol-
leys and buses in the nation’s capital.
The North American Company, Capital
Transit's previous owner, had  been
forced o sell under a death sentence
clause of the Public Uulities Holding
Companies Act. Wolfson's new acquisi-
tion was a conservative old finn with 56
million in idle cash set aside for a rainy
dav. It was paving a 50¢ dividend. Woll-
son lost no time in shoveling into the
cash pile, and  dividends  were  soon
octupled o 51 and the stock split four
for one. By 1952, the old 50¢ dividend
was equal to S15.60, more than thirty
times increased. This, in addition wo cre
ating heaps of wealth for Waollson, also
brought resenument and resulted in his
appearance before a number ol federa
investigating bodies. Following one such
investigation. Oregon’s Senator Wayvne
Morse denounced him as “an economic
carpethagger” and introduced a bill o
relieve Capital Transit of its [ranchise.

By 1954, Wollson and associates —a
cwriously docile cluch ol relatives and
friends who Jollow their master in and
out ol big deals with complete anonym-
ity —were in contral of a thirty-two-
firm cmpire worth more than 524 mil-
lion. Question: Can a man wielding
such great financial power and drawing
an annual income ol SL5 million really
find happiness® Wollson's answer: No.
Not when most of this income is in divi
dends subject to the ravages ol high taxes.
However, Wollson knew precisely what
him  happiness:  Capital

catld
Catins,

Sa, he set his stadl of rescarchers hunt-
ing lor a Capital Gains “sitnation,” as
Wall Streeters are wont to call the cor-
poration that s ripe for the Capital
Gains make. The rescarchers pored over
Lalance sheets and profit and loss state
ments and narrowed down the number
ol possibilities.

One balmy July dav in 1954, Wollson
and six associates boarded the Wollson
vacht anchored in New Yorks Hudson
River. (Since Wollson is no  history
scholar. the parallel was doubtless un-
conscious to the day in 1883 when . P
Morgan took a party ol associates ahoard
his vacht Corsair.  also  anchored  in
the Hudson, to determine the lates of the
country’s two  mightiest railroads, the
New York Cenral and the Pennsvlvania)
Cruising on serene Lang Island Sound,
the Wolison group debited. deliberated,
and finally Wollson made his pronuncia-
mento to the group: “T go for Montgom-
ery Ward.”
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The setup was a natural for Wollson.
Momgomery Ward, as the counoy’s sec-
ond largest retailer and mail-order firm,
owned S721 million in assets, almost
hall ol it in cold cash. Since the end
of World War I, dour Board Chair-
man Sewell L. Averv. age cightyv-one,
had been squirreling away profits in ex-
pectation of a depression which never
materialized. The companv’s treasury, so
overliden with cash. had come to be
known facetiously in retail circdes as
“The Ward Bank and Trust Company.”
Meanwhile, Ward's chief competitor,
Sears, Roebuck & Companv. had been
plowing profits back into its business
and had 2 sales increase of 184 percent
to show for it, against Ward's increase
of 36 percent.

Following the shipboard decision,
Wollson quictly began to buy up Mont-
gomery Ward stock. In possession of
59.000 shares and with his position se-
cure, he called in the press on the morn-
ing of August 26 and announced his
cimpaign for control of the compiny.
Wall Street’s wraditional haste to “buy
on proxy fight news” sent the stock up
twenty points, from 66 to 86.

The wrestle for control berween Wolf-
son and Avery in the following nine
months will go down in history as the
maost [limbovant spectacle in the annals
of American proxy fights. It carried the
trimmings ol a Presidential campaign,
with clectioneering [rom coast to coast,
public rallics, PR hoopla, TV inter-
views, advertising pvrotechnics on the
arand scale, heated allegations and more
heaned denials. At one pomnt, a deputy
New  York  police commissioner  an-
nounced that he and the FBI were
murding Wollson and his Tamily against
Kidnap threass. At another juncture, an
anti-Semitic whisper campaign was set
in motion against Wollsan. A Wollson
minion, former Notre Dame football
couch Frank Leahy, atempted to counter
it with a proclamation o the Chicigo
press: “Louis is one ol the cleanest per-
sons I have ever known — clean in mind
and body. He is really a bewer person
than ninewy-five percent of the Catholics
I have known.”

Neither  godliness nor  cleanliness
iled Wollson when the ballots were
finully counted in May, however. He
had failed to win a majority, picking
up only three of Montgomery Ward's
nine directorships. Wollson should not
have been entirely hearthroken. In Oc-
tober of the following vear he sold his
59.000 shares at a profit esumated to
have been 51.475,000, every penny ol it
Capital Gains.

During the proxy banle, the charge
most olten hurled against Wolfson was
that he was ruthless. Nowadays, on re-
ficction, Wollson savs, “Sure, T wanted
mouey, all the money 1 could ger 1

winted to make sure my wile and [our

Ay

kids would never have to worry about
money as long as they live. Since when
is that a crime?”

With the thick rubber band already
secured around his bankroll, why docs
Wollson keep chasing the [ast buck?
Surely the motive must be something
other than concern over the family’s
bills. Wollson's reply:

“Funny, my Kkids ask me the same
question. It's because 1 also want to be-
come a champion in business. T want
to prove to the world that opportunity
depends only on ability, Give me ten
more vears and Ul build a real empire.
... I might add that I also feel a great
responsibility to the small stockholder,
like the little old lady in Washington
who told me that her whole income de-
pended on her transit dividends and that
she was praying for me. Now I ask vou,
what kind of human would I be if T
weren't deeply touched by that kind of
talk?”

Ever since the Wolfson-Montgomery
Ward tiff. proxy battles have become an
annual fiesta. In 1957, the contest was for
control of Loew’s, Incorporated. In 1958
it was Penn-Texas. This vear, at least
eleven firms face proxy battes, accord-
ing to a New York Times survey, with
the feature atraction something ol a
battle royal come full circle. Boston
Capital Gainsman Abraham M. Sonna-
bend has bought into and d lor con-
trol ol Allegheny Corporation. the mam-
moth holding company which, under
direction of the late Robert R. Young,
wiged a successful battle for control of
the New York Central Railroad in 1954,

Somnabend feels that Allegheny’s man-
agement has fallen asleep at the switch
since Young committed suicide in 1958
and that the company has [ailed o real-
ize full profit potential. Sonnabend is
cager to apply to some of Allegheny’s
ailing subsidiaries a Capital Gains ma-
neuver which has brought him a great
personal lortune. This mancuver is gen-
erally referred 1o as the “Botany Form-
ula,” named for Botanv Mills, the first
corporation to which Sonnabend applied
it. Simply stated. Sonnabend uses the
working capital ol a4 weak corporation to
buy up small but profitable companies
in other industries. rather than retool or
expand in the industry where it is al-
ready losing money.

A real estate man by hackeround,
Sonnabend. now sixty-three, first applied
this formula to Botany in 1934, He had
bought a quarter interest in the firm, a
woolens producer, only to discover at
his first board meeting that Botany might
not be able to meet its pavroll on the
following Thursday. Sonnabend  em-
barked on a shopping spree  which
brought a total of welve profitable sub-
sidiaries to Botany within two vears.
These included such improbable step-
children as an oil-well supply house in

Oklahoma, a doll company in New York.,
a lintcleaning  machinery maker i
Texas, a synthetic [ur manulacturer in
Wisconsin, a cashmere sweater maker,
and a chain of low-overhead clothing
SLorCs.

By 1957, Botany ranked first among
America’s largest corporations in ratio
of profit 1o net worth. It was showing
an 58 million profit on 314 million net
worth.  Sonnabend. the Harvard-edu-
cated son ol a Boston pawnbroker. has
since applied the Botany formula 1o
other corporations which he and asso-
ciates control. Tor example. his Hotel
Corporation ol America owns, in addi-
tion to principal hotels in principal
citics, Chick-Chick Easter LEgg Colors,
Whittemore Brothers Shoe Polish. Dox-
see’s Liule Neck Clams, Nature's Gold
Cup 1004, Pure Maple Syrup and Ben-
newt’s 1009, Pure Santa Clara Prune
Juice. When Sonnabend took over Artis-
tic Foundations, a sagging girdle manu-
facturer, he streiched into its corporate
dimensions an airplane parts distributor
and a venetian blind maker. Whether
Allegheny  Corporation  directors  will
voluntarily submit their ailing subsid-
iaries to the wiles of this corporate
Marrying Sam or whether Sonnabend
will have to win a proxy war for a chance
to do his stuff will become known later
this year when sides Iime up for the
1961 Allegheny  stockholders mecting.
Meanwhile, Sonnabend is not likely to
permit his passion for Capital Gains to
burn unrequited.

With the continuing spate of proxy
battles. a new specialist has emersed on
the fimancial scene. He is known as the
“anti-raider  raider,” a sort ol jujitsu
master who leaps out and kicks the
would-be raider in the groin before he
ever has a chance to rape the sweet.
innocent little corporation. Among such
anti-raider raiders, the man who wears
the blick sash of champion is investor
Alfons Landa, quoted at the begin-
ning of this article. Landa is gseneral
partner in the renowned Washington
corporation-law firm of Davics, Richberg,
Tydings, Landa and Duft. A descendant
ol Spanish nobility, at sixty-one he still
carries rennants ol the reputation as a
fast-talking, dapper cockalorum  which
he carned as a vouth in Washington high
socicty. His card-playing cronies have
icluded Harry Hopkins and well-hecled
Democratic businessmen Sidnev Wein-
berg and Bernard Baruch, while wealthy
clicnts have included IBM's Tom Wt
son, Alexander de Seversky, Louis B
Mayer and Barbara Huuon, as well as
several large corporations.

“Back in 1950, I was gewing rich
clientis and large fees,” he recalled not
long ago. “But I had no real money. 1
looked at these people who puid them-
selves a million a year Je.g., Maver] and
decided I should become a business-
men.”’




Landa first ventured into Washington
real estate. Then he dabbled in trans-
portation in Florida and Georgia. He
took over Colonial Airlines, made a
killing there, then mushroomed his in-
vestments with Capital Gains in oil and
sugar. But the maneuver which earned
Landa his reputation as the King RKong
of anti-raider raiders, was his stave-off,
almost single-handed, ol a raid which
had threatened the Fruchauf Trailer
Company, of which he was a director.

Tt all swrted in carly 1953 with
brothers Roy and Harvey TFruchauf
feuding over their respective roles in
the corporation’s management. Roy was
President and Harvey Chairman of the
Board. But Harvey's interests lay out-
side the board room and his attendance
at meetings was poor. When brother
Roy proposed that Harvey resign and
become “Honorary” Chairman ol the
Board, Landa backed him.

Harvey swallowed the bitter prescrip-
tion, but after stepping down he decided
to retaliate in July of that vear. With-
out warning to Roy, Landa or any of
the other directors, he sold out 130,900
shares of Fruehauf — the largest single
block. representing 9 percent of out-
standing  shares —to the Detroit and
Cleveland Navigation Company. Nomi-
nally, the D&C was a Great Lakes steam-
ship line. Actually, it was the corporate
shell for operations ol a Detroit busi-
nessman and promoter named George J.
Kolowich who had a reputation as a
rough customer. In part, this reputation
rested upon a term in prison which
Kolowich had served [or embezzlement.
Shortly alter brother Harvey's sale of
his stock to the D&C, Kolowich stalked
into Roy Fruchaul’s office and an-
nounced his plan to elect himself to a
seat on the Fruehaul board at the an-
nual meeting scheduled for May.

Under company bylaws Kolowich's
clection was a certainty because of the
large block of Fruehauf stock which his
company controlled. But the directors
claimed to be vexed by possible reper-
cussions in conservative financial circles
which a convicted embezzler on their
board might create. Landa and Roy
Fruchauf soon learned to their dismay
that Kolowich was buying more Fruchauf
stock on the open market to lurther
strengthen his position for the May 1954
stockholders meeting. From all indica-
tions, Fruchauf Trailer was about to [all
victim to a fullscale raid.

Landa, not content merely to pass the
potato to some public relations firm
or high-priced consultant  firm  (the
usual practice of a threatened Manage-
ment), conceived the following daring
plan:

He would pull the rug right out from
under Rolowich by raiding his own firm,
the Detroit and Cleveland Navigation
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Company, thus regaining control of the
Fruehaul stock which D&C owned. Landa
knew that only one sizable block of
D&C stock was not owned by Kolowich,
65,000 shares in possession ol Robert R.
Young's Allegheny Corporation. Landa
pulled strings in Washington, gor the
Interstate Commerce Commission  to
needle Young regarding a “conflict of
interest” which Landa was able to de-
tect between Allegheny's huge railroad
holdings and its holdings of D&C steam-
ship stock, and Young was thus “pur-
suaded™ to sell his D&C stock to Roy
Fruchauf and Landa.

Throughout the [all of 1953 and early
1954, Landa’s forces quietly continued
to huy more DXC stock. Several weeks
before the D&C stockholders meeting in
April, the majority position of the Landa
contingent was secure. To raise no sus-
picion in Kolowich, however, they kept
leaking information to brokers and the
financial press which would indicate to
Kolowich that fie still held the majority
of votes. At the annual meeting, when
Landa was elected President, Kolowich's
shock was a thing to behold, according
to eyc-witnesses.

But that's not the end of the story.
Landa, realizing that the D&C maneuver
would have a salubrious effect upon
Fruchauf stock, bought in heavily and
cleared an even million dollars in Cap-
ital Gains,

Landa admits that his participation
in the Fruchauf battles —and several
others since, including Penn-Texas —
have made him “as popular as a skunk.”
To others who might have been inspired
to try his rouce to success, Landa cau-
tions: “You don’t always have o do
cverything for a fast buck. From now on,
I'll make mine slower.”

Proxy fighters, of course, are not the
only men in business with big eyes for
the charms of Capital Gains. Increasingly,
corporation execs in the S100,000-a-year
bracket and over are demanding stock
options which permit them to buy stock
cheaply from the company treasury and
later resell it on the open market for
helty Capital Gains. The reasoning of
these execs is simple: why should they
lorfeit so much of their income to taxes
while the men for whom they work —
and whose manipulations in  Capital
Gains they [requently  mastermind —
continue to pile it up? Howard Hughes’
failure to provide such a Capital Gains
position caused his top aide and only
known confidant to quit after thirty-two
vears of service, throwing the $500-mil-
lion Hughes industrial complex into a
financial quagmire [rom which it has
ver to emerge. The exec’s name was
Noah Dietrich and his salary at the
time he quit was an even hall million
dollars a year. He had been losing more
than two thirds of it to taxes.

One big industrialist — not himself a

proxy fighter —solved the high tax
dilemma for his key execs by placing his
company’s profit-sharing funds into in-
vestments with great Capital Gains po-
tential. He is Chicago’s Colonel Henry
Crown, head of Material Service Corpo-
ration, which is now a subsidiary of
General Dynamics. A report issued in
1959 showed that one of Colonel Crown’s
aides had received a $95,881 increase in
his fund share during the preceding
vear, bringing his total fund share to
$305.315.

For his own Capital Gains investments,
Colonel Crown seems to prefer real
estate. He is principal owner and Board
Chairman of the Empire State Building
as well as second largest stockholder in
the Hilton Hotel Corporation. The
Colonel is not alone in this preference
for real estate. The late J. K. Lasser,
eminent tax consultant and author of
Your Income Tax, lelt that real estate
afforded Capital Gains possibilities “un-
paralleled” by other businesses. One
reason advanced for the success of the
hestseller How I Turned $1.000 Into a
Million in Real Estate in My Spare Time
is author William Nickerson’s demonstra-
tion of how to parlay the technique of
tax reduction through Capital Gains. “A
babe in taxland™ is what Nickerson terms
any property owner who fails to bone up
on this important tax levy. (Since writing
the book, Nickerson has learned pain-
fully that income from artistic creation
is not subject to low Capital Gains taxes,
and he will keep precious little of his
5200.000 book royalties.)

It [ollows axiomatically that one of
the most methodical exploiters of the
Capital Gains maneuver would be Amer-
ica’s most encrgetic real estate trader,
William Zeckendorl., At filty-five, Zeck-
endorf is already a land prestidigitator
of legendary proportions. The firm of
Webb & Knapp. Inc, of which he is
Board Chairman, President and princi-
pal stockholder, owns properties in
thirty-five states, Canada, Mexico and
England. (Contrast this to other realty
firms which rarely operate in more than
one locality or, at most, onc state.)

A perusal of Webh & Knapp's port-
folio reveals Zeckendorl's predilection
for ownership of properties which pro-
duce Capital Gains rather than income
{rom rent. Examples:

— 12,000 virgin acres in the Santa
Monica Range, strategically waiting for
Los Angeles to expand out to it.

— 65,000 acres of Florida Lverglades,
to be drained for farmland and range.

— 5000 acres between Dallas and Fort
Worth, awaiting development as an in-
dustrial park.

— 35,000 acres of Godschaux Sugar sur-
plus land on the Mississippi between
New Orleans and Baton Rouge, also in-
tended for industrial development.

Unimproved landsites of yesteryear

which already bear the fruit of Zecken-
dorf’s inexorable creative urge include
the Denver Mile High Center and Long
Island’s Roosevelt Field Shopping Cen-
ter, while his kiddie park in the Bronx,
called Frecedomland, was due to open
shortly as we went to press and was al-
ready being predicted to become the
Disneyland of the East Coast. The UN
Headqguarters in New York occupies
the site of former slaughterhouses which
Zeckendorf bought for $6.5 million and
almost immediately resold to John D.
Rockefeller, Jr., at a self-imposed profit
ol only $2 million because he knew that
Mr. Rockeleller intended to donate it to
its present use. The sale was not con-
summated, however, before Zeckendorf
had been allowed time to pick up a num-
ber of peripheral parcels whose values
soared upon announcement of the UN
site.

Such wheeling and dealing has brought
Zeckendorl a personal [ortune of $30
million, including a Manhattan pent-
house apartment and a 70-acre water-
front estate i Greenwich, Connecticut,
where he has moved more than a million
cubic yards of earth to alter the shore-
line. Not long ago, Zeckendorf was cor-
nered in his Madison Avenue office (no
easy feat considering the office is a
circle 28 [eet in diamecter) and asked
what makes him run. Zeckendorf’s im-
mortal reply:

“Some men run because of ego, some
because ol avarice, some because of love.
But the man who runs fastest runs be-
cause of [right. T have experienced real
cconomic Iright and that is why T run
so [ast. T think T have very little avarice
as such — 1 have the lowest regard for
money simply as money — but my basic
interest is in security, a desire to defend
mysell from the degradation that a lack
ol money can bring.”

Does Zeckendorf sce anything im-
moral in the Capital Gains disparity
which taxes windfall profits at a lower
rate than money carned by hard labor?

“I'm dead against windfall profit for
the slick operator. As far as I'm con-
cerned, profit belongs to the man who
creates increment.”

Doubtless, there are Capital Gains ex-
perts who share this economic philosophy
with Mr. Zeckendorl. But one man who
differs with him is Clint Murchison. the
homespun  Texas oilman. Murchison
fails to see the distinction between
windfall and increment. Says Murchison,
“To me, money is the same as manure.
You put it out in the ficlds, you till it,
and it brings you good returns.”

To the salaried taxpaver on the side-
lines of this theoretical Capital Gans
discussion, the conclusion is inescapable:
call it increment or excrement, it's nice
to have money.

Y



IMOOXL (continued from page 66)

mside me, as always, when I see that
Della.

“Della, if you are another dream, go
awav.” I said.

She took my hands and put them
where it felt good. “Are these dreams?”
she asked. T couldn’t think of a better
way to establish a Tact

“How'd you get here?” I asked alter
I had done my duty and my pleasure,
kissing those two brown eyes and that
Della-flavored mouth.

“Oh, the Navy has a heart,” she said.
“Deeply buried under mountains of red
tape, but it's there.” She pushed me
away [rom her. “I've just come [rom
talking to Hanrahan. It looks like I'm
married to a hero.”

“No, kid,” T said, “Columbus and
Hanrahan are the heroes. Me and Pera-
lonzo are a couple of guys they need to
do what they want 1o do.” T told her
about my dream, if that was what it
was — [ don’t think it was, exactly, but
I didn’t know what clse to call it

“I always thought Old Lady Dun-
stable had the wrong dope,” 1 said, when
I got thvough. And I looked at her sadly.
“Blast and damn, Della,” T almost cried,
“how can I leave a world with vou in i?”

She got up and walked over to the
window. She squared her shoulders and
took a deep breath. “Oh, you're just like
all the sailors T ever heard ol,” she said.
“Get a girl knocked up and then leave
town.”

I didn’t gee it, and then T did. T went
into free fall, dropping down mile upon
mile. Alter what seemed like years, T
came out ol it and walked across the
room and put my hands on her brave
shoulders and turned her around.

“Lady, you would not kid?" I asked.

She shook her head. “This is no drill,
Abner,” she said.

“How long have you known?"” 1 asked.

“I guess T've known at least a couple
of weeks,” she said. “It wasn’t official
until this morning. But Dr. Fwrlburt
savs there’s no doubt about it.”

“Well, girl,” T said, “are you sad, mad,
or glad?”

“l lecl like a bhig wap has snapped
shut on me,” she said. “And I feel very
foolish and very angry with mysell, as
if I'd done something dumb or careless.
And I feel like T've been crowned
Queen of the May. T guess I feel like
a woman instead of a girl all of a sud-
den, and I'm not used to i.” She was
talking very last. “But what about vou?
What do you think about being a papa?”

I had thoughts but no words so I did
the only thing I knew to do. I hugged
her close and kissed her lor a long time
and patted her on the fanny. T was very
aratcful that she did not need more
than this to reassure her. And as T kissed
her I heard the siven but let it scream
on until T had fimished the kiss.

To the Moon, Old Hamrahan had

said, we needed a man who not only
would go to the Moon but who damned
well would want o get back. Oh, he
was @ wise one, that Hanrahan, waich-
ing Marco. watching Johnny, watching
me, until he knew his man. And this
morning. Della, like all Navy wives, had
availed hersell of the Iree medical auen-
tion at the base clinic. And when Hurl-
burt called Hanrahan and told him
Della was pregnant, that was it.

That was it. Marco and Johnny could
fly it there, as well as I could. But I had
the best, the most, the strongest reason
to get back.

Della and I walked out of the room,
into the sunshine. Marco and Johnny
were wiiting, but it no longer mattered,
I didn't want to change places with
them.

“We'll see you two o'clock, next
week.” Johnny said, “and we'll pitch a
triple whingding.”

Marco said, “Faya con Dios.” He said
it very well. Not as well as Peralonzo,
as he could not put as much meaning
into it, but it was good to hear.

I took Della by the hand to cut across
the quad to the bricfing room. Marco

and johnny fell in behind us. In a few
minutees [ would say what I had 1o say,
and Della would say what she had to
say. We would hold each other in a briel
lather of misery and then I'd let her go.
After that, letting loose from gravity
would be no problem.

Peralonzo, old buddy, I thought, as
voyagers we are pikers, stay-at-homes. 1
thought about the birds and the bees
and the hard, stubby facts of life. About
all the millions and millions of sperma-
tozoa making the vovage [rom testes to
ovum, all of them perishing save one
tiny voyvager. A doctor once told me that
comparatively speaking, the journcy
must be, can only be, measured in mil-
lions of miles. And Peralonzo had made
that journcey, and so had I. And 1 knew
that Peralonzo returned, and T knew
that Abner Evans would make it also.

On the way we passed the mimosa
tree, and the little brown bird was still
there. You could hardly call the sound
he made singing — to tell the wruth, he
couldn’t carry a tune any better than 1
could — but he was, as Peralonzo had
done and as 1 was going to do, giving
it everything he had.
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thief in the nl'ghf (continued from page 36)

donically. thinking of the haste. the
abrupt. Iast-minute bolting av wwilight.
He and the housekeeper’s son were
childhood  friends. The housekeeper's
son had given him such invitations too,
but he had never accepted, even before
he was munried. 1 don’t have to come
sneaking around like a beggar just [or
some wine, he said. Now he stood in the
copse helore the house, breathing lightly,
hearing the sound of his breathing in
his ears.

He stood there waiching the house for
a full half hour. When :t length he
emerged  from among  the ees and
started lor the house it was at the unhur-
ried, even pace of a man simply strolling
about the grounds. He thought that: the
slow stride not even very carelul, the
casy calm. 1 am not even nervous, he
thought. He had expecied at least that.
Yet his very composure was an indica-
tion ol the light in which he regarded
what he was about to do; as an act justi-
fiable and even actually right and with
that significant difference in shading be-
tween it oand simply stealing, as that
between murder and the killing of men
i war. He stved on the grass, ofl the
gravel cariage path which van rom the
roiad to the house and back o the road
again in a broad parabola about an
cighth of a mile long. T don't have o
announce that I'm coming o, he said,
speaking to himsell.

Yer he knew he could not keep his
presence a complete secret. By the time
the dogs came [rom around the house in
a last silent rush he had already taken
the meat from the unrolled flour sack.
He watched them slow, then ot across
the Jawn toward him, paired, almost as
il in harness; noiseless as shadows. He
counted on those first moments ol recog-
nition. Then they were at his [eet. nuz-
zling the meat intended for his own
supper table while he bent above them
and ran his hands over their havd backs
and  flanks, whispering 1o them. He
left them there. He went on toward
the house, into its shadow and past the
shrubs which grew in i line before the
front windows, himsell a shadow.

He found an unlocked window  at
once. It was as if the house knew him
too, as had the dogs. Why notz he
thought. I've been here olten enough.
He had been to the house as recently as
a week belore, 10 weed the sarden and
trn over the carth for spring sceding,
One moment he stood motionless belore
the unlocked window, the next he was
through it and in the house. Except lor
a sliding sound when the window was
pushed open. he entered  without 2
sound. He stood there at the window,
breathing lightdy, suring stnghe belore
him though he could not sce a thing.
Just outside the window insects resumed,
shrilling now from the identical spot on

which he had stood, as though he had
only to step away Irom a spot to draw
sound out of the darkness alter him, as
a kntfe draws blood alter it when 1t lifts
from flesh. Though he stood there a lull
moment, he sull could see nothing., He
did not need to. It is as il T would have
to look at the palm of my hand, 10 see
what it’s like, he thought. Though he
could see only blurred and indistinct
shapes, only a litde paler than the dark-
ness itsell. as though bleached lrom it
about him, he believed he could find his
way about the room as well as in davlight.

Therelore he remained where he was,
not so much waiting for his eyes o ad-
just so he could make out the shapes
about himy, as listening. To the right and
m back ol the room in which he now
stood was the kitchen, and bevond that
a wing added alwer the house had al-
ready been completed, as though as an
afterthought, which gave the house an
odd, misshapen appearance and which
contained the servants” rooms. Lven
when both the Burgomaster and his wile
were gone and the servants dispersed,
the housckeeper and her son staved on,
tending the house, the grounds. He knew
that. He stood there listening for them.
On the upper floor and to the side ol the
house. overlooking the garden and the
gentle vista ol lawn and carriage path
extending down to the road. was the
Bureomaster's wile's bedroom. He lis-
tened lor her o, He did not know il
she had left with her husband or not. 1
should have found out, he thought. It
would have saved me a lot ol uscless
worry. Actually he was not worrvied at
all. What he felt at that moment was an
exultation he could not have put into
words. It is as good as done. he thoughe.
It is as good as done and | am gone. He
did not mean simply the house. About
him, stretching away on all sides in the
divkness, o the ultimate sea, was the
Lind which he worked by dayv and
brooded upon by night. It was when he
thought of the Lind. and his old life
which was inextricable from 1t, that he
lelt actual contempt lor his brother-in-
Inw, Thit his brother-in-law chose to
rematin on the land and endure with the
undisheartened latalism ol his kind the
constant orderly progression of travail
upon travail. which was his lot, he con-
sidered the height of folly.

When he had stood so for a lull min-
ute, hearing no sound, making none, he
started across the room. He believed he
was sife. So [ar, so good, he thought. He
believed it would be so from start to fin-
ish. He was in the dining room and he
went divectly o where the huge china
cabinet stood against the wall. He knew
ol the salte in the study. There is nothing
in there but peanuts, he thought. Where
in the house the Burgomaster kept those
cnormous  sums  of cash  which were

legend in the village and which he used
to transact business with in the old man-
ner of his forebears, with the actual helt
of silver and banknotes in the hand,
buying and selling whole estates, {orests,
hall a railroad, Walter had never found
out. This is good enough. he thought.
He had in mind the china cabinet. the
silver plate. travs, candlesticks, glinting
in vivid row on row in the sunlight
which Tell upon them by day.

Now the cabinet was only a pale
smudge in the darkness. He advanced
across the room. skirting the long table
set in the center of the room. chairs
ranked proloundly along its length, as
precisely as il he moved in full light,
though actually he lound his wav as a
blind man would. by feel. the uncon-
scious  balancing ol faint  resonances,
sounds, the unconscious sense of pres-
ences belore and about him. Yet he
should have depended more on sight.
In his eagerness his eves were fixed
upon the [aint smudge of cabinet when
they should have been clsewhere, and
so the first he knew of the one chair
placed out from the wable, as though
by the casual movement of a man
rising [rom his place and leaving the
chair where it stood, was when he struck
it with his knee and it [ell over with
what in all that silence and darkness
scemed like the force and noise of an
explosion.

He stopped moving at once. He did
not even wait for the sound of the [all-
ing chair. In that hiatus between the
time he struck the chair and that of s
concomitant nois¢ he seemed to muse in
impotent and despairing regret upon
the insignificance of all human calcula-
tion. There was time enough for that:
the vain desive to turn back time only
a moment and start over. Then he
heard the chair strike the floor. He stood
there, immobile. crouched, his breath
suddenly rapid and light, hearing the
clatter [all in echoes about his cars. God,
God, God, he thought. For a moment he
did not know whether to stav or rumn.
Bevond the window insccts shrilled. Bu
when nothing followed hard upon the
nois¢ he began o calm, They are prob-
ably dead asleep, he thought alier he
had stood there a minute or so and still
no sound interrupted the insects’ high
thin crescendo pitched av that single
note. He believed the housckeeper’s son
to be dving drunk in his bed alter all.
Thank God lor the Burgomaster's wine,
he thought, smiling now, thinking: 1
could carry the whole house away and
he wouldn't know . Whereas the mo-
ment alter he struck the chair he saw
clearly and  unmistakably  the disaster
into which his discontent had led him,
he now felt more certain ol the wisdom
ol his course than ever. Yet when he re-
sumed he was s carelul as ever. Care-
tully he stepped wround the chair he




could now sec. now that it had [allen,
leaving it where it lLay.

It was five more steps to the china
cabinet. When he came and stood belore
it he was at such an angle that in the
olass doors of the cabinet he saw sud-
denly the stark, full rellection ol the win-
dow at his back. and a fragment ol the
sky and the dark shapes ol trees bevond.
Like the surlace of a still pool. the glass
held the image ol a night Glled with that
faint impalpable glow which was light
and vet not hight, and the ghiter ol dis-
tant stars. When he moved it was gone.
He moved 1o put his hands upon the
cabinet. In the last ten vears he had seen
the cabinet at least twenty tumes a year.
Yeu this was the first time he had actu-
ally touched it. The wood had a smooth,
almost malleable [eel like that ol old
silver, bencath his ingers. He lelt for the
door frames. standing dircctly helore the
glass which now held no rellection at
all. In one hand he held a broken spoon
handle, ground to a thin, Hat blade at
one end. He probed along the snug
edges ol the door Irames with it, sceking
a space wider than clsewhere. When he
found it he wedged in the spoon handle.
The doors gave instantly, without eflort,
springing open with a faine silvery
sound, like the jangle ol tiny bells.

He did not move at once. For a
moment or so he merely stood there. the
spoon handle in one hand, the yawning
cabinet doors belore him. Behind him
were the waces ol his advance: the chair,
the open window. Bevond that, on the
sparse lawn over which he had come,
was the meat he had left for the dogs.
He stood as il about to cross some actual
boundary, some precise physical demar-
cation the one side ol which was entirely
dillerent from the other. It was as il
entering the house was one realm, and
this another, rather than all of it a single
whole; as a man at a river which marks
the border of two entirely dissimilar
countries will see the same water run-
ning along either bank, the same bush
and brake growing bevond.

He crossed the river. As he reached
into the cabinet he thought: I should
have brought a bigeer sack. He worked
quickly, easily, picking what he sought
from the darkness with uncanny delt-
ness, as though the picces materialized
between his fingers by some kind ol
magic: plate and candlestick and silver.
Cool air now filled the room, pouring
i through the open window all the
while he stood there. In one hand he
held the unrolled sack in which he had
brought the meat for the dogs: with the
other he ransacked the shelves, method-
ically and with all the aplomb of an
experienced housebreaker.

More than ool air entered the room
at his back. Beneath the door at the [
corner ol the room sudden light ap-
peared in a yellow sliver, gleaming upon
the polished hardwood Hloor. He worked
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on, rhythmic, intent. oblivious to the
air and light both. Se imtent, so ex-
hilarated by his apparent success, that
the first he knew of somcone else in the
room was when he suddenly felt one
arm clamp isell about his throat {rom
behind and another pin his own right
arm to his body, and he thought, What's
this? What's going on? He did not begin
to strugele immediately. There was a
pause, a momentary hiatus of actual dis-
belief, as though what was happening
to him was contrary to all reason and
the laws of nature, during which he per-
mitted himsell o be vanked backward
and bent upon the [ulcrum ol a knee in
the small of his back.

It was when he realized the sack had
been torn [rom his grasp that he began
to strugele. It was as though only the
sack, the silver, had anv meaning for
him. He heard the sack strike the Aoor
as from a great distance. He heard the
myriad jangle of silver scattering over
the floor in all directions. I will never
find 1t in the dark, he thought. Then he
seemed to realize the import of what was
happening. 1 must get away, he thought
in alarm. He was strong. Work upon the
very carth he disdained and sought to
repudiate had toughened him. He broke
the hold upon him in an instant. Yet
the other continued to [lail at him. The
hands upon him were like the darkness
made palpable. They were at him in a
wild flurry, his face, arms, waist: octopus-
like. It was as though he struggled with
the darkness isell, seeing no face, grasp-
ing no shape or body though at last the
other clamped a hold upon his chest
and they stood locked in cach other's
embrace chest to chest and thigh o
thich and he could hear the other'’s
breathing going hal hah against his
cars. He did not think that he struggled
with the man with whom he had grown
up and once been quite close. He
thought only of the urgent need o be
somewhere clse, where he did not know.

So when the other called suddenly
gainst his ear, “The light, Mama.
Quick, the light, I have him,” in a voice
as [amiliar to him as the sueets of the
village and the land around, he lelt the
shocking heave and surge of his blood
in surprisc. I am dreaming, he thought.
Yet it was to escape the growing light in
the hallway that he struggled again in
the other's grasp and freed one arm and
struck at the other blindly and with all
his [orce.

The other [ell away Irom him at once,
rigid, as a wree topples. He lell with a
dull, heavy sound. He made that one
sound only: no outery, no blundering
or thrashing upon the foor. It was the
utter silence: at once Walter seemed to
sense something terrible had happened.
Dear God in Heaven, what is it T have
done? he thought. Yet he was on his
hands and knees, on the floor, reaching
out with one hand and fecling for the

sack like a blind man, when the light
from the hallway fell upon him. He
looked up, blinking into its glare. His
expression was one almost ol embarrass-
ment, like that of a man caught at a
child’s game. He was in the stance ol a
child, on all fours, blinking guiltily in
the sudden light. He and the woman
saw the other at the same instant: he
lay sprn\\-']c(l at the foot ol the cabinet,
his head resting at a bizarre angle, his
arms inert as strings at his sides, palms
turned up: quite still, bleeding a litle
from the ear. The woman screamed at
once. The lamp wavered, throwing wild
shadows over the floor in accompani-
ment. She screamed three or four times
while he continued to gaze in mute
astonishment upon the peaceful, open
face of the man he had known since
childhood and whose death he had now
inadvertently caused. He fled without a
sound.

He ran headlong from his crouched
position, as in a race. His shadow ran
before him, around the wable, over sev-
eral upended chairs, leaping when he
leaped. Before him was the window:
bevond, darkness, the hard slmpcs of
trees. Onee on the lawn two shadows
ran before him, darker than the dark-
ness. His own was gone. The two
shadows were the shapes ol dogs and
they paced him lor a while in soundless
pantomime. They moved without elfort,
untrammeled, as though they did not
touch the carth or break the air, first
straying Tar ahead then [alling back so
that between one and the other he saw
the small sudden moons of eyeballs, the
sudden glint of teeth.

Behind him the woman continued to
saream. He heard her almost to the
trees. Her cries had a pierceless, shock-
ing quality, coming so upon the stillness
of dead ol night. Yet his firsu concern
was the dogs. Though he ran on without
hesitation or lalter, he was terrified of
them. They were German shepherd,
savage animals almost the weight of a
man. Oncee he had seen them run down
a man, a poacher, knocking him Irom
his [eet with the force and speed of a
projectile, and upon him in an instant.
Be goad, he said to the dogs, silently, as
il in praver. Please be good. Yet ap-
parently they did not smell his fear, as
he believed. Or perhaps it was simply
that they knew him so well, as though
being about the house as much as he
wias gave him a Kind ol immunity [rom
them, rendered  him interdict.  They
abandoned him  suddenly, while he
could vet hear the cries. So silent, so
shostlike had they been all the while, he
could not say at what moment they were
at his side and what moment they left
him, falling back on the grass. Still he
did not slow. He went on at the same
pace, running heavily, his body jarring
with each step. At his back the house
diminished, the single window in which

light now shone and fickered and from
which the cries continued o emanate.
crrving across the stillness. The cries
followed him to the wrees. It was not
until he was among the wrees, beyond
carshot, that he could permit himself o
say that which since the instant of
flight he had been wying to deny: She
knows me, he said quietly, to himself, in
despair. She is calling my name.
L] - -

He ran on. He was beyond the copse
now, into actual woods. He could no
longer sce the house, the lighted win-
dow, even il he turned. He saw nothing
before him. Stumbling, he put out one
hand 1o keep from falling but his hand
scemed to be held back, as il tied to his
side and he went lunging and crashing
on among the trees and undergrowth.
He fell heavily, the sky abruptly tilting
backward, the dark shapes of trees. He
lay there without moving, panting, the
harsh sound ol panting in his ears, the
hard feel of earth and broken under-
growth along the entire length of his
body. Lying there, he discovered that
his hand held the sack filled with silver.
He had forgotten about the sack. Now
he contemplated it with an expression
ol actual horror. He saw again the body
sprawled bizarrely and peacefully at the
foot of the cabinet, the pale glare ol
Lumplight falling inwo the room, the
woman screaming above it He threw the
sack from him in a reflex ol revalsion
and dismay. The silver made a light
myriacdd tinkle in the darkness, among
the undergrowth. What have I done? he
thought. Dear God, what is it 1 have
done? He lay without moving, in the
same position as that in which he had
fallen, with his [ace wurned down into
the sparse grass and in his nostrils the
dank cool smell of earth not often m
sunlight, shuddering quietly and stead-
ily unul at length his remorse was too
much to bear and he thoughe suddenly:
It's not as il I meant to do it. He
thought: What's done is done, 1 can’t
bring him back now. And he went on
to berate his [riend lor his foolhardiness
m coming into the room and his clumsi-
ness in striking his head on the cabiner,
as though he had done so intentionally,
as though the enure might's mischance
of events had been contrived solely lor
his, Walter's, brustration and denial. He
began to curse the other harshiy and
steadily. “The Tool,” he said, aloud, rais-
ing his face from the ground. “1The
damned stupid drunken lool.” He was
now hent fully upon absolving himsell.
He sat up, the sky overhead, the oees
around. “It's his own lault,” he said.
“He didn’t have to come alter me. What
is it to him il someone robs the house,
the Burgomaster won't starve.” He went
on like that talking and talking o him-
sell, his words gaining in vehemence. At
length he ceased. It was as though he




finally believed the words. Beciuse when
he thought again of his carlier impulse
to repudiate the silver and leave it here
in the woods, it was with astonishment.
What could I have been thinking of? he
said, quietly, to himself. He thought of
the new life in America of which he had
always dreamed and which the silver
represented. He thought how now he
had the silver, within arm's reach. For
the first time since he had fled the house
an expression other than of fear and
despair came into his face: this time it
was clation. For the first time in all the
twenty-five vears of his life he ceased o
conceive of his life as a small dark space
within high walls, into which no light
shone, from which there opened no
door. It was as though suddenly a door
had opened, and he could see belore
him his life straight as a corridor at the
end of which shone a glittering vista of
trees in sunlight, and open green fields.
He believed he need only walk down
that corridor. Apparently he had no
thought at all, any longer, of all that
had happened earlier. Because when he
reached over and took the silver again,
it was with his old sense of purpose, his
old air of calm and easy assurance.

Yet when he rose to his leet and went”

on, he chose no fixed course. He blun-
dered again, picking his way at random
among the trees. What is the matter
with me? he thought with nritation. It
was not until he found himsell on the
road to the village that he came to him-
self. He found himself in the center of
the road, in the pale dust. alone in a
place where he had never been alone
before. Before him the village lay
around a turn, invisible beyond invisi-
ble twees: overhead the constellations
kept time, themselves timeless, sweeping
silently and grandly across the sky in
their immutable courses. He turned sud
denly and crashed into the underbrush
at the side of the road. He ran a short
distance, then stopped. He crouched in
the underbrush, leaves brushing against
his face, breathing heavily, thinking,
What am 1 doing? I can’t go back there.
He believed they already knew of his
deed in the village, as though the old
woman had come faster than he.

Yet when he moved again he did not
alter his course. He went on toward the
village, though now he was more circum-
spect. coming around behind the village,
through those woods into which he had
passed ecarlier, Irom his and
across the ficld of flinty earth at its back
in which weeds grew almost knee high.
He was thinking calmly and evenly:
Even if they have already lound out
they will first have to go to the Count
for the dogs and then they will have to
bring them to the Burgomaster’s house,
before they can even begin. He believed
he was taking no risk. There is plenty
of time, he told himself. At the back of
his mind was the one unfading hope

house

that they did not yet know of the house-
keeper's son, so that he might sec his
wile and child once more before he left.
The hope died as he stood on the edge
of the woods, looking out across the ficld
toward the village, and saw the small
rectangles of light where houses were,
proliferating even as he watched, and
the movements of shadows upon the
windows and outside on the paths lead-
ing to the village square. Without hope
he listened to the faint commotion ol
men hurrving in the dark, the movement
of horses, calls, the opening and closing
ol doors.

It doesn’t matter, he told himsell,
quictly, without conviction, looking out
from the trees upon the men among
whom he had spent his life and who now
were preparing to hunt him down. All
that matters is that I have the silver and
then T will be gone from here forever.
Yet once all hope had died, what he
felt in its place was an anguish so great
as to be something almost physical. Even
when already deep in the woods, dou-
bling back to the shallow stream which
ran in a broken course out of the east-
ern mountains and over the ficlds and
along which he hoped to lose the dogs,
he considered turning back o the house.
He relived again those moments before
he had left the house, hearing again his
wife’s mild breathing as he  dressed,
bending once more over his son, aghast
suddenly at how far he had come and
his own lonely and irrevocable course,
and he thought quictly and with sur-
prise: All 1 did was step out the door.

He was at the stream then. At his back
was a wake of torn leaves and trampled
undergrowth, marking his passage. The
stream ran uietly before him. Ahead it
disappeared in the darkness, as in a cave,
though he could see, [rom ume to time,
the sudden glint of starlight, reflected on
its surface. His way was clear. He knew
exactly what he must do, step by step.
without alternatives. First he would lose
the dogs along the stream. Then he

would strike out for Cracow where he
would sell the silver. Thinking of Cra-
cow, and of the money for the silver, it
scemed at last he could see the end to
his harassment and running.

The stream numbed his legs at once.
He entered clumsily, slipping a little on
the wet grass along the bank, the sack
balanced upon his shoulder. Once in
the stream he began to run, The water
was almost knee high, and icy from the
snow’s thawing in the eastern moun-
tains. Though he ran on he could feel
the numbness continue to rise along his
legs, as though the actual level of the
water were rising; over his knees, thighs,
about his hips. He ran on, clumsily.
churning the water, though he could
not have given a reason for his urgency.
He had determined 1o elude the others
by craft. Yer he ran with desperate
urgency and not much progress out in
the center of the stream, making a noisc
loud enough to be clearly heard two
hundred yards away, churning the water
white in the darkness. He was not even
aware that he had panicked until he
heard, rising slowly and with a sad.
peaceful quality over the woods and the
spreading countryside bevond, first the
voice of one hound, then another.

He ceased abruptly. He stood a mo-
ment, breathing heavily, bent forward
in an attitude of listening, while all
about him the water continued to move
forward into the darkness. He listened
to the water. Standing so, the water mov-
ing so, he had for an instant a sensation
as ol the enure earth — ficlds, houses,
trees, the very primordial crust iesell —
poised to move forward, headlong into
some empty and terrible void. But he
did not hear the dogs again. Yet he
knew, as surely as if someone had come
and told him, that he had been out-
mancuvered.

He had counted on his knowledge of
how such man hunts were conducted to
clude them. Apparently they, in turn.
had counted on his counting. “They
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are waiting downstream [or me,” he said,
quietly, aloud. So did he know they
waited outside the woods, standing in
quiet clumps at spaced, regular intervals
about the periphery of the woods, with-
in the shadows of trees or sitting pa-
tiently along the apron of some plowed
ficld. He left the stream. It was not that
he could not have eluded them, slipping
out between two trees or along some
ridge of undergrowth, since he knew
the woods and the land beyond as well
as they. It is that the entire countryside
will be looking for me, he thought
(|uittl)‘, without hope. He thought how
by day, now, there would be no door at
which he could stop to ask for food or
water, no field in which he dared lie
down and rest, that did not contain
within its sunny commonplace aspect the
threat ol sudden alarm and capture.

Twenty minutes later he was squat-
ting beside a dirt road no wider than a
single lane and which debouched sud-
denly from among the trees on one side
and vanished alter some distance, on the
other. Few knew of the road: its sole use
now was as a short cut through the
woods. He squatted behind a screen of
undergrowth and tall weeds, the silver
at Iis feet. Overhead the constellations
had shifted, wheeling across the sky and
into the west, but he was no longer
aware of them. He was no longer aware
of time. place. the fundamental co-
ordinates by which he marked and
measured his existence.

He was not aware that he had gone
to sleep. It was as il sleeping and waking
were but different names for the one
unbelievable nightmare which his life
had now become, so that he could pass
from one to the other by the mere clos-
ing ol an ¢ve and vet remain where he
had always been. He slept suddenly, in
squatting position, with his back against
a tree and his head resting upon his
arms. His clothing was still damp [rom
the stream, and iron-cold. In the sudden
dank chill of just before dawn, he began
to shiver. Asleep, he was still pursued,
still harried from this side and that
Asleep or awake there were moments
when despite all despair he imagined
himsell in Cracow at last, in drv clean
clothing from which even the very smell
of carth had been scoured. having sup-
I)‘.’l' n some  fine (‘Xllt’"sl‘:t‘ restaurarnt
and with money enough to take him,
and his wife and child alterward, when
at length he could send lor them, safely
to America.

So it wis not surprising that at first he
believed he was dreaming that the sun
had rvisen and it was day and a wagon
was coming along the road. 1 wm dream-
ing it, he wold himself. as a man will in
his sleep. But the warmth upon his face
and arms [rom where the sun came
through the trees persisted and grew so
that at last he stirred and looked up. He
had to close his eyes immediately against

the sun. It stood just above the trees, in
a flat pale-colored sky empty of all
clouds. It will be a fine dav today,” he
said quietly, into the stillness of mid-
morning. He caught himselfl at once. For
a moment he had believed that this
morning was like all the other mornings
of his life, with nothing belore it save
the peacelul orderly routine with which
he filled his days, passing in unbroken
succession one into another. “What can
I have been thinking?™” he said in aston-
ishment.

It was as though only then did every-
thing [all into place: time and place
were now fixed in his mind as unchang-
ing and precise as lines drawn on a
map, longitude in its way, latitude wrans-
verse to it. He was here, hidden in the
woods, cut off [rom his old lile as com-
pletely and immutably as though he
were on another planet, though it was
but an hour or two in any direction to
the countryside he knew and had grown
to manhood in. Even the woods were a
part of his remembering, his past, so
that within them yet irrevocably separate
from them, he was like a ghost revisiting
the scenes of its former life. That's it,
he thought. I might as well be dead. But
that was only an expression of the des-
pair which sleep had engendered. But
when he stood up and moved his stiff-
ened limbs and looked across the calm
sunny panorama ol midmorning while
birds wheeled and called across the still-
ness in the wreetops, hope returned. Yet
it was the sound of a wagon along the
road more than anvthing else. It was
closer now, curying over the stillness;
the creak of bed and axle, the even, un-
hurrying clop of hools upon hard earth.

He made no attempt to hide. He
stood, waiting  beside the road, the
screen of bushes behind which he had
slept not even chest high. Above the
bushes, fixed in passive and waiting at-
tentiveness in the direction of the in-
creasing  noise, stared a  countenance
haggard, unshaven, caked with the dirt
and stubble of a night's running. He
saw  the horse fhrst. emerging  lrom
among the trees, around a turn, as from
between the painted props of a not very
pl‘ofcs.-.'inn;ll play; head and neck hrst,
in harness, then flank and back, then
the vamshackle wagon itself with its
fanfare of clatter and ratde despite its
moundlike load of [ull sacks and the
two men who sat unmoving and quiet
behind the horse, appearing not to see
him and jolting each time the wagon
jolted.

Yet they reined the horse immediately
at a signal from him. They were not
two men: one was a bov, the height of
a man but with the gawky, unlleshed
aspect of an adolescent. Their Lices were
alike; he knew they were [ather and son
at once. They stopped almost abreast
ol him. Yet he had smelled the wagon
sooner than that. Still he began talking

at once. He scrambled hastily and
clumsily from behind the bushes, talking
all the while. His story had already been
prepared. He had awakened with it in
his mind, as though he had made it up
while sleeping, as though, being inter-
changeable, sleeping could do waking's
work. It was the measure of his despera-
tion that he could believe the other
would take at [ace value so implausible
a story as that he was hiding there in
the woods from the irate brothers of a
girl he had loved and then forsaken.

The other listened in silence. He was
a big man, though slack. He sat hunched
upon himself. on the frail slat of wagon
seat, his torso rising mountiinously out
ol the flaccid rolls about his waist; mo-
tionless, only changing hands upon the
reins. He listened attentively. Yet his ex-
pression was neither one ol beliel or dis-
beliel. So that as he piled one fabrication
upon another, listening to himsell, his
voice upon the sunny stillness there in
the cearing, Walter began to feel his
talking was only something on the air,
without meaning or credibility, carrying
no weight or substance to the ear. He
doesn’'t believe a word I'm saying, he
thought.

Yet no sooner did he finish than the
other bent forward and made a gesture
with his hand, smiling suddenly with
brown, gapped teeth. “I know how it is,”
he said in a loud, cheery voice. T was
young once too,” and he winked, his lace
turned from the boy, smiling at Walter
as though with that simple reflex of the
eve he aeated some hond between them,
conspiratorial and profound. “What can
I do to help?” he said.

“Help?” Walter said in quiet surprise,
alter him. All along he had been hoping
for such a response as this. It was the
very reason he had dared signal the
wagon. Yet so long had he been in Highe,
desperate, harassed, solitary, he had
almost come o believe it would always
e so; pursued lorever through one dark
wood or another, along icy streams, fee-
ing through brush and bramble, un-
shaven. dirty, with no voice save his own
despairing cries coming on the air, fill-
ing the silence. And so the words, the
offer, spoken mildly and casually on the
bright morning air, came to him with
a shock,

Yet he did not cease. It was as though
he had developed too much momentum
by now to stop for shock and surprise
even. At once he stepped to the wagon,
into the pale dust of the road, as through
an open door: above him the other
waited, watching, the boy at his side
witching. Whereas before the words had
rushed out of him pell mell. he now
became calculating. He looked furtively
up and down the road, dissembling. “Her
brothers,” he said, gesturing, speaking
suddenly in whispers. “They're all over
in the woods, and outside watching the
road.”
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“Ahh.”" the other said. “Of course,”
and he looked o, along the empty
road dwindling among the wees, at the
trees themselves, as il someone might be
lurking theve. in the shadows, among
the dark wrunks. that very moment.
Then he looked back. They looked at
cach other: the one haggard. in the
soiled and  ivvedeemable  garmentss he
had worn through the night and slept
in, waiting there beside the wagon not
vet hopelul but with that expectaney in
his [ace as il he could sense again the
moment when hope would return: the
other with that benign expression ol «a
tolerant uncle who has canght his young
nephew smoking or playing cards lor
money and will not only admonish him,
but will abet him at doing it bewer. It
was as though they could vead cach
other's minds. “The wagon,” the other
said, “vou would be sale among the
sicks.”

Then he was clambering into  the
wagon. Again he had that sensation as
ol moving in a dream, .as though the
wagon, the calm sunny space about him,
himsell beginming 1o clamber into the
wagon, were bur figments of his vain
and desperate imagining. It is oo good
to be true, he wold himsell. But beneath
his hand the old smooth wood ol the
wigon was real enough, the wheel hub
upon which he boosted himsell, the sun-
light on his lace. Yes. he thought. There
is no disputing that.

He began thanking the other belore
he was even in the wagon. In this, at
least. he wias honest. Though he  dis-
seinbled evervihing else, even to holding
the sack with that alert and unceasing
crialt so the silver in it should not clatter,
he felt toward the other a graimde
deeper than he had ever felt belore in
his life. The other quicted him with a
motion ol his hamd. “That's all right,”
he said in a clear hearty voice. My
pleasure. T am always glad o do a
Givor.” And when Walter mounted over
the side he olfered him his hand., steady-
ing him as he stepped down among the
sacks. He stepped gingerly. like a bather
entering cold water. setting his mind
agitinst the smell which, having had time
to emgnane and spread. now Ly over the
clearing like smoke. Well, begoars can't
be choosers, he thought.

“It's not the nicest place in the world
o lie down,” the other said, as though
reading his mind.

“Ics all righe,” he said. “Ie will be
ine.”

Yet still he could not advance among
the siacks. This time it was not his doing.
his distasie. He is holding mv hand. he
thought in surprisc. He wrned. The
other was turned toward him: straddling
the seat, one hand clasping his, just as
he had left him when he siepped down
into the wagon bed. even to the expres
sion of open and hearty amiability. He
had begun o sweat in the inareasing
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sun, his shirt blotched now where it lay
against his flesh. “Your bundle.” he said.
"1 can keep iv up here for vou.”

“That's all right. T can manage,”
Walter siid. He had begun ro think the
other hadn't even noticed the sack. He
was not alarmed. He is just being help-
ful, he thought.

“I could put it under the seat where
it would be out of vour way,” the other
saidl.

“Thank vou, but I would rather have
it with me,” Walter said. “Besides, her
brothers might recognize it

“O6 course. Her brothers,’
saicl.

But when Walter wied to draw his
hand free the other bent suddenly to-
ward him and spoke in a flat. cold. level
voice entirely unlike his voice before.
“All right,” he said. “That's enough of
plaving games. Just let me have the sack.
I don’t want to have 1o break vour arm,
too.” But it was not until the other
spoke to the hoy —a single phrase. not
ceven peremptory, abrupt: simply loud —
who tmed and came down from the
seat as at a commumd, toward him. to
take the silver, that Walter realized the
full import of the other’s intent: so
utter had heen his  astonishment. So
astonished, so stunned, by the other's
sudden ransformation in tone and man-
ner and inwent, he could only stand
there. immobile, gaping. while Irom the
wrectops above there broke wpon the
clearing the abrupt, shrill sounds of
birds quarreling: thinking: It's & game.
He s playing some Kind of game. That's
what it is, must be. Then he thought:
It’s not a game. He means every word.
And he began o struggle.

He had the advantage. He was ap-
parently more agile. And the other was
seated, hall suraddled on the slat of
wigan scat. Perhaps it was simply that
the night's events had exhausted him
more than he knew. Perhaps it was that
his will, the sheer singlepurposedness of
his  every acuon and thought, had
flagged Tor an instant, as it had earlier,
that time shortly after he had fed the
Burgomaster’s house. Because the other
numged. without o much effort, using
his vast bulk as a lulcrum. to immobilize
Walter within a space ol twenty seconds,
twisting up his arm and pinning it be-
hind his back. Above them, in the trees,
the birds had ceased: they could hear
distinetly the click and buzz ol insects
in the sudden silence, It was as though
they had paused to listen: Walter on
his knees among the sacks ol manure,
panung, his eyes wild, glancing this way
and that: the other at his back, panting
too, looking down out of a countenance
scornful and cold and as different from
his earlier expression as night [rom day.
Looking down too. standing with one
foot an the seat and one in the wagon
bed, his expression the pair to his
father’s, was the boy, holding a pitch-

the other

fork he had produced suddenly, as out
of the air iwself.

While he watched in utter helpless-
ness the bov came and ook the silver
from wmong the other sacks. where he
had finally dropped it. Warching the
bov, the sack which contained the silver,
he experienced a fall and cessation of
his blood such as he believed came with
death. Why not? he said quietly. to him-
self. T might as well be dead. Yet when
the other bent across his shoulder and
spoke in his ear. he felt a wild and des-
perate rage. “What kind ol a fool do
vou think I am?” the other said, his
voice contemptuous, harsh, setting up a
vinging in his cars. “All that nonsense
about a girl, and brothers out for re-
venge, It would not fool a child.” He
suid, “The whole countryside is looking
for vou, did vou know thatz Thev e
out lor vour blood. They are going to
kill vou when they catch up with you.
Did vou know that?" Then he said,
“Look in the sack.”

His Face was gone from Walter's ear:
the warm and cool of his hreathing was
sone, Then Walter could hear the thin
clear ringing ol silver upon silver as the
boy emptied the sack on the wagon scat.
“Ahl” the other said, softlv. “Ahh.”
Then he was back again, his breathing
on Walter's car again. 1 will make vou
a proposition.” he said. His voice was
exuberant: almost light, almost joviul.
“Your lile lor the silver. How is that?
I will get vou out of the province and
lor that I keep the silver. Well?” Then
he langhed. It was when he began to
Faugh that Walter, in a sudden fury born
ol Irustration and despair and sell-paty,
began to shout, his veice ringing over
the clearing, vet with a thin, trivial
quality, cphemeral, come and swiltly
gone on the air, the sunlight, with no
c¢cho, no wrace left behind, “All right.”
he shouted. “Kill me adready. What are
vou wititing for? Do it and ger it over
with.”

In contrast the other’s tone was one
of mild and inveterate reasonableness:
almost surprised. “Kill you?” he said.
“I'm no murderer.” He smid, "1 don't
have o kill you. You're not going to tell
the authorities about me. You are not
somg to tell anvone anvthing, because
they are looking for yvou. They wouldn’t
let yvou say hive words.” There was no
hint in his tone. his voice: beyond Wal-
ter’s shoulder his face remained mild,
Fantly mocking, sweating a litde. So
when he made a small, quick. upward
motion with the hand at Walter's back,
deftly and effectively breaking his arm,
Walter had no warning ac all. He did
not even oy out. He felt only a single
hard jolt, as from a Dblow, at his
shoulder, then his entire right side went
numb. “That's in case you get any ideas
about trving to get the silver back,” the
other saud.

Though he lay upon the hard plank-

ing of the wagon bed. the wagon lurch-
ing and jolting beneath him upon the
hard and rutted earth, the sacks ol
manure heaped on top ol him. he felt no
sensavion at all m his arm and shoulder
for a long tme after. He lav in the
position in which he had fallen. cumbled
huggermugger by them, as into a grave,
into a space they had cleared amone the
sacks. Then they had piled the sacks
over him, leaving a small opening lor
breathing, where his Lice was. He could
sce through the opening: hexagonal bits
ol skv, clouds, the distant edges ol trees.
It must be like this in a colhn, he
thought. But the odor about him was
not that ol carth. In his noswils even
the rough planking beneath his head
aave off the rich, ineradicable smell ol
manure, ranker than that ol carth. 1
wauld be better oft in a coflin. he wold
himsell. He seemed to see himsell as in
a collin: tumbled to one side, unshaven,
dirty, in the rent and soiled garments
he had been out of but two hours in the
past twenty-four. “Dear God.” he said,
aloud, imto the sacks. “Dear God in
Heaven.” So great was his sell-pity at
that moment, teirs cime 1o s eves.

At length he calmed. He iy warching
the sky, the slow intermittent procession
of overhanging leal and bough. He did
not know how long he lay so, nor how
Tar they had come. Mavbe we are out ol
the provinee, he thought. The possibility
no sooner occurred to him than  he
thought again ol the other’s duplicity
and his own unwariness, and he began
again to curse the entre mischance of
events which had led to this moment.
All T wanted was to get enough moncey
for a boat ticket, he thought. He had
ilways been an honest mun. It was he-
cause his sense ol justice had been out-
cd by the inequities he saw all about
him that he determined o go to America
in the first place. Now he lay brooding
upon the cnormity ol his deprivation,
thinking of the night's events and all
that he had dared and endured for the
silver only 1o lose it in a sin
ment's “He will not get
away with it,” he said, aloud, biuerly.
Still he knew he was no mach lor the
other. The wagon did not cease, It went
on, now smooth. now lurching
pitching so that irmament ad Trond
succeeded each other in the winking ol
an eyve. With his goad hand he could
touch the spoon handle in his jacket
pocker, filed down at one end. He
touched the handle, the filed edge sharp
as a knileblade. Touching the handle,
there came to him what he must do il he
were o redeem any part ol what it had
cost him to obtain the silver; and he
spoke it

“There is nothing else,” he  said,
quietly, aloud. "I will have to kill hin.”

¢ mo-
TCMISSNEess,
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I just sold a poem

“Arnie
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ww&ﬁA@@@P&&EE (conlinued from page 62)

lools a bil (oo old ta be wearing a fresh-

man beanie, but no one seems to mind.
BROWN

OK, kids. Tun is Tun, but it's ume now

lor business. How are we going to r

funds for a new cimpus biplane?
PREISER

I have it Kids! Let’s put on a show!

ALL

(Delivionsly happyy A SHOW! THAT'S

't A SHOwW!

Enter joussy “scar” vavis and s
trumpet {o fead them i a snake dance
out the Shoppe, acvoss the campus. and
over the football field, picking up the
rest of the student body and the lovable
Swedish custodian (k1. BREXDEL) en roule.
Cul back to Sweet Shoppe.

DUNEAR
Kids, T move that Sally asks the college
president for permission to put on the
show. She's the pretdiest. the smartest,
and the most popular Kid on cantpus.

TOMEIN
She's also the only Kid on campus who's
the president’s daughter.

ALL

GREATIDEAN THENUTS! PEACHIE!

Cul to Sally (poxxa pragki) and her
father (GEORGE BARBIER) i1 presidenl’s
office. BARBIER. prurpling swith rage. is
splinteving his desk with his fist.

BARBIER
A show? With dancing and  jazz mu-
sic? In my school? Never! Never! It's in-
decent, that’s what it is!
DRAKE
(Defiantly) T suppose it doesn’t matter
to vou, Dad. that we kids have o tavel
around in the same old campus biplane
vear alter vear. Dad, I hate o say this,
but you're an old fuddy-dud . and
A party-pooper! (She storms oul)

Cul to campus. As Sally walls sadly
loward the Sweel  Shoppe,  joussy
DOWNS, in a while swealer and blue
“W. s coming from the other divection.
He accidentally bumps her, knocking
her uke oul of her hand,

DOWNS
Sonny, 'L 0 Say. aren’t von Silly, the
presidenc’s daughuer?

DRAKE
And you must be Freddie, the big [oot-
ball hero.

ise

DOWNS
Correct. May 1 .. - may I carry vour
uke for you?

She veddens and nwods, He picks up
the nke and they wall across the cam-
pus. discovering cach other. From oul
of nowhere they are joined by forly-
seven strolling chorisiers (FRED WARING's
PENNSYLVANIANS and THE YACHT CLUB
sovs) singing “Moonlicht Owver Whaila
poppalic” After ten choruses aned four
encaves the chovisiers leave — some  ve-
Iuctantly. saLLy and vreppikE sil down
on a bench. Close-up of her quivering
lip-rouged mouth. Close-up of his quio-

ering  liprouged mouth. They vaze
al each other silently. Then he quickly
sprays kisses on his shoulders. his elboies.
his wrists, the backs of s haneds, and on
cach of is fingers.

DRAKE
(Rising coldlyy NOW I know why I've
avoided yvou. IFreddie. You may be a big
foothall hero. Bur vou're conceited!

Cut back 1o Sweet Shoppe. Same

Zroufy as in opening scene.

BROWN
I don’t care what Sally's dad  said!
Remember when he forbade us from
putting on a show last month to raise
[unds for a new gymnasium? And the
month before he said no show to help
raise money for a new ski lift. Well,
that didn't stop us.

OARIE
You mean . . .?
BROWN
I mean we put on a show anyway.
ALL
HOORAH! A SHOW! A SHOW!
At this cue Jonxsy  Uscar”  pavis

leaps to Jus fect, his trumpet poised. But
nobody wants (o snake dance. So he
swallows {wo goldfish and walks out in
a fit of prque.

BROWN
Now then, what celebrities were stranded
at the Whattapoppalie railvoad station
today, while en route to the Coast?

TOMLIN
Let's see. Paul Whiteman s stranded
there. Also Rudy Vallee, Russ Columbo,
the Happiness Boys, and the Ipana
Troubadours.

BROWN
Oh, darn! We've used them belore. Say
Kids. vou know what I'd like for this

show? Two things. A real Broadwav
musical troupe, with girls, production
numbers and the works. And also a

real smart hallroom dancing team. Both
of these are bound to be stranded at the
station some day soon. So keep your
cyes open and ...

Fade and cul (o Broadicay vehearsal
stage. Pianist (ALLEN JENRINS) is Datler-
ing the keys while the chorus captain
(rraxK mic HUGH) @5 leading two liun-
dred givls in tights through a vhythmic,
kicking dance number.

Enter  producer  (WARNER  BAXTER).
MG HUGH slops the rehearsal.
BANTER

(To vic nuen) Eddie, didn't T fire you
on Thursday?
MC HUGH
Yeah, chicl, but vou rehived me on
Friday.
BAXTER
But then I fired you agitin on Saturday.
MO HUGH
I know. but vou took me back again on
Monday.
BAXTER
Well, you're hred agan. But 1 need

you so vou're rehived. Eddie. I'm in a
spot. Fifi ran out on me. Here 1 am
with two hundred chorus girls. one hun-
dred boys, a male vocalist. fiftv-five
lower-trellised swings, twentvseven wa-
ter tanks. seventy-six moon props, and
no female stay!

BAXTVER signals for the relearsal (o
vesume and he walks slowly wp and
down the line examining the sivls, Sud-
denly he stops and points.

BANTER
You, in the third row! Step out!

The music ceases and RUBY KELLER
comes forward tomorously.
KEELER
Me?
BAXTER

Yes, you! Do you think you can learn
fourteen songs, twelve dances, and a
hundred and twenty-five stage cues in
twenty minutes? Come on, speak up!

She collapses.

Another  chorus  girl  (WisECRACKING
JOAN BLONDELL) quickly kneels by he
side and starts slapping hev face and
hans.

WISECRACKING JOAN BLONDELL
Poor kid. She [ainted. The last thing
she ate was a peanut butter sandwich
three weeks ago Wednesday.

Enter male vocalist (pick rowri)
with wide. confident grin. Peyspivation
glistens on lus face and his lip-ronge is
slightly smeared.

POWELL
(To paxter) Let me take her under my
wing, sir. I promise you she'll he ready
when vou need her.

Fade. Kaleidoscopic shots:  voweLL
feeding  keevLer  sandwiches;  KEFLER
dancing and singing; vowrLL shaking

Iy head; KEELER fainting; POWELL gi-
ing her coffee; KEELER dancing and sing-
ing; POWELL smiling: BAXTER smiling;
BANTER hiring KEELER; BANTER [iring
Me HucH. Fade,

Cul to voweLL al a piano in backstage

room. nter REELER.
KEELER
Hi, Tommy. What's that you're plaving?
POWELL
Oh. this? Just a new song 1 wrote. It
isn't very good,
KEELER
Please play it for me.
POWELL
All vight, but you won't like it.

As e plays she begins swaving (o the
vhytlm, snapping her fingers and iap-
ping her feel. She picks wp the Iyrics
from the top of the piana, looks at them
for two and a half seconds, then puls
them doiwn.

REELER

(Singing softly) Come and hear . . . those
tapping feer . . . on the bhoulevid 'm
takin® vou to . . . Fancy Dancey De-
lancey Street

She  dances  and  sings  seventeen
choruses withoul once missing a note. a
word or a beat, accompanied by rowril



and a hidden forty-piece ovchesira.
POWELL
(With a final keyboard flourish) Did you
like it, Nancy?
KEELER
LIKE it? Tommy, THAT's the title
song for our show!

For good measure she then sings five
additional  choruses, which POWELL
hadn’t planned to write until later that
coening.

Cul to speeding train wheels. Cul lo
happy troupers inside the train. Train
suddenly comes to a screeching stop.
Luggage flies in all divections. Enter
conductor (GRANT MITCHELL).

MITCHELL
Sorry, folks, the train’s derailed. I'm
alfraid we're stuck in this town lor a
few days.

BAXTER
What lousy luck! Where the heck are
we?

WISECRACKING JOAN BLONDELL
(Looking out the window) Whattapop-
palie.

BAXTER
Wisecracks! Will vou stop already with
the wisecracks!

Cut to sumpluons lobby of La Reine
Hotel. in Paris. Pan camera on crystal
chandelieys,  palatial  statvease. Pplush
rugs, Lowis XIV couches anid [mfrr'(l'
palms. Enter GINGER ROGERS, [wenly-five
picces of luggage and a Russian wolf-
hound. She is dyessed in a popular De-
pa'{‘_\.\'.iuu cira ensemble: a 853000 Chanel
tailleur with silver-fox togue and muff.

Cut lo FRED ASTAIRE  and  EDWARD
EVERETT HORTON crossing the lobby on
their way to breakfast. They ave be-
decked in typical breakfast finery of the
Thirties: top hat. white tie, tails and
walking stick.

ASTAIRE
Henry. who s that ravishing creature
over there?
HORTON
That? Oh, that must be Sheilah Martin,
the New York typist.
ASTAIRE
I think I'll ask her to marry me.
HORTON
Good, good, Jerry, why don’t . . . (In-
dulging in his first of two dozen double-
takes) You think you'll WHAT?

Cut back 1o ROGERS

ROGFRS
(Looking over the lobby) Too bad the
only decent hotel in Paris is filled. But
I suppose this dump will have to do.

Cul to asvaire dancing gracefully but
frantically upy and down the walls and
fables tn s room. It s midafternoon,
and he is dressed casually: white tie,
dress shivt, formal trousers (no lails).

Cul {0 ROGERS' suite: a symphony in
white. White walls. white white
sculpture, white furniture. She paces the
floor in while satin pajamas smoking a
white cigaretle. She is obviously annoyed
by the noise in the voom above.

rugs,

Fade and cul to ROGERs, in SI500
black-velvet robe, standing in the hall-
way pounding on ASTAIRE'S door. Door
opens. ASTAIRE appears.

ROGERS
(Slapping his face) How dare you annoy
me with that horrid dancing. I'm leay-
ing for Venice immediately.

ASTAIRE
(Rubbing his cheek as she disappears)
She loves me!

Cut to the outdoor café of the Grand
Canal Hotel in Venice. asvare and
HORTON are seated al a canalside table,
altirved in white dinner jackels. ROGERS,
in cvening dvess that was the vage among
New York working girls in the Thirties —
an 38200 silver lamé gown and white
ermine cape —is sealed several {ables
away, studiously ignoring them. The
other tables are filled with bejeweled
dowagers and elderly men. Papier-mdché
gondolas sail by on the canal, traveling
Lo the end of the set and then relurning.

Enter Avmondo Brazini (FRIK RHODES)

ASTAIRE
Henry, look who just walked in — Bra-
zini, the great dance impresario. This is
my big chance to get a job.

He rises and .\'frfp.\' lithely to ROGERS’
table. She slaps his face.

ASTAIRE
Please dance with me.

ROGERS
DANCE with you? I hale you! Besides,
I can't dance.

ASTAIRE
Don’'t worry about that! We'll do The
Confidential. It's a dance 1 created in
my room filteen minutes ago. You'll
like it.

In an amazing display of extrasensory
peveeption, the orchestra breaks into The
Confidential, forgetting in the excile
ment of the moment that they have
never plaved it before and don’l even
have the music. AstAIRE and ROGERS (the
latter an unusually deft pupily swirl and
tap all over the floor, while the dowagers
and eldervly men sing the still wunveleased
Iyrics i remarkably young voices.

The davice ends to crashing applavse.
ROGERS slaps ASTARE'S face, after which
he leads her to lus table.

HORTON
(On lis feet. a semismivk on his face)
Jerry, guess what? Brazini loved the
dance! He's booking the two of vou for
a tour of the States. Hurry, pack yvour
things. We leave tonight.

ASTAIRE
Waonderful, Henry! Did the others like
the dance too?

HORTON points to he dance floor,
where one hundred aned twenty people,
who have lost from twenly lo thivty-five
years of age apicce, have left their tables
and arc engaged in the intricacies of The
Confidential. Not one of them misses a
step or a beal.

Cut to speeding train wheels. Cut to
ASTAIRE, ROGERS, HORTON and RHODES i1
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train. Train comes to a sereeching stop.
Luggage [lies in all divections. Enter
conduclor (GRANT MITCHELL).

MITCHELL
The wain's derailed, folks. I'm sorry,
but we're going 1o be held up in this
town for a few days.

HORTON
Town? What town?

ANTCHELL
Whattapoppalie, sir.

HORTON
Good. Good . . . (Double-take) What-
tipoppa — what?

Cul 1o TOM BROWN in Jront of the
closed curtain on Whattapoppalie audi-
lovium stage. Shouts, jeers and catcalls
from the audience.

BROWN
Please bear with us, kids. Doesn't it
stand to reason that a Broadway troupe
and a ballroom dancing team must be
stranded  at our railroad station one
ol these days? Well, it may very well he
tonight. So please be patient. I'm sure
we'll have a show tonight.

AUDIENCE
WE WANT OUR MONEY BACK! WE
WANT OUR MONEY BACK!

Cut to vear anditovium door. Enter
BANTER, BLONDELL, POWELL, KEELER,
ASTAIRE. ROGERS, HORTON, RHODES, [wo
hundved chorus givls, one hundred boys,
stage hands, and a long train of scenery
and props.

BAXTER

Excuse us for breaking in on vou like
this, folks. I'm a producer. My [amous
Broadway troupe and this [amous ball-
room dancing team were just stranded
in your railroad station. Would you
mind if we put on a show for you right
now at no charge whatsoever?

Cheers. Cnt o pixie pussar embrac-
ing TOM BROWN on slage.

DUNBAR
We're saved! The show will go on alter
allt

BROWN
(Sadly) I can’t understand why they ar-
rived so late!

Fade. Curtain vises. The Whattapop-
palie stage mirvaculously becomes twenty
times its orviginal size. Cut lo overhead
shot looking down on large swinging
landem of kicking chovus givls. Cul to
givls in bathing suits sliding down ponds
mio huge waler tanks. Cul to POWELL
and KEELER between two tanks, singing
“Beside a babbling brook my heart met
its Waterloo-hoo-hoo-hoo.” Cul to high
overhead shot looking down on water
ballet. Givls floating on backs in huge
civeles, first clockwise. then counierclock
wise. They paiv of] and breast-stroke
slowly tewwavd the camera smiling broad-
Iv. some savoring theiv big moment by
siwimming slower and smiling broader
than otheys.

Fade. Cut 1o ROGERS and ASTAIRE danc-
ing to the exciting, evotic Latin-Ameri-
can rhythm of The Caramba.

Fade. Cut to park scene. Fifty woivls
sitting on half-moon props. one hun-
dred boys and fifty girls soaring high
over the audience on  flower-trellised
swings, while vOWELL and KEELER, their
faces two inches apart, dance to the
Fague Wallz and sing, “May 1 thrust
my face in yours and sing . . . like a bird
on the wing . . . 1o youn.”

Fade. The rvoof of the auditoriun
magically  parts and a formation of
twenty monoplanes comes zooming in
low, ten shimmying chorus givs tethered
to the wings of cach plane. They sing,
“MonnnnteviDAYO . . . Montcvideo by
the bay-o . . . Flying to Monlcvidco,
Uruguay-o . . . What @ WONDERFUL
way-o lo go” The planes dip their
wings, then soar shyward.

Kaleidoscopic shots of “Wishing You
Well By a Wishing Well” “Gray Spats,
Pink  Champagne, and White Lies,”
“Get Along to Happy Ho Ho Ho Ho-
boken,” and the title song, “Fancy
Dance-y Delancey Street.”

Cut into finale. The entive cast, plus
BANTER, HORTON, RHODES, the givls back
from Montevideo, the pilots, and sev-
eral nervy stage hands, all dressed as
satlors, do fifteen minutes of close order
drill on a simulated ship deck. while
singing the stirring “Only Rats Give Up
a Ship.” Huge Amevican flag is unfurled
on the backdvop. Flag disappears and
is replaced by a lavge N.R.A. Blue Eagle.
This in turn is replaced by a mammoth
picture of Franklin Roosevelt civcled by
smaller pictures of John Garner. Harold
Ickes, Frances Perkins and Cordell Hull.

Fiveworks go off, followed by the release
of five thousand balloons. Then curlain.

Thunderous applause. Cul to 10Mm
BROWN in front of the curtain.

BROWN

Guess what, kids? We not only took in
cnough money for the campus biplane.
We also have enough for a swimming

pool!
Cheers. Then cut back to auditorium
which  has  been miraculously (vans-

formed into a dance floor.
Cut 1o POWELL and KEELER dancing.
KEELER
What's that you're humming, darling?
POWELL
Oh, it's nothing. I'm just making up a
song as we dance.

He breaks into A kiss pays your bill
on Honeymoon Hill . . " She magically
picks up the lyries in the second chorus
and he nevey gels vid of her.

Cut fo ASTAIRE and roGERs dancing.

ASTAIRE
Martin is an awfully dull last name. I
know a simple way [or you to change it,

She slaps his face, but this time her
heart isn't in il.

Cut [0 JOHNNY
DRAKE.

DOWNs and DONNA
DOWNS
So_anyway, Sally, I finally realized that
just because I'm a husky, handsome foot-
hall player with brown wavy hair and a
celt in my chin is no reason for me
to be conceited. Will you marry me?
DRAKE
I'd love 1o, Freddie. Bur I'll have o ask
Dad first. Speaking of Dad, 1 wonder
il he's been told about this show. You
know how he feels about dancing and
jazz music. He's so stuffy.
DOWNS
(Chucklingy Why don’t you speak to him
now. There he is.

A few feet away from them is the
president (GEORGE BARBIER), He iy wear-
ing a rakishly askew f[reshman beanie
and Is dancing merrily.

BARBIER
Hi Sally, Hi Freddie. Say, I'm having
loads ol tun! (He shuffles off, slicing the
air with an upraised index finger) . . .
A-truckin® on down the avenue . . . A-
truckin® on down the avenue

Shrieking gaily, everyone in the audi-
torium forms a huge cavavan. Led by
JOUNNY “SCAT” pavis and his trumpet,
they snake dance out the door, across
the campus, over the football field, and
up. up, up lo a sacred corner somewhere
in Cinema Heaven.

- - -

Wherever you are now, old buddies,
sleep cool. You may be gone, but even
on the darkest nights a Whattapoppalie
moon still shines. Not on evervone, of
course. Only on those of us who are pure
ol heart, noble ol spirit, and simple of

mind.



man at hiS leisure (continued from page 77)

the world: between the terraced club-
house and the 13.500-capacity horseshoe
stadium is a diligently manicured stretch
ol erass, casilv converted to active courts
according to the day-to-day needs ol the
club: flanking this expanse of grass as
smooth as a golf green are rows of clay
courts. To the visitor, there is a unity
that links clubhouse, courts and stadium
in a single manorial image.

It was this image. regal in nature, that
inspired artist LeRov Neiman during his
visit to Forest Hills. Neiman, on special
assisnment for vraveov's Aan at His
Leisure series, went on i sketchbook
tour of the club. He explored the Old
Englishstyle  clubhouse;  he  swrolled
through the ficld of grass courts: he ob-
served top-notch tennis players at peak
performance during Davis Cup combat.
For Neiman., whose esthetic excursions
have taken him around the world, it was
an inimitable adventure.

“My first impression was of the club-
house, a strikingly chivming building,”
Neiman says. “Plavers and  spectators
were relaxing in front of it, under para-
sols and awnings. At an outdoor bar,
dignificd. formally dressed waiters served
drinks to the plavers, garbed in white,
and to the guests, in sports attire. It was
an elesant scene in an almost palatial
setting.” he remembers.

Inside the clubhouse, Neiman noted
the manilestations of tradition and
style. For those members not on the
courts, a spacious lounge, with leather
chairs, offers a casual. comlortable res-
pite. Above and below the luxurious
lounge and dining room are quarters de-
siened for more expedient matters. On
the second foor are the dressing rooms;
in the hasement are the business oflices.
Throushout the building, Neiman
sensed the wellmannered air of a pri-
vate club.

“The members are ol all ages, but
have one common interest: they all play
tennis and they all play it intensely.
They are devoted to the game and they
take it seriously. Off the court, they
revere cach other’s privacy. For example,
during major competitions, well-known
players can roam through the dubhouse
without ever being approached or even
stared at by a member.

“The players themselves — like Olniedo
and the other great ones —are quict,
too. You can sense the infinite strain of
the matches in  their actions. They
rarely speak: they seem uneasy. They sit
for a while, then move around. Former
tennis stars — like Bill Talbert and Vic
Scixas —are members and  they spend
their time with other members, while the
contemporary players drift around.

“I noticed one man who had been
playing and had returned to the club-
house to rest. He was about sixty-hve
vears old and seemed to know most of

the members in the lounge. He stretched
out with his zin and tonic. Seated beside
him was Davis Cup team member Barry
MacKay. Insiead ol conversing with
MacKay. the older man opened his news-
paper and read about the cup match
MacKay had plaved the previous day.”
Neiman recalls.

From the clubhouse, Neiman looked
past the pattern ol grass courts to the
stadinm, where a capacity throng pre-
pared to observe the Americans and
Australians in their battle for the world’s
most treasured tennis trophy — the Davis
Cup. He was given the rare opportunity
to cnter the playing field and skeich
during the matches.

‘Compared to the fans of other sports,
tennis addicts are extremely orderly,”
Neiman savs. “They clap politely for a
cood shot and rarely react to a bad one.
They just maintain a dignified silence.
Oddly enough, that silence sometimes
becomes more cuttingly evident than
catcalls or Bronx cheers.”

As an artist, Neiman was particularly
conscious of color at Forest Hills. ““The
dress of the spectators is in keeping with
their reserved attitude. A view of the
stands gives one a basically white image.
It's pretey much a white-jacket or polo-
shirt crowd. The eve-catching color, the
focal point. is the green of the grass
court. It is white racing against the green
as the players volley or as the hall boys
sciamper o retrieve. The officials, seated
in studious poses on the sidelines, never
take their eves olf the ball. They wear
dark-green jackets or dark-gray jackets,
in conwuast to the white, informal dress
of the crowd,” Neiman recalls.

“The refreshment tables lor the play-
ers brighten up the court. Dotted with
oranges, lemons and pitchers ol water,
they are as lovely as still-life paintings.”
he says.

When the matches end and the crowd

disperses, members and  guests  stroll
along the [ringe of the massive grass

area linking the stadinum and clubhouse.
“Nobody walks on this grass-court ex-

panse,” he savs, “unless he is playing on
it. It is a solid mass, lrimed by narrow
paths. As vou walk, you can see sizzling

serves and vollevs everywhere —on the
clay courts bordering the grass, as well
as on the grass itsell. Tall, stately trees
provide just the right degree ol shade. 1
felt the rare, European sort ol leisure
that members must leel. T seemed to be
in the midst of a park, yet the infinite
care evident made it unlike any park
I'd ever seen.”

Engraved above the entrance to the
stadium are Kipling's words: “Meect with
Triumph and Disaster and treat those
two impostors just the same.” Forest
Hills, as Neiman saw it and painted it,
is the personification of that ideal.
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best of all possible worlds

only one man who came heir to the very
best of all possible worlds, as vou used
the phrase.”

“Good Lord,” said the voung man,
his eves shining, “I wouldn’t mind hear-
ing about him.”

“1 hope there’s time. This chap is the
happiest rom, the most carefree bull in
history. Wives and  girllviends galore,
as the sales-pitch savs. Yet he has no
qualms, guilts, no [feverish nights of
Eiment and  self-chasusement.”

“Impossible!” the voung man put in.
“You can’t cat your citke and digest it,
ton!"”

“He did, he does, he will'! Not a
tremor, not a wace of moral seasickness
alter an all-night journey over a choppy
sca of innersprings! Successlul business-
man. Aparunent in New York on the
best street, the proper height above
trafhe: plus a long-weekend Bucks Coun-
ty place on a more than correct litde
country stream where he herds his nan-
nics, the happy farmer. But T met him
first at his New York apartment last
vear, when he had just married. At din-
ner, his wile was wuly gorgeous, snow-
cream arms, fruity lips, an amplitude of
harvestland below the line. a plenitude
above. Honev in the horn, the full
apple-barrel through winter, she seemed
thus o me and her husband  who
nipped her bicep in passing. Leaving,
at midnight, T found mysell ¢ a
hand to slap her on the flat of her flank
like a thoroughbred. Falling down in
the clevator. life floated out [rom under
me. I nickered.”

“Your powers ol description,” said
the voung commuter, breathing heavily,
“are incredible.”

"1 write advertising copy,” said the
older. “But, o continue. I met Let-Us-
Call-Him-Smith again, not two weeks
Later. Through sheer coincidence 1 was
invited to crash a party by a [riend.
Arriving in Bucks County, whose place
should it turn out to be but Smith's!
And near him, in the center of the Jiving
room, stoad this dark Italian beauty, all
tiwny panther, all midnight and moon-
stones, dressed in carth colors, hrowns,
sicinas, tns, umbers, all the tones of a
riotously fraitful autumn. In the bhabble,
I lost her e, Later, | saw Smith
crosh her like a oreat sunwarmed vine
ol lush October grapes in his arms. Idiot
Fool, 1 thought. Lucky dog, 1 thought.
Wile in town. mistress in country. He is
trampling out the vintage, et cetera, and
all that. Glorious. But I shall not stay
lor the wine lestival. 1 thought, and
slipped away, unnoticed.”

1 can’t stand too much of this talk,”
said the voung connuuter, rving to riise
the window.

“Don’t interrupt,” said the older man.
“Where was 127

“Trampled. Vingge.”

(continued {from page 37)

“Oh, ves! Well. as the parey bhroke up,
I finally caught the lovely Italian's naune,
Alrs. Smith!™

“He'd manried again, eh?”

“Hardlv. Not enough time. Stunned,
I thought quickly, he must have two sets
of Iriends. One st knows his city wile.
The other set knows this mistress whom
he calls wile, Smith’'s oo smart  [or
bigamy. No other answer. Mystery.”

“Go on, go on,” said the yvoung com-
muter, feverishly,

“Smith. in high spivits. drove me to
the train station that night. On the way
he said, "What do you think of my
wives?'

“Wives, plural?” T said.

*“Plural, hell)” he said. *I've had twen-
v in the last three vears! Each beter
than the last! Twenty, count  them,
twenty! Here!” As we stopped at the
station he pulled our a thick photo-
wallet. He ghnced at mv lace as he
handed it over, ‘No, no.” he laughed,
‘I'm not Blucheard with a score of old
theatre trunks in the attic crammed [ull
ol former mates. Look!”

“I flipped the pictures. They flew by
like an animated film. Blondes, bru-
nettes, redheads, the plain, the exotie,
the fabulouslv impertinent or the sub-
limely docile gazed our at me, smiling,
frowning. The flutter-flicker hypnotized,
then haunted me. There was something
tervibly familiar about cach photo.

“Smith” T osaid, ‘vou wmust be very
rich 10 afford all these wives.”

“Not rich, no! Look again!’

“I lipped the montage in my hands.
I zasped. T knew.

“The Mrs. Smith I met tonight, the
Ialian beanty, is the one and only Mrs.
Smith.” I said. "‘But at the same time,
the woman I met in New York two
weeks ago. s also the one and only s,
Smith. Tt can onlv Iollow that both
women e one and the sane!”

“Correct!)” cricd Smith, proud of my
sleuthing,

" “Impossible!” 1 blurted out.

“"No," said Smith, elated. "My wife is
amazing. One ol the finest actresses olf-
Broadway when T met her. Selfishly, 1
asked her to quit the stage on pain of
severance ol our mutual insanity, our
vampaging  up one side ol a chaise
longue and down the other. \ siantess
made dwarl by love, she slammed the
door on the theatre. o run down the
allev with me. The first six months of
our nuuriage, the euth dul not move,
it shook. But, mevitably, fiend that 1
am. I began to watch various other wom-
en ticking by like wondrous pendu-
Jums, My wile caught me noting the
time. Meanwhile, she had begun to cast
her eves on passing theawrical billbo:ands.
I found her nesung with the Newr York
Times next-morning reviews, desperately
tearful. Crisis! How to combine two vio-

lent careers, that of passion-disheveled
actress and that ol anxiously rambling
ram?

“One night,” saidd Smith, I eved a
peach-melba that drifted by, Simulta-
neously, an old theatre program blew
in the wind and clung o my wile's
ankle. lowas as il these 1two events, oc-
cnrring within the moment, had shot a
window shade with a rauling snap clen
to the top of its roll. Light pouied in!
My wife seized my arm. Was she or was
she not an actress? She was! Well, then,
well! She sent me packing for twenty-
four hours. wouldn’t let me in the apint
ment, as she hwrried about some vast
and exciting prepavations. When T re
turned home the next alternoon at the
blue hour, as the French sav in their
alwavs twilight language, my wife had
vanished! A dark Latin put out her
hand 1o “I am a Iriend of vour
wife's,” she said and threw hersell upon
me. to nibble my cars, crack mv ribs,
until I held her off and suddenly sus-
picious cried, “This is no woman I'm
with — this is myv wife!” And we both
fell Taughing o the floor. This was my
wile, with a different cosmetic, dilferent
couturier, different posture and intona-
tion. "Ny acwress! T said. “Your act-
ress!™ she Lwghed. “Tell me what |
should be and I'll be it Carmen? Al
right, I'm Carmen. Briinnhilde? Why
not2 I'll studv, e and when von
grow bored, re-create. 'm enrolled m
the Dance Academy. Tl learn o sit
stand, walk. wn thousand wavs. Fm chin
deep i speech lessons, I'mosighed  at
the Berlitz! 1 am also a member of
the Yamavuki Judo Club — " “Good
Lord,” T cried, “what [or?” “This'"" she
replied. and tossed me head over heels
into bed!

*Well.” said Smith, ‘from that day on
I've lived Reillv and nine other Trish-
men's lives! I've known  unuumbered
passing fancies, delightful shadow plays
ol women all colors, shapes, sizes, fevers!
My wife, finding her proper stage, om
parlor, and audience, me! has fTulfilled
her need o be the greatest actress in
the Lind. Too small an audicnce? No!
For L. with my cver-wandering tastes,
am there to meet her, whichever part
she plavs. My jungle wlent coincides
with her wide-ranging senius. So caged
at last, ver free, loving her T love every-
one. It's the best of all possible worlds,
Iriend, the best of all possible worlds” ™

There was a moment ol silence,

The wain rumbled down the track in
the new December darkness,

The two commuters, the voung and
the old, were thoughtful now, consider
ing the story just finished.

At Last the younger man swallowed
and nodded in awe.

“Your (riend Smith solved his prob-
lem all rvighe”

“He did.”

The young man debated a moment,

me.
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then smiled, quietly.

“1 have a friend. too. His situation
wits similar, but — different. Shall I call
him Quillanz”

“Yes,” said the old man, “but hurry.
I gt oft soon.”

“Quillan,” said the voung man, qllit.ib
lv, “was in a bar one night with a
fabulous redhead. The crowd parted be-
fore her like the sea belore Moses. Mirae-
ulous, I thought. revivilving, bevond
the senses! A week later. in Greenwich,
[ saw Quillan ambling along with a
dumpy little woman, his own age, of
course, only thirty-two, but she'd gone
to sced young. Tauy, the English would
av; pudgy, snouty-nosed, not enough
make-up, wrinkled stockings, spider’s-
nest hair, and immensely quict she was,
content to walk along it seemed, just
holding Quillan’s hand. Ha! T thought,
here's his poor litde parsnip wife who
loves the earth he treads, while other
nights he's out winding up that incred-
ible robot redhead! How sad. what a
shame. And 1 went on my wiy.

“Amonth later. T met Quillan again,
e was about to dart into a dark en-
tanceway in MacDougal Sureet when
he saw me. "Oh, God! he cried, sweat-
ing. ‘Don’t tell on me! My wile must
never know!’

“1 was about to swear myself to secrecy
when a woman called o Quillan [rom
a window above.

"I glanced up. My jaw dropped.

“There in the window  stood

dumpy. scedy linde woman!
“So suddenly it was clear. The beau-
tilul redhead was his wife! She danced,
she sang, she talked loud and long, a
brillizime mtellectual, the Goddess Siva,
thousand-limbed. the fnest throw-pillow
cver sewn by mortal hand. Yer she was
strangely — uiring,

“Somy Iriend Quillan had taken this
obscure Village voom where, two nighis
a week, he could sit quictly in the mousc-

the

brown silence or walk on the dim streets
with this good homely dumpy comlort-
ably mute woman who was not his wile
at all, as I had quickly supposed, but
his mistress!

“1 looked Irom Quillan to his plump
companion in the window above and
wrung his hand with new warnuh and
understanding. "Mum's the word!” [ said.
The Jast I saw ol them, they were seated
in a delicatessen, Quillan and his mus-
tress, their eves gently touching each
other, saying nothing, cating pastrami
sandwiches. He, oo, had, il you think
about it, the best of all pmﬁil)lc
worlds. ..

The train roared, shouted its whistle
and slowed. Both men, rising, stopped
and looked at each other in surprise.,
Both spoke at once:

“You get off at this stop?”

Both nodded, smiling.

Silendy they made their way back, and
as the train swopped in the chill Decem-
ber night, alighted and shook hands.

“Well, give my best o Mr. Smith.”

“And mine to Mr. Quillan!™

Two horns honked [rom opposite
ends ol the station. Both men looked
at one car. A beautiflul woman was in
it. Both looked at the other car. A heau-
tilul woman was in it

They separated, looking back at cach
other like two schoolboys, each stealing
a glance at the car toward which the
other was moving.

“1 wonder,” thought the old man, “if
that woman down there is —

“I wonder,” thought the young man,
“if that lady in his car could bhe ——

But hoth were running, now. Two car
doors slammed like pistol shots ending
a matinee.

The cars drove off. The station plat-
form stood empty. It being December,
and cold, snow soon fell like a curtain.

MILES

(continued from page 78)
That's like il someone said o me. 1
wint you to mect the President ol Ar
gentina’ Is he a good presideniz OK.
I'm a good musician. Does he do his job
as well as I do mine? Fine. So why do
1 have to meet him? In Cincinnati, they
said, I want vou to meet this disc
jockey: he's the only one in town who's
plaving jazz." I said I didn't want 1o be
bothered. “But hie's one of the best guvs
around here.” "Look.” I told them. “I1 he's
doing a good job. great. I am. oo —or
I'm wrying to. Besides. he might not
want to meet me. And there are davs
besides when T juse don't feel like mect-
ing people. Why should I have wo il 1
do what I'm supposed o on the job® ™

Nonetheless, the owner ol the Key
Club in Mimneapohs will not have Miles
back because he refused o help in local
publicity. Miles is consistent. though.
His own booker has onlyv one publicity
picture of him —an old. suft one — and
Miles will not be hothered 1o have new
ones taken. (The same office handles the
public-relations-conscious  Art Furmer—
Benny Golson Jazztet, and within the
first two mondhs of its existence, Farme
and Golson had cagerly posed for at
least ten different shots.)

Except Tor his unvielding refusal to
do local radio and TV shows, Miles
senerally gets along well with most
club owners. “When 1 get booked some-
where for the first tme.” Miles chuckles,
“I tell Jack Whittemore of the Shaw
office to tell the owner that 'm crazy
and not 1o [ool around with me. Then.
when he finds out I'm not unreasonable
and that I make tme, we wind up get-
ting utgzht. Most ol those owners are
good [nends of mine, and 1 don’t make
the mistake some musicians do ol think-
mg of all cub owners as one hreed.
They're people; they're all diflerent.




But if you do what you're paid to do,
thev'll treat you right.”

Some  promoters regard Davis  as
predatory, but from his point of view,
he's simply making certain he gets his
rightful share of what profits there are.
A couple of years ago, Miles was get
ting 51000 a night for oneshow con-
certs. He was offered a Town Hall, New
York, date that incuded two shows.
His booker told him he might be able
to get him SI1500 since there were two
performances. Miles said, “T'll tell you
what. I'll take 51000 for the first show
and $500 for the second, but vou tell
the promoter to rope off hall the house
for the second show and sell tickets [or
just the hall that's lefr.” Miles got S2000
for the night

On the other hand, Davis will occa-
sionally play in a club he likes for less
than his normal fee, and he will not ask
his top fee if he feels the room can't
afford it. He gets less than his maximum
price at New York's Village Vanguard
partly because he likes the owner, Max
Gordon, and partly because he knows
how much Gordon can net in the room.
He sees no point in charging Gordon
so much that a profit would be impos-
sible. If a club owner has offended him,
however, Miles may never rewurn lor
any fee. The manager of the Town
Tavern in Toronto suggested a few
vears ago that Miles fire drummer Philly
Joe Jones beciuse Jones was “too loud.”
“Now.” savs Miles with relish, “he wants
me back. but I won't go. He thinks he's
going to influence musicians,  huh?”
Miles also refused to play the Crescendo
in Hollvwood for 33500 and instead
worked what could be termed a strip
joint for 51000 less. He had not forgiven
Gene Norman of the Crescendo Lor hav-
ing offered him 51500 the year belore.

“Mavhe that's all you were worth
then,” said one of his cronies when the
new offer came up.

“Besides,” Miles rejected the ques-
ton, “Dizzy told me the audiences are
noisy there.”

Miles’ prices have risen steadily in the
past three years. His lowest point was

in the early Fifties. After the nine-piece
band that made the influental set of
Capitol recordings in 1949 and 1950
(Birth of the Cool, Capitol T-762), Davis
went from job to job, and finally the
number ol weeks between engagements
began o stretch. He had become hooked
on drugs by 1949, and the four years of
his addiction were painful — economi-
cally as well as personally. For a time
record dates were his prime source ol
support: and later, he exiled himsell to
Detroit for several months in an at-
tempt to get himself together. His essen-
tial independence made the [act that he
was so sorely dependent on narcotics
increasingly distasteful 1o him. and he
finally broke the habit because, as he
once explained, “it was too damn much
trouble.” He had also become clearer
as to what kind of musical group he
wanted; and as he began to be able to
organize and keep a combo together, his
popularity and income grew, starting
around 1955, Miles, however, has never
been money-hungry and has always been
known [or his insistence on raking time
oft to rest and lor hus capacity to turn
down jobs he doesn’t like, no matter
what the price.

There are times when Miles” refusal
to accept an engagement verges on the
whimsically irrational. As part ol a
European tour he undertook in the
carly part of 1960, he was offered an
unprecedentedly Targe fee to play Brit-
ain, where he has never appeared. He
turned it down. The reason came out

during a  conversation with British
writer  Kenneth  Tvnan. Tynan, m
America as guest drama critic for The

Neie Yorker, asked Miles at a New York
party why he didn't go to London.
“You're very popular there,”

Tynan.

“I can’t stand the language,” answered
Miles. 1 don't like to hear English
spoken that way: it would drive me crazy
if I had to hear it every day.”

The usually voluble Tynan was [or
once reduced to incredulous silence.

Davis will stick to his principles,
however lancilul they occasionally seem

said

to be: but once he has agreed to negoti-
ate, he expects to be well paid. Last
vear. Nat Hentoft sketched a formart for
a hall-hour CBSTV jazz program lor
producer Robert Herridge. He and
Herridge agreed on  Miles.  Charlie
Mingus and the late Billie Holiday as
participants.

“Sounds like a good show.” said Miles
to Herridge, “but not for me. It some-
times takes my group thirty minutes
just to warm up. I'm not going on for
ten, no matter what vou pay me.”

As it turned out, the program — which
had been taped for The Robert He-
ridge  Theatre  series — became  The
Sound of Miles Davis. 1t was all Miles,
hall with his small combo and half with
Gil Evans divecting a large band in
sclections [rom Miles Ahead. Total com-
mentary [or the hall hour was less than
sixty seconds. The show, because Miles
held out for his standards, is quite likely
the most intense and unalloyed jazz
program in television history.

The sidemen lor the big band were
paid separately, as was Gil Evans. Miles’
own unit received $4000 from which
Miles ook his not inconsiderable cut.
“Don’t 1 get extra,” he asked hall-play-
fully after the price was sct, “lor con
ducting my own combo in the first halfz”

Davis has been accused of one clear
inconsistency. He has biuterly criticized
the jazz lestivals, has sworn with boiling
vehemence never to play them again,
but alwavs reappears. “How come?” a
Iriend asked him a few weeks ago. “The
money,” said Miles. “1f 1 do something
I don't like to do, [ expect to get very
well paid for it, and those festivals cer-
tainly do pay.” At one festival last sum-
mer, Miles received $3500 [or one sct.
He was told before he went on that there
was only time for two numbers. Most
leaders would have been indignant., Teel
ing they wouldn’t have time for their
group to build to a properly eftective
climax. “It’s all yight with me” said
Miles. “You're paving lor i.”

Davis’ concentration on getting what
he considers just financial reward for
his work carries over to his off-the-stand
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attitude toward money. Unlike most
musicians who have been graduated to
the higher income brackets. Miles has
invested his profits. He now gets no less
than $2500 for a one-nighter and will
demand — and usually receive — S3500 a
night if two concerts are expected of
him. An index of how much he keeps is
that his best-paid sideman was John
Coltrane (now proprictor of his own
quartet) at somewhat over 5400 a week.
Cannonball Adderley never made more
than $350 a week with Miles, although
when he decided o leave to form his
own band last year, Miles vainly oftered
him a guaranteced annual wage ol
$20,000. For club dates, Miles usually
gets 33500 to 31000 a week. sometimes
more.

Except for his four vyears in the
pythonlike grip of narcotics. Miles has
rarely had major economic problems,
although he's never before been as com-
fortable as he is now. The Davis [amily
is substantial financially. A grandfather
had owned a thousand acres in Arkansas:
and Miles” [ather, a dentist, lor some
vears has also been breeding hogs and
cows on two hundred acres in Milstadr,
Illinois, near East St. Louis. Miles was
born in Alton. Illinois. May 25. 1926,
but two years later, the family moved
to East St. Louis. Miles” mother, who
has since been divorced from Dr. Davis,
was a power in local society. She was
never visibly enthusiastic about Miles”
carly and intense interest in music. His
lather. however, gave Miles a trumpet
for his thirteenth birthday.

Miles played in a high school band,
and by the time he was sixteen was
working with a St. Louis combo, Eddie
Randolph’s Blue Devils. He was com-
petent enough to receive an ofter [rom
the wisiting Tiny Bradshaw band to
leave school and go on the road, but
his mother, appalled, insisted he fnish
his final year of high school. The ex-
perience that finally led Miles to resist
his mother’s determination to send him
to. Fisk University was three weeks with
the Billy Eckstine band in and around
St. Louis. The band, which then in-
cluded Dizzy Gillespic and  Charlie
Parker, had arrived in town with a sick
third-trumpet player. Dizzy, seeing Miles
at the rehearsal with a wrumpet case,
draflted him into the band.

Miles persuaded his father to send
him to Juilliard. As soon as he arrived
in New York in 1945, Miles scarched for
Charlie Parker, found him. and roomed
with him lor a while. With Parker as
his guide, Miles met many of the young
modermsts, and they taught him and
encouraged him. Miles finally went to
work with Parker. He left school and
began o establish a reputation from his
recordings with Parker and later [rom
his work with Coleman Hawkins, Benny
Carter and Billy Eckstine. By the late
Forties, Miles was a bop luminary and

was already influencing others.

Through the vears, Miles has become
a gourmet of sorts and one of the most
carefully tailored musicians in jazz. Al-
though he appreciates material pleasures
and owns a 512,600 Ferrari. Miles hardly
squanders his money. “I'm cool,” he
said recently to another musician, “'so
long as the lights don't go out in Jersey.
I've got public utilities stock there,”
Miles announced with the aplomb ol
Bernard Baruch after a telephone talk
with his broker. “Any time I'm worried,
[ look over there, see the lishts and fecl
secure. If I'm wery worried, I'll call up
J- ]- Johnson who lives in Jersey. and
ask him il his lights are still on, He'll
say they still are: I'l say, ‘Cool,” and
hang up.”

Davis as of last accounts owns some
545,000 worth ol stock. He reads the
market reports and usually makes up his
own mind as o what to buv. “I travel
a lot,” he explains, “and so I see what's
happening a lot more clearly than most
people. If a lot of buildings are going
up, it figures they're goi-g to need light,
so 1 buy public utilities. T went to a
fight in Madison Square Garden, tasted
that Canada Dry sodit pop. liked it,
bought some more, still liked it, found
out they had the sense to put it in cans
for picnics, and bought some stock in it.”

Miles occasionally takes advice on in-
vestments. One [riend wold him that seeel
prices were bound to go up alter the
strike was settled. Miles bought stock in
steel, and made a substantial profit. He
is characteristically  contemptuous ol
mutual funds. “They're for old men.
All they do is pick safe things vou can
buy yourself by using your head and the
phone.”

Miles is proud of his economic sell-
sufficiency. “If somebody says,” he glor-
ied in his long-range affluence. * *Miles,
you can't get a job any more,’ I'll say,
‘Solid,” and go o Europe and drive my
Ferrari.”

Davis delights in the challenging, in-
stantaneous power of his automobile
and laments inhibiting American speed
rules. “In Europe,” he lectured a friend,
“you can drive as fast as you want. They
don’t think that evervbody’s a fool. No-
body wants to get killed. Nobody's going
to go a hundred miles an hour in wraffic.
Now, Europe is really civilized. If a cop
there sees a Ferrari coming, he stops
traffic and lets it go by, But in this
country, you can’t get pleasure any more
out of driving a car. It's a funny thing.
When vou're a kid, your pride and joy
Is getung a 1oy car to play with, You
know, you never get the boy out of a
man; but when youre grown up, they
shut off that boy and make vou drive at
forty-five miles an hour.”

Aside from his automobile, which
Davis drives with casually expert zest,
another avocation is shooting. When he
visits his [ather's farm in St. Lows, Davis

goes out target practicing with a .22
rifle. He does not. however, believe in
hunting with a gun. “Even il you hunt
a tiger, a man with a gun has a ridicu-
lously unlair advantage over an animal.
Hunting makes sense only in the way
the natives go after a tiger. They don't
have guns and have to use their wits
trap him. Another even mawch is hunt-
ing wild boars with spears. because il a
wild boar catches you. he'll eat vour ass
off. Those African safaris make me laugh,
A white man goes on one with nmatives
doing all the work. I'd hike to see some
Alrican Negroes go on a salari all by
themselves. I wonder how thev'd do.”

The relerence to the hunter’s exploita-
vion of the natives led a hardy Iriend
to ask Davis about the occasional charge
that Miles is somewhat ol a racist in jazz,
that he doesn’t believe most whites are
equal to Negroes in their capacity to
play original, creative jazz. One story in
the business is of Miles, during the nadir
of his career several years ago. saying to
a sideman in public on a Detroit band-
stand, “You're plaving oo goddamn
white tonight.”

Davis laughs at the charge. I haven't
time to learn to Jim Crow. I've been
busy since I was thirteen years old, and
I've known enough Crow mysell. 1
wouldn’t want to take the next thirty-
three vears to learn to be prejudiced.
When I first hired Lee Konitz years ago,
some guys said, “Why do you want an
ofay in your band?' I asked them il they
knew anybody who could plav with a
tone like Lee's. If I had o worry about
nonsense like that, I wouldn’t have a
band. T wouldn’t care if a cat was oreen
and had red breath —if he could play.”

If Davis is not anti-white. he is fargely
anti-jazz critics. “They just don’t know
what to say. What is lover Who the hell
will tell vou what love is? You have to
find out for yoursell. And besides, the
critics are always behind dmes. They
used to ask me how could I stand Red
Garland, Coltrane and Philly Joe. Now
they're praising them.”

The criticism Miles does take seri-
ously is that of the musicians he admires.
“If I told him after a set,” says a former
sideman, ” “You didn’t play anything,’
that would really bother him.” There
have been nights when Miles was aware
the other sidemen were not interested
in his playing, and he'd get off the stand
alter a set. muttering, “I'm losing it.”
“If somebody like J. J. or Gil Evans or
John Lewis is obviously not impressed
by what he’s doing.” savs a [riend,
“Miles feels a drafe.”

Among the critics, Miles has only a
few personal friends, among them Ralph
Gleason, the nationally syndicated San
Franasco Chronicle columnist and Nat
Hentoff. To writers he doesn’t know,
Miles can be wtaumaticallv caustic or
bewilderingly  outrageous. During a
Pittsburgh date, a team of psychologists




from the University of Pittsburgh asked
him to help in their survey of the psycho-
sociological backgrounds of musicians.

“Well,” Miles croaked, “I'll tell what
I do." And straight-laced, he detailed a
wholly  mythical pre-breaklast  sexual
ritual that would have appalled Hum-
bert Humbert, Tennessee Williams and
the Marquis de Sade. The psychologists,
diligendy taking notes, were hall in-
clined 1o take him seriously, but were
also dawningly suspicious as he added
more graphically athletic details.

“"Hey,” the cautious Cannonball Ad-
derley whispered to Miles, “this stuff may
act in print.”

“So what?”
sell hugely.

A lew years before, a wealthy, rather
arrogant voung lady was writing an arti-
¢le on Charlic Parker lor a national
magazine, presumably in licu of social
work among the underpriviledged. She
accosted Miles at Birdland.

“Why,” she began, “did they call him
Bivet?”

Miles looked at her for a long ume,
and [or some reason, decided to give
her o relatively straight answer. "Be-
cause he squeaked on his horn.”

“That's not wue,” said the angular
young lady. “I have found out why. But
I won't tell you.™

Miles grimaced. “So vou got a seeret
now. I'll tell you another. Bird was a
friend of mine. 1 used o pur him o hed
sometimes with the needle still in his
arm and him bleeding all over the place.
He used o pawn my suitcase and take
all my money. You going to put that in
your article?”

The voung lady, indignant but not
sure why, walked away.

Davis himself, however, is sometimes
hurt at the way he's occasionally treated
in the press. In Minneapolis once. as is
his custom, he refused a local reporter’s
invitation to come to the newspaper
office Tor an interview. The reporter, his
cgo pinched, wrote a merciless personal
attack on Davis for the next day's paper.
“Why do people Go chis?” Miles asked
in his hotel room. “Why does this guy
go out ol his way o harm me?”

Miles was made even more lTurious a
few nights later. A Minneapolis colum-
nist whom Davis did not know saw Miles
ar a club he was playving, sitting between
sets with an attractive voung lady, The
colunmist feigned drunkenness. leaned
heavily on Miles, and slurred out a re-
quest o Melancholy  Baby. Av first,
Davis  amswered him - with surprising
politcness, considering the provocation,
bur as the columnist persisted in his
act. Miles told him with sulphurous
finality wo leave. The next day, the col-
umnist “exposed™ Davis, criticizing the
way Miles talked 1o innocent customers
whao paid their good money to hear him.
Somchow, the columnist omitted all
mention ol the boorish drunk act he

said Miles, enjoying him-

had put on.

Next o people who invide his pri-
vacy, Davis’ most active professional
dislikes are theatre dates and concerts.
“If there are no more nightclubs.™ says
Davis positively. “there’ll be no more
jazz. How are you going to feel [ree at
a jazz concert? And feeling free, afer
all, is the whole act of jarz. There ain’t
but two things vou can do at a concert -
oo there and play or go there and sit
down. You can't drink: vou can’t move
around.” When a hanger-on backstage
at the Apollo Theaue in New York per-
sistedd in expressing his beliel that the
future ol jizz was on the concert cireuit,
Miles snorted. Al right. You listen o
what the musicians say affer a concert.
Every time, backstage, someone will say,
‘Now. where are vou gonni blow? You
can’t stretch our and really play at a
concert and vou can't make everybody
sit still and leel the same way. The
Germans wried i, and  they  couldn’t
make it work.”

As lor theatres. Miles is apprehensive
as well as unenthusiastic. “We play a
theawre, and they announce "Miles Davis
and his orchestra’ They pull back the
curtain, and there’s just me and Col-
trane. It Irishiens me. I figure someday
somebody’s going to vell out "Hell!
Where's the show? ™

During one recent theatre engage-
ment in Chicazo, as Miles was about to
start the group's theine, Coltrane whis-
pered, “Sentenced  for another  seven
days.”

“Shee-it,”  said  Davis  in - resigned
agreement, “plav the ensemble.”

Unlike most musicians  on  theatre
dates, Davis does not succumb 1o be-
tweenshows  horedom  and  bars. He
ustally works out at a Jocal gym. Feel
ing (labbiness and atrophy ol any kind
to be actually distastelul. Davis keeps
himsell in physical condition with re-
lizious [ervor. “IU's when vou don’t do
anvthing that vou get sick.” he has
hectored Triends. He has even given gym
cquipment o Iriends he feels in urgent
need of rehabilitation. In the brown-
stone Davis recently  bought in New
York's West Seventies near the Hudson.
there’ll be a Tully equipped gym on the
third lloor. That floor will also contain
a ballet bar and classroom for his pres-

ent wile, the lissome dancer-teacher,
Frances Taylor.
Women are  strongly attracted 1o

Miles. A few. who affect to scorn him,
are atmost invariably women who [leel
he has ignored them. In Frances. how-
ever., warm, intellivent and remarkably
unageressive, Davis has found the wom-
an closest to his own ideal. “She loves
her man, and she's all woman. If she
hasn't scen me all day, she's all over
me when I come home.” And if Miles
doesn’t come home some nights, Frances,
he believes, “understands a man has to
zet out every once in i while.”

Don't let mosquitoes put
the bite on you. BUY SPIN-
SECT, the only night-flying
insect trap that spins the
mosquitoes into a bag for

";emclt‘!issl,e"l" easy, germ-free disposal.
fective You must see it to believe
amazing' it! All you do is plug it in.
exciting and SPINSECT does the rest. No
fascinat- 'More swatting, no more
ing. Remem-  SPraying, no more scratch-
ber, To Bag INE or harrassing.

or be Bit-  Who said it couldn't be done?
1om, dhat o Small —only 14” high.
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= Design — attractive, rugged plastic,
all-weather materials, » Portable — plug
‘n and hang near pool, patio, yard, etc.
» Versatile — small, medium and large
bags available to meet your reguirements.
» Economical — costs approximately §1 per
month 1o operate every night. ® Guaranteed
-—for 1 year against defects in malerial
and workmanship. * Results — your area
is cleared of night-flying insects; infectious
mosquitoes are eliminated.
Price — $54.50 ppd.
(50 disposable plastic bags with each unit.)
T] Check or money order [] for total
Deon't get mosquito bites, _
mail your order to Cor-Lite

COR-LITE INDUSTRIES, INC.

P.O0. BOX 85, DEPT. 1
CINCINNATI 21, OHIO

All Your Family’s
IRISH COATS-OF-ARMS

Here in one low-cost volume are over 2000
Irish names, and crests & shields in full color
for virtually every Irish name in your family!
(Many families entitled to display 4, 5 or
more!) Just off the presses! Still offered to
readers of this magazine al presenl price of
$7.50 instead of the $8.95
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you S$1.45.1 Add 35¢ postage.
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IRISH NAME MAP showing
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Cago, and a4 member

Miles is also very much involved with
his children by a marriage that wok
place when Miles was very voung, and
aradually dissolved. The children live in
St. Louis with Miles” parents. His seven-
teen-vear-old daughter has organized
rock-n"roll group and sings like Betey
Carter. who has coached her. 1 know
some girls have an infatuation for their
father,” the girl wold Miles a few months
ago, “but I tell yvou that il Frances
hadn’t married you, 1 would have.”
Miles two boys are ten and fourteen.
The ten-year-old is a fledgling vumpet-
er, and the older boy plays drums.
Both are athletes. “They don't get into
fights,” says Miles proudly. “because
they know how to fight.” Davis is spare
with [atherly advice. He's convinced
that “kids have to find out the impor-
tant things for themselves. But one
thing I never do is talk down to them.”

Davis” affection and  encouragement
are hardly limited to his family. He has
advised and  belriended several voung
musicians.  Sonny Rollins and  Jackie
McLean were among his protégés, and
when Cannonball Adderley first went
to New York from Florida, Miles tried
to teach him how best to use chords and
also clued him as to the honest managers
and record companies. When Cannon-
ball Later joined Miles and ﬁl!.l"} de-
cided o be a bandleader again, Davis
cncouraged  Adderley's ambitions once
he was convinced Cannonball was de-
termined o leave.

Several weeks ago, Miles ran into Joe
Gl . the most powerlul of the jazz
bhooking agents and a man renowned
and feared for his turbulent temper. A
lew davs before, Glaser had discovered
that two ol his veteran assistants had
])(.‘t‘ll I)]:l]ll‘lill"' Lo set l.l]J it U"i('(‘ (4141
their own in five months. He summoned
them to his office, and roared that they
could consider themselves independent
entreprencurs as of that second. One
of the two is well liked by Miles, and
Davis asked Glaser why he had guil-
lotined the agent so hastily.

“Hell,” exploded Glaser., il some
bastard had been plaving with you for
fifteen years and then you lound out he
wis plnlLing to go out on his own,
wouldn’t vou fire him?”

“No.” said Miles, grinning. “I'd let
him go. I'd figure I could borrow some
money from him il he made it some-
day.”

Glaser laughed.

“You're laughing.” Miles continued,
“because you don’t need money any
more. [ never know when Tl need
some.”

By temperament  and  experience,
rarely likely to brood about
changes i personnel possible com
petition. He is, in current sociological
jargon, thoroughly inner-directed. He
was playing Philadelphia a few months
ol his retinue, wor-

Davis is

ried, said: “Dinah Washington's going
to be around the corner from you. It
might hurt business.”

“Hell,” said Miles. Il she packs that
many people in, there’ll be an overflow,
and they'll come over and see ns.” Miles
laughed when he told a friend about
the incident. “People always want to see
an argument get started about  some-

thing. There's no reason to start an
argument.  There's room  for  every-
body.”

Even when a sideman makes a mis-
take, Miles does not believe in blistering
denunciations. I never have any trou-
ble with musical discipline, to begin
with,” he explains. only hire musi-
cians I know I like.” Davis corrects his
sidemen on the job, but rarely loudly
cnough for the audience to hear. His
criticisms are usually along the line of,
“You don’t have o play all those notes.”
Or “This is not the kind of tune for all
those substitute chords. It sounds funny
that way.”

What happens on the stand and in
Miles® own playing through the months
and  years me\lml)]) h.n an effect on
other jazzmen, and not only trumpet
plavers. Miles has  influenced  several
trumpet players directly — Art Farmer,
Chet Baker, the later Kenny Dorham,
Donald Byrd o some extent, Wilbur
Harden, and even his own carliest m: ajor
influence, Clark Terry, formerly with
Duke Ellington’s band. Miles used 1o
follow Terry around St. Louis, and it’s
likely that Miles first began to appreci-
ate the virtues ol leaving  judicious
spaces in a solo [rom Terry.

From records, Davis in his teens ab-
sorbed what he could from Roy Eldridge,
Harry James, Bobby Hackett and Buck
Clayton. Later Dizzy Gillespic became
a strong stimulus, but in tryving to deal
with Gillespice’s style (as had been his
experience  earlier with Eldridge and
James). Miles found he simply couldn't
play as fast and as high as he did.
When he went to New York, Davis be-
cume increasingly  interested in tone.
Billy Butterfield’s impressed him except
for its vibrato, but Miles was much more
drawn to the late Freddie Webster.
Webster, who didn't record much and
almost never in a context that provided
him with extensive solo space, was noted
among musicians for the deeply expres-
sive clarity and warmth of his one. He
was also exwremely economical in his
choice of notes. While at Juilliard, Davis
vaded information with Webster. He'd
teach Freddie the theory he had learned
in school. and Webster would try 1o
show him how to make his tone more
mellow.

In recent years, Miles” tone —along
with the rest ol his playing — has become
more assured. Not yvet widely realized is
the fact that he has developed one ol the
Tullest and most attractive tones of any
trumpeter in jazz in the lower register.

Miles has also on occasion taken to the
Fliigelhorn with its richer sound. All in
all, the olten pinched. undernourished
sound that used to characterize much ol
his playing has filled out; and his concen-
tration on sound has influenced scores ol
other players to return o a concern with
more tonal body in their plaving.

Miles is hardly so scll-involved with
his own sound or other aspects ol his
playing that he [ails to keep aware of
what other musicians are doine. I he
likes a musician, however, he's rarely
divect in his compliments. He'll tell an-
other sideman that his own drummer
Jimmy Cobb, for example. “sure docs
swing.” but not Cobb himself. When he
does hire a man whose musical capacity
he respects, Davis is patient beyvond all
normal bounds. He may well be the
most permissive employer in terms of his
sidemen’s tardiness and general unde-
pendability since Duke Ellington. Miles
thought — and still does — that Philly Joe
Jones is the best drummer in jazz, and
he suffered for months with Jones” con-
genital irresponsibility. Contrary o ru-
mor, he never did fire Philly Joe, although
Jones would have tried the patience of i
jazz stoic. Joe just left. Similarly, Miles
had pianist Red Garland on the payroll,
and Garland is almost uncanny in his
consistent inability to show up on time.
Miles, however, endured Garland for
months, and even rchired him for a
while after Garland had lIelt the band.

Davis rarely calls rehearsals, and then
only when a new member has joined the
band or he's written a piece he wants to
hear immediately. 1 rehearse on the
date, just as 1 do all my practicing on
the job. Hell. once you've got vour horn
under your hands, there’s no point in
wasting vour free hours on scales.” Even
at the infrequent rehearsals, Davis spends
comparatively littde time on details. One
alternoon, alter a rundown, a musician
missed several notes in a number. “Well,”
said Miles, ending the rehears
know how 1t goes now. You can s
the rest out by yoursell.”

Miles' own tastes in jazze are demand
ing. He likes lew players, but his knowl
edge goes [ar back into jazz tadition. He
not only remembers sidemen {rom the
swing-cra bands, but has more than a
passing knowledge and appreciation ol
authentic blues singers such as John Lee
Hooker and Big Bill Broonzy.

As Tor his own work, although he has
become the major influence among many
contemporaries on all instruments, a lew
musicians are beginni to accuse him
ol coasting. " A certain vitality isn't there
any more,” says a drummer. “He lives a
prety lush lite and his music gets kined
ol Tush.” A wombonist, who has worked
on several Davis dates, believes  that
Miles has deliberately restricted himsell
to a narrow range ol notes and o sale
ideas. Savs another “All Ius
talk of increasing the melodic possibili-

o
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ties of improvisation amounts to his re-
ducing the number of progressions to an
absolute minimum, but¢ he doesn't fill in
the "chordal void with lots of melodic
lines. The notes are always within the
same compass and he’s not compensating
for the meagerness of the progressions.”

“I've heard Miles,” adds another dis-
sident, “play whole solos with about only
three notes. Monk has sometimes done
the same thing, but Monk will always
surprise you. In recent months, however,
I have almost always been able to pre-
dict what Miles is going to play. Yet,”
the musician concedes, “every once in a
while, he does scare everybody.”

“I was once with Miles,” says a musi-
cally trained engineer, “when he was
listening to alternate takes of a record
session. He invariably rejected those
takes that had clinkers, even though
there were some that were better musi-
cally, despite the mistakes. He was too
concerned with playing it safe.”

Miles scoffs at the accusation that he’s
softening with success. “I'm too vain in
what I do to play anything really bad
musically that I can help not doing.
If I ever feel T am getting to the point
where I'm playing it safe, I'll stop.
That's all T can tell you about how I
plan for the future. I'll keep on working
until nobody likes me. If I was Secretary
of Defense, I'd give the future a lot of
thought, but now I don’t. When I am
without an audience, I'll know it before
anybody else, and I'll stop. That's all
there is to life. You work at what you do
best, and if the time comes when people
don't like it, you do something else. As
for me, if I have to stop playing, I'll just
drive my Ferrari, go to the gym, and
look at Frances."”

MILES DAVIS LP DISCOGRAPHY
{record mumbers in parentheses are stereo)
Bags® Groove Prestige PR-7109
Birth of the Cool Capitol T-762

Blue Haze Prestige PR-7054
Blue Moods Debut DEB-120
Charlie Parker

All Star Sextet
Charlie Parker Story,
Vol. 3
Charlie Parker's Greatest
Recording Session
Collectors” Items
Conception
Coohkin’ with the Miles
Dauis Quintel
Dig Miles Dawis with
Sonny Rollins

Roost RLP-3210
Verve MGV-8002
Savoy MG-12079
Prestige PR-7044
Prestige PR-7013
Prestige PR-7094

Prestige PR-7012

Early Miles Prestige PR-7168
Jazz Omnibus Columbia CL-1020
Jazz Track Columbia CL-1268
Kind of Blue Columbia CL-1355

(CS-8163)
Legrand Jazz Columbia CL-1250

(CS-8079)
Miles Prestige PR-7014
Miles Ahead Columbia CL-1041
Miles Dauis,

Vols. 1 & 2 Blue Note BLP-1501, 1502
Miles Davis All Stars Prestige PR-7076
Miles Davis & Milt

Jackson Prestige PR-7034

Miles Davis & the Modern
Jazz Giants Prestige PR-7150

Milestones Columbia CL-1193
Music for Brass Columbia CL-941
Musings of Miles Prestige PR-7007
The Genius of

Charlie Parker Savoy 12014
Le Jazz Cool,

Vols. 1 & 2 Le Jazz Cool 101-2
Charlie Parker Memorial,

Vol 1 Savoy MG-12000
Charlie Parker Memorial,

Vol 2 Savoy MG-12009
The Immortal Charlie

Parker Savoy MG-12001
The Charlie Parker

Story Savoy MG-12079

The Genius of Charlie

Parker,Vol. 8 Verve MGV-8010
Porgy and Bess Columbia CL-1274
(CS-8085)

Relaxin’ with the Miles
Dauwis Quintet
"Round About

Prestige PR-7129

Midnmight Columbia CL-949
Sketches of Spain Columbia CL-1480
(CS-8271)
Somethin’ Else Blue Note BLP-1595
(S-1595)

Workin’ with the Miles
Dauvis Quintel Prestige 7166

CAMPUS CLASSICS

(continued from page 69)
multicolor weaves. The weight of sports
jackets runs from a feather-light 8 ounces
in a worsted wool synthetic blend to the
standard 10-12-ounce wool Shetlands on
up to the very important revival of beefy
15-1G-ounce English and Scots tweeds.

In slacks, the conservative way of
thinking still holds strongly forth. Con-
tinental slacks are big but have been
simplified to leave off extreme fashion
details.

The traditional, plain-front flannel
trouser is popular and the new look in
patterning is a subtle one — tonc-on-tone
window-pane plaids are favored, along
with small patterns in subtly contrasting
colors. Stripes are in the picture but are
used in moderation. Traditional blacks,
oxford grays, blues and browns are back
with us, as well as the country colors —
mixtures of earthy taupe with olive and
bronze accents. Polished cottons and
narrow cord slacks — alas — along with
dirty white bucks or tennis sneakers, will
be seen, we're sure, as long as Thank
God It's Friday clubs continue to flour-
ish, and they show no signs of abating

whatever. u

“He claims Haig & Haig is using
subliminal advertising.”
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READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the
answers to your shopping
questions. She will provide you
with the name of a retail store
in or near your city where you
can buy any of the specialized
items advertised or editorially
featured in PLAYBoY. For
example, where-to-buy
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers
in this issue listed below.

Akom Bnibwear:. i Ceun o s 14
Brookfield Clothes. ... ............... 25
Cappe Clothes o= co0 mose 0 0 28
Catalina Sportswear.. . ............... 17
Cricketeer Suits...................... 12
Dickies Vests. .. ...o.vveoieinennn.. 20
Erye Jok Bonts: oot oL o 0 20
H.IS. Sportswear........00nouyuu.. « B
Holeproof Bocks. . oo.vvniieinniienss 16
Interwoven Socks....., VRt At 18
Jantzen Sportswear................... 23
Kalimar Photo Equipment. ........ 26, 91
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK

BY PATRICK CHASE

IF YOU HAVEN"T HAD YOUR FILL of sun aflter
the long, hot summer, hie yourself to
LEurope. Fall is first rate practically all
over the Continent, with the pale sun
bringing out an intense life in the cool,
gray citics, brown leaves crisply carpeting
narrow streets, steam curling blue off
your coffee at a terrace café¢ in the Bois
de Boulogne or on the Champs-Elysées.
Lveryone [eels cosmopolitan, and you
can, too, at galas like the vintners’ festi-
val at Konigswinter at the foot of Ger-
many’s craggy Drachenfels beside the
Rhine; or drive from Munich to Frank-
furt through the shepherds’ town of
Rothenburg, medieval villages like Nord-
lingen, where your sleep will still be
broken by the ancient call of the night
watchman echoing along cobbled lanes,
and to castles of the Teuton Knights, like
Weikersheim. The dark old Gothic inns
along the way will offer you pale wines
from casks in cool cellars.

There’s a new and nifty wrinkle on
the European travel scene: if you haven’t
got time to drive all over the Continent
(by far the best way to see it) but still
want the freedom of your own car at
least some of the time, you can now pick
up a drive-it-yoursell model for part of a
prepaid tour. With it, you get route in-
structtons, all the documents you’ll need
plus advance reservations at the hotels of
your choice. Then, speed the balance of
your tour by train, plane and helicopter.

One other newish innovation to your
European junket, providing time is no
problem: you can add a cruise through
the Mediterranean — with a bonus. What
vou do is hop a Zim Lines ship from

Naples or Marseilles to Israel, and they
throw in cight free days at a top hotel in
Jerusalem or Tel Aviv, as part of your
fare. When you make it there, don't
loll all your time away along the warm
Mediterranean coast. Tour inland to
ancient Crusader castles or their modern
equivalent, Isracl army outposts in the
Negev desert, and to the kibbutzim pio-
neer settlements or Bedouin markets or
Druse villages where tribesmen on racing
camels always seem to be staging their
own version of the Arabian Nights.
Israel’s different from anything vou've
scen before, and tour costs are a joke: $40
gets you three days in Galilee, {or exam-
ple, including everything.

On the Pacific side of the world, we'd
like to put in a plug for seductive old
Singapore, whose U.S. publicity has been
so poor that the place is generally under-
rated by the “professional” travel peo-
ple. You don't have to stay at the legend-
ary Raffles Hotel (though the service is
about as zippy as any on earth). Matter
of fact, we like the Sea View, four miles
from town on the bay, which is quicter
and cooler (but skip the air-conditioned
rooms; they're small and viewless). For a
change of pace, dig the lovely tropical
port of Penang with its private swim-
ming club (getting a card from a member
isn’t too much of a problem) that's a
delight. And don’t miss the all-night
gambling at Macao.

For further information on any of the
above, wrile to Playboy Reader Service,
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Iilinois.

NEXT MONTH:

GREENWICH VILLAGE -AMERICA'S VITAL NERVE CENTER OF RE-
BELLION AS REPORTED IN WORDS BY HERBERT GOLD AND DRAWINGS

BY SHEL SILVERSTEIN

PLAYMATE IN PAINT — ELEVEN PLAYBOY ARTISTS INTERPRET

MISS SEPTEMBER

PLAYBOY’S PIGSKIN PREVIEW — OUR PRESEASON FOOTBALL

FORECAST BY ANSON MOUNT

PLUS-JULES FEIFFER, E. SIMMS CAMPEELL, ALBERTO VARGAS,
GAHAN WILSON, ERICH SOKOL, JERRY YULSMAN, WILLIAM
IVERSEN, BERNARD WOLFE, RAY RUSSELL
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Had Rembrandt worked in leather, he would have created ‘Men's Mahogany.’ Virility in
line and tone marks the work of a master. Here, in a leather as challenging as the
heroes of old, is the true masculinity and skill shown in Rembrandt's famous master-

pieces. The Fine Art of Leathercraft by. .. PRINCE GARDNER

The set shown, in, finest polished cowhide: $15.90. Individually: Registrar® Billfold with new “show-a-card” cho $5.00, Key Gard $2.95, Bill Gard $2.95, Pocket Secretary $5.00. All plus tax.

AT FINE STORES EVERYWHERE REPRODUCED BY COURTESY OF THE OLASGOW ART GALLERY

PRINCE GARDNER COMPANY » 1234 S, KINGSHIGHWAY * ST, LOUIS 10, MISSCuR)
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Itis good to know thal when you buy Booth’s High & Dry Ginin
the Uniled States you are getling gin made according o the same
formula as the Booth’s High & Dry purveyed in Britain, 11 is the
only gin distilled in U, S0 AL under the supervision of famous
Booth's Distilleries, Ltd., London, England. Give Booth's a try.

DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN. 80 PROOF. 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. + W.A TAYLOR & COMPANY, NEW YORK. N.Y. SOLE DISTRIBUTORS FOR THE U.S.A.
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