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.Frank's
thick and thin

pullover

is very very bulky.
We outbulked ourselves on this one

because universities require it.
Many tones, textures, and styles.
This one, on Frank Gifford, is 16.95.

Jantzen Inc., Portfand 1. Otecon




It's a great day in the morning when you use
Kings Men After Shave Lotion. Its subtle, manly
fragrance underscores the vigorous way you feel
after soothing and cooling your just-shaved face.
What's more, Kings Men is the first 24-hour
skin tonic, and no other After Shave Lotion gives
you a lift that lasts so long. You'll feel great
when you start your day with Kings Men After
Shave Lotion . . . $1 plus tax.

It's so nice to have a King's Man around the house

KINGS men

for good grooming

After Shave Lotion - Pre-Electric Shave Lotion - Cologne
Aerosol Luxury Shave - Hairdressing - Deodorants
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follow the 72 inches of hand-stitching
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Goodby to stiff, heavy Cordovans. Now,
Bostonian has sewn in flexibility. How?
By discovering a way to hand-stitch this
durable, lustrous leather.

Firstthe Cordovanleatheris seasoned.
Then it is folded and kneaded to a new
suppleness. Ready forexperthandstitch-
ing, carefully spaced six to an inch.
Just right to shape the leather so that it

Featwred: £8546 — Cordovan slip-on featuring the low-stweep hand-sewen cobbler's stitch. Al
turing hand-sewn moccasin seani. Boitom right:

result: flexibility that's brand-new

moulds to the foot smoothly, naturally.

There’s extra flexibility in the outer-
soles, too. They’re “tenderized.” Soft-
ened in a special seasoning preparation.
Then rolled and re-rolled (like a baker
rolls dough) until they flex easily with
every movement of your foot. But like

BOSTONIAN

to Cordovan

all Bostonians these Cordovans have
the solid support good shoes give you.

Now—a light-footed feeling never be-
fore possible in Cordovan. And you still
get the long wear and luster Cordovan
is famous for. Why not start enjoying
this quality and comfort today?

CORDOVANS

18547 in black. Boitom left: §5590 — Three-eyelet cordovan fea-
#3802 — Three-pyelet cordoven featuring the fow-suweep hand-seam cobbler’s stitch. Most Bostonian siyles 519.95 1o
$35.00. Alse makers of Mansfield and Bostonian Boys. Write for the nare and address of your nearest Bostoruan Dealer. Bostonian Shoes, Whitman, Massackusetts.



YULSMAN

JAacons Lb.

BE NOT ALARMED by our suave rabbit's
momentary disregard of the miss on
this month’s cover. He's understandably
distracted by the dazle of prLavBoy's
new publishing venture: snow BUSINESS
ILLUSTRATED. Beginning August 23, the
expanding world of entertamnment will
be brightly reflected, and insightfully
reflecied upon, within the colorsplashed
pages of this unique biweekly magazine
of the performing arts. Arriving on the
scene at a time when mass-communicated
show business has become not merely a
world-wide industry, but the common
denominator ol a new world-wide cul-
ture, ss1 will dedicate atself as observer
and participant in this swelling surge
toward the arts and entertainment. With
purpose and perception. it will scan the
changing showscape from Minsky to
Hurok, Old Vic to New Wave, La
Perichole to La Monroe, Kabuki to
Carnival! — and all intermediate points.

Demonstrating this breadih and depth
in every issue: fast-breaking news on the
Tatest feats and follies [rom every realm
of entertainment; a compendium ol
terse reviews and previews ol TV, mov-
1es, theaters, nightclubs, concerts, even
circuses and state [airs; a listings and
ratings scction unequaled lor compre-
hensiveness and discrimination by any
other magazine; Sneak Previews ol note-
worthy new plays and films; pictorial
visits with Show Business Beauties; prob-
ing interviews calculated to reveal lu-
minaries in their true light, divested of
pressagented  hoopla;  provocative ar-
ticles by such insiders as William Inge,
Alexander King, Shelagh Delaney, Fed-
erico  Fellini, Nat Hentoft, William
Zinsser, Marc Connelly and Jules Feifter;
regular columns of lively and articulate
comment from the major entertainment
centers by men (such as Herb Caen, Joe
Hyams and Al Morgan) who know the
business on stage, off stage and back-
stage; timely, intimate and sensitive plm—
tographic essays by such artists as Richard
Avedon, Henri Cartier-Bresson, Bert
Stern and Philippe Halsman; and much,
much more.

Designed with the same style and
edited with the same élan that orbited
pLAYBOY almost eight years ago, sul is
directed to an audience of entertain-
ment-seeking adults o sophisticated for
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the pseudo-hipness and verbal cuneiform
of show-business coverage in the news
magazines; too informed lor the gushing
puffoonery of the mass-market “family”
journals; too catholic to be satisfied with
the narrow, often snobbishly “cultural”
preoccupations of the small-circulation
wecklies. With a sharp-focus, wide-angle
view of the entire show world, it will
unstintingly applaud the original, the
venturesome, the penetrating; but it
will heap scorn on dross and twaddle
wherever they try to pass for entertain-
ment. And it will not attempt to conceal
a wry smile, on occasion, at the unin-
tentionally humorous, or humorless. Its
owlish emblem, in fact. is a fitting sym-
bol of ser's editorial tone; nocturnally
inclined; well tailored but not f[oppish;
walking stick set at a jaunty but not
rakish angle; topper ault; eye critical,
wise, slightly skeptical, with just the hint
of a wink —a fne-feathered Kindred
spirit for rLavBoY’s worldly rabbit.

But September is a signal month at
rraveoy for still another reason. In this
issu¢ we commemorate the “grand clos-
ing"” of the Miami Playboy Club, the
newest link — lorged this spring — in our
expanding key-club chain ol Bunny-
thronged pleasure domes for the coun-
ry's influentials and affluenuals, with a
privileged glimpse behind its rabbit-
escutcheoned portals. Leaving its opu-
lent ramparts — studded throughout, as
at all Playboy Clubs, with closed-circuit
TV screens monitoring the merriment
within — we wurn to network television
on a refreshingly unclothed circuit, en-
visioned by lampooning lensman Jerry
Yulsman in four color pages of Nude
Twists for Tired TV. A longtime con-
tributor to PLAYBOY'S pictorial delights,
risibly gifted Jerry joins the magazine
as Staff Photographer with this issue,
along with Mario Casilli, whose lush
Playmates have already adorned our
gatefolds on nine memorable occasions.

For textual stimulation, we've em-
purpled September’s pages with William
Iversen’s A Short History of Swearing,
an oathsome examination of the ungentle
art of invective, from arse to zounds. To
this blasphemy, of course, we've added a
leavening of charming blarney: with
The Little World of Jim Moran, writer
Richard Gehman etches the outrageous

PLAYBILL

KEMPTON

GEHMAN

career of that all-time mad prince of
fHackmeisters. For the under-twenty-five
urbanite bachelor who tries to take out
auto insurance for the first time, the
labyrinthine route to complete coverage
— and sometimes to the cleaners — is me-
ticulously road-mapped by John Keats
in Highway Robbery. A no-lesscircuitous
path — this one to the neighborhood
druggist — is beaten by America's health-
seeking legions; The Pursuit of Per-
fection, Richard Carter’s first PLAYBOY
offering, is a witty chronicle of multitu-
dinous afflictions (more fancied than real)
and countless nostrums. In another non-
ficion essay for September, New York
Post columnist Mwray Kempton diag-
noses the condition of modern sociology
as an acute case of bombast, lances its
pracuitioners  (tagged Status-ticians in
Limbo) with the precision of a surgeon.

The Lion's Share, our lead fiction this
month, is spun by Harvey Jacobs with a
rocuckoo story thread entwining a love-
sick collegian, his matwchmaking room-
mate and a sexy coed in an unholy mesh.
pLAvBov-regular Henry Slezar authors
The Firing Line, a grimly ironic tale of
poetic justice in an Dxecutive Bitter-
Suite setting. And Leland Webb racks
up his fifth rLavooy credit with The
Solemn Sabbath, a thoughtfully offbeat
and mordant colloquy between two
brothers on visitors' day in a prison vard.

In our annual Pigskin Preview — illus-
trated with an exclusive photographic
huddle of college gridiron favorites jetted
into Chicago for the occasion — PLAYBOY'S
football oracle Anson Mount puts his
uncanny reputation for accuracy squarely
on the fifty-yard line with a full roster
of prescason prophecies. On outhound
jets, another pLaYsoY photo crew flew to
the four fashion quarters of the nation
for on-quad coverage of the last and
latest word in Back to Campus styles for
fall — as delineated by Fashion Director
Robert L. Green. For under- and post-
graduate alike, we penultimately ofter
Where There’'s Smoke, a gallery of
clegant wherewithal for tobacconalian

leasure; and Notable Potables, a col-
Euiou of blithe spirits conjured up in
rLavsoy's own bar. Fimally, to com-
pound your interest, we present the
capital assets of bank secretary Christa
Speck — a splendid Playmate dividend to
round out our September accounting
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SNAP COURSE IN ETYMOLOGY...BY GREYHOUND
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Economlcally speaklng, Greyhound spells money you save'

Sociologically, Greyhound spells people you meet! Physio-

logically, Greyhound spells convenience

and safety! In summation, Greyhound L3 d:[011}{])]
Y y = o g

spells fun all the way back to college...

IT'S SO LOGICAL TO TAKE A GREYHOUND...AND LEAVE THE DRIVING TO US 5
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: ? Get with it! You belong
‘f’ in the versatile new

: CORDUROY 2]
THREE-FOR-ALL

Absolutely indispensable, this 3-piece outfit —
it'll carry you through the school year in more
ways, in more style than you ever believed possible. ‘\ {-d

m Natural-shouldered jacket, slightly cut-away
in front, is lined in a striking Londontown print. \
* Narrowed-down lapels, of course; hook vent,
lap seams and interesting scored buttons. T

m Corduroy vest reverses to velvety imported i
cotton HIS-Suede —soft new touch for Fall. =

m Post-Grad slacks are trim, tapered, terrific. e _%

SPORTSWEAR e

Don't envy H-1-S... wear them

Corduroy by Cone MIlls in Loden, Antelope, Sand,
wood Brown, Field Olive, Black. 3-piece Outfit, $29.95.

Post-Grad Slacks alone, $6.95. Get your “Three-For-All" now

and start the countdown on all the ways you'll wear it!

For more Sportswear that's “with It” see next two pages

s . »
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YOU BELONG IN THE - "“f.f. - ’
SLICKEST SLACKS THAT WA B
EVER HIT A CAMPUS!, XYWy

FOST.
GRADS \ f |

.——-and/or——

CONTEMPORARY

PIPERS

The two guys on the right may be
buddy-buddy about most things, but when it
é L comes to slacks they're in different orbits.

= Trim, tapered POST-GRADS have
the authentic natural look; belt loops
and cuffs are standard equipment.

\\- = Sliver-slim PIPERS fit tight, ride

\ N, down low; cuffs are out and so’s the belt —
\1‘ hidden side tabs keep 'em up.

f’ What'’s your choice? Both styles come

in Corduroy, Polished Cotton, Cords, Twills,
blends of Orlon® and other washable fabrics.
Zippers by Talon. $4.95 to $9.95.
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{ / | = in sport shirts is the great new McGregor

’/ | M, “TREASURE CHEST COLLECTION"...from out

. ” " of the past. Carpetbag patterns, tapestry

weaves, Colonial prints in warm muted tones or rich solid colors...made for the man who ap-

preciates the best of things gone by...in wash-'n’-wear cotton FABRIC BY KENMILL. Shown

here, the new 765 Carpetbagger Authentic Over- He GRE G on
down. Sized to fit you in your exact sleeve length

(32-36) and shirt size (8, M, ML, L). $5.95.

Also boy-sized, boy-priced. Made in Canada, too. McGregor-Doniger Inc., New York 19, N. Y,




DEAR PLAYBOY

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

MONACO GRAND PRIX
The magnificent description of the
1960 Grand Prix de Monaco really took
me into the feel of it all. Congratulations
to Mr. Beaumont for an exciting article.
Peter Rodgers
Hamilton, Ontario

1 enjoyed the Monaco article and ap-
plaud its accuracy; the color was excel-
lent. I have olten thought that rraveoy
should sponsor a racing car, because
your motif would look rather good on
its side.

Stirling Moss
London, Englind

We hereby award one rrAYsoy rabbit
to uncrowned champion Moss to put on
the friskiest car in his scuderia.

I, and I'm sure several thousand other
people, can't go along with Charles
Beaumont when he says that the Grand
Prix de Monaco is the only existing road
race worthy ol the name. Each vear,
usually in May, a race is held in Sicily
called the Targa Flovio. This race is run
over ten 44.7-mile laps in the Madonie
mountains. This is truly the world's most
important road race. I hope you will
make mention of this, as the Targa is
deserving of it.

Terry Keegan
Los Angeles, California

Granted the Targa is a road race on
the Grand Prix crcuit, it has several
shortcomings which keep il from ap-
pr‘rm('hing Monaco in stature. It 15 for
sports cavs vather than Formula One ma-
chines; Monaco is hearistoppingly run
through the streets of Monte Carlo, the
only current Grand Prix laid out through
a cily — the Targa’s course carries il, for
almost all of its length, through primi-
tive Sicilian countyyside; and therve is no
comparing the International excitement
engendered by Monaco with what Rob-
ert Daley in his book, “Cars at Speed,”
called “Vincenzo Flovio’s own privale
race.”

In the matter of Beaumont's Monaco
story, which I think is a very good one,
full of color and movement and fhine
reportage, there are a couple of dis-
tressing errors. For instance, he says that
in 1931 Chiron won in a Tvpe 57 Bu-

gaui. Nobhody ever won at Monaco in
a Type 57, which is a touring car and
was not produced until 1934. A bit [ur-
ther on he says that Ascari was killed
“road-testing a friend’s Ferrari. Coming
around a turn jast a shade too fast . . .”
Alberto Ascari died at the same age, and
in the same fashion, as his father, and
the circumstances of his death were
closely examined. He was not “road-
testing” anyvthing when he died on the
Monza track, and in any case “road-
testing” is a loathesome Mickey Mouse
phrase that pravsoy should never use.
Ascari hadn’t driven since he'd gone into
the water at Monaco, and he dropped
around to Monza to see what was up.
His protégé Castelloni was there, and
Ascari said he'd like to run around a
couple of times in Castellotti's car, il he
might. The cause ol the accident has
never been positively established, but
onc thing is certain: Ascari was not
going fast; he was running at a pace
that was, for a professional ol his stature,
merely motoring around. He was the
ranking driver of his time, a champion
of the world, and a stable, settled per-
sonality. The notion that he would
kill himself by hitting a bend too [ast,
all alone on a circuit in a new car, is
absurd. Ascari’'s death was so baffling
that many hvpotheses were considered:
fiailure of a component on the car, a
coronary or craniil incident, and so on.
Best-informed  opinion  today  inclines
to the view that Ascari, at around 110
miles an hour, came upon a workman
walking in the middle of the circuit, in
defiance of regulations, and accepted
the hazard of loss of control over the
car rather than hitting him — exactly
the same circumstance that killed Jean
Bugatti in 1939,
Ken Purdy
Wilton, Connecticut
Chuck Beaumont wnites: I checked
my research again and found that the
car was listed as a Type 57, but this isn’t
any excuse; I goofed. I should have
known better. As for the Ascari incident.
I think it is open o a cerlain amount
of speculation. Having studied the ve-
ports and hamng spoken about the
matier with Phil Hill and others (who
weren't there either), 1 incline to stick to
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© 1561, THE PAPER MATE CO.

Give him a
seat on the
stock exchange
and a
Paper:Mate

PAPER MATE and CAPRI, REG. U. 5. PAT. OFF.

Capri Mark IV
$3.50

money

my conclusion. ‘Too fast’ doesn’t neces
sarily mean too fast for the car or the
conditions, but rather for Ascari’s prob-
able state of mind. 'Too fast' was 47
miles per hour for me one day a few
years ago. I was trying to catch a Porsche
Super Speedster. My Porsche Normal
was several miles per hour slower, bui
(I thought) it handled belter, so I de-
cided to stick on the enemy’s tailpipe
and pass lim on a fast right bend on
the last lap. The drama of the thing
overiwhelmed me. In consequence, I was
thinking of the cheers of the crowd, of
my son’s proud grin, etc., and not of the
business at hand. I tried my pass. The
Super Speedster anticipated it, however,
and shut the gale on me. I crashed into
a field of boulders (this was the old
Hanson Dam course) and lost not only
the race but also several hundred dollars
in repair bills and, almost, my life. Come
to think of it, that has nothing whatever
to do with the Ascari accident. But,
short of mysticism, what else can account
for 12 I don’t believe the wandering
workman story, and I don’t think Ken
does cither.”

SONG OF THE ISLANDS

As a college freshman [rom Hawaii, 1
got quite a charge from pLAYBOY'S June
feature, Silverstein in Hawaii. For two
semesters I've been trying to explain
Hawaii to my fraternity brothers, but
Shel’s cartoons top anything | could
come up with. Besides the pure humor
of the situations depicted, there was
amazing insight into the attitudes and
phenomena of contemporary Hawaii.
The cartoons about Waikiki's creeping
commercialism had quite a sobering
whiplash to them. And if anyone makes
another crack about a lei again, he'll
wish he'd gone to Tahiti, instead.

David J. W. Walden
Boston, Massachusetts

Hope you spotted “The Girls of Ha-

wan' in last monih’s PLAYBOY.

LOOKING FOR LEROY
Are LeRoy Neiman's works being han-
dled by a gallery? 1 particularly liked his
tllustrations of the S.5. United States in
the June issue.
Edmond G. Ducommlin
Los Angeles, California

My playmate and 1 are admirers of
the work of LeRoy Neiman. Could you
put us in touch with an agent or gallery
handling Neiman’s paintings?

Harrison G. Dickey
Crawfordsville, Indiana

Neiman's non-pLAYBOY paintings are
handled by Oehlschlaeger in Chicago and
Hammer Gallevies in New York City.

PAPAYA PLAUDITS

Bernard Wolle's Marcianna and the
Natural Carpaine in Papaya was one of
the best-written stories your magazine



it doesn’t show yet...but he’s losing his hair!

(and chances are if you’re over 25 so are you!)

Nothing can keep you from losing
hair naturally. But why rush things
with an unhealthy scalp? Your hair-
dressing may keep your hair neat, but
does it keep your scalp healthy, too?

*Top Brass’ moisturizes to stop dry
scalp, with no greasy build-up. And it’s
medicated to fight dandruff. So take care
of your hair. You’ve only got it once.
Use ‘Top Brass’ hairdressing for men.

TOP
BRASS

MOISTURIZING
HAIR DRESSING
FOR MEN
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The
Male Factor

...a new ingredient
in men's toiletries
that separates
the men from the boys
...but not the girls

MAX FACTOR

AFTER SHAVE LOTION—Brisk tingle. Rugged
scent, Starts your day with a right face, $1.00
DEODORANT COLOGNE —You're safe all day with
the clean, fresh tang of ihe Male Factor, $1.25
PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE LOTION-Sels up whiskers
like clay pigeons for the smoothest, closest
shave ever. And refreshing as a breeze, $.75

MAX FACTOR WL

has ever published. Wolfe transforms his
thoughts to the printed page in a gor-
geous flow of meaningful words. He leaves
nothing out and pulls no punches.
Peter Klein
Oceanside, New York

You know the warm glow you get
when some good thing vou've been hop-
ing for finally happens? Imagine how
much more gratifying it is when unex-
pected fortune falls in one’s lap —as
happened to me with the June issue of
rraypoy. 1 refer to the Wolfe story
about the international courtesan called
Marcianna. Let me explain: I've long
been aware that your fiction and fact
are a hefty cut above your cartoons and
pix in sensitivity and sophisticated ex-
cellence. Yet it seemed to me a certainty
that you'd never delve into the character
and make-up of a complex and fascinat-
ing woman — pLAYBOY bheing a man’s
book. Yet now you've done it, not as it
would be done in a women's mag, but as
it could only be done by a man, a writer
of stature, who has the security of mascu-
linity and of intellect to give as well as
get in his contacts with women. You and
Wolle have done what no other writer-
mag team has ever accomplished — pre-
sented us with a pulsing portrait of a
glamorous woman whose whole life is
shaped by the world of men. All I can
add is amen and encore.

Warren Delaplane
Providence, Rhode Island

ON THE SCENE
I just finished vour fine write-up of
Dick Gregory in June's On the Scene.
The only quibble I have is that it wasn’t
long enough. Let's have more of this
courageous comedian in the near future.
Dennis N. McClellan
Collegeville, Pennsylvania
Dick Gregory will figure prominently
in a piece on Negro comics scheduled for
an early issue of pPLAVBOY's mew com-
panion pub, SHOW BUSINESS ILLUSTRATED.

Reading of tangible progress in the
regulation of a proliferating population
(Gregory Pincus, On the Scene, June)
indicates the popularity ol a scientific
birth-control pill as a prescription for
sexual pleasure to millions for whom
children are economically, physically or
psychologically contraindicated, and af-
firms a new social conscience concerned
with providing free contraceptives for
everyone.

Leon Arnold Muller
Chicago, Illinois

GETTY BANDWAGON

J- Paul Getty's June article You Can
Make a Million Today was one of the
most enjovable and profitable articles
ever to be printed in prLavsoy. The
optimisin he expresses is one of the most
grossly unstressed factors in the business

74 Midwest BMC

Dealers to serve you

ILLINOIS

Alton, Cordes Motor Co.
Barrington, Bender-Rieger, Ine.
Belleville, Oliver C. Joseph, Inc.
Belleville, Ofiver Plymouth
Berwyn, Walter Schroeder Motors, 1ot.
EBloomington, Rust Cadillac_Co.
. Carbondale, Hunter Motor Co.

Champaign, Waorld Wide Motors

Chicago, Forcign Car Hospital & Clinic

Chicago, Bartlctt-McNally, Inc.

Chicago, Loecber Importers

Chicago, Lee Alan Motor Co., Inc.

Chicago, Hensen Import Motors

Chicago Hcights. Surburban_ Import Co.

Decatur, Midwest Rambler Corp.

DeKalb, Sawyer Service Station

Highland Park. World Motors Sales & Service

Hinsdale, Hinsdale Import Motors

lerseyville, Cope Motor Co.

Mt. Vermon, W-G Motors. Ine.

Olney, Stanley Eagleson Olds-Cadillac

Peoria, Custom Imports, Lid.

Rockford, Forest City Imported Cars. Ltd.

Springficld, Raliye Motors. Ltd.

Streator, Samors Motor Co.

Wilmette, Imperial Motors, Ine.

INDIANA

Fort Wayne. Cloverleaf Motors, Ings
Gary, Snowdon Motor Salcs
Indianapolis, Imported Cars. Inc.
Indianapolis, Monarch Aute Sales, [nc.
Lafayette, 0. M. Foxworthy, Inc.
Logansport, Lou's Imported Motors

Michigan City. Frick Motors. Inc.

Muncie, Dutch Hurst Motors

Richmond. EBrown Motor Co.

Valparaiso. Gricger Maotor Sales

Warsaw, Hoosicr International Motors

1owa

Burlington, Inghram Auto Sales
Cedar Rapids. Allen Imports
Council Bluffs, Zip Motors, inc.

Des Maoines, Goodman Motor Cow
Ottumwa. Glover Motor Co.
Waterloo, Marken Motor Co.

OHIO

Akron, Malion Motor Corp,
Cadiz, Long Motors. Inc.
Cambridge, Cambridge Sport Shop
Cinicinnati, Charles Raymond, Ing.
Cleveland, Car France, Ine
Cleveland, MG Motor Sales, Inc.
Cleveland, Quality Auto Sales. Ine.
Cleveland Heights, Jaguar-Cleveland Motors, Ine.
Columbus,- Imported Motor Car Co,
Columbus, Sports Car Forum
Cuyahoga Falls. Akron Cars, Inec.
Dayton, Davis Buick Ce. B
East Liverpool, E. Liverpool Central Service Co.
Hamilton. D & R Motors 3
Mansfield, Suburbanite Mtrs. o{ Ohio. lnc.
Massillon, Stark Sports Cars. Inc.
Sandusky, Sandusky Imported Motors, Ing.
Spencerville, Jack Hardesty, 1nc.
Toledo, Fareign Cars of Toledo. Inc.
Warren, }im Nickel Motors, Inc.
Willoughby, Stoddard Imported Cars, log.

WISCONSIN

Appleton, Biddle Forelgn Cars
Fond Du Lac. Biddle Foreign Cars
Green Bay. Forstner Motors
Madisen, Foreign Cars of Madison, Ing,
Marinette, Grant Gordon

Milwaukee, Louis Auto, Ine.

Milwauker, Wisconsin Auto Sales Co.

Monree, Johnson-Ernser Pontiac, Inc.

Sheboygan, Roewardt-Thomson, Incs

Wisconsin Rapids, Baker Pontiao

MIDWEST DISTRIBUTORS

7's. H. ARNOLT, Inc.

2130 N. Lincoln Ave., Chicage 14, Il
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BMC has the inside track on outdoor fun!

Sun and fun...fresh air and the fresh, clean lines of a BMC thoroughbred sports car. Drink in the lean
looks of an eager-to-go Austin Healey, MGA, Sprite or an all-new MG Midget. They re kicks todrive, too...
whether you're in a pavement-blistering mood or just tooling around the block. Either way you'll appre-
ciate that low pitched purr of power. Can't believe pleasure driving is poqqxblo? Then tako a trial
fun-run in a BMC sports car and discover why they've "
outsold, and out-pleasured, all the others put together.
Your BMC dealer has a fun-run key waiting for you.

Going abroad? Have a BMC car meet you on arrival. Write for details.
Products of THE BRITISH MOTOR CORPORATION, LTD.,

makers of MG, Austin Healey, Sprite, Morris and Austin cars. !
Represenied in the United States by Hambro Automotive AUSTIN HEA I_EY

Corp., Depl. P-6, 27 West 57th Street, New York 19, N.Y.
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2. JOHNNY MATHIS — HEAVENLY. Pull up
a cloud and relax as Johnny sings Stranger
in Paradise; Hello, Young Lovers; A Lovely
Way to Spend an Evening; A Ride on a Rain-
bow; Moonlight Becomes You; More Than
You Know; That's All; Misty; 12 hits in all

84, OPEN FIRE — TWO GUITARS! It's the
inimatable Mathis touch lending a glow to
My Funny Valentine, Bye Bye Blackbird, Em-
braceable You, When | Fall in Love, In the
Still of the Night, Tenderly, plus 6 more

| A ‘
1. THE PLATTERS — ENCORE OF GOLDEN
HITS. Only ‘l’ou,YTwilight Time, My Prayer,

Smoke Gets in Your Eyes, 12 hits in all

66. REMEMBER WHEN? Thanks for the Mem-
ory, Prisoner of Love, Somebody Loves Me,
If | Didn’t Care, My Blue Heaven, 7 more

g

16. THE BROTHERS FOUR. Greenfields, Ed-
dystone Light, Yellowbird, The Zulu War-
rior, Angelique-0, 7 more. “'They handie a
group of folk tunes from all over the world
in sprightly fashion'' — Billboard

54. FOUR LADS — TWELVE HITS! The boys
pack sparkling entertainment into Catch A
Falling Star, iﬁ'l Hopes, Hernando's Hide-
away, Singing the Blues, Sugartime, etc.

BLONG WITH MITCH. Heart of
My Heart: I'm Singin’ in the
1 Rain; Hello, My Baby; 14 more

13. SING ALONG WITH MITCH MILLER.
I've Been Working on the Railroad, Don't
Fence Me In, That Old Gang of Mine, Be
Kind to Your Web-Footed Friends, 14 more

SENTIMENTAL SING

3. ROGER WILLIAMS —TILL. 12
britliant piano renditions. Oh,
My Papa; Arrivederci, Roma;
The High and the Mighty: Tam-
my; Moonlight Love; etc.

68. SONGS OF THE FABULDUS
FIFTIES. Secret Love, Love is
a Many-Splendored Thing, Blue
Tango, Mona Lisa, 8 more

19, BROOK BENTON — SONGS 1
LOVE T0 SING. Fools Rush !m,
September Song, They Can't
Take That Away From Me,
Moonlight in Vermont, 8 more

96. IT'S JUST A MATTER OF
TIME. Brook sings When | Fall
in Love, The Mearness of You,
But Beautiful, Love Me or
Leave Me, Hold Me, 7 more

Here to Stay, 9 more

BB. ELLA SINGS GERSHWIN—
Vol. 2. Embraceable You, A

Eoesia

10. ELLA FITZGERALD SINGS
THE GERSHWIN SONG BODI
Vol. 1. Fascinatin' Rhythm,
But Mot for Me, Our Love is

18. DORIS DAY — SHOW TIME. Hollywood's
brightest star sings Broadway's biggest hits.
I've Grown Accustomed to His Face, Ohio, 1
Love Paris, The Sound of Music, The Surrey
With the Fringe on Top, 12 hits in all

Foggy Day, Someone to Watch

Over Me, Soon, & more

17. ROY HAMILTON — YOU
CAN HAVE HER. Down By the
Riverside, Never Let Me Go,
Jungle Fever, I'll Never Be

Free, Abide With Me,
| Meed Your Lovin',
Dreams Oh Dreams,
Don't Let Go, etc.

12. A DATE WITH THE EVERLY BROTHERS.
Phil and Don performing 12 of their big-
6?51 seilinEg hits. Cathy's Clown; Stick

ith Me Baby; Made to Love; Donna,
Donna; Sigh, Cry, Almost Die; Lucille; ete.

e a

21. DUTSIDE SHELLEY BER-
MAN. *“One of the brightest
monologuists in the busi-
ness’ — New York Times

28. RAY CONNIFF — SAY IT
WITH MUSIC. Just One of
Those Things, Summertime,
Besame Mucho, 9 more

sy |
20. DINAH WASHINGTON —
UNFORGETTABLE. The Song
is Ended, When 1 Fall in
Love, This Ltove of Mine, |
Understand, Alone, 7 more

136. THE QUEEN. Dinah
s]nﬁ{, All of Me, Lingering,
Back Water Blues, Make Me
a Present of You, B more

= o]
14. MAGIC OF SARAH
VAUGHAN. Broken Heart-
ed Melody, Old Black
Magic, Are You Certain,
Careless, 8 more

92, ““NO COUNT'" SARAH.
Darn That Dream, Cheek
to Cheek, No *‘Count
Blues, Stardust, 8 more

50. ANORE PREVIN — LIKE
LOVE. When 1 Fall in Love,
Love Me or Leave Me, Fall-
ing in Love Again, 9 more

6. PERCY FAITH — JEAL-
OUSY. Begin the Beguine,
Temptation, More Than You
Know, Black Magic, 8 more



+ ¢ « an invitation to enjoy
the greatest hit albums of
America’s favorite reco

as a new member of the e
Columbia Record Club

i~y

. F. -,

ANY 5

of these $3.98 to $6.98

REGORDS

in your choice of

ing stars

HIGH

REGULA FIDELITY
or STEREO
32, DAV RUBEOK QU

Meadow Lark, Blue Rondo I

a la Turk, Take Five, Every- fOR

body's Jumpin', etc, ONLY

D A D if you join the Club now and agree to purchase
as few as 5 selections from the more than

Georgia on My Mind, Basin
irEetHlues heloncsoiie 200 to be offered in the coming 12 months

Road, Swanee River, etc.

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

55. MILES DAVIS — SKETCHES OF
SPAIN. “One of the most impor-
tant musical triumphs this cen-
tury has produced’ — Downbeat

108. KIND OF BLUE. Miles blows
hot with Freddie Freeloader, All
Blues, Flamenco Sketches, Blue
in Green, So What

26. THE BUTTON DOWN MIND OF
BOB MEWHART. “Newhart keeps
you on the edge of your seat,
when you are not figuratively
rolling in the aisle”—N.Y. Times

29. PATTI PAGE — THE WALTZ
QUEEN. She brings a lilt and
charm to Till We Meet Again, The
_BO{hNenl Door, What'Il | Do, Now
is the Hour, Memcries, Falling in
Love With Love, plus & more

138. GERRY MULLIGAN MEETS
STAN GETZ. Let's Fall in Love,
Anything Goes, That Old Feeling,
Too Close For Comfort, This Can't
Be Love, Ballad

HERE'S A BRAND-NEW SELECTION of
best-selling records by America’s fa-
vorite recording stars . . . hit albums
to be enjoye_ed again and again, when-
ever you're in the mood. And now you
may have ANY 5 of these superb 12-
inch long-playing records —in your
choice of regular high-fidelity OR stereo
—ALL 5 for only $1.97 as a new mem-
ber of the Columbia Record Club.

TO RECEIVE YOUR 5 RECORDS FOR
ONLY $1.97 —mail the postage-paid
card today. Be sure to indicate whether
you want your five records (and all
future selections) in regular high-fidel-
ity or stereo. Also indicate which Club
Division best suits your musical taste:
Classical; Listening and Dancing;
Broadway, Movies, Television and
Musical Comedies; Jazz.

HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month
the Club's staff of music experts
selects outstanding recordings from
every field of music. These selections

Your only membership obligation is
to purchase five records from the more
than 200 to be offered in the coming
12 months. Thereafter, you have no
further obligation to buy any addi-
tional records ... and you may dis-
continue membership at any time.

FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGU-
LARLY. if you wish to continue as a
member after purchasing five records,
you will receive — FREE — a Bonus
record of your choice for every two
additional selections you buy.

The records you want are mailed
and billed to you at the regular list
price of $3.98 (Classical $4.98; occa-
sional Original Cast recordings some-
what higher), Elus a small mailing
and handling charge. Stereo records
are $1.00 more.

MAIL THE POSTAGE-PAID CARD TODAY
to receive your 5 records for $1.97.

23 MORE RECORDS TO CHOOSE FROM:

4. HITS FROM THE MoV-
1ES. A Summer Place,
Smile, Gigi, 9 more

5. LISTENING IN DEPTH.
Includes stereo balanc-
ing test and illustrated
book — STEREO only

B. MY FAIR LADY. Best-
selling Original Cast al-
bum of all time

9. CAMELOT. Julie An-
drews and the Original
Cast — complete score

15. MAHALIA JACKSON—
POWER AND GLORY.
Twelve favorite hymns

22. ANDRE KOSTELANETZ
— LURE OF PARADISE.
Moon of Manakoora, etc.

24. MARTY ROBBINS —
GUNFIGHTER BALLADS.
El Paso, Running Gun,
Cool Water, 9 more

25. JOHNNY HORTON'S
GREATEST HITS. Battle
of New Orleans, Sink the
Bismarck, 10 more

30. ELLINGTON INDIGODS.
Willow Weep for Me,
Autumn Leaves, etc.

31. LIONEL HAMPTON —
SILVER VIBES. Speak
Low, Blue Moon, etc.

33. THE HARMONICATS —
CHERRY PINK & APPLE
BLOSSOM WHITE. Kiss of
Fire, Ramona, 10 more

34. VIVA CUGAT! Per-
fidia, Poinciana, Sibo-
ney, Say Si Si, 8 more
35. RHAPSODY IN BLUE;
AN AMERICAN IN PARIS.
Lecnard Bernstein

36. LORD'S PRAYER. The
Mormon Tabernacle
Chaoir. Battle Hymn of the
Republic, 11 more

49. DAVID ROSE — GREAT
WALTZES.Fascination,
Beautiful Ohio, 10 more
59. WONDERFUL WORLD
OF JONATHAN WINTERS.
A very funny record''—
San Francisco Chronicle

67. JOHNNY CASH -NOW,
THERE WAS A SONG! Sea-
sons of My Heart, Just
One More, 12 in all

71. DAVID CARROLL —
LATIN PERCUSSION. In a
Little Spanish Town,
Heartaches, Bijou, etc.

77. LES BROWN — BAND-
LAND. String of Pearls,
Caravan, Marie, @ more

104. LIONEL HAMPTON—
GOLDEN VIBES. The High
and the Mighty, ‘Round
Midnight, 12 in all

109. LESTER LANIN —
HIGH SOCIETY. 33 songs
“That are tailor-made for
dancing” —Variety

132. ERROLL GARNER —
PARIS IMPRESSIONS. |
Love Paris, Louise, Left
Bank Swing, etc.

137. DIZZY GILLESPIE —
HAVE TRUMPET, WILL EX-
CITE! Moonglow, The St.
Louis Blues, efc.

IMPORTANT NOTE

Stereo records must be played only
on a stereo record player. If you do
not now own one, by all means con-
tinue to acquire regular high-fidelity
records. They will play with true-to-
life fidelity on your present phono-
graph and will sound even more bril-
liant on a stereo phonograph if you
purchase one in the future.

are fully described in the Club’s enter-
taining music Magazine, which you re-
ceive free each month.

You may accept the monthly selec-
tion for your Division. .. or take any
of the wide variety of other records
offered in the Magazine, from all Divi-
sions...or take NO record in any
particular month.

More than 1,250,000 families now enjoy the music program of
COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB, Terre Haute, Ind.

SPECIAL 2-FOR-1 OFFER |

For a limited time, this 2-Record Set moy be
chosen as one of your 5 enrollment records!

BROADWAY'’S BEST

98 Here is the most exciting show album of
« _all time! Contains 20 great Original Broad-
way Cast show-stoppers — Ethel Merman sings
Everything's Coming Up Roses; Ezio Pinza sings
Some Enchanted Evening; Rex Harrison and Julie
Andrews sing The Rain in Spain; etc. If you want
this set as one of your five enrollment records,
circle No. 98 on the postage-paid card, plus four

Includes A 16-FPage
Broadway Picture Story others of your choice,

E “'Columbia, '’ @, “Eplc,"* @ Marcas Reg. () Columbin Record Club, Inc., 1901 441
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YOU NG MAN to play part of rich,
knowing Blue Blood, Monday through Friday
Watch an office full of young men: pushing, striving, grasping. One
will stand out: relaxed, The Silver Spoon Look. Only he'd dare
wear tweed to work. Tweed will make you stand out. This tweed,
a sensational worsted cheviot . . . that vest: billiard cloth . . . a
very *“I live on an estate of 80 acres’* look. Shoulders all your own,
coat shorter, trouser narrower. $69.95. Other vested suits, $59.95.

Success Look sportcoats, $40.00.
Your favorite store under either brand. For more details wnte:

CRICKETEER & TRIMLINES °

200 Fifth Avenue, N.Y.

This is appeal =30 to The Young Man Who Wants To Make $10,000 A Year Before He's 30,
Al your favorile store under either brand name.

e b

L pnr—

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.

world. Were more of us to turn {rom
the pessimistic side of affairs, our nation
would be even greater than it is today.
Joe R. Mever I1
Charlottesville, Virginia
Mr. Getty is thinking in terms of the
Thirties and is resting on his big heap
of laurels. By and large. most of the ex-
tensive fortunes, including Mr. Getty's,
were acquired prior to World War 1L
The average executive today cannot af
ford to risk his position along with his
well-being for the type ol individualism
that Mr. Getty advocates. Stll, a cry of
dissent in a business world that is gradu-
ally losing its verisimilar essence and is
every day becoming more passively lulled
to sleep by its own conlormity, 1s more
than welcome.
Robert J. Famous
Portland, Oregon

One of the most realistic, intelligent
statements about the nation’s economy [
have ever read.

Willard Ham
Van Nuys, California

LOUDER PLEASE
Re the opera recording reviews in your
June issue: please tell your chuckle-
headed critic to take the wax out of his
tin cars or get himsell a decent hi-f nig,
or both. I'm not finding fault with lus
musical judgments (or applauding them,
cither). What bugs me and has me and
other audiophiles giggling at your man's
idiocy is his assertion that Victor classical
dises lack volume. Fact of the matter is
that many other makers artificially and
electronically boost volume (and distort
frequency balance) to compensate for
inadequate  home reproducing equip-
ment. The authenticity and fidelity
achieved by normal recording volume is
a blessed reliel — if one has the ear and
the gear to hear it. My guess, based on
vour past performance, is that the
noodle-noggin who committed the boner
is a new man. Why don’t vou lose him?
Critically speaking, he's lost already.
Ray Daniels
Taos, New Mexico

FRONT BURNER

Your recipes in pLaypoy are wonder-
[ul. When my husband gets through
reading the magazine each month, I clip
out all my favorite dishes. I suppose
there is a rravBov cookbook in exist-
ence. How much is it, and can I buy one
in Boston?

Jeanne M. Smith
Salem, Massachusetts
Tom Mano's epicurean  efforis  for
rraysoy will be placed between harvd
covers in November as “The Playbhoy
Gourmel.” Bookstores in Beantoun, ;‘Ji’m
the rest of the country, will stock 1. Oy
copies may be ordered from riavsoy al
the prepublication price of $10; regular
retail price, $12.50.



HOW TO S

the correct Paris Belts for your campus wardrobe

?o'z Drese —With vour trim, tapered
suit, button-down shirt, and narrow tie,
the correct belt for dress is this handsome
Paris 34" cowhide style that is tastefully
simple in design—the perfect foil for the
unique hook buckle embellished with your
state crest. Just $2.50.

70'2 %éé—Shetland sport coat, pleat-
less slacks and loafers set the pace. So
does this very unusual pigskin Paris belt in
a rakish sueded corduroy pattern with
small, neat, brass buckle. $4.

LLIECT

For Sgectaton Sporfs— A Hopsack
sport coat goes well with tapered slacks
in 2 muted shade. For chill stadium winds
a tweed topcoat in bal collar, raglan sleeve
is recommended. To complete the picture,
this hefty Paris elastic belt with massive
traditional buckle and bold leather trim,
very appropriate in Brittania Blue. $2.50.

Pon SHctive Spornts —Comfort and
freedom of action is assured with pleatless
worsted flannel slacks, long sleeve button-
down sport shirt and bulky cardigan for sud-
den fall breezes. Paris elastic belt is com-

PARIS IS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF A, STEIN & CO., INC.—~ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF &@ wavser-rorn fortable and easual. Heather-tone, $2.50.
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There was a time when practically any import was sure-
fire with the sophisticated set. French furniture, English wool-
ens, Scotch and Canadian whiskey...if it came from abroad, it
had to be good. But today a new pride in things native is being
evidenced by the rise in popularity of Kentucky bourbon.

Folks are learning to choose their whiskey not on the basis
of an import stamp—but on how good it tastes.
And for a long time now, Kentucky, U.S.A. has
produced the tastiest whiskey in the world...
bourbon!

In the South and the West it has long been
known that “bourbon and branch” (‘branch’—
grass roots for cool, pure water) has always been
the natural thing for a thirsty man to order. Now you hear it
ordered all over the country. Good old-fashioned taste appeal
has made this earliest of American favorites the latest thing.

Leading the trend is the greatest name in
bourbon—0Old Crow. Old Crow comes highly rec-
ommended to the present generation of Ameri-
cans. It won the unstinting praise of men like
DANIEL WEBSTER and ANDREW JACKSON. Today,
it is the favorite bourbon of the nation. To enjoy
the fundamentals in your drinking, become a
bourbonite with...

Light-Mild

AP -

THE OLD CROW DISTILLERY CO., FRANKFORT, KY. KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY, BE PRODF

PLEASED AT PUNCH
I would like to congratulate vou on
vour June fiction and Punch. hy Fred-
erik Poll, in particular. The entive pub-
lication is enhanced by it.
James J. Donnelly
York, Pennsvivania

SPLITSVILLE
Herb Gold’s Reno piece. The Great
American Divide. in the June issue. was
one of the most truly witty and devastat-
ing hits ol social commentary | have
read by an American author in a very
long time.
Frank E. Taylor
New York, New York
As producer of “The Misfits,” which
way filmed o and around Reno, you
should know what you're talking about,
Frank.

Having chosen Reno as my adopted
city. 1 enjoved reading Herbert Gold’s
article on the biggest litle city in the
world. Alter reading so much material
about Vegas, it was a pleasant change.
Oh ves, gentlemen —since Mr. Gold
wrote his article we are now [eaturing
a  bare-bosom  show. The [resh, cool
mountain air up here in the High Sierras
is delightlul, too.

Robert E. Tibby
Reno, Nevada

KUPLIMENT
What greater compliment can [ pay
yvour Playvboy Club than to relate that
practically every celebrity 1 conduct
around town requests that we stop in to
see The Playboy Club. This is high
praise, indeed, and indicates the popu-
larity of the Club, as well as the nifty
publicity job that has been donc.
Irv Kupanet
Chicago Sun-Times
Chicago, Hlinois

FOUR-LETTER MEN

1 have just Onished reading Leslie
Fiedler's The Literati of the Four-Leller
iVord in the June issue. While Fiedler
may be a contentious critic and  ex-
tremely erudite (is that another word
for long-windedz). he is a nitwit, build
ing Babylonian towers on pasteboard
foundations, when it comes to under
standing the psychosexual mechanisms
of the human being, male and female.
But then. his previous writings have
proved him to be the master of the
mal-inference. Like the “littde boy with
the picce of chalk™ to whom he con-
stantly refers, 1. o, fecl like writing
on the sidewalk — something along the
lines of “Leslic Fiedler is full of lecal
debris.” 1 would, o, except that it
would probably inspire him to a new
effort entitled: Anal Fetishes in the Con-



wherever
the “fi”’1s
highest...

AMBIERS

get around!

Perfectly attuned to your needs, these slacks have all the com-
ponents a man of sound taste looks for. High frequency styling!
Outstanding workmanship! On-the-beam fabrics! Newest shades
and patterns! Look for them at your favorite store...from $3.95.

AMBLRS

l"[lﬁl CIF] MANUFACTURING CO. + 350 FIFTHAVE.N.Y.1 « MAKERS OF PADDLE & SADDLE SPORTSWEAR
CHICAGO: Merchandise Mart « ST. LOUIS: 1000 Washington Avenue » LOS ANGELES: 732 S. Los Angeles Street 23
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Fall “Economy Run”to Europe

Right from the start vou’'re way ahead. On cost and service. Round-trip
jet fare is $136 less* than regular fare. Only $350* to London!

And Europe in September, October and November 1s a “clear track”
...easy reservations, choice accommodations, uncrowded restaurants—
uncrowded everything! Festivals, museums, theatres, concerts—they're
all there for you to enjoy with ease!

And the sheer joy of getting there! BOAC sumptuous Cabin Service,
there’s nothing like it in the air anywhere. It's called the best in the
world...all over the world.

Enter BOAC’s Fall “Economy Run” to Europe now. Rolls-Rovce 707
jets to London, gateway to all Europe. Your Travel Agent will do every-
thing for you, even to telling you about the wonderful selection of BOAC's
Escorted and Independent Tours (starting as low as $445.00). If you
can't wait for Fall, you have a choice, right now, of hundreds of BOAC
707 jet flights to Europe.

*17-day Jet Economy Fare from New York. Starts October 1t throuph March 31st.

takes good care of you

..on the ground ... ’

D 'Y | O 1 s
BRITISH OVERSEAS AIRWAYS CORPORATION

in the air...everywhere
Flights from New York, Boston, Chicago, Detroit, Honolulu, Los Angeles,

San Francisco, Washington/Baltimore, Montreal, and Toronto. Offices in all principal cities,

temporary Nowel and in Letters to the
Editor.
Frank Warren
Shorewood, Wisconsin

Huzzah for Leslie Fiedler's The Lite-
rati of the Four-Letter Word. It is the
most intelligent, comprehensive, lucid
and penetrating article on the various
approaches to the printed orgasm that
I've yet run across. I'm curious, however,
as to the approach Fiedler himself will
take in his forthcoming novel; he seems
to have mined every road.

Bruce Johnson
Ithaca, New York

Author Fiedler, worried over the same
thing, opines that he’'ll probably blow
himself up along the way.

The Litevati of the Four-Letter Word
dealt with my three favorite subjects —
sex, literature and the combination of
the two. Mr. Fiedler was right about
everything until he began alking about
women; but then, as so many others be-
fore him have done, he went ofl on the
wrong track and staved there. Because
I enjoyed the article and because it seems
that Mr. Fiedler has such a deep and
abiding interest in the subject, I feel
obliged 1o set him straight. In the frst
place. he points out that women are less
interested in, less affected by, and less
creative about pornography than men. 1
must assure him that nothing could be
further from the truth. Right from child-
hood, a little girl is just as fascinated by
“dirty” words as is her voung male elass-
mate. True, she might not write the
four-letter words in chalk on a wall, but
I guarantee anyone who is interested
that eight out of ten little girls scribble
the words in their notebooks as soon as
they know what they mean. They write
them smaller, but write them they do,
even il aflterward they are camoullaged
with floral embellishments and feminine
curlicues. And as to the scrawled ob-
scenity on the wall not moving a little
eirl, I must say again. “Mr. F., you just
can't imagine!” Any little girl seeing
such words in public places will look
away if she thinks she’s being observed,
but she'll look back long and [urtively as
long as the word remains in her line of
vision. While it's true that few women
write pornography, due probably to
established social custom, it is also true
that all women think pornography. Good
pornography is not one-sided, to hit at
another of the errors here. De Sade,
whom I consider a master of the art. had
something in his books [or every member
of the [amily, pets included, and they
were written from almost all viewpoints.
1f Mr. Fiedler sees only the male view
point in them, it's because he reads as
a mule, which is right and proper, but
not exactly conclusive. Also, I think it's
time men stopped worrying about “How



Wouldn’t you like to be in his shoes!

They're called The Man, and no wonder. The Man shoes are as A note about remarkable “‘Living (Formula X-500) Leather®*!®
masculine as shoes can be without being downright bullish about  The Man is the first complete line of men’s shoes in “Living

it. Available now is a compelling collection of dress Leather,” the revolutionary new leather that stays
and leisure styles in rich, burnished browns, muted new-looking, soft and supple, 500% longer than
blacks, and more. Each has an appearance, a feel, a ordinary leather! And it’s natural leather — it
heft, a comfort men's shoes haven't known since the “breathes”! The Man, can take the most rugged
end of the bootmaking era. Come in and meet The wear and tear. .. and still look every inch the gentle-

Man. Men are saying wonderful things about The man. Now at better men’s stores Gy
Man: The Man says wonderful things about you. everywhere,.10.95and 12.95, ©° 75
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A Division of Phoenix Clothes

n Wuul and Orlon*
Shetland

Renowned Maxim
cloth is tough as a
tiger, soft as

a kitten.

About $60 at

the finest stores

*DuPont TM for its acrylic fiber

HAILL

200 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N.Y.

As Henry Vil in Goodmon Theatre production of “"Royal Gambit™

GOODMAN

Memorial Theatre and
School of Drama

of The Art Institute of Chicago

Write for new catalog to:
Registrar, Dept. 1.,
Goodman Memorial Theatre,

Chicago 3, Illinois

Accredited. Approved for
Vererans. Limited number
of scholarships available.

“My training at the Goodman
Theatre has always remained the
le foundation for

SAM WANAMAKER

® Act with professional guest stars ® 200 performances yearly
® 2 theatres @ Study acting, directing, scene and costume design
and technical production ® Small classes ® Outstanding faculty
® Many distinguished graduates ® BFA and MFA Degrees e Also
3-year, non-academic “Professional Degrees.”

does it feel to her?” Sex and emotion,
like humor, always fall apart in desc rip-
tion. Why not just accept the fact that
how “it” feels is “good™ and let’s get on
with things. The real trouble with writ-
ing about sex is, as this article points
out, a problem of language. But again |
think Mr. Fiedler is wrong when he says
that to experience something we must
examine it and that to examine it we
must express it. Words are the language
of the mind, not of the emotions. Why
is it not enough to “feel” some things
and “know™ others? A painter will tell
you that one cannot “talk” or “write”
about painting. The language of paint-
ing is made up of brush stwrokes, not
words. To tell about a picture, you show
it. To “know™ about sex, you must “feel”
it, and though you can’t blame any
writer for tlting at windmills, that’s
what he’s doing if he attempts to write
a completely satisfactory description of
sex. The joy of sex is its “Limitlessness™;
why place limits on the feelings by de-
scribing them? And what kind of curious
inversion or super-double-sophisticated
stylistic attitude is in operation when
an article such as this, about “the four-
letter word,” appears. using not one ol
those words in its entire length?

Mimi Sheraton

New York, New York

Fiedler states his fundamental pre-
cept: “What we cannot sav, we cannot
examine; and what we cannot examine,
we do not really experience.” In other
words, we cannot really experience sex-
ual intercourse unless we first express it
in words. What an asinine thought.

Bill Barger
Cherry Valley, Calilornia

What interested me most in Leslie
Fiedler's article was his implied rather
than stated suggestion that the treat-
ment ol sex in modern literature has be-
come dull and routine, and that the
American novel is rapidly copulating it-
sell to death. Mr. Fiedler did not de-
velop this point, but I think he should
have. The problem of sex as fictional
cliché is a [ar more imperative concern
for the critic right now than the history
ol erotic literature, if only because sex
as cliché threatens to bring that history
o a more uncrotic conclusion. For the
characteristic feature of the current fic-
tional treatment of sex is that it is so
ritualized and stereotyped that it is no
longer sexy, and so patently a substitute
for dramatic effects which the
cannot create that it is not even literary.
When contemporary writers can think
of nothing else to do with their charac
ters, they put them to bed. Sexual
accomplishment  becomes a cover for
impoverishment. Back in
the great crusading days of Lady Chal-

writers

IlI].’ig’ll'lil[ e
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BENTLEY, from the Authentics collection, of fine cotton
/n many different muted Batik prints. $5.00 at fine

stores everywhere, or write to:

Jayson, Inc. 390 Fifth Avenue New York 18, N.Y.
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FOR MEN

EAU
DE
COLOGNE

CHANEL

40z. 5.00
16 0z. 13.50

FLUS TAX

POUR MONSIEUR

CHANEL

terley this might have been an impor-
tant. even heroic thing lor writers o do.
It might even have been titillating. But
we have now arrived at a point of satiety
where we are beginning to insist that
writers give us something more, and that
something more 1s quite simply litera-
ture. The problem now is not how to
make sex interesting in literature, but
how to make it interesting as literature.
I suspect that the best way for the writer
to do this is to stop using sex directly
for 1ts own sake and start using it meta-
phorically and analogically, in ways that
will release its iImmense power ol dra-
matic suggestiveness. We obviously no
longer need to be old what it was like
in bed and need desperately to be told
what it meant — 1o the characters them-
selves, to their extrasexual relation
with one another, and to the novel as a
whole. Henrv James realized the neces-
sity for this in The Bostonians, where
the sexual impulse is converted into
political [fanaticism, and becomes a
charge ol neurotic energy that lichts the
novel with its peculiar harsh ineandes-
cence. Hemingway realized it in The Sun
Also Rises. where the derangement of
the normal sexual roles —the groin-
wounded Jake, the mannish Brew —
becomes the analog of spiritual and psy-
chic impotence. American writers today
appear to have forgotten not onlv what
Chaucer and Boccaccio knew (that sex
is good dirtv fun) but what James and
Hemingway knew (that sex in literature
is fun only when it is related to some-
thing deeply and importantly serious).
John W. Aldridge
Department of Humanities
Hollins College, Virginia

THE SPICE OF LIFE
There seems o be no end to what you

guys will come up with. First. a maga-
zine truly worth reading (plus beautiful
women); a syndicated TV show (with
wine, women and song): kev clubs that
are the envy of all club-owners: tours
from here to anywhere (just as long as
vou have fun): and now sHOW BUSINESS
ILLUSTRATED! | would just like o sit
back, applaud. and yell “bravo”™ for all
that has happened o date.

John F. Walsh

American Broadcasting Company

New York., New York

COVER CONCERN
The voung ladv on vour June cover
bears a remarkable resemblance to our
First Lady, Mis. Jacqueline Kennedy.
Hope vou haven’t had anv adverse crit-
icism from the White House.
Ralph Rosenberg
Atlanta, Georgia
We have an understanding: viavsoy
doesn't criticize The New Frontier: the
White House doesn’t criticize our covers.
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as it occurred to you — as it has, now
I‘I and then, to us — that the so-called
“standard” measurements, il wiken at
their literal and original meanings, are
completely arbitrary, vague. whimsical
and  otherwise undependable?  Maybe
we'd better give instances. “How deep is
the ocean?” (for one instance) is a ques-
tion usually answered in fathoms. But
how deep is a [athom? The word comes
from the Anglo-Saxon faethm, or “the
embracing arms,” and has actually been
defined by an act of Parliament as “the
length of a man’s arms around the object
of his affections.” At this point, you will
say “Aha,” or possibly “Oho,” and will
point out that the fathom has been firmly
nailed down as the equivalent of six feet.
Sure, we know that, but please bear in
mind that we're talking about the literal
and original meanings ol measurements;
and the sizes of human [eet differ just as
do the lengths ol embracing arms. Same
trouble crops up when you sayv a horse is
so many “hands high.” The dogmatic,
etymologically prisune part of us forces
us to ask “What size hands, please?”” And
are you in the habit of ordering so many
“fingers” of whiskey? Whose fingers are
yoil talking about? Don't tell us a des-
tination is only “a stone’s throw” away
— just who is throwing that stone? Is
one man “a head taller” than another?
Sorry, we won't buy that one. either. Nor
will we countenance a “hairsbreadih” —
ever see different hairs under a micro-
scope? All right, wise guys (say you),
what about the inch: surely that’s stable
enough for you? Not so—it is the most
suspect ol all, because all it means is
“a twellth.” A twelfth of what? A foor?
Whose [oot? That puts us right back
where we started — namely, in a state of
confusion resembling that which at-
tended the old “barleycorn™ unit, a third

of an inch, by which Edward II tried to
pin down the “inch” as the length of
“three grains ol barley dry and round”
placed end 1o end, lengthwise (whose
barley. how dry, how round?, etc.). Truly

-if you are a persnickety cuss like us —
the only measurement you can really
trust 1s “‘so big.”

Ad in Hollvwood's Daily Variety:
“Lonely producer of funny pilot films
would like to meet rich widow with good
sense ol humor and no business manager.
Please contact Jay Ward Productions,
8218 Sunset Blvd., Hollvwood.”

-

An announcement in the Qatlands,
England, parish magazine read: ““The
annual jumble sale in the vicarage gar-
den will be hell on Saturday.”

-

A UPI dispatch from Vallejo, Califor-
nia: “Mae Means, 39, Santa Maria, Cali-
fornia, told police today someone took
$27 from her brassiere after she went to
sleep in a bar. Police were questioning
two men they said may have had a hand
in the thelt.”

-

The iceman cometh to
miladv's kitchen any more. but there's
no doubt that someone is taking his
pliace, according to a headline from the
Harrisburg (Pennsvlvania) Sunday Pa-
triol-Neiws: WOMEN SPEND MORE TIME IN
RITCHEN DESPITE ADVANCES,

may  not

For the diversion of those fed up with
Scrabble, charades and even poker, we
herewith proffer a brand-new game that
any number can playv: reassigning well-
known books and plays o more appro-
priate authorship. A few samples to get
vou started: Separate Tables by Gover-
nor John Patterson, What Makes Sammy

Run? by May Britt, Atlas Shrugged by
Steve Reeves, The Sun Also Rises by Joe
Kennedy, Take Me Along by Jackie
Kennedy, I Can Gel It for You Wholesale
by Mickey Jelke, Make Mine Manhattan
by William Zeckendort, The Moon Is
Blue by Yuri Gagarin, Lost in the Stars
by Louella Parsons, Pal Joey by Marilyn
Monroe, The Man Who Came to Dinner
and Fever in the Blood by Bela Lugosi,
The Magic Mountain by Anita Ekberg,
A Man Is Ten Feet Tall by Wilt Cham-
berlin, Green Mansions by J. Paul Getty
and an autobiographical trilogy by Chris-
tine Jorgensen — To Have and Have
Noi, End As a Man and I Kid You Not.

Sign on the window of a Detroit bar:

NO TV. FIGHTS EVERY NIGHT,
-

There may be a revolt going on in the
world of horticulture, if this flower photo
caption [rom the Monterey {California)
Peninsula Herald 1s an indication: “GIRL
rrIEND — Here she is, the Girl Friend, a
chrysanthemum that likes to get pinched
around the leading growth in order to
encourage bush business in the border.
She prefers, however, that you stop your
pinching in mid-July.”

For our Big Men of History Depart-
ment, from the Dover (Delaware) Stale
News: " Julias Caesar was born, it is be-
lieved, on July 12, 102 s.c. two miles in
length.”

-

From a prohile ol TV critic Mamne
Torre's secretary-reporter, Mary Lou
Pillsbury, in Editor & Publisher: “Mary
Lou feels her college education helps
her indirectly every day on her job.
‘When a documentary comes on portray-
ing dope addiction, for instance, I'm not
being exposed to something entirely new

29



PLAYBOY

30

the Olympian

earned
these strlpes...

&ffrs

'

- . , v g »
- T T SRE O : VS '
- 4 R s b 4 . v Y
- {: T l_;.: - 1f BEr v 4
. ] - v 5 F e - . b
- = !.g & MM THN 3
» " . -"-\' h -t %, < w »
44 o . . . x Y . " § v !
: ~ 3 ?‘ 'l Y ! d o v
' - ¥ s 5 . 2 |
LA I R | S ::. . i1 ‘: : iy 4 ‘: ¥
- 4 - T S . E s ) . .4 o A 4
B TR AT !:: 2ol Wil , aiges " IR M
TR SN SIRA TR D e o Bar ey M BT
v -: o - ' . ',.,v r:t = 1) . - . k‘ e o
’ o v, 8= 3 c.- I v 15 v | v i* AR L8
é‘ i ¥ b v [ ] "] f( 1 . " . ‘- -+ . Ei )
! -: . ;‘,' -t 1y ‘ w i:- ] v ) | L~ ’;" KT N
v a3, '-H;_:: N ‘ - . R SEH
b A LA YR, Y . LL R - e Tl N
o: b E -, s TR el " 3 v
i . A | pY 8 ‘-' y, o~ - v T - hoh W
¢ - . » v ") o . t LY A
FTE s | g‘_. o - v ] v il oY, JLES
| v, gLy S o1 tt' & & 1 RN L T v
T L R SRR e 1
] < ’ . ;- v . ‘._.'\ - 3 -~ j. p A
..\‘ A ¥ L v 3\ Fa 1 v RiREY - - a
L} tl '

Yes, these handsome leisure socks take all the honors
for long wear. They're always ready for plenty of action.
And, they're as handsome as they are comfortable!
Made of 80% Orlont, 20% wool, the Olympian* is the
smartest thing on two feet. Only $1.00 a pair, too!

ESQUIRE S0CKS

ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF DR KAYSER-ROTH ' v

TDuPont’s trademark for its acrylic fiber
.M.

that I can't grasp.”™ Miss Pillsbury at-
tended Vassar.
-

A new publication of the British Med-
ical Association, concerned with gastro-
intestinal diseases, is utled simply Gut.

-

Who remembers: Helen Twelverrees?

. i sled mamed “Roscbud”™? . | . wax
lips? . . . Plastic Man? . . . Raymond,
Your Host? . . . Indian burn? . . . Elissa
Landi? . . . Ponvkodokes with an alaka-
zon? . .. James A. Fiuzpatrick? . . . The
Iron Claw? . . . Captain Midnight Whistle
Rings? . . . Papa David and Chichiz . . .
Gloria Jean? . . . Uncle Ezra and his
powerful hiule five-watter down in Rose-
dale? . . . the Ibis Stick? . . . Laird Cregar?

. Krypton? . . . Lamont Cranston? . . .
The Joker's green smile? . . . Boake Car
ter? . . . Donald Meek? . . . aggies? . | .
Trylon and Perisphere? . . . Gale Sonder
gaard? . . . Shazam!? . . . Pegoy Rvan? . ..
Rod La Rocque and Vilma Banky? | . .
Wanna Buy a Duck? - . - Lorenzo Jones?

.. His wile Belle? . . | Eden Ahbez? ..
Mandrake's “Ebtios™? . . . John Nesbitt's
Passing Parade? . . . card gimmes like War,
Casino, Old Maid. Fish, and Steal the Old
Man's Bundle? . . . lagging pennies? . . .
cinnamon red hots? . . . tana leaves? . . .
Jack Armstrong Pedometers? . . . Tippy-
Tippy-Tin? . . . Senator Claghorn? . .
stickball?

A local craftsman in South Euclid,
Ohio, a Mr. Kiss, took advantage ol his
appealing name in purchasing space in
the Yellow Pages. His ad read: “Kiss the
Plumber, Day or Night.”

-

From a Government air raid manual:
“All funeral coaches must pull to the
curb and stop when the siren sounds,
although the occupants are not required
to seck shelter.”

-

News of a discriminating thief, from
the Miami Herald: ““The walls are bare,
even barer than they used to be, at Kave
and Wever Photo Studio, 229 NE 6f hih
St. Somebody broke in and robbed the
place. The burglar took nine pin-ups,
clipped from pravsoy magazine, that
adorned the walls. That's all he took,
Miami police said.”

.

Title of an article in Science maga-
zine: The Making of the Broads: A Re-
considevation of Their Ovigin in the
Light of Recent Evidence. These Broads,
il secms, are a group of lakes near Nor-
wich, England.

We note a strange contradiction, di-
chotomy, conflict of interest or what
have you in a bit of summer-stock cast-
ing in San Diego carlier this year: Fanny
— starring June Wilkinson.
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The Freshman wears Duck Bay. 100% cotton shelter-tent duck, lined in 100% wool, with oversized pockets, in the
new campus length *37.50. The Egg-head wears Cruiser. Fine 100% cotton poplin, lined in cotton plaid $25.95. The
Romeo wears Berwick. 50% Dacron, 50% cotton woven plaid, lined in solid, completely wash 'n wear $35.00. All three

coats have exclusive 3rd Barrier construction for assured rain protection.
Londontown Manufacturing Co., 3600 Clipper Mill Road,

LONDON FOG

Baltimore 11, Md.
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BEEFEATER

BEEFEATER

the imported
English Gin that

doubles your
martini pleasure

Beefeater —symbol
of integrity in
British tradition
and in the finest
English Gin.

Unequalled
since 1820

BEEFEATER GIN

94 PROOF « 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS
KOBRAND CORPORATION « NEW YORK 1, N. Y.

BOOKS

Toward the beginning of Zooey, the
thirty-thousand-word work which makes
up some three-quarters of J. D. Salinger’s
Franny ond Zoocey (Little, Brown, $4), the
author, speaking through his garrulous
mouthpiece, Buddy Glass, states that
“What I'm about to offer isn't really a
short story at all but a sort of prose
home movie.” And that's what this slim
book is — a home movie in glorious Zen-
color, set mainly in the dining room of
a college-town restaurant and in the
bathroom of an upper-East Side New
York apartment, and leaturing the un-
breakable, though slightly stained, Glass
family, off on another of their metaphysi-
cal talkathons, with guest appearances by
Epictetus, Kafka and Mu-Mon-Kwan.
For those who missed the collector-item
issues of The New Yorker where they
first appeared, Franny is the short story
of a twenty-year-old college girl who goes
oft on an Ivy League [ootball weekend
and, at Saturday lunch, over a chicken
sandwich, has a mild nervous breakdown.
Zooey, which takes place the following
Monday morning. is the longer story of
how Franny's television-actor brother
(not to be conlused with Buddy. her
writing brother: Waker, her Carthusian
monk brother: Walt, her dead soldier
brother; or Sevmour. her late saint
brother) talks her out of the break-
down while he's shaving, With all their
faults — wordiness, pedantry and occa-
sional obscurity being chiel among them
— the two picces taken together are stun-
ning examples of the work of a truly
original writer. There is the uncanny
car for uppermiddle-class New York
speech; there is the humor (Boo Boo
Tannenbaum, a married Glass sibling,
describes Zooey as looking like “the blue-
eyed Jewish-Irish  Mohican scout who
died in your arms at the roulette table
at Monte Carlo™): there is the intellect,
the compassion and the love, “pure and
complicated.” Salinger may at times get
on one's nerves, like an overly bright
conversation-monopolizer at a party, but
he has a virtuoso talent. It's been eight
years since the publication ol his Nine
Stories, and one might have hoped for a
morce imposing work by now lrom the
creator of Catcherin the Rye. But Franny
and Zooey is rich reading — and an abso-
lute must lor every knowledgeable neurot-
ic’s home library.

.

Robert Dalev's Cars at Speed (Lippin-
cott, $4.95), a race-by-race wrap-up of
the Grand Prix circuit by The New York
Times’ Furopean sports correspondent,
reads like a necrophilic tract: the flam-
boyant Marquis de Portago snuffed out

More
SO S
in action!

AUDIO FIDELITY

RECORDS

DFM 3010
DFS 7010

DFM 3006/DFS 7006
SOUND EFFECTS, Vol. 2

This album presents an exciting array of auditory
images recreated to preserve every distinctive
overtone, Both animate and inanimate sounds
have been captured including: Sea Lions, Ele-
phants, Roosters, Geese, Pigs, Puppies, Pigeons
and Chimps. And such diversified sounds as: a
Car Crack-up, Dynamite Blast, Pogo Stick, Fencing,
Lawnmower and many others,

SOUND EFFECTS, Vol.1

REMEMBER. . .your Sound Effects library won't be
complete without Audio Fidelity's original album
of 50 sounds including: Racing Cars, Pistol Shots,
Thunder, Surf, Dripping Water, Crowd Applause &
Laughter, Telegraph Key, etc.

NEW

Jo Basile
Release!

=
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W AFLP 1815/AFSD 5915

ROMAN HOLIDAY, Jo Basile, his

Accordion & Orchestra

Typically Italian in lyrical, romantic appeal, tunes
like Ciao, Ciao Bambino, La Strada Theme, Domani,
Mambo Italiano, Parlami d’Amore have been re-
created in their native essence by the splendid
interpretive artistry of Jo Basile on his accordion
with a mellifluovs orchestral background.

Mono—$4.98 (AFLP, DFM); Starea—$5.95 (AFSD, DFS)
Write for FREE catalogs of mono and stereo records and tapes.

Dept.P9,770 Eleventh Avenue, New York 19, N. Y.



status
CoLLEGE

WITHOUT BEING (@) A BIG BRAIN (b) EXTREMELY HANDSOME (C) RICH
Status at college may be acquired m several wayvs. One is to
be the leading egehead on the campus. This course, obvi-
ouslv, 1s open to [}.'\\:'\‘\nol‘ln‘r is to be seen squiring
the school’s three prettiest co-eds on successive Saturday
nights. Alas, this 1s open to even fewer men, and besides
tends to be rather expensive. A much more feasible path
to camipus prestige 1s a drawer-full of Career Club sport
shirts l"“"umlvrr&l;n1(li11g]_\' fashioned by Truval and heartily
approved by upper classmen. ‘i\ good example 1s at the left—a restrained plaid
m famous madder tones, with shirttail vy tailloring. In marked contrast, center,
15 a pullover n a bold plaid known among the literati as Jivy Ivv. The pattern
at the right boasts the ofheial seals of some of our more celebrated colleges and
vou won't trap us into a discussion of why we selected which. All Career Club
shirts are taper-tailored to make vou chestier at the chest, trimmer at the waist.
Best news of all, next to an mcrease n vour ull()\\';mn’_, 1s the price tags.
Truval refuses to believe that good taste has to be expensive. If vour ego requires
costly 1;11)c'15‘;111(_l vou have cnough loose cash to pamper 1t, all well and

good. Otherwise hie vourself to a Truval dealer, where fashion and value meet.
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LOOK FOR THIS WINDOWi

HERE'S WHERE TO GET YOURS: Listed below are a few of the many fine ‘stores that feature Brookfield Clothes

Alexandria, La. ...Caplan's Men's Store
Atlantic City, N. J. .. ... . .Sam Slotoroff

Augusta, Ga. . ..... Ruben's Dept. Store
Berkeley, Calif. .. .. Lee's Men's Shop
Brockton, Mass. .. ... ... ... __ .. Edgar's
Buffalo, N. Y. ... .. Riverside Men's Shop
Compton, Calif. . . King's Store For Men
Detroit, Mich, .......... Todd's Clothes
Ft. Smith, Ark. ... . . .S. Q. Clothiers

Ft. Wayne, Ind . ..

Glen Burnie, Md.
Raymond's Men's & Boys’

Great Falls, Mont. . .. The Hub-Thisted's

.Gladieux Men's Wear

Greenville, 5. C. ... . Bob's Men's Shop
Hamilton, Ohio . .... . ..... Wilmur's
Havanna, L. ... _.... ». Myer Brothers

Hopkinsville, Ky. . .. John Starnes, Inc.
Jacksonville, Fla. ... Young Men's Shop
Jacksonyille, Ill. ........ Myer Brothers

Jamestown, N. Y.

Jack Landers Adam Hat Store
Jersey City, N. J.
Charles The Haberdasher

Kokomo, Ind. _..... .. W Ralpl'l Golightly
Lawrence, Mass. ... .. ..., ....... Kaps
Lincoln, 11, 8 .Myer Brothers
Los .ﬂngeles, calif. ... .. The May Co.
Miami, Okla. . .. ...... Hub Clothing Co.

Miﬂdlemwn. Ohio . .. The Central Store
Milwaukee, Wisc.. . Johnnie Walker Stores
Mt. Clemens, Mich. . Priehs Dept. Store

New Jersey ...... ...... Bamberger's
North Dakota . . .K-G Men's Stores
Morth Dakota . .. ........ .. Straus Co.
Pennsylvania . ..... Park's Men's Stores
Philadelphia Area, Pa. . .... Lit Brothers
Pittsburgh, Pa.

Standard Sportswear Shops
Porllaﬂd, Ores’ N Mario's Men's Store

Potsdam, N. Y. . . _Herbert's Men's Shop
Provo, Utah . . .. .. E. D. Firmage Co.

St. Louis, Mo. . Aronson s Men's Shops
St. Louis, Mo. ... Werner-Hilton, Inc.
San Angelo, Tex. . ... Golightly-McNeal
San Francisco, Calif. ... ... ... Howard's
Seattle, Wash,

Marv's Men's & Boys® Shop
Shelby, N.C. ..... A, V. Wray & 6 Sons
Sherman, Tex. . .......... Linxwiler's

Springfield, 1. . . . .Myer Brothers
Stapleton, S. 1., N. Y. . .Advance Clothes

Tennessee ... .. ... Themas-Hill Stores
Washington. DogCo b Stewart's
W , Wisc. . hnnie Walker Stores

For name of store nearest you, write to

BROOKFIELD CLOTHES, INC.
Dept. P, 101 W. 21st St, N. Y. 11, N. Y.



in the Mille Miglia; Jean Behra, the
leet-of-clay idol of France, killed in the
Berlin Grand Prix; Pierre Levegh, who
didn’t belong in a race car, destroving
himself and a horde ol innocents at
Le Mans; bright young Britisher Peter
Collins cut down at the Niirburgring.
But there’s glamor as well as gore:
Stirling Moss, incomparable master of
his machine, stoically grinding down the
opposition at Silverstone; cautious, un-
prepossessing Juan Fangio, coming out
of a Buenos Aires garage to conquer the
realm of racing; Bernd Rosemever and
Richard Seaman operating with the cold
elhciency of a Panzer division in their
Auto-Union and Mercedes-Benz mon-
sters. It's all set down with a reportorial
restraint that conveys the hair-trigger
tensions of a lethal sport. Three other
recent books about racing's immortals
further illuminate the personalities of
the men who thrive on the Grand Prix
mystique. Alfred Neubauer's Speed Waos
My Life (Potter, $4) is the autobiogra-
phy of the ex-driver turned Mercedes-
Benz racing-team manager, who until his
retirement in 1955 was instrumental in
compiling the most remarkable racing
record in history. Nuvelari (Morrow, $5),
by Count Giovanni Lurani, provides
the first English-language account of the
achievements of the danger-disregarding
Italian racer who competed, incredibly,
from 1921 to 1950. A Racing-Cor Driver's
World (Farrar, Straus & Cudahy, $4.75) is
Rudi Caracciola’s story of his lifetime of
outdistancing death and competitors on
Europe’s tracks and roads. Like his con-
temporary, Nuvolari, Caracciola had the
rare (for a racing driver) distinction of
dying in bed.
- -
Impolite Interviews (Lyle Stuart, $3) is a
loosely edited anthology of give-and-takes
between Paul Krassner, editorial Wun-
derkind of The Realist (rLavnov, On
the Scene, December 1960), and a clutch
of handpicked iconoclasts. I’sychothera-
pist Dr. Albert Ellis sprinkles his dialog
with ringing Anglo-Saxonisms, tub-
thumps for premarital intercourse, mas-
turbation and pornography. Comic
Lenny Bruce interrupts his free-associat-
ing sell-analysis with a swartling non
sequitur about Bishop Sheen: “He bears
a great resemblance to the late, great
Bela Lugosi.” TV panclist Henry Mor-
gan turns his wit on Bruce (“a ghastly
mistake™), Nixon (“looks like a loaded
chipmunk”™) and Jerry Lewis (“It’s hard
for him to raise money for spastics when
he’s living proof that they're employ-
able”), and describes Krassner’s ques-
tions as “absurd,” “idiotic” and “jerky.
Asian-oriented theologian Alan Watts,
most at home amid religiophilosophic
abstractions, manages to touch terra
firma with an earthy observation on
making love: “If you're a little hungry,
dinner tastes better. However, you don'’t

"

Good company in any company

he IighteSty politest
gmall cigars eyver!

MURIEL
AinTips

THE LoRT mav 10 Jugal

MUTRIEL |
CORONELLA

MURIEL An740.48

A flexible holder on each cigar. ..
air-light smoking pleasure . . . just-right
smoking comfort. 5 for 28¢

MURIEL CORONELLA

A refreshing new taste . . . superb
smoking satisfaction . . . fully finished
natural head. 5 for 25¢

FLENIBLE HOLDER
DN EACH CIGAR

A comOmNA
MIMIATURE

PACK OF FIVE

FACK OF FIVE

MURIEL CIGARS —always in perfect taste! ss
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A man gets seen in 417!

The man in *417” is a discerning student of books, women . . . and
clothes. While conducting research in the first two categories, he
displays his astuteness in the third by wearing a “417" sport shirt.
Like all of Van Heusen's authentically styled “417” Collection of
dress and leisure wear, his shirt is marked by an air of confident good
looks and easy comfort. Available wherever fine men’s wear is sold.

by VAN HEUSEN

Knoeahoute.

... mew compus-inspired
BAN-LON, SOCKS!

Carefree Jerks Socks/Wovenright
KNOCABOUTS feel great, look sharp,
dry fast. Made of “Textralized”

nylon . . . one size fits all, 10-13

...in latest cum laude colors:

buff » mango » russet e lovat «

dawn e taupe » others $1-$1.50

JERKS SOCHKS, INC.,, CINCINNATI 6, oHIO

want to be so hungry that vou wolf your
food.” Cartoonist Jules Feiffer opines
that Dr. Jovce Brothers' nightly couch
sessions on New York TV constitute
“ian unnecessary postponement of the
national anthem.” rravsoy Editor-Pub-
lisher Hugh M. Helner succinctly sum-
marizes the magazine’s raison d'étre:
“We say life is wonderful — make the
most of it. Work hard and play hard.
You won't get a second time around.”
Taken as a whole, the book projects a
refreshing irreverence which makes up
for its occasional lapses into self-con-
sCious contentiousness.
-

Tales of the tribulations of young
boys at the mercy of sadistic authorities
in prison-like institutions seem out of
another era. All the more remarkable,
therefore, are the new rtwists which
Arthur Roth has given to the Oliver
Twistian turns ol The Shome of Ouwr
Wounds (Crowell, $3.95). Jerry Callum’s
mother is dead, his father is in a mental
hospital, and most of Jerry's eleven years
have been spent in convent schools,
orphan homes and on corrective farms.
He's not a bad kid; his only impulse
toward delinquency is his animal need
to race in blind pursuit of his lost par-
cents. The ordeal of Jerry's initnition
into life at the Catholic Boys' Institute
in the Bronx is made terrifyingly real —
as he runs the gamut between the cane-
wielding Brothers and the merciless tor-
mentors who lie in wait for “new boys™
in the lavatory. But Jerry's story begins
in earnest when he and his tough-talking,
pathetically naive friend, Red Malone,
go over the wall, and set out for Red’s
aunt’s home on Staten Island. After a
two-day adolescent odyssey of narrow
escapes and casual distractions, they get
a hft in a police car right to Aunt
Judith’s door — only to find that she has
troubles ol her own, and is in no mood
to take on two more. While the boys
stuff themselves with her scrambled eggs
and French [ries, she phones the authori-
ties. In an hour they are on their way
back to the futile cycle of escape and
capture, sin and punishment. Although
it breaks no new ground, The Shame of
Our Wounds is a thoroughly convincing
novel of a boy's search lor love in an
impersonal, institutionalized world. .

-

The civil servants of the Nazi state
are at last allowed their say in We Were
Only Human (Little, Brown, $1.95), a very
skinny book ol caricatures and captions
by Peter Ustinov. Accompanying Us
tinov's twenty-three scathing sketches of
imaginary Hitler helpers are  such
apologias as: “Once a man is dead, how
does it affect him if we make a lamp-
shade of himz At least it's uselul.”
“There is a great difference between
murder and mercy killing. Most of those
who died sincerely wanted to die.”” “We



fackiogleason's

LOVERS PORTFOLIO

L

Means to an end.

You dog. you. You rascal. Looking forward ro a wild nigh,
¢h? All right, you're entitled. And here's just the thing o
cinch ir. Jackie Gleason's "Lovers’ Portfolio!” Two potent
discs of just the kind of music to set up the mood. The
firse side is perfect for cockeails...a small sophisticated
combo playing suggestive standards. Next, Gleason's
Dixie Jazz Group to liven things up for dinner. Or what-
have-you? Then, the big orchestra with grear show tunes
for the right sort of dancing. Some lighr numbers. Some
teasing. And hnally...the payoff. The ultimate. Music
for love. Six lush, sensuous originals in the provocative
Gleason style. Now you're on your own.

All righr, that's the music in "Lovers’ Portfolio.” Bur wair,

FURS 8Y BERNHARDT - DIAMCND NECKLACE By MARVIN HIME » RECORDS BY CAPITOL

there's more. A choice list of perfect wines and how o
serve them. Suggested recipes for tanalizing drinks. Even
the right love poems. All in a special portfolio. All the
ingredients for a...memorable evening. Naturally, a
grear gife. Better yet, ger one for yourself, too. No
crafrsman should be without one.

(If you're planning an extended bacchanal or weekend
wowser, you'lll need these other spiffy Jackie Gleason
albums, wo: "The Gentle Touch;
Music, Marrinis, and Memories;
Music For Lovers Only; and Lazy
Lively Love” All guaranteed or
your girl back.)

RECORDS

LcapITOL RECORDS, IHC
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MERCURY's Perfect Presence Sound
series is created for people who insist
on the finest in music. No gimmicks . . .
no doctored tapes . . . but a skilful
combination of advanced engineering
and the most listenable music on record.

\
Ppg
e —

covers a vast, brilliont library of sound
featuring ortists you waont to hear.
Thrill to the soaring strings of Clebanoff,
more pulsatingly romantic than you've
ever heord them; the dynamic donce
tempos of David Carroll.

/‘:
PrS
—

offers the captivating rhythms of Cugat;
the fabulous Frederick Fennell; Richord
Hoyman's crackling perfarmance of the
spirited Toreador Song, Ritual Fire
Dance, Sabre Donce, and other favor-
ites; all in the extra dimension of PPS.

brings you real music . . . nat mere
sound effects with which ta startle the
neighbors. Your MERCURY dealer has o
superb and varied collection of PPS re-
cordings in stock right now. Ask for them.

/ﬁénfc?my

REcorDS

alwitys respected privacy. All the whip-
pings were arranged after hours in my
office.” ““I was only the Fiihrer's masseur.
You never saw him as 1 did. Sometimes
I would see him lying on the table with
such an expression of peace on his face
. .. like a child. In those moments he
would say o me, ‘Hans, if only the
masses had a deeper appreciation of
painting . . "

Few journalists ol jazz have been as
prolific and as respected — by musicians
and buffs alike — as Nat Hentoff, who
has consistently battled for the music
and its makers without succumbing to
blind-bland sentimentality. Now Hentolt
has prm[ucud The Jazz Life (Dial, $5), a
first collection of his essays, impressions
and profiles. He tells of his accidental
introduction to jazz as a teenager in
Boston: throws light on the often-
harrowing  apprenticeship  served by
neophyte jazzmen, the embittering in-
fluences of Jim Crow, the ogre ol nar-
cotics addiction; and paints vivid por-
waits of Count Basie, Charlie Mingus,
John Lewis, Miles Davis, Thelonous
Monk and Ornette Coleman. In an emo-
tional epilog, Hentoff pleads [or recog-
nition ol the older jazzmen, citing
trumpeter Roy Eldridge as Exhibit A:
“It is this dismissal of the old that has
saddened and angered me more than
any other aspect of jaze.” But Hentofl's
summing up is upbeat: “Jazz is one of
the few vocations that allow a man to
be himsell, 1o say in his work who he is
and what he feels.”

An ambitious new series of mt books,
The Aris of Mankind, edited by André
Malraux and Georges Salles, makes a
most impressive debut with Sumer: The
Dawn of Art (Golden, 520) by André Par-
rot. Drawing on the archeological dis-
coveries of the last fifty years, the author
of this sumptuously illustrated volume
illuminates the deity-dedicated Meso
potamian civilization that attained 1ts
golden age in the Third Millennium B.c.
As Malraux comments in a provocative
preface, the gods of Sumer have long
since disappeared into oblivion, but
their images endure and help us under-
stand “what all these arts ol the sacred
have in common: an aspiration to the
inapprehensible . . . the world of all that
can be seen without art's help 1s con-
lronted by the world of that which art
alone enables us to see”

p

You will probably not want to read
Wine, a Brief Encyclopedia (Knopl, $3.75)
straight through, but it's a handy com-
pendium to have around for settling
arguments, squelching  know-it-alls  or
simply satislying your curiosity about
that latest bottle of Chambolle-Mu-
signv. Written. anthor Walter  Jaumes

the finest
tasting Jum
O

c%lef’[ﬂ L%'m

14

|ER]

Something’s happened
to change your thinking
about rum! A remarkable
new blending process—
taking full advantage
of our great reserves of
fine rum—now makes
Ron Merito the finest
tasting of all Puerto
Rican rums. Try today's
Ron Merito at home
and when you go out.

WHITE and GOLD LABEL

HATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CO., N.Y. 80 PROOF



tells us, for winelovers rather than for
connoisseurs, this attractively decorated
volume is a mine of vinicultural lore
and grape gossip about everything from
absinthe (prohibited in France “on the
ground that it was sending down the
birth rate”) to mead (“Samuel Butler re-
marked that mead is the lowest of the
intoxicants, the church the lowest of
the dissipations and caraway seeds the
lowest of the condiments™) to Zonne-
bloem Cabernet (“one of South Africa's
best dry reds, grown between Paarl and
Stellenbosch™).
.

Citizen Hearst (Scribner's, 56.50) by W.
A. Swanberg chronicles the career of
America’s near-legendary publishing po-
tentate. After being kicked out of
Harvard for distributing personalized
chamber pots to his professors (their
names were inside), journalism’s Yellow
Kid rode into the newspaper world as a
champion of labor unions, the graduated
income tax and The People at large
against their omnipresent oppressors.
During the 1930s, he moved steadily to
the right (or perhaps the nation moved
to the left), and he ended up an apostle
of reaction and isolationism. He was
anti-FDR, anti-British, anti-French, anti
Orson Welles and anti-vivisection. Among
the highlights of his eighty-eight years
here set down with picturesque particu-
lars: his packaging and peddling ot the
Spanish-American War; his fifty-million-
dollar expenditure on home and hearth
at San Simeon: his long-run liaison with
Marion Davies. A fair portrait ol an
American phenomenon.

-

His name is Deep, and he’s back in
New York after twenty-five years. Some
rat has Killed his old buddy, Benneu,
top dog of the city’s hoods, and now
Deep is out to avenge Bennett’s death.
All Deep has to do is speak his name
softly and the meancst hoods in the big-
gest city in the US. wrn white. The
cords in their necks stand out in fear.
(Every twenty pages, the cords in some-
body’s neck stand out.) The hoods are
holding a meetng to reorganize. Deep
pushes into the hall; Deep powders some
teeth: Deep steps on some hands. The
hoods watch, docile as Tambs. Because
this is Deep, the toughest. Except when
he sees a doll he likes, then he talks this
way: “She needed no open neckline to
highlight the grandeur of her breasts.
Their cloquence was evident in their
proud thrustings, having motion and
life of their own under the rich texture
of the gown.” Anyone who cares to pur-
sue this prose lurther may turn to The
Deep (Dutton, $2.95). The author? He's
been away, too, not twenty-five years, un-
fortunately, but almost nine. In the
photo on the dust jacket he needs a
shave, and he's scowling over a nasty-
looking .45. Tough. like Deep. Like

SLACKS and SUITS* BY
.D.Z(j'kz .S,

*INCLUDING THE REMARKABLE NEW
COMBO VEST —
WEAR 1T SINGLE OR DOUBLE BREASTED

£1961 Williamson-Dickie Manufacturing Company
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‘ do you wonder where the station went? l

AF.C’

*SONY TFM-121-A WITH AUTOMATIC FRE-
QUENCY CONTROL LOCKS THE STATION IN!
If your favorite music always seems fo

SOINY

fade Way' no ma“e[ hgw we" ou think ) RESEARCH MAKES THE DIFFERENCE

you've tuned in, don't blame the station —just get yourself this SONY TFM-12I-A .1t is the
outstanding FM/AM all-transistor portable radio with Automatic Frequency Control that locks
the station in — prevents drifting, fading and distortion, Test-Play it and other favorite
SONY models at selected dealers.

FEATURES: SONY TRM-121-A FM/AM PORTABLE ALL TRANSISTOR RADIO. 12 ftransistors. 3 self-con-
tained antennae ® tone control ® high fidelity ® Plays on 4. standard flashlight batleries = Size
548" x 914" x 2%" e Output jack to accommodate Multiplex Stereo Adapter. Weight 3 Ibs. Com-
plete with batteries, earphone and leather carrying case. List: $95.95.

SONY CORP OF AMERICA /514 Broadway. New York 12. N. Y.

STRAPSTERS are pleatiess and feature extension waist-
band with adjustable side tabs, quarter top pockets. $22.95

i THE CRy

An Affiliate of Esqulre Spartscear Mfg. Co., 200 Fifth A New York 10, .Y,

CUTTERS OF TRADITIONAL TROUSERS

*Ecstmon’s TM for i Polyester fiber

Mike Hammer. The name is Spillane, of
course. His first seven books were the
seven best-selling mystery novels of all
time. They made the cords in people’s
necks stand out.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

The printed program for Erroll Garner’s
recent concert in Chicago’s Civic Opera
House wasn't really a program at all. It
was an apology. It stated that “Garner's
entire program is extemporized” except
when “Garner listens to his own record-
ings, and tries to follow some of the
original renditions as closely as possible”
— a rather grim portent of the evening
ahead. Since no tunes are identified at a
Garner concert, you are either with it or
not — there is no middie ground. The
audience by and large accepted this with
an cquanimity indicating, perhaps, that
most of its members were with it. Our
own score card showed four blanks out
of twenty-two offerings which, we imag-
ine, makes us secnnd-string Garner-
fanciers. His “extemporizing” follows an
extremely rigid pattern: first, a series of
stream-ol-consciousness chords flow boun-
tifully from the piano, evidently in-
tended to titillate the audience into a
what-could-he-possibly-be-leading-up-to
frenzy. When the audience is properly
primed, he gets down to the business at
hand with lush, many-fingered chords,
spelling out (usually) some standard dear
enough to everyone’s heart to draw a rip-
ple of applause; after several choruses,
Garner enters his  “improvisational™
phase, his right hand developing single-
note ficures while his lefr, in stanch
support, pounds out bass chords that
evoke nothing so much as an image of a
Salvation Army drummer at the height
of the Christmas season. Garner's treble
gives the intriguing and ofttimes pleas
ing impression of hurrying to catch up
after having started a little late. The
catching up is usually accomplished im-
mediately prior to the return to the fat,
two-handed chords, indicating that the
picce is drawing to a close. The pattern,
recurring with mechanical regularity and
seemingly inviolate, took much of the
gloss off what were, individually, highly
polished, ingeniously conceived and im-
maculately executed piano portrats.
(Bassist Edward Calhoun and drummer
Kelly Martin were industrious aides-de-
camp.) Resolved: Garner in small doses
is dandy; the large economy package is
not nearly as digestible.

.

Betty Comden ond Adolph Green werc at
it again, sneaking in some board-treading
of their own between writing chores for
the - Brondway stage (their smashes in-
clude Wonderful Town, Bells Are Ring-
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WOOL: ALL-AROUND ATHL "‘”f.'_ ;
TALK.. TALK...TALK...WOOL IS THE TALK OF TH
knows the score better than any other fabric. Nat.urally bent wool keeps /
your temperature down even when the heat is on.The world’'s greatest all-around j
athlete, wool performs any gymnastic feat with its natural elasticity, bouncing
off wrinkles, springing back into shape. Great showmanship, too, when it comes
to color and patterns. Illustrated: Left, campus model in navy, black, olive and
gold, about 832.50. Right, varsity model in combined coloré of gold, grey, blue .
Pﬂatn'd white, about 837.50. Fabrics by Amerotron. Styled by BLACKER BROS. III
Nofbmg oufperforms nafura! woof !oomed in Amenca. SWEATER BY FASHION HILL. |

At J. L. Hudson, Detrcut = Silverwood's, Los Angeles . Cable Car San Franc:lsco « Joseph Horne Co., Purtsburgh McCurdy. Roohester and other
fine stores, or write AMERICAN WOOL COUNCIL, (a division of ASPC), Dept. WW-1061, Railway Exchange Building, Denver 2, Colorado. 41
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RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N. Y.

A mustissimo for Manhattans. Remember: in mixing cocktails it's not
how much vermouth, it's the brand of vermouth—and M&R imported ver-
rnouth is il supremo. No wonder it's America's favorite. Mmmm—and R!

MARTINI:ROSSI

IMPORTED SWEET VERMOUTH
Outside the U. S. and Canada it's simply Bm Vermouth

mg, Two on the Aisle, Good News, On
the Town and Do Re Mi) when we
caught them at the Empire Room of New
York’s Waldorf Astoria. They opened
with material from their days with
The Revuers (the group with whom
they — and colleague Judy Holliday —
first received accolades) and closed it with
a medley of hits from their productions
with Leonard Bernstcin and Jule Styne
(the tunes included such perennials as
It’s Love, Why Did I Leave Ohio, Never
Never Land, Make Someone Happy, Just
in Time and, inevitably, The Party’s
Ouer). In between, they made forty min-
utes disappear in a completely delightful
and highly civilized manner. Portraying
screenwriters looking for ideas, they acted
out a seript which called for a divorced
couple bumping into each other in Macy's
basement. “What are you domg here?”
Betty asked; and Adolph answered arch-
ly, “I'm on sale!” They touched on a sub-
ject near and dear to the heart of Mr.
Green — moldy old movies. With Miss
Comden narrating, Green portrayed an
early talkie starring a singer whose voice
laded out completely every time he
turned his head from the microphone
secreted in his buttonhole carnation, He
also mimed an actor whose voice was out
of synch with the screen lip action. To-
gether, they performed a complete oper-
ctta containing such numbers as The
Strawberry Rash Festival and If You
Were You and I Were Me and We Were
We. Through it all, Miss Comden dead-
panned  brilliandy, and Green sang.
danced and pirouetted like a dour-faced
satyr. Their tour de force was dedicated
to “better [riendship between North
America and South America,” and was,
simply, Trees sung to the tune of Brazl

. while they wildly sambaed. OfF stage.
they told us that they create their mate-
rial at Miss Comden's LEast Side town
house. She is the typing half of the tean;
he i1s the pacing chain-smoker. “We
rarely quarrel about our \\rllmg " Miss
Comden noted. Green added, “I've al-
ways tried to learn from Betty the truly
simple and modest approach.” But what-
ever the magical catalyst might be that
blends these two writer-performers into
a team, Broadway and popular music
are richer for it. Their appearances are,
it is sad to relate, much too infrequent.

FILMS

There is some dispute over whether
James Gould Cozzens” 1957 best-seller.
By love Possessed, was grand or merely
grandiose. The color-ilm version, how
ever, i1s neither; it is an old-fashioned.
wince-upon-a-time romance. (Says Efrem
Zimbalist, Jr., to Lana Turner: *I don't
want this night to end — this spell to be



for

the
man
who
firmly
takes
the
fashion
stand:
it’s

the
authentic |
natural |
look

or
nothing!

The “Madisonaire” by Varsity-Town Clothes is the natural choice for the individualistic young man in the halls
of learning and the world of business who wouldn’t be caught breathing in an overpadded suit, sport coat or
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broken.”) Whereas the Cozzens novel of
law and life in a small town posed some
big questions, the movie just makes a
treacly try at putting Peyton in second
place. In the leading role of lawyer-lover
Arthur Winner, Zimbalist's voice runs
on like a river of cod-liver oil. Miss
Turner, as wayward Marjorie Penrose, is
present more in flesh than in spirit.
Jason Robards, Jr., as Julius Penrose,
wanders through the film, apparenly
hunting for a scene worth his talent. As
purebred Clarissa Winner, Barbara Bel
Geddes is blondely bland. And George
Hamilton, the poor girl's Tony Perkins,
indulges in quite a lot of anguish as
Winner's ncon-lit scion. John Sturges,
who has done better, could hardly have
directed worse. The result — By Holly-
wood Reprocessed.
-

Rock Hudson is not Cary Grant. Put
that fact to one side, if vou can. and
there 1s fun to be found in Come Sep-
tember, which stars Hudson in a Grant-
type role and Gina Lollobrigida in a
Gina-type role. Rock plays one of those
American millionaires who today usually
turn up only in real life. He has a villa
on the Italian coast where, every Septem-
ber, he goes to meet Gina, a Roman
modiste, for a fall festival. During the
other eleven months of the year, Rock’s
major-domo, Walter Slezak, runs the
place, without his boss' knowledge, as
a hotel (called La Dolce Vista). Boss
makes the rendezvous early one year,
and finds the place crawling with teen-
age girl Lourists; pretty soon teenage boy
tourists are crawling alfter them. The
chiel teenagers are Sandra Dee, whose
charm e¢ludes us, and Bobby Darin,
whom charm has eluded. Gina, given her
best part to date in an American film,
makes the most of her best parts. If
there were an Oscar for effort, Rock
would deserve it; he keeps swinging and
sometimes connects. But a slightly leaden
comedian is like a slightly pregnant girl.

-

Rocco and His Brothers, the latest in this
vear's sizable crop ol Italian films, is a
large Latin lemon. Luchino Visconti,
onc of ncorealism’s several daddies
(Ossessione, 1942), has heaped up three-
hours-plus of heavyhandedness and hys-
teries which amount to a Hollvwood
family epic with a touch of garlic. A
widow and her five sons come to Milan
from the south, and we're supposed to
witness the corruption of these simple
folk by the big, bad city. Three of the
boys turn out OK, however, and as for
the fourth, Simone, it’s more vice than
versa:  he practically corrupts  Milan
singlehandedly. If the story scems famil-
iar, it's only because you've seen it be-
lore: Simone and Rocco go into the fight
game as their one way out of poverty;
Simone ends up a murderer; Rocco be-
comes a champ, although he’s played



by a fellow who looks like the Belore
of an ad for muscle-builders. When
Simone rapes a girl who loves Rocco,
in front of Rocco’s very eyes, the saint
in gym trunks forgives him. We're not
casily offended, but this rape scene is
brutal realism strictly for the sake of
brutal realism. Katina Paxinou, who has
the best-known name in the cast, adds
no luster to it with a TV mama-mia
performance. Visconti’s career has been
sailing right along, but we suppose even
a good director can founder on a Rocco
now and then.
-

The Mark, a top-drawer English film
with Americans in two top parts, is the
story of a paroled con fighting to remake
his life in a Midlands city. It's half over
before we find out that his crime was
a sexual offense against a liule girl.
By then we're totally involved with the
parolee — through his new job, his ses-
sions with an analyst, his friendship with
a woman in his office. No, there's no
single past incident that “explains” the
man’s trouble, and he isn't “cured” at
the end. The screenplay by Sidney Buch-
man and Stanley Mann is sharp and
sensible; it patronizes neither psychiatry
nor its audicnce. In the central role
Stuart Whitman fulfills the promise he
flashed in some Hollywood film-flam
with a dark, lonely, dignified perform-
ance. Rod Steiger forgets The Method
here and gives us a brusque, compas-
sionate Irish doctor whose success with
patients is believable. Maria Schell,
never Number One on our Miss Parade,
is quite moving. Guy Green, intelligent
director of The Angry Silence, has used
a lot of good tricks and even more good
art to keep the picture crisply compelling.

-

A greengage is a kind of plum, and
The Greengage Summer, although a bit juicy
for some tastes, perhaps, is pleasantly
llavored. Four English children, three
sisters and a brother, are stranded in a
chiteau-hotel in the champagne country
of France when their mother is suddenly
hospitalized. (Father’s in Injah.) They
spend the summer virtually, if not quite
virtuously, on their own. Problems arise
when  sixteen-year-old  Joss (Susannah
York) sheds her scarecrow school clothes
for form-fitting [rocks, and a couple
ol times damned near gets herself un-
frocked. Her lusciousness is not lost
on a mysterious Englishman (Kenneth
More) who lives in the chiteau, and so-
cializes with the owner (Daniclle Dar-
rieux). Toward Joss he is semisatyr,
semi-shepherd; and he falls in semi-love.
A lopsided triangle develops, and the en-
suing events help to ripen all the kids.
In underplaved comedy, as far as we're
concerned, the More the merrier, and
we've always liked the Darrieux derriere.
The story, based on Rumer Godden's

-+ BUT MORPUL SOCKS STAY UP BY THEMSELVES!

Morpul fits a man’s limbs really neat and trim—'cause they're the
socks with the tops that are there to stay. No sag, no slip, no slide
...no matter how much you wash and wear them. Discover the
top-to-toc quality of Morpul socks, in a [ull range of solid-citizen
shades and new [ashion tones. At fine stores everywhere or write
Morpul, Inc., Jefferson Building, Greensboro, North Carolina.

morpul.

STAY-PUT &# SOCKS
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It's a
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that of gentleman !

t has been WELL SAID by patriots
and democrats that “the King can make a
nobleman, but he cannot make a gentleman.*

Neither, we submit, can the name of onc of HIS
MAJESTY'S COUNTIES, or suchlike fancics,
authenticate a gentleman’s NATURAL SHOUL-
DER CLOTHING. The character of the clothing
will declare itsclf, though a fancy name may
CONCEAL the maker.

e, Daroff of Philadelphia, offer natural
shoulder clothing for gentlemen of TASTE
at its NATURAL PRICE, and in earnest of
our HONEST INTENT, do proudly sew
our ‘Botany’ 500 Tailored by Daroff label
into every garment. We are aided and abetted
in this endeavor by DEDICATED ME k-
CHANTS who display these garments in an
atmosphere devoid of CHARLATANISM,
SNOBBISM and HUCKSTERISM.

Suits §69.50 (vest included), Sport coats $39.95,
Topcoats $65.00 (slightly higher in the West).
For namc of the store ncarest you, write us:
H. Daroff & Sons, Inc., 2300 Walnut Strect, Phila-
delphia 3, Pa. (a division of Botany Industrics).

of Philadelphia
(The Cradle of Freedom in Menswear)

novel, is now and then a touch too fey
(there are sprites at the bottom of that
Godden); but on the whole, veddy fetch-
ing indeed.

-

In The Bridge all is very unquiet on
the Western Front. This German filin
about the last days of the second World
War focuses on seven high-school boys to
whom war is every bit as exciting as
Fussball. They are hastily drafted into
the German army as the Americans ad
vance, and find themselves assigned to
defend a bridge near their home town.
What they don’t know is that the bridge
is supposed to be demolished and that
the noncom assigned to lead them to
safety has been Killed. So the seven ol
them fight it out with U.S. armor and
vereran Gls. The result is a slaughter of
men and boys, in which loaded tanks get
blown up, along with empty ideals.
Aided by a script sharper than the Man-
fred Gregor novel on which it's based,
Bernhard Wicki has directed a cast of
top-notch teenagers with uncloying com-
passion and biting realism. The film
underlines the irony in the Iron Cross,
confronting us with one of the insane
wastes of war — the irrelevant heroism
that leaves the irrelevant hero just as
dead as the other kind.

DINING-DRINKING

Gleamingly new and impressively fa-
caded with twenty travertine pilasters
surmounted by gold-plated Italian lan-
terns, Fairchild's, just north of Wilshire
Boulevard on Restaurant Row (38 N.
La Cicnega Boulevard, Beverly Hills), is
a go-for-Baroque bistro specializing in
Continental cuisine. It also hoasts
custoni-wrought  wrap-around bumper
guards for Rolls-Royces (said cars being
handled exclusively by attendants ac-
complished in the art of driving and
parking foreign cars) and a (lOf{"ll) ap-
pointed, air-conditioned parking kennel
for the canine set. During the weck, the
doors to the restaurant and, we presume,
its animal retreat, are open 11:30 to two
A Saturday and Sunday, hours are
five p.AL to two A, Through appropri-
ately massive, ornately configured oaken
portals, we were ushered into the pres-
ence of a pair of Pats — one, the winsome
blonde hostess; the other, Fairchild’s
benign maitre d’hotel. A wio of features
of the 140-scat room immediately struck
us: the excellent soundproofing afforded
by the treated cork ceilings; the quietly
passionate burnt-orange-and-lush-green
color scheme blending with dusky, hand
finished oak paneling; the enormous bar
that dominates the dining room. Hang-
ing crown-shaped lamps of heavy iron
set with gems (merely simulated) shed
a multihued glow over the ample tables

Here is humor, true, clever, and
all-inclusive which ignores the
cliches and highlights the orig-
inal. UAL 4089

Make it an evening you will
long remember and often re-
peat. UAL 4090

L ANCESY
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SOME LIKE IT HIP!

Recorded live during his sensa-

tional appearance at the famous

Blue Angel in New York.
UAL 4088

AVAILABLE AT YOUR RECORD SHOP
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and 24-carat-gold-cushionced seats. To the
accompiniment of a subdued sound
system, we perused the hors d'ocuvres
roster, waiving Escargots Bourguignon
(52.25) and Matjes Herring in White
Wine (S1.25), among some seventeen
choices, in favor of the luscious African
Shrimp Cocktail with Avocado. Follow-
ing delicately flavored and delightfully
chilled Vichyssoise, we dispatched, at
a properly deliberate tempo, the entree
of rare Roast Eastern Sirloin of Beef with
Mushroom Sauce, rich au gratin potatocs
and superh French peas (37). The
weighty responsibility of developing and
maintaining Fairchild’s Hedgling repu-
tation for haute cuisine in a Hollywood
stage setting rests with master chef Joseph
Bruillard. A random tapping of his
spécialités  de la  maison uncovered
Coquille St. Jacques “Westbrook™ (dedi-
cated to cohost Robert  Machris
Westhrook, who shares supervision with
restaurateur Peter Fairchild), a glazed
concoction of baby scallops, tiny shrimps,
mushrooms and creamed white wine
sauce ($1.50), and Coq au Vin d'Arbois
sautéed in butter, shallots, Arbois red
wine, pearled onions, mushrooms and
pork lardons ($4.50). For a brace of vict-
ually attuned trenchermen, there’s the
Chateaubriand with Bouquetiére and
subtle Béarnaise ($14) or the similarly
priced Dopuble ‘Eastern New York cut
steak. Secure in a booth comfortably up-
holstered in hunter-green leather, antici-
pating the forthcoming culinary delights,
vou may, oceasionally find yoursell won-
dering at the waiters’ escargot-like tempo
of service, in marked contrast to the res-
taurant’s many superlative features,
-

In a town more interested in dice
caroms than diced artichoke hearts, the
Sultan's Table restaurant in Las Vegas'
Dunes Hotel on US. Highway 91 is
something of an oddity. Though good
food, we've found, has never been a
rarity in Nevada’s slot-machined spa,
Las Vegas in the past could boast of no
gourmet’s mecca comparable to, say,
Arnaud’s in New Orleans or The Colony
in New York. When the Sultan’s Table
opened earlier this year, it represented a
$450,000 investment in a culinary status
symbol by Dunes president Major Riddle.
You may order dinner from seven P,
when the chef, John Bertranou, starts to
weave his gustatorial spell. Though the
room remains open till two A, dinner
is available only until eleven par; after
that, it's tidbits till closing. On the Sab-
bath, however, serving commences at six
e, and it's lights out at one A The
Sultan’s Table is peacefully separated
from the nermal sound and fury of casino
and lounge by a thickly carpeted hallway.
Reservations are suggested, but if you
decide on the spur of the moment te drop
in for dinner, you may leisurcly liquefy
while couched in comfort at the Sultan’s
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Bar until your table is ready. There, you
may obscerve the eighteen waiters, six
captains, the assistant maitre de and, if
you're fortunate, the maitre de himself,
Joaquin Noriega, as they expertly move
about their appointed tasks. The wine
steward is resplendent in feathered tur-
ban and all the other pertinent regalia of
an Indian prince. The superplush room,
spacious enough to seat some 250 guests,
is walled on two sides by floor-to-ceiling
glass, one section of which is discreetly
curtained to avoid the unglamorous vista
of the hotel parking lot; the other faces
out on a pleasantly verdant oasis. An
examination of the menu in the subdued
lighting will reveal a distinguished as-
semblage of hors d’oeuvres and a roseate
roster of entrees. Although the most
popular of the latter, we were informed,
is the Filet of Beel Stroganoff ($5), we
went for a pair of Chef Bertranou's
favorites, Prime Ribs Bertranou (57),
and Hot Shrimps du Chef ($2) from the
hors d’ocuvres list, and had no regrets.
Other popular dishes are the Pompano
Papillotte ($6), the Filet of Sole Lucullus
(56) or the Brochette of Beef Tender-
loin Bordelaise with wild rice and tomato
grille (37). They are served with either
soup du jour or hors d'oeuvres varies.
Dinner entertainment is something spe-
cial. A revolving platform in the center of
the room accommodates two pianos and,
alternately, the music of Arturo Romano
and his Magic Violins Villafontana from
Mexico City, or the sophisticated, and
often swinging, cocktail piano of Ron-
ni¢ Brown. From time to time, the violin-
ists, ten strong, leave their platform to
wander two-by-two from table to table.
It may not aid digestion, but it certainly
adds a perfectly pitched note of ro-
mance to your dining. In the west corner
of the room a fountain reflects colored
lights concealed in a large, bricked al-
cove. As the music wafts, the rear wall
of the alcove is transformed into a wa-
terfall. On opening night, we were told,
the fountain overflowed, flooding the
dining-room floor. Happily, since then,
the Sultan’s Table has been flooded with
nought save compliments.

RECORDINGS

Into a good stereo rig place: the deli-
cate, economicil sounds of harpist Corky
Hale, an occasional assist from Bud
Shank’s flute and the flexible, unpre-
tentious, moving voice of Kitty White.
The result is Intimate/Kitty White Sings
(World Pacific). Recorded in the relaxing
atmosphere of Miss Hale's Hollywood
pad, the sct was unrchearsed — simply
the product of the good taste of the par-
ticipants. Miss White turns her superbly
controlled tones to such jewels as Kurt

Znglish
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Weill’s My Ship, Rodgers and Hart's
Glad to Be Unhappy and My Romance,
and Jimmy Dorsev's I'm Glad Therve Is
You, among the dozen mcluded in this
hallads-only, mood-sustaining collection.
Intimate is one of the most captivating
discs we've heard in months. Lelt-bank
languor oozes [rom every groove ol More
Piaf of Paris (Capitol), Edith's current
existentialist exercise. Backed by Robert
Chauvigny's orchestra, the slight, pale
chanteuse once agan tracks the wavs and
woes of love. Through a dozen songs,
she weaves a special kind ol spell, en-
hanced by her own insights and musi-
cal nuances. No matter that all the
wnes are sung in French: Miss Piaf's
probing knows no language limitation.
We must take exception to the utle of
Lorez Alexandria’s new LP, Sing No Sod
Songs for Me (Argo), and offer a low-key
lament over the distressing Lact thae Miss
Alexandria’s total effect 1s considerably
lessened by the inclusion of a number of
rhvthm-and-blues roundelays handled in
a manner closely akin to that of Dinah
Washington. The results arc depressing,
especially since Lorez, when she is of a
mind, can be a softly pitched. sensitively
tuned transmitter for ballads and torch
songs — I'll Remember April and They
Can’t Take That Away from Me are the
richer for having been sung by this emo-
tion-drenched diva. The r&bh idiom seems
a backward step Miss Alexandria would
have been wiser not to take. We wish
her better luck (and better material)
next tme.,
-

For top-brass musicianship, dig The John
Glasel Brasstet (Jazz Unlimited). The en-
semble includes Glasel and Lou Mucci.
vumpets; Dick Cary, alto horn and
piano: Jim Buflngton, French hom;
Bill Elton, trombone; Harvey Phillips,
tuba; with firm beat provided by bass-
ist John Drew and drummer Ed Shaugh-
nessy. The group is most impressive on
originals by Cary, Glasel, Johnny Carisi,
Bill Russo, and a string of standards. in-
cluding [t Don’t Mean a Thing, More
Than You Know, Stella by Starlight and
Benny Golson's familiar  Stablemaies.
Ranging from Glasel’s slow, melodic Day-
dream to Carisi’s polytonal Koll Anghor
Wat, the Brasstet blends discipline with
adventure in a set that’s commendably
modern without being eccentric.

-

Swictly for soft lights and wee, small
hours 1s Nat Cole's latest, The Touch of
Your Lips (Capitol), a dozen milties
warmed by one of the most soothing
stylists around. The tunes, in keeping
with the King’s royal taste, are first-rate
and include such rarely heard baubles
as the World War II souvenirs Sunday,
Monday, or Always and 4 Nightingale
Sang in Berkeley Square. Ralph Car-
michael’s backgrounds occasionally veer
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toward the pretentious, but Nat never
lalters. His romantic touch, uncluttercd
by cloying theatrics, lends meaning to
every lvric he explores. This is the best
Cole LP heard in a long while.

-

Take @ Number From 1 to 10 (Argo) is
Benny Golson’s show. He composed five
of the ten tunes; he arranged the oth-
ers, and he blows tenor on every track.
Beginning with a briel, Ivrical You're
My Thrill (played unaccompanied), he
adds one sideman per tour, winding up
with a rich-sounding tentette. En route,
he soars over bassist Tommy Williams’
firmly stated line on My Heart Belongs
to Daddy, wails in front of a full rhvthm
section on his own crackling Improm-
tune and shares solo space with trum
peter Freddie Hubbard, trombonist
Curtis Fuller and baritone saxist Sahib
Shihab on I Fall in Love Too Easily.
The add-a-man device emerges more as
an indication of Golson’s many-faceted
artistry than a disc-peddling gimmick.
In less skilled hands, its validity might
easily have vanished.

-

We are not about to comment on the
marital compatibility of pianist Toshiko
Mariano and husband alto man Charlie
Mariano, but the harmony evinced
within the Teshiko Maricno Quartet (Can-
did) is a delightful demonstration of
rosy-hued felicity. The fluent interplay
between Mr. and Mrs., an uncanny fu-
sion of Toshiko’s introspective piano
with Mariano's assertive sax, borders on
ESP. Except lor the publicdomained
Deep  River, the tunes are either
Charlie’s or Toshiko’s, but the melodic
line that flows from the pen of one could
just as easily have stemmed from the
other —it is an altogether [ascinating
musical osmosis.

L ]

Here's Milt Kamen! (Capitol) would have
been funnier if, as Kamen fans, we hadn’t
heard most of the routines before. No
matter, since Kamen has the ability to
deflate all manner of social balloons,
from Brooks Brothers (“You o in and
right away you feel low and squat and
ugly”); Isracli Airlines (“The steward-
esses are gray-haired mother types who
go up and down the aisle saving, "Eat,
eat’"); Walt Disney True-Lile Adventures
(“All tigers don’t pad silently through
the jungle. There are maladjusted tigers
who crash around and say, “Woo, it’s
just like a jungle in here. How do vou
walk soft” ); Adult Westerns (“That's
when Frankie Laine sings the whole
story™); Whales mating (“When whales
mate they get about a mile apart and
rush at each other. It sounds rotten
when vou tell it; but it's beautiful to
see. Whales, being mammals, have to
mate out of the water. If vou don't,
vou're i fish. That's not a warning, by
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the way.”). Kamen's most famous rou-
tine, The Tomato—a science-fiction
take-off — has by now been overexposed
to the point of no return, but if you've
never heard it, you're in for a treat.
Charlie Manna’'s Manna Overbeard! (Dec-
ca) indicates that this comic has been
underexposed. There are two tracks by
the marvelously multivoiced Manna
that are classic— The Astronaut, in
which the spaceman delays the blast-off
because he's lost his crayons ("I don’t
want just any crayons; I want my
crayons”) and Inside You, in which
Manna sets up a communications sys-
tem among all the working parts of the
body. Much of Manna is in the delivery,
so we suggest vou sample it lor yourself.
The Songs and Comedy of the Smothers Broth-
ers (Mercury), recorded at San Fran-
cisco's Purple Onion, is a fine cross sec-
tion of the rapidly rising young folk-song
satirists and contains, among other
things, Tzena, Tzena, Tzena. Tzena, a
song that reflects the wild excitement of
the annual camel races in Uruguay, and
Dance, Boatman, Dance, which de-
scribes the riverboat pilots going into
town of an evening to pick up oars. It
doesn’'t make much sense, but it's great
fun.
-

Nashville's Grand Ole Opry, the coun-
try-and-western radio show that fostered
the talents of jazz guitarists Tal Farlow
and Mundell Lowe, has produced in-
other plectrist who's comfortably at home
blowing jazz: Hank Garland. On Jozz
Winds from a New Direction (Columbia), he's
joined by Gary Burton, a seventeen-year-
old vibes whiz from Boston, and rhythm
section reliables Joe Benjamin, bass, and
Joe Morello, drums. Bounding energet-
ically through a six-tune set (three are
deep-rooted blues), Garland demonstrates
exactly what it means if you've got
that swing. Guitarist Charlie Byrd, who
switches dexterously between the worlds
of classical music and jazz, relaxes in
the latter domain in his latest outing,
Charlie’s Cheice (Offbeat). This versatile
musician, with the aid of bassist Keter
Betts and drummer Buddy Deppen-
schmidt, devotes one side to eight stand-
ards (including Taking a Chance on
Love, Speak Low, Makin® Whoopee and
Nice Work if Yon Can Get It) — a string
of lustrously performed cameos — and the
fiip side to extended explorations ol four
less-familiar tunes. With more wailing
room, Byrd (playing unamplified guitar
throughout) delightfully dissects The
House of the Rising Sun, Betts' Ring
Them Harmonics, Taboo and his own
two-beat tribute to his wife, To Ginny.
Few guitarists have created more satisly-
ing sets than the one the facile Mr. Byrd
weaves here.

-

Dave Pike, a twenty-three-year-old vi-

bist from Detroit, has joined the New
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York jazz legion and promises to become
one of its most decorated heroes. On It's
Time for Dave Pike (Riverside), he’s aided by
pianist Barry Harris, bassist Reggie
Workman and drummer Billy Higgins.
In addition to such jazz standards as
Bird's Cheryl and Tadd Dameron’s Ho!
House, two Pike originals —a tender
It's Time and a rousing Forward — are
among the charts analvzed by the four-
some. There's a rare Little Girl Blue,
too — an unaccompanicd vibes solo that
shows off Pike’s virtues: a fresh imagina-
tion and a sturdy sense of rhythm. Har-
ris, an ex-Detroiter, too, heads his own
trio (Joe Benjamin, bass, and Elvin
Jones, drums) on Preminado (Riverside).
A splendid, two-handed pianist who re-
flects the heritage of Bud Powell and Art
Tatum, he devotes his time to pop clas-
sics (My Hearl Stood Still, I Should Care,
There's No One but You, IU's the Talk
of the Town and What Is This Thing
Called Love) and his own tunes (One
Down and Play, Carol, Play, plus the title
ne). The results, from a Heart that
hardly stands still to an I Should Care
that lingers warmly, are just fine.
-

There are thirty-eight hundred in-
mates at the prison farm in Angola,
Louisiana, and most ol them have a
right to sing the blues. Three do so for
posterity on Angola Prisoners’ Blues (Louisi-
ana State University Press), sounds of
deeprooted sorrow cut at the prison
itsell. Guitar Welch, Hogman Maxey
and Robert Pete Williams are the in-
carcerated shouters and their messages,
primitively voiced but instantly com-
municative, flow naturallv. Among their
blues tales are Electric Chair Blues,
Prisoner’s Talking Blues, Some Got Six
Months and I'm  Lonesome Blues.
Credit for collating this collection
goes to Dr. Harry Oster of the LSU
faculty and Richard B. Allen. associate
curator, Archive of New Orleans Jazz at
Tulane. American f{olklore and jazz are
richer for their eflorts. Similar blues
shouting — coarse, colloquial and con-
summate — can be found on Piney Woods
Blves (Delmar). a basic primer of back-
country hallads featuring the rasp-voiced
Big Joe Williams (not Basie’s ex-hoy).
aided by his own nine-string guitar and
the more conventional guitar and har-
monica of J. D. Short. The two profter
a raw, heartol-the-matter recital that
puts blues in their proper focus.

.

Live and Direct (Fantasy), featuring the
Cal Tjader Quintet during performances
at San Francisco's premier jazz boite, the
Black Hawk, is an intriguing aural dis-
section of the group’s schizoid make-up
—a dual personality split between a
Latin-based repertory (on which the
Tjadermen scored therr initial successes)
and straight, ughtly written jazz. In
their attempt to throw off the restrictive
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shackles imposed upon them by the
mamboniks, Tjader & Co. have been
something less than successful. The
group’s affinity for the likes of The Con-
tinental and Mambo Terrifico, found on
this current LP, causes them to over-
shadow the rest of the items in the set.
Tijader's non-Latin numbers (with the
possible exception of the Theme from
the Bad and the Beautiful, a somberly
tender tone poem which will grow in
stature with the years) come off decidedly
second best. If you're willing to pay the
pricc of an LP for fourtcen minutes’
worth of adrenal jazz, then by all means
pick up “Groove” (Pacific Jazz) for two
tracks, That Healin’ Feelin’ and Good
Groove, which contain some of the hard-
est-driving sounds we've come across in
many a listening session — and these from
a group whose core (pianist Les McCann
and rhythm) has established no rapport
with us whatsocver. However, our jaun-
diced car could not deny the impact
achieved by the addition of Ben Web-
ster, in full flight, trombonist Lawrence
Lolton, who comes on like a more mus-
cular Bill Harris, and the guest of honor,
Richard “Groove” Holmes, an organist
who may make us withdraw our nomina-
tion of the organ as our least favorite
jazz instrument. The excitement stirred
up by the aforementioned tunes should
make you forget the accompanying lack-
luster items. An amalgam of Cannonball
Adderley's and Quincy Jones' sidemen
has turned Gemini: les Spann (Jazzland)
into a generally delightful offering.
Spann on flute and guitar and Julius
Watkins playing a nimble French horn
put a bright burnish on such time-dulled
standards as Smile, It Might As Well Be
Spring and There Is No Greater Love,
and expertly redefine Quincy Jones’
Stockholm Sweetnin’ and Dizzy Gilles-
pie’s Con Alma; the rest, originals by
Spann and Watkins, offer the pair ap-
propriate opportunities to toot their own
horns.
L]

For a show that has garnered precious
little critical acclaim, especially in the
words-and-music department, Do Re Mi
(Capitol) would seem to have been a
wrong-note choice for June Christy and
hushband-tenor man Bob Cooper. It
comes as a pleasant surprise, therefore,
to hear what nice things grow in the
Styvne-Comden-Green musical garden of
verses. Christy-Cooper split the spotlight
down the middle, alternating vocal with
instrumental and achieving an interplay
of balmy ballads with surging up-tempo
romps. The musicianship is a joy,
with Buddy Collette, Joe Gordon, Bud
Shank, Shelly Manne, Conte Candoli
and Frank Rosolino among those on
hand. There is one clinker in the batch,
the rock-'n’-roll satire, All You Need Is
a Quarter, which is rashly taken at a



dead-serious, frantically funless pace.
Except for this slip, however, the session
has moved the Do Re Mi score several
hefty notches up the musical scale.

-

Chris Connor’s coolish stvle and May-
nard Ferguson's brash brass join forces
on Double Exposure (Atlantic). The wheaty
Connor sound is in the forefront most
ol the time, caressing It Never Entered
My Mind and Spring Can Really Hang
You Up the Most and zipping through
such as Summertime and Two Ladies in
de Shade of de Banana Tree (Irom the
Harold Arlen-Truman Capote score for
House of Flowers). Out-ol-tune moments
aside, she phrases knowingly and brings
Iyrics perkily to life. The Ferguson
orchestra, however, rarely leaves well
enough alone, preferring to do battle
cven on gossamer tunes. Only a pillar of
musicianship. like Miss Connor, could
have survived.

-

From overture to final curtain, Leon-
ard Bernstein’s music lor On the Town,
Wonderful Town, Candide and West
Side Story is filled with subtly themed
ballads and sprightly, light-hearted musi-
cal buffoonery, most of which, alas, have
been lost m the gravevard of fine, for-
gotten show tunes. A successful hunting
expedition by Marian McPartland has
brought back to the public ear a number
of them which reassert Bernstein's stature
is a composcr. Marian McPartland Plays
Music of Leonard Bernstein ('LI'1me) is the jazz
pianist’s low-key rendering of the com-
poser’s spectrum which faithfully echoes
Bernstein's pastel tones. Lonely Town,
Somewhere, Maria and all the rest, prove
a relaxing change of pace from the usual
pop foolishness that’s around.

-

New Groove (Pacific Jazz), featuring
Bud Shank on baritone (and alto on one
track) and Carmell Jones on wtrumpet,
and Out of This World (Warwick), with
Pepper Adams on baritone and Donald
Byrd on trumpet, offer an interesting
study in similarities and contrasts be-
tween two groups that are almost instru-
mentally identical. We must confess a
closer kinship to the more human and,
what secems to us, more perceptive sound
of the Adams-Byrd Quintet than the hard,
studicd tones on tap with Shank’s squad.
Byrd, on the title tune, especially, and
Adams, on the Ellington-Strayvhorn clas-
sic Day Dreams, evoke personal images,
which somehow ire not conjurcd up by
the Shank ranks. Shank particularly,
master craftsman though he is, comes
over as a fastidiously constructed musi-
cal IBM. Jones is less prone to be caught
up in the steely configurations of the
group, but even he dissipates a sensitive
horn in intricately charted channels.
The nod goes to the Byrd-Adams aggrega-
tion — by a heart.
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e S Eg et : Augh A TR TE i) A pair of prewar personalities seem
LT J ; barely decayed by the passage of time, if
two current LPs are representative evi-
dence. On Wiedersehen mit Marlene (Capi-
tol), grandmother Dictrich recaptures
clories past, including Falling in Love
Again (from The Blue Angel, need we
note) and Lili Marlene, in the same husky
tones that moved men thirty years ago.
This set was cut in Germany last vear,
during a Dietrich tour, and includes
introductions, in German, by her, and
mellifluous  accompaniment by Burt
Bacharach’s orchestra. Charles Trenet,
the Bing Crosby of Paris, hardly seems
winded after two decades of romantic
balladry. On Trenet of Fronce (Capitol) he
surveys several aspects of love and re-
visits some of his own compositions, in-
cluding Je chante and Ya d’la joie. His
CGallic charm, or whatever you want to
call it, and a casually sophis[i('nlc(l air,
do a superior selling job.
-

Trombonist Bennie Green, one of our
preferred horn men since his days with
Earl Hines’ bop-era band (the one that
nurtured Bird and Diz), sounds as
smooth and forceful as ever on his lat-
est \\‘;t.\ill;{. Hornful of Soul (B["l]ll(_‘}‘ltl‘.[l).
He glides effortlessly through three
evergreens — Summertime, Foolish Hearl
and Fndiana — and five vehicles-for-blow-
ing by alto man Lem Davis, pianist Mal
Waldron, bop singer Babs Gonzales and
Green  himself.  Davis, Waldron and
tenor man Jimmy Forrest are among the
steady sidemen serving Green through-
out. It’s Green’s burry-toned, agile slid-
ing you'll remember most.

-

Bobby Scott, twenty-lour, has so much
coing for him it’s difficult to envision
anything short of star billing in the ncar
future. Bebby Scott: The Compleat Musician
(Atlantic) is a two-sided tour de force
as Bobby sings (not perfectly, but —a la
Matt Dennis — more than adequately,
with great feeling, and with the ability
to draw from the phraseology of a Ray
Charles, a Nat Cole or a Frank Sinatra as
it suits his material), plays piano (in a
style that ranges from the highly sensi-
tive backdropping of H Happens Lvery
Spring to the raucous keyboarding on
Way Down Yonder in New Orleans),
composes (The Prison Yard and fron-
sided Train are ol the back-home, foot-

stomping, Dbluesshouting genre), ar-
ranges (the most striking items in the
-] set are How Are Things in Glocca Mor-
Therc"s gOOd reason Wh}’ more ;‘nd nmore men are CﬂjO)’iﬂg ra, taken :il_ il Il(_’:ll'-(ll.l';.{(" trm_pn _[Ilil'l_ puts
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Al)oul six months ago 1 started dating
a woman some seven years older than
I. Our relationship has been ex-
tremely fulfilling, but there is one seri-
ous problem which is becoming progres-
sively (or regressively) worse. I find
nothing in common with her [riends,
who strike me as conservative, sedentary
and rather stodgy. She has told me that
she gets nothing from my social circle,
which she characterizes as shallow. [rivo-
lous and irresponsible. As a consequence,
we spend all of our time of late a deux.
I have the fecling that this can’t help
but lead to a parting of the ways. Is
there any solution or compromise we
can work out? — B. B., Boston, Massa-
chusetts.

You are undoubtedly right about the
perils of a relationship that has no mu-
tual outside associations. 4 possible, but
difficult. solution would be to develop
a new, compatible circle of friends. If
your social sphere can encompass people
with creative or academic backgrounds,
you'll find that they're much less likely
to have relationships based on chronolog-
ical equality. It would probably involve
breaking some long-standing friendships.
Yow'll have to determine for yourself
whether the rewards you are reaping are
worth the sacrifice. If, after an earnest
effort, there is still no common meeting
ground socially, chop the aflair off as
soon as possible before you become in-
extricably enmeshed.

ln a few months, T plan to head for
Switzerland to get in as much skiing as
I can in six weeks. A [riend has been
telling me that I can’t depart without
taking shots against cholera, typhus,
lockjaw and typhoid. True? —R. S,
Baton Rouge, Louisiana.

No. Inoculations for the diseases your
friend ciles aren’t necessary for western
European jaunts. The U.S. Government
requires nothing save a smallpox vacci-
nation on your return: for the sake of
convenience. most Americans heading
for the Continent lake carve of it before
they leave home. It's good [or three years
— bui you must oblain a cerlificaie for
the health authoriiies heve and abroad.

Nm\' that many of the sax men in jazz
are secking new directions and plaving
some seldom-heard instruments, it's often
possible 10 run across a track that
includes the sounds of the oboe or Eng-
lish horn. I'm in lavor of such broadened
horizons, especially when these instru-
ments are plaved by Bob Cooper. Yusel
Lateel and other comrades-in-swing, but,
frankly, unless the liner notes tell
me, I never scem to be able to distin-
guish between the sound of the oboe and

that ol the English horn. I'm not even
certain I'd know one [rom the other if
I saw them. Please enlighten me. —S.
W., Chicago, Illinots.

Both of these horns are double-reed
woaodwinds, but the one normally termed
“oboe” is a treble oboe and of hicher
pitch  than the English horn (“Cor
Anglais”) — which is also known as the
alto-oboe. Both have a mildly penetrat-
ing sound — thin and reedy. Visually,
you can tell them apart easily: the oboc’s
the straight one with the smallish
bell; the English horn is about five
inches longer. has a bulbous bell, and a
crook near the mouthpiece to facilitate
fingering of the instrunient.

Tlle young lady I've been dating ol

late has onc nightmarish quirk which
has brought our association to the brink
ol disaster; she insists on making a
public display ol her affections. She is
constantly pawing, pecking, nibbling my
ear and gnawing the nape ol my neck,
whether we're in a restaurant, movie, at
a concert, a party or just out for a stroll.
Fun is fun, but there’s a time and a place
for everything. I've asked her, in as
civilized a manner as possible, o cut
it out, but she continues her public dem-
onstrations. What's my next move? —
M. F., Chicago, Illinois.

Your next move should be out of the
pictwre if the advertising of her affec-
tions remains unchecked. Quile often
the type you describe is psychologically
incapable of amatoyy restraint, in which
case the only thing you can do is lo
keep your relationship confined lo her
apartment or yours. Fighting the fues of
public passion with five might shock her
into a hands-of] policy, but it could even
more casily add fuel to the flames. A
drastic, divect approach makes the most
sense; put your cavds (and keep her
hands) on the table, and tell her that
fanfared familiarity breeds contempl.
that public pawing makes you break
out in a psychic vash, and that if she
can't rein in her ardor until the right
moment, that moment will never arrive,
It mnay put a temporary crimp in your
social Life. but as you unhappily know
too well, there's nolthing worse than a
no-holds-barred exhibitionist. Of conrse,
the girl may be sick. sick. sick: her overt
displays may be overcompensation for
sexual fear, coldness, inadequacy.

On a recent trip to Las Vepas, 1 ob-
served a form of betting that 1 would
like you to clear up. At the craps table,
a lady bet on the pass line: the shooter
rolled a point and before he threw the
dice again, the lady picked up her chips
that were on the pass line, thus calling
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off her bet. A litile later, the same lady
moved her bet from the pass line to the
Big Eight, doing this while the shooter
was still trying to make his point. What
I would like to know is, can these two
forms of bertting be employed, or was
the croupier looking the other way, or
do I need stronger lenses in my glasses?
—R. A. W., Lancaster, Pennsylvania.

It was the croupier who needed
sironger lenses, or clse he was making
points with the lady in question. The
rules are quite explicit; once the dice
have becn cast, money on the pass line
stays as is. Switching from the pass line
(betting with the shooter before he rolls)
to the Big Eight after the shooter has
rolled a four or ten, say, would have
gwwen the lady much better odds for her
money. If he had rolled a six, then
switching wouldn’t have helped her at
all, since the odds in ecach case are the
same. It ts possible for the bettor to call
off his bet between volls if he puls his
money down on the shooter making the
point he is going for, or if he lhas
wagered that the shooler rolls a specific
number before he rolls a seven. He may
also make a bet on the Big Eight, or the
Big Six, for that matter, at any lime
before the shooter makes his point or
throws a miss-out (scven). But taking the
money from the pass line and transfer-
ring it elsewhere or removing it from play
is naughty-naughty. That croupier has
probably long since been made to turn
tn his stick, since the house is not set up
as a nonprofit organization.

A few months ago I dropped in at
one of my favorite bars for some Spirit-
uial uplift and spied an attractive female
soloing at the bar. When I approached
and offered to buy her a drink, she
stunned me with the following: “Take
off, buddy; I don’t drink with strange
men. What kind of a girl do you think
I am?” Am I Victorian, or was I right
in assuming she was exactly that kind
of girl? — A. B., New York, New York.
You had every night to assume what
you assumed. While we have great com-
passion for the young lady who simply
wants to slake her thirst, the double
standard has not yet been vepealed.
When a wench wanders into a bar un-
escorted, she is inviting an invitation.

All reasonable questions— from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, laste and eliquette
—will be personally answerved if the
wriler includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letiers to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago 11, Illinois. The most
provocative, pertinent queries will be
presented on this page each month.
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NEW YORK CLUB OPENS DECEMBER 15TH!

BUNNY HOP TO PREVIEW NEW ORLEANS
CLUB SCHEDULED FOR OCTOBER 13TH

Largest Club To
Date Has Facilities
For Fun Unlimited
NEW YORK, July (Spe-
cial)—On December 15th,
the largest Playboy Club to date,

a seven-story salute to America’s
reatest metropolis, at 5 East

59th St. (just across from the

famous Plaza), will open.

The Gotham Club will offer
Keyholders all the features of
existing clube—the warm Play-
mate Bar with its luxurious hi-h
“‘entertainment center’’—the
cozy Living Room with its sump-
tuous buffet—the Library with
its intimate facilities focusing on
fun and top-flight talent—the
dazzling Penthouse with its pa-
rade of star-studded entertain-
ment and the wonderful Playboy
Prime Platter — plus special
touches to make the New York
Club decidedly different.

The main floor is the scene of
the Living Room and the sunken
Playmate Bar. A raised, circular
piano-bar in the Living Room
presenting the bouncy sounds of
the best in modern jazz catches
your eye as you enter the Club,
not to mention a spectacular
open fireplace straight from
Playboy’s Penthouse TV show.

The third level of the Club
houses the charming and inti-
mate Library, and on the fourth
floor we have an exciting differ-
ence. Here is the Playboy Play-
room—a delightful ca{larr_t thea-
ter that will feature the Playboy
Players—a permanent party of
witty, sophisticated performers.

The Club’s Penthouse is fabu-
lous—with posh and roomy eur-
roundings to please the most
urbane taste, and a steady flow
of stars that has made the Chi-
cago and Miami Clubs Ameri-
ca’s most talked-about niteries.

Watch for further information
regarding the grand opening!

SWINGING EVENT:
PLAYBOY ““BREAK-
FAST JAM SESSION™

The Playboy Club’s savory
*“Breakfast Jam Sessions” have
become solid clicks on the Chi-
cago and Miami scenes. They're
served to Playboy Keyholders in
a buoyant party atmosphere
from 1 am. to closing—while
most other clubs are battening
down the hatches. (Closing times
at the Playboy Club vary with
local rules.)

IT'S 1 ALM. AT THE PLAYBOY
CLUB and Breakfast Bunny Kelly
Collins ds the call thr h

the Club summoning Keyholders to
the Living Room for food and fun
at the “Breakfast Jam Session."

Tasty scrambled eggs, sizzling
fried ham, oven-warm English
muflins, hot pizza, and coffee are
served up in the cozy Living
Room by the Breskfast Bun-
nies. Swinging Trios provide the
music in Chicago and Miami un-
til 4 and 5 A.m. respectively, and
a driving Dixieland band will
swing in New Orleans until the
after sunrise closing of 8 a.m. All
Playboy Clubs reopen for lunch-
eon at 11:30 A.m.

Clubs O 116 E. Walton St.
in Chicago; 7701 Biscayne
Blvd. in Miami.

Locations Set—725 Rue Iberville
in New Orleans; 5 East 59th
St. in New York; 8580 Sunset
\_Blvd. in Los Angeles.

¥ PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

NextinLine—Pittsburgh,Detroit,
Baltimore, Boston, Dallas, San
Francisco, St. Louis, Wash-
ington D.C., Cleveland, San
Juan, Puerto Rico.

~

The Bunnies are ready for the fun-filled Bunny Hop to open the New
Orleans Playboy Club on October 13th. Left to right, Linda Wickstrom,
Joan Garber, Ellen Stratton, Carcl Rawski, and Bonnle Halpin.

Bunny Hop No. 2 coming up!
And this ?ime, its a doublg-
header. On October 13th, Cham-
agne Flights will take off from
Ehicago and Miami to open the
glamorous New Orleans Club at
725 Rue Iberville in the heart of
New Orleans’ fabulous French
Quarter. And who'll be on board?
Playboy Club Keyholders are
certainly invited, and of course
there’ll be PLAYBOY executives,
members of the prese and boun-
cy, fun-loving Bunnies. Chicago
C"!lll Bunnies will accompany
the flight from the Windy City,
and the group leaving Miami will
t a stunning accompaniment

of Florida Bunnies. What will
the trip be like? If you missed
the one that opened the Miami
Club, it's hard to describe. You

fly high, wide and handsome
with the best of company and
enjoy conviviality in the most
sumptuoue surroundings imag-
inable. On the Bunny Hop to
open the New Orleans Club, the
most swinging sounds will ac-
company the group all the way.
There’ll be sleek convertibles for
all of the “hoppers,” euper-lux-
urious quartering in the Crescent
City, fun-filled cocktail parties
and many other featureﬁ.lﬁ' you
have joined the Club, hop on
board for a real fun time the
Playboy way. For more informa-
tion, write Bunny Hop Depart-
ment, Playboy Clubs Interna-
tional, ¢/o PLAYBOY Magazine,
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11,
Illinois,

r--------------------q

TO:

Chicago 11, Illinois
Gentlemen:

Mail Today for Information on Joining the Playboy Club
Playboy Club International, Inc.
c/o PLAYBOY Magazine, 232 E. Ohio Street,

CHICAGO (A 12 L

PLAYBOY CLUB TALENT LINEUP

1)—The Great Yonely, Mello-Larks,

oS
Peggy ford, Chico Randall Trio, Vince Mauro, Bob Davis Trio, Kirk Stuart
‘Trio, Harold ‘Hun:iu Trio, Sewindng-_ﬁano Stylist Clande Jones and others to

Please send me full information about joining the Playboy
Club. I understand that if my application is accepted, my
key will admit me to Playboy Clubs now in operation in
Miami and Chicago, and others that will soon go into opera-
tion in major cities in the U.S. and sbroad.

P 2) Will Mercer, Jimmy Ames, Dick
Weston, Marge Dobson, The llnl‘bmw.n, Marian Paige.
MIAMI (Aug 12 o September 1)—Mark Russell, Three Young Men,
Fred Barber, Yan Dorn Sisters, Lurlean Hunter, Julian Gould Trio, plua
Herbie Brock and Teddy Na n at the piano. (Opening September 2)
Rusty Richards, Nino Nanni, Romer and Howard, The Hi-Fi's, Jerri Winters.

Name,
(please print)
Address
City _Zone County State.

L---------------------




Mv NAME is Martin Stein.
I look like a secondhand lion. My face and jaw have a heaviness. My eyes have a prowlish quality.

Not an urgent, hungry look, but the look of slow appetite providing for itself. My hair 1s messy, a fuzzy
garden. I walk with a slouch. My body is big. Definitely, I look like a lion, but the kind of lion that is
burdened with memories of hard times, penetrating defeats and boring victories. There is practically
no spring to me. Do I sound old? I am hardly twenty, still growing. Inwardly, I have a very active life.

I am exuberant, hopeful, full of beginnings and new pride. If anything, I have dangerous
tendencies toward ecstasy. The sensations of the new season affect me like a rub with a Turkish

towel, Hope is my constant companion.




ILLUSTRATION BY GEQORGE SUYEOKA
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THE
LION’S
SHARE

even a meek campus beast can make his mark if

he has pride, poetry and a roommate like lester pig

It is nature’s accident that my inside does not jibe with my outside. Except when I talk. My voice
is deep, clear and mellow. I have a rich, round voice. It penetrates. It stirs up typhoons in the acoustical
seas. When I talk I have actually seen houseflies leave cushy perches to buzz in ever-widening circles.
Can you imagine what I do to human eardrums, which are tissue thin? Most of my passion expresses
itself in my voice. All youth is wrapped in my vocal cords. This I attribute to the fact that my mother
believed in the whole man and my father did not fight her. I still have tonsils.

I use my kingly voice whenever possible. Fortunately or unfortunately, it is my best muscle. I chat
with conviction on politics, philosophy, literature, sports, music, art, the drama, love and food. My
voice comes echoing from the cave of my mouth like Old Testament music. A dentist once told mie
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my teeth, tongue and palate are a nat-
ural mall suited to great orchestras.
Believe me, I would invite the philhar-
monic if I could fit them all in.

To hear and see me simultancously
is confusing. 1 am badly dubbed. But
because of my intrinsic contradictions,
everyone on campus knows me. 1 am a
celebrity of no accomplishment. And I
am not seasonable. Martin Stein is
pointed out whether they are playing
football or croquet, during Winter Week
or the Strawberry Festival.

Despite my small notoriety, I am shy
in new relationships. At fresh meetings,
I burn, 1 die. When you first make my
acquaintance, 1 look at you through
squinty lids giving the impression that
your light is so detestable to my brain
that I must filter it. Not true. Actually,
the chances are 1 would love you if I
could. But I am naturally afraid that
you will strip the shell off my soul and
find it shivering in dirty underwear.

Why am I this way? Who knows.
Maybe it is because my family had
money during the Depression. As a child
1 was removed from the neighborhood's
squalor, misery and hunger. From this
economic separation I have never fully
recovered.

This chronic shyness I feel is, for
Martin Stein, the sluggish lion, a thorn
in his paw. I need my Androcles with
tweezers and warm heart to pluck daily
splinters from my pulpy personality. My
roommate, Lester Pig, serves that happy
function.

Lester Pig's last name is not really
Pig, but I call him that. I am justified.
He is warm, fat, pink and social. Each
night after study period, Lester drives
to an cating place called The Palace of
Pork for a barbecue. This ritual of his,
slightly cannibalistic. plus his general
appearance and outlook, gave rise to the
name.

“Lester,” 1 say to him, *if you had a
slit in your back 1 would drop in coins.”

“Go move your bowels,” he answers
me, and so we get on.

Lester Pig has done many, many hne
things for me, and, indirectly, 1 for him.
He is a born introducer, 2 man's man.
I have local fame and reputation. We
use each other, but mostly T use him.
He is my go-between, my buffer state.
Not only does he help me meet human
beings, but he distracts them with sleight
of hand while I am adjusting to the
catastrophe of coping with a stranger.
Thank God for Lester Pig — may he live
a thousand years. He is my doorman
to life.

Lester Pig builds my ego, a thing of
toothpicks and spit. He is always prais-
ing me and patting me on the butt. It
helps. He forever tells me to dress better,
to eal nourishing greens, to sleep more, to
send my poems with stamps enclosed
to thin magazines, and so forth. I resist

him, but it is nice to be regarded by
somebody as potentially respectable and
successful.

Of course, my grades are straight-A
and my baby-fat dribblings are printed
in Thrust, the literary journal. Wisps of
my glory reflect on Lester, or so he be-
lieves. He, like the planets, glows by
borrowed light. If T have a small tri-
umph, Lester is fluorescent for days. He
is proud to know me, which amazes and
delights me. And I am proud to know
him, which satisfies his needs.

“Martin Stein,” Lester Pig once said
to me, looking at a grapefruit his father
sent from Miami Beach, “the crystal
ball shows me things to come. You will
be a big-time rhymester writing lyrics
for the music of the spheres, and 1 will
go into heavy industry and hack out an
empire. With stockholders’ approval,
one day our talents will merge. Can you
imagine? A fusion of poetry and busi-
ness, gas and grab. We will conquer the
world."”

Lester Pig is all for merging. Maybe
it is because of his essential loneliness.
Mergers hold the hope of the world for
him. When he reads in The Wall Street
Jowrnal that Textron came together
with Bell Aircraft, he acts like his cousin
got married. He practically sends gifts
to the board of directors. And he creams
for the girls in the Sunday paper who
smile up from the Betrothed section.

“Look, Martin,” he says. “One Sherill
Baumwort is holding her nuptials. Hold
them high, Sherill. Wave them proudly
around. From your looks T can tell you
are full of babies, a regular egg case.
May you be as fertile as the prize cow
in the State Fair. May you and yours
enjoy tremendous bliss as vou go forth
to populate the earth. May your fiancé,
Irving J. Clippstok of New York and
Detroit, warm you like a candle. Good
luck to the whole family.”

Lester Pig loves coming-togethers in
any shape or form. It was through his
conniving that, at the first trumpets of
spring, 1 met Irene Bell, an impossible
girl.

For me the changing season is a nerv-
ous time. The finish of summer seals the
book of summer like a full ledger. And
what have you got? Memories. Com-
parisons. A few wilty flowers. Then
autumn comes and you go out to meet
it crisp with appetite.

Autumn, full of nostalgia, romances
the whole idea of dying and parting.
Then, like a sick undertaker, autumn
itself dies and departs. So what's left
besides pressed leaves? Bills for pants
and a jacket; a remembrance of the
September surge of ambition. which is
December’s guilt feeling; and maybe one
or two good moments.

You think, enough, enough. Then
lousy winter wakes the flesh with the

touch of a wool sweater. Dreams stir.
Winter passes, good or bad, and where
are you? Suckered in by the worst time
of all for tempting and teasing. The ice
is still hanging from your nose and al-
ready you are smelling violets. What a
rat race. What the hell, can you resign
from the seasons? Spring bugs Martin
Stein like nature’s alarm clock. The lion
is sleeping and snoring, then bang, he is
itchy again, thinking where to scratch.

In April Lester Pig, 2 human barom-
cter, knew I was restless before it showed
€ven to me.

“Hibernation is over, Martin,” he
said. “Last night you sang The Marseil-
laise in your dreams. It was inspirational.
I almost got up at four-thirty to go
Bastille-storming.”

“How was my French?” I said, un-
impressed.

“What French?”’ he said. "'Don’t flat-
ter yourself. You sang in a hectic Yid-
dish except for the part about the
citizens’ forming battalions.”

“As one subconscious to another,” T
said, “what does it all mean?”

“In the remote past was there a den-
tist in your family?"” Lester said.

“There was,” I said. “An uncle on my
mother's side. He practiced in Staten
Island.”

“I suspected,” Lester said. “I have
interpreted your dream. You will have
seven lean years and seven fat years, but
the important thing right now is for you
to fill a cavity.”

“Listen, doctor,” I said. “You know
how I feel about your genital prescrip-
tions. Sex is for making babies.”

“My theory is simple,” Lester said.
“I am pro-body rather than anti-body.
Try it for fifty years.”

“1 know,” T said. “Now tell me that
if you had my voice you could make out
reading the Yellow Pages.”

“It’s true,” Lester said. “You have a
special responsibility. Western civiliza-
tion is on the block. Think of your equiv-
alent Russian. You've got to be more
active.”

“Storm your own Bastille,” 1 said.

“Come off it,” Lester said. “I know
by the shape of your head that you are
a classical lecher, a human phallus, the
kind that goes into stud right after the
big race. All the joys of the republic
are concentrated in your Adam’s apple.
You are the living spirit of Passing Pu-
berty. Is it the women that scare you,
or are you too lazy about taking showers?"

“Everything scares me,” I said.

“Don't give me the shyness crap,”
Lester said. *“1 have great plans for
you."

“I don't need your help and I don't
want your help,” I said. “I'm a sulking
all-or-nothing person. I'm interested ex-
clusively in deep, tragic love affairs. not

(continued on page 61)



“It'd be a real fun weekend, Cynthia — and your
folks could have the marriage annulled Monday!”
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transient pleasures.”

“Hold on,” Lester Pig said, jumping
up and down on his bed. “Don’t you
believe that getting there is half the
fun?”

“No,” I said.
where.”

But Lester Pig was determined. Later
that day I found a bottle floating in the
bathroom sink with a note in it that
said, “Should people be cold and shak-
ing on the way to destiny? What’s wrong
with mature males and females touch-
ing each other with warmth and ten-
derness on a part-time basis?”

I took a pencil and wrote, “Not for
me,” and floated the bottle again.

He telephoned at midnight from a
bar downtown.

“My date is cold in the car,” he said.
“But I wanted to ask you, what mem-
ories will keep you warm in the grave,
bubbie? The girls you fondle today are
the companions of your future senility.
You want to sit with me grinning in
the Florida sun, don’t you? So what will
we talk about, pension checks? Social
security? You need friendly ghosts to
share your declining years.”

“I'm declining right now,” I said. “I
passed my peak at thirteen, the second
I was Bar Mitzvahed. Anyhow, what
girl would want me? I have achieved
nothing.”

I heard his dime drop.

“They're trying to cut me off,” Lester
said. “But to answer your last question
in the words of better mountain climb-
ers, a girl will want you because you
are there. Martin, you need a Sherpa
guide to get you uphill. Fortunately,
you've got me.”

“Find another hobby,” I said. “If God
meant for me to be a lover, he would
have given me white bucks.”

But I was talking to the operator who
wanted money for the next five minutes,

It had come to pass that, coincident
with the vernal equinox, I was taking
a peculiar course called Existentialism
104. For learning about this relatively
new philosophy, the university granted
one golden credit, a credit usually re-
served for Gym. But there was no gym.
It burned down in January, on my
birthday.

I imagine this was purely coincidence,
as I must to keep sane, though I am
Capricorn and the Director of Athletics
is Aquarius. Since he saw me buckle
during a freshman push-up, we never
got along. But Gym was compulsory,
and 1 accepted it without visible pro-
test until the building came crashing
down in flames.

I remember the morning it happened.
We went to watch the fire. The Director
of Athletics was there, staring into the

“I hate getting any-

(continued from page 62)

embers, looking cheated and deserted.
I was sorry for him, but so relieved that
I couldn’t help rejoicing. I was rejoic-
ing noticeably. I was laughing out loud.
I saw the Director whisper something
to a fireman who came over to examine
me. He was looking for the bulge of
kerosene cans in my clothes, or at least
a detonator cap.

“Don’t mind his hysterics,” Lester Pig
said to the fireman. “He was just be-
ginning to build himself, and now this.
The boy is all smashed up.”

No matter. The thing being, that
after the gym sizzled there was one credit
to account for, and the university an-
nounced a choice of emergency courses.

I took Existentialism 104 because I
liked the common-sense-pay-as-you-go-
look-under-rocks-no-horseball approach
it sold. And as I am a galloping opti-
mist with overtones of the millennium,
the depressive parts of the doctrine
worked in reverse to cheer me.

When the professor painted black pic-
tures of man's destiny, I thought of
things like bagels, lox and the Ivory
Soap baby. These buoyant images, my
personal life jackets, floated me back up
to the surface.

As I wrote in my term paper, “A
splash of seltzer and chocolate syrup
turns the sea of despair into a first-class
egg cream.” Not that this is the answer
to war and pestilence, but it is at least
to be considered before taking the gas
pipe.

Existentialism 104 had complications.
First, since the class was really a subli-
mation for Gym, the students gathered
there were not exactly a selected group.
Mostly there were girls who knitted
Argyle stockings out of Kierkegaard's
guts. There were Bus Ad majors like
Lester Pig, a few scattered Poly Scis,
many Anthrops and a clutch of Psychs
who asked questions about Sartre’s toilet
training.

The class was like an ark dispatched
to save the Liberal Arts, and because
it was associated with knee-bends and
rope jumping, everybody was a little
too festive.

Secondly, the teacher was a problem.
His name was Max Pierre, a tiny, tense
Algerian genius. He was in trouble and
we all knew it.

Max Pierre wanted to stay in Amer-
ica, but he was on a temporary visa due
to run out of time. He wanted to marry
an American girl citizen of any quality
or size as soon as possible.

Max Pierre was not too particular the
way things were, but neither was he a
Rudolph Valentino. Vague, finicky,
highly keyed, and broke, he resembled
a used coffee bean, couldn’t speak much
English and didn't like women. Out of
sympathy we all wanted Max Pierre to

win his dream. So we rooted for him.
We watched him direct his lessons at
eligible girls in the room, looking for a
kindred spirit among the knitters. We
heard him make embarrassing slips like,
“Tomorrow we dis-gus man’s yearn-ning
for ze statue of liberty ... er... ah

. . stat-us of liber-ty.”

I did not learn too much, except about
love and politics, and a kind of un-
necessary suffering.

Finally they imported a blind date
for Max Pierre from the Hackensack
Institute of Animal Fat and she married
him the next week, because as strongly
as he wanted to stay in America, she
wanted to stay in shape.

There was a happy ending. The un-
derdog came out barking after a honey-
moon visit to the State Department. Max
Pierre really let himself go, and I filled
a book with the damnedest notes.

Along with the mass, Miss Irene Bell
was driven out of her Modern Move-
ment seminar by the Great Locker
Room Blaze which the fire department
finally attributed to spontaneous com-
bustion in a wet leotard. She too was
wafted into Existentialism 104.

My mistake was, I wrote a poem for
her after observing her magnificence
from a distance for seven or eight weeks.
I wrote the poem on a napkin from
the cafeteria, and Lester Pig found it
in the breast pocket of a shirt he bor-
rowed.

Lines for Irene

Like a Phoenix, draped in flame,
From the ashes of the gym,
Irene Bell in sadness came;
Soft and sensual, yet trim.

Saved from lechy tongues of fire
To dance again in future hours,
My supermarket of desire;

My own bouquet of winter flowers.

Twirl in pagan passion red,

O torch to melt the bluest ice;
While I, unworthy, smash my head
Against the door to Paradise.

Lester Pig confronted me with the
poem while I was indisposed and could
not punch him in the face.

“Martin,” he said, “either your laun-
dryman is amorous or your corpuscles
have come back from Capistrano. Hearty
congratulations. This document is an-
other Hiawatha, only gitchyer and
goomier. It wails.”

“Give me my napkin,” I said. “That’s
not for human eyes.”

“This napkin is for the Smithsonian,”
Lester said. “A special glass case. It’s
like Hallmark himself came from heaven
and kissed your head.

‘Twirl in pagan passion red,
(continued on page 130)
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the second in an international

chain of clubs offers urban men
the key to sophisticated pleasure

THE

VIIAMI

Miami-bound Bunny Hop out of Chicago was
buoyed up by copious quantities of bubbly.

WHEN THE NEWEST PLAYBOY cLuB “closed” its doors for business this past spring, amid much celebrity-spangled excite-
ment, another glamorous chapter in the Playboy Club story had been written. The same silver-and-black key that
unlocks the fabled Chicago Playboy Club’s rabbit-escutcheoned doors is now its lucky holder’s open sesame to Miami's
modern-day Fountain of Youth — a gilded gathering place for the country’s influentials and affluentials.

The Miami Playboy Club’s debut, despite the fact that it occurred off season, was the most dazzlingly spectacular
tape-cutting ever witnessed in the land of sun and fun; at one point in the festivities a crowd of two thousand was
outside Biscayne Boulevard’s Bunnied ramparts. Earlier, a magnum-cum-laude champagne-powered Bunny Hop out
of Chicago had flown keyholders southeast to the frolicsome Miami Grand Closing. There, they renewed acquaintances
with Miami Playmates Lisa Winters and Joyce Nizzari, on hand as guests. Beguilingly Bunny-costumed Playmates

Mondrianesque motif of entrance echoes decor of the Chicago Playboy Club’s portico. Attentive attendants park keyholders’ cars.
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Joni Mattis, Delores Wells, Ellen Stratton
and Susie Scott were in attendance to
serve keyholders and their parties. And
celebs were as plentiful as palm trees —
Buddy Rich was spotted paradiddling
swizzle sticks while Martha Raye belted
out songs till the early bright.

Since then, the Miami Playboy Club,
like its Chicago counterpart, has become
the swingingest, ring-a-ding-dingingest
place in town. A keyholder and his
guests can sample prize potables in the
Playmate Bar, assuage the inner man at
the bounteous buffet, soak up the sophis-
ticated sounds round the piano bar in
the Living Room, catch the top-flight en-
tertainment making the scene nightly in
both the Library and the Penthouse, or
relax with a cool drink at the intimate
bar in the Cartoon Corner, a snug harbor
aglow with reproductions of pLAYBOY hu-
mor. And, of course, sprinkled through-
out are those beautiful Bunnies.

Especially geared to accommodate
Florida's cabin-cruiser contingent, the
Miami Playboy Club has its own private
dock where Bunny boarding parties may
serve passengers and crew. Pool and ca-
bana facilities are a-building.

The newest Playboy Club is scheduled
to debut next month in New Orleans’
French Quarter; the New York Playboy
Club, at 5 East 59th Street, just a jay-
walk away from The Plaza, will follow
close behind in mid-December. Next
year, Playboy Clubs International will
move into high gear with debuts sched-
uled in San Francisco, Washington, D.C.,
Detroit, Boston, Baltimore, Cleveland,
St. Louis and Dallas. Construction of a
five-million-dollar Playboy Club is now
under way on more than sixty thousand
square feet of land fronting Hollywood's
fabulous Sunset Suip. In addition to res-
taurant, bar and entertainment facilities,
the Hollywood Playboy Club will feature
a pool, cabaias and 150 guest rooms — for
keyholders only, of course. The Sunset
Strip pleasure dome, like its Miami coun-
terpart, is another exciting link in the
Playboy Clubs International's network,
part ol an expansion destined to go
world-wide. And the Playboy Key is your
passport to the plush interiors of all
Playboy Clubs — present and future.

For further information about joining
The Playboy Club, write Playboy Clubs
International, Inc., Playboy Building,
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois.

Right, top to bottom: bountifully-endowed
Bunnies stationed at The Ployboy Club’s
portals do some charming checking of key-
holders’ credentials — and the gentlemen
return the compliment. Bunny deals out deck-
side drinks on guest’s yocht moored ot
the Club’s private dock. PLAYBOY Editor-
Publisher Hugh Hefner tete-a-tetes at a table
in the Club‘s Library with Miami-based Play-
mate Lisa Winters, assists o sun-bronzed
Bunny as she fills a Femlin-frescoed glass.
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Above, left to right: the buffet attendant offers a keyholder and his comely companion expert culinary guidance ta the Club‘s gastronomical
delights. The Playmate Bar, resplendently backstopped with reproductions of PLAYBOY’s world-famaus gatefold girls, has become one af
Miami’s most popular post-prandial playgrounds. Below: the Penthause in full swing — the be-Bunnied Barr Sisters, a talented trio
typifying the top-flight acts touring the Playboy Club circuit, dispense lightly clothed close harmony to an appreciative SRO audience.




the kite-flying, fez-digging, tequila-swigging, bongo-beating, fla-
mingo-fancying, cow-painting ersatz plenipotentiary, flack-
meister extraordinary, raconteur emeritus, discoverer of furtles,
inventor of fatolators, designer of whaletoriums, hatcher of
ostrich eggs, friend of flying midgets and six-legged turkeys, one-
time funeral-insurance planner, part-time prestidigitator, some-
time horror-movie heavy, all-time mad prince of munchausen

mummery, folstaffian flapdoodle and brobdingnagian balderdash

the little world of Jim Moran
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article By Richard Gehman jiv MoraN 1s oNE of those rare people who has his own part of
the world ordered exactly as it pleases him. He lives alone, cooks for himself, and spends hours with his 210-
pound, six-foot-two-inch body slumped in a chair, staring moodily out of his front window. He looks like
one of those poor Middle European souls Emil Jannings used to play in German films. But his appearance
is deceptive. Although he is often pensive, he is also sometimes diabolical, more frequently mysterious, con-
tinually mischievous, and incurably insatiable. He has an enormous appetite for food, sports cars, jazz,
classical guitar, primitive spirituous liquors, girls, practical jokes, semantics, modern and ancient art, weird
machines, exotic musical instruments, girls, photographing wild animals, travel and the world in general.

Moran is perhaps the only man alive who customarily keeps a drum, usually a native one he picked up
in some jungle, in every one of the five bathrooms in his ten-room apartment. They simply are there in the
johns, and they are symbolic — but not because Moran is a collector of drums; he is a collector of many
other things, including funny hats and strange costumes, all the back issues of the National Geographic,
books on arcane subjects, recherché statuary and painting, and Oriental rugs. The drums are symbolic
because Moran, in addition to being a superb cook, a kite-flier, an inventor, the father of an ostrich, a man
who not only saw, but created, a purple cow and changed horses in midstream, sold an icebox to an
Eskimo and found a needle in a haystack, is probably the most unorthodox drumbeater in the land.

As I write this, I am fairly certain that he represents the Red Owl stores, a chain of supermarkets in
the Midwest; the Lark line of automobiles; and, occasionally, Broadway producer David Merrick. He also
does some work for independent film distributors. I think. If asked point-blank what he is doing, Moran
will say, “We are engaged in some very interesting projects,” puff on his pipe, (continued on page 123)
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{a ccouterment .f]'

In 1560, Jean Nicot, French Ambassador to Portugal, gifted
his Queen, Catherine de Médicis, with the seeds of N. taba-
cum and had the somewhat dubious honor of being immor-
talized in the nomenclature of the noble weed through
its least appreciated by-product — nicotine. Since then,
Western Man, whether in doublet, knee breeches or
pin-stripe, has endeavored to smarten up his smoking gear
so as to enhance his enjoyment of tobacco. In the past,
the requisite of portability was fulfilled by accouterments
that ranged from intricately engraved tinderboxes to oil-
skin tobacco pouches, to bulbously proportioned cigar
cases. Today, the pleasures of tabac, which according 1o
Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy, go “beyond all the
panaceas, potable gold and philosopher’s stones,” are
heightened by a host of trimly tailored, easily toted acces-
sories that bespeak a quiet elegance. Ordinary parapher-
nalia being obviously out of joint for smokings ritual
pleasures, we offer the following handsomely crafted, emi-
nently useful tools. Clockwise from noon: French stainless-
steel smoker’s knife by Dunhill, §15; 14k engine-turned
gold cigarette case by Merrin, $685; gold-plated butane
lighter with flame adjuster by Dunhill, §35; Sportsman
pipeliter by Nimrod, $3.95; French brown pinseal tobacco
pouch with Velcro closure by Dunhill, §10; sterling-silver
matchbook cover by Tiffany, $8; 14k Florentine-finish
gold cigar cutter with initial plate by Tiffany, $39, attached
to heavy gold vest chain by Cartier, $370; 14k gold and black
cigar holder by Carter, $90; square 14k engine-turned
gold cigarette case by Tiffany, §655; superslim 14k tex-
tured gold lighter by Tiffany, $140; French black crocodile
cigar case by Dunhill, $25. Supporting the smoker’s knife:
an English dull-finish black lizard cigarette case by Dunhill,
$27.50; clustered in front of case, left to right: 14k gold
cigarette holder with tortoise-shell mouthpiece by Tiffany,
$33; hand-stitched brown cowhide butane lighter with
flame adjuster by Ronson, $12.50; 10k gold-filled engraved
lighter with initial panel by Zippo, $20; 14k gold cigar
piercer with centering end and initial panel by Tiffany,
$76. All will add immeasurably to the delights of the leaf.
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“Did anyone ever tell you you were fascinating?”
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Cornell-Harvard half time: Cornell bandsmen line up smartly in a rabbit-formation salute to their favorite magazine.

PRE-SEASON PICKS FOR THE TOP COLLEGE
TEAMS AND PLAYERS ACROSS THE COUNTRY

PLAYBOY'’S pREviEw

sports By ANSON MOUNT



(82) END: Gary Collins—Maryland (44) HALFBACK: Ernie Davis—Syracuse
(768) TACKLE: Jon Schopf—Michigan (25) FULLBACK: Ronnie Bull—Baylor

(87) GUARD: Joe Romig—Colorado
(51) CENTER: Alex Kroll—Rutgers




(18) QUARTERBACK: Roman Gabriel—North Carolina Stale (88) END: Pat Richier— Wisconsin

(80) GUARD: Roy Winston—LSU (19) HALFBACK: Larry Ferguson—Iowa
(78) TACKLE: Billy White—QOklahoma

COACH OF THE YEAR: Rip Engle—Penn Stale



ALTERNATE ALL-AMERICA TEAM THE ALL-AMERICA SQUAD TOP TWENTY TEAMS
(Since ot o facs av wing @ e i e Natioral Champon:
plafoon By sleens “""j" both units of nearly Ends: Miller (Miami, Fla.); Mitinger 7
equal obility, hers is our oliernate team.) (s|='e;anEMState()f-2 B;'anwdsltkatter (Mich. 20 Towa J e 8-1

N : t.); Burrell (Rice); Walker (IIL.); Hil- 3. Alabama e 9-1

Ends: Hutchinson (Kentucky) lebrand (Colorado); Smith (Ole Miss). 4% Ohip'State WEEIE. . 81

Campbell (Washington State) Tackles: Barnett (Ore); Shirk 5. Louisiana State ... ..... 91

(UCLA); Echols (Northwestern); Behr- 6. PennState .. .......... 9-1

Tackles: Olsen (Utah State) man (Mich. St.); Wilder (N.C. St.); 5L TR LT A 91

Neighbors (Alabama) Bell (Minn.); Plummer (TCU). 8. Notre Dame P 9]

Guards: Nelson (Xavier); Sczurek 9 SYratuse . ... ooonoon. 91

Guards: Ingram (Ohio State) (Purdue); Buoniconti & Roy {N.D.); 10‘ Baylor Feln, i 9-1

Gl (o) e oot .

Center: Centers: Binkley (Vanderbilt); Onesti ichigan Jsvis rmnr S 7-2

b Yanpurepians) gﬁorhl;w‘ejst;%rn);mlilul}l (UCLA); Pine iﬁ ﬁ%ﬁ{n --------------- gg
, tah); Jordan (Ala.). & ULLA ...l

i ey e Kol it g | | b e s
Halfbacks: t.); Tramme a.); Lamson (Wyo.); . Uregon (30 s e

il f;:éﬁ::?:ﬁ:’ 4 Gross (Detroit); Miller (Wis.); Alworth 1780 Rice MGt 8-2

Ol e EiA_rk.):) c((;)god\(x"zg )(Bétylor);& SGIass 1SMA Fansas BSEERORNEEE S 7-3

. . enn.); n n.); Costa now- 19 Marvland® o s 7-3

Fullback: Ferguson (Ohio State) ?\i‘f “}“.D%';i Nm,es{DHo"an;, &HSmith 20, w;{a e e g 82

d is.); mura ayton); oover

SophomogeiFackiafthe ¥ ems (Fia); Jones (VMD; Johns (Miami, Possible Break-Throughs: Utah St.;

Halfback Carson Bosher (N.C. St.) Fla.); Triplett (Miami, 0.); Raimey & Michigan St.; Georgia Tech; Clemson;

McRae (Mich.); Stovall (LSU); Crump Okla.; Oregon; Duke; Ole Miss; Miami,

Sophomere Lineman of the Year: (B.C.); Barnes (Clemson); Leggett Fla.; Ariz. St.; N. Mexico St.; Hous-

Center Ken Henson (Texas Christian) (Duke); Burson (Auburn). ton; Minn.; Tenn.; Cornell; Rutgers.

HAT — EXACTLY — MAKES COLLEGE FOOTBALL such a great spectator sport? If you add up the elements— pageantry,

color, the spirit of competition — you still don’t come up with the real answer to the enormous appeal of the game.
One of the key reasons for football's gripping hold on its fans is the simple but not-so-obvious fact that it is, almost uniquely,
an underdog’s game. Every season there are several major teams that get taken apart by smaller, almost-unknown schools
that were originally scheduled as breathers. The human tendency to identify with an underdog gives every football game
an air of tense anticipation; the very real possibility that a scrappy team from Dwarf U can whip the behemoths from
State (with the help of a few breaks and clever strategy) keeps the stadia filled on aisp autumn Saturday afternoons. And
if, in seasons past, the little guy has had his days of glory with pleasing regularity, this season promises even more of the
same. A kind of social revolution is taking place in college football, and the gridiron (continued on page 147)

PLAYBOY’s pick for National Chomps, the Kansas Joyhawks, storm the Syrocuse gool line as quarterback John Hadl (No. 21} lugs the ball.
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playboy’s cool compendium of blithe spurils Timiow ou oo o e

house terrace, slow jazz playing on the
stereo, weekend traffic humming far below, quiet conversation over beaded glasses of late-summer libation with a group of friends.
The wherewithal (swizzled and test-tippled in 14-ounce vessels at PLAYBOY's own bar), from foreground: Strawberry Blonde —
Marinate three fresh strawberries for an hour in 1 ounce strawberry liqueur. Into glass pour 6 ounces Rhine wine, 1 ounce kirsch,
1 slice lime; add three ice cubes. Fill glass with soda, spear berries on toothpick, insert into straw in waiting wassail, attach
pineapple slice to rim, clasp firmly in drinking hand and quaff. Jocose Julep —Mix in blender for 20 seconds: 215 ounces

100-proof bourbon, 14 ounce green créme de menthe, 24 mint leaves, 1 teaspoon sugar, 1 ounce lime juice. Pour over three ice
cubes in glass, fill with soda, stir, insert 6 tall mint sprigs, serve to nearest belle. Papa au Rhum — Mix in blender for 15 seconds:
2 ounces light rum, 1 ounce dark rum, 14 ounce curagao, 2 dashes bitters, 1 tablespoon pineapple juice, 2 tablespoons falernum
syrup, 1 cup cracked ice. Pour into glass, fill with ice cubes, impale pineapple cube, honeydew and cantaloupe balls on toothpick,
and place in straw end, insert in potation, pay homage. Blended Comfort —Mix in blender for 10 seconds: 2 ounces blended




NOTABLE
POLABLES

PHOTOGRAFPHY BY JON POWNALL

whiskey, 14 ounce Southern Comfort, 14 cup thawed frozen peaches in syrup,
1/ ounce dry vermouth, 114 ounces lemon juice, 1 ounce orange juice, 14 cup
cracked ice. Pour into glass, add 2 ice cubes, spear cocktail orange on
toothpick, place in straw end, thrust into firewater, fasten sliced lime and
lemon on rim, imbibe. Horse’s Neck with Scotch — Fill glass two-thirds full
with cracked ice, insert spiraled lemon peel, add more ice to brim. Add
3 ounces Scotch, 14 ounce each sweet and dry vermouth, stirring well; srill
more ice. “Age” 10 minutes, then sip. Pink Elephant — Drain juice from small
jar of maraschino cherries, replace with kirsch, marinate several hours. Mix
in blender for 15 seconds: 2 ounces gin or vodka, 214 ounces lime juice, 1
ounce grenadine, 1 egg white, 1 cup cracked ice. Pour into prechilled glass,
fill with ice cubes, skewer cherries on straw, plunge into concoction, proffer.
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for the under—twenty-five urbanite bachelor, the route to auto insurance coverage is a

legalistic labyninth of statistical flimflam and actuarial hanky-panky that culminates
in a one-way ride to the cleaners article By FJOHEHIN KEATS

ACCORDING TO THE AUTOMOBILE INSURANCE COMPANIES, the under—twenty-five male should be married, live on a
farm, and drive only to church, slowly, over placid rural lanes. Otherwise, if a young man persists in living in
happy bachelorhood in a city, the companies are going to stick him with the highest rates in the business,
in order to make up from him what they are now losing for reasons that have nothing to do with under-twenty-
five male drivers.

Consider Ken, for instance. He is a twenty-four-year-old man-about-town who has been driving since he was
sixteen. Smooth and deft behind the wheel, Ken has yet to dent a fender or get a traffic ticket. But Ken pays three
times more for his automobile insurance than anyone else in his city, male or female, of any age (other than
his or under), who has an equally clean driving record. Statistics say that the twenty-year-old girl Ken sometimes
dates is more accident-prone than he. She has a car of her own, which she uses constantly, but she doesn’t pay
anything like the $200 that Ken shells out for insurance. She pays precisely $70 for the same coverage, just like
all other cleanrisk drivers in town who do not have the good fortune to be male, single and under twenty-five.

The $200 premium that Ken pays has little or nothing to do with the likelihood that he, personally, will
have an accident, and the insurance companies know it. Yet, because the companies can make a reasonable-
seeming statistical case against the whole class of under-twenty-five drivers, Ken is penalized for being young.
This would be unfair even if the case against under-twenty-five males had much substance, which, by the way,
it does not. At present, male youth is serving the insurance companies as a whipping boy.

Before we take a closer look at the under-twenty-five statistics, certain not-generally-publicized facts about
automobile insurance must be made clear. The first is that premium rates are set primarily on the basis of how
much it costs to settle damage claims in any given area — not by how many accidents are likely to occur there,
nor by how many accidents the policyholders are likely to sustain. Accidents, and claims paid, are two different
things, not necessarily related.

Indeed, insurance men concede we would all be paying the cheapest premiums in history if the accident
rate alone determined the price of the policy, because the accident rate has been falling these past fourteen
years, while the number of cars on the road has doubled, and the number of people buying insurance has
increased fourfold. The companies say that we are paying the highest automobile insurance prices in history
chiefly because it costs more than ever to settle claims. Then they go on to say that the cost of settling claims
has increased for reasons that have nothing to do with driving a car, much less to do with any category of
drivers, such as “males under twenty-five.”

According to insurance men, the major problem is that sharpshooting lawyers are persuading gullible jurors
to give the companies’ money away. They also blame high-binding garagemen, crooked insurance adjusters who
split with dishonest repairmen and corrupt cops, inflation, higher wages, rising (continued on page 90)
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In keeping with the rest of Califor-
nia’s anything-goes architecture,
many of its banking institutions
operate in the guise of a depositor’s
Disneyland, a Spanish hacienda, or
a Frank Lloyd Wrightish rock-and-
redwood ranchhouse. One conserv-
atively marble-pillared mazson de
money, however, has enough busi-
ness acumen to decorate its prem-
ises with secretary Christa Speck,
whose own architecture (38-22-36) is
spectacular in itself. When Christa’s
finished transcribing bank notes for
the day, she turns her extracurric-
ular attentions to the dance (mod-
ern), jazz (she digs Miles) and the
sundry outdoor activities (she’s a
trampoline bug) that most nine-
teen-year-old Angelenos find irre-
sistible. And her serious approach
to matters fiscal detracts not one
whit from Miss Speck’s undeniable
attributes, which might well, we
maintain, cause something of a re-

verse run on the bank one day soon.



PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH

MISS SEPTEMBER




Our Speck-tacular Playmate brightens banking hours in the house that jack built. Beguilingly business-
like Christa shows an appreciative depositor the best way to fill out a form, supplies the proper
note after checking the files, compounds our interest in financial matters. A highly creditable,
perfectly balanced, blue-eyed brownette, Christa figures to be a capital gain in any bankbook.



PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

W omen are to blame for most of the
lying men do. They insist on asking
questions.

The party was a smoothly swinging
scene, with all the lights turned low, and
Clark espied a female form alone in a
corner. He crept up behind her, and be-
fore she became aware of his presence,
he'd clasped her in a passionate embrace
and kissed her soundly.

“How dare you!” she shrieked indig-
nantly, pulling away.

“Pardon me,” Clark bluffed smoothly,
“I thought you were my sister.”

“You chowderhead,” she responded
tartly, “I am your sister.”

A girl can be poor on history but great
on dates.

Too often, when you tell a secret to a
girl, it goes in one ear and in another.

Mike had just moved into his apart-
ment and (jccidcd he should get ac-
quainted with his across-the-hall ncigh-
bor. When the door was opened he was

pleasantly surprised to be confronted by
a young damsel considerably more than
passing fair, and considerably less than
fully clad. Though justifiably flustered
by this smiling apparition, Mike never-
theless managed a remark singularly ap-
propriate to the occasion:

“Hi, I'm your mew sugar across the
hall — can 1 borrow a cup of neighbor?”

The biggest difference between men and
boys is the cost of their toys.

M any girls like the quiet things in life
—like the folding of a hundred-dollar
bill.

SOme women take a man to the cleaners
as soon as they spot him.

<>

O ur Unabashed Dictionary defines pro-
tein as a callgirl too young to vote.

When Tom, the rising young insurance
executive, appeared at his friend Ed's
home in the early-morning hours, ask-
ing to be put up for the night, Ed was
concerned by his [riend's hollow-eyed
appearance.

“What happened, Tom? You and
your wife have a fight?”

“Yeah. When I got home tonight I
was really beat, tired as hell. So when
she asked me for fifty dollars for a new
(RIS g

“Yeah?"

“Well,” Tom went on sheepishly, “I
guess 1 must have been half asleep or
something, because I said, ‘All rnight,
but let’s finish this dictation first." "

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



“I'm getting tired of picking up after Sir Charles.”
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EXXCEEEL W AY (continued from page 80)

medical costs and the increasing com-
plexity of automobile design — matters
for which under-twenty-five males can
scarcely be held responsible.

Presently, the companies say, a large
part of each premium dollar finds its
way into the pockets of members of the
National Association of Claimants’ Com-
pensation Attorneys —a league some
seven thousand strong which publishes
trade journals and newsletters to advise
its members of the latest gimmicks and
jury-teasers with which to bleed insur-
ance firms. Many lawyers draw their en-
tire livelihood from suing insurance
companies. and one, at least, operates in
what can only be called interstate com-
merce, employing runners in several
jurisdictions to find people who can be
persuaded that they have been greatly
injured and need to sue.

Such legal specialists enter the court-
room asking for damages on the basis of
whatever the lawyer imagines the victim
might have earned during his lifetime,
had he not been hurt or killed. They
think nothing of demanding half a mil-
lion dollars for a single client who, even
in the best of health, might represent a
net social deficit. The reason for the
grandiose demands is that the lawyers
wish to make money. Ernst W. Bogusch,
N.A.C.C.A.’s executive director, is quite
candid about it. “We are not against the
insurance companies,” he told one in-
surance man. “We love them. We just
want to take away their money.”

Hence, the lawyers sue on a contin-
gency basis, being paid only if they win,
but taking a one-third cut of awards less
than $5000 and a fifty-percent cut of
anything over. They shoot for the moon,
and find that juries are usually willing to
give it to them, because of the general
public notion that billion-dollar insur-
ance companies have more money than
they know what to do with. Even though
it is normally grounds for mistrial to let
a jury know that an insurance firm is
involved in a damage suit, most juries
somehow get the idea, and, as one recent
juror said, “What the hell, it was the
company's money. We figured we might
as well give it to this widow.”

And give it away they do — $25,000 for
two broken teeth in one case; $73,000
for a broken nose in another; $100,000
for loss of a toe. Perhaps the weirdest
thing about these jury awards was the
fact that state appellate courts upheld
them.

While most court awards are the result
of a gifted lawyer's plucking legally, if
gaudily, upon a jury’s heartstrings, some
awards are obtained through outright
flummery. At this writing, District At-
torney Frank D. O’Connor of New York
City is investigating the symbiotic rela-

tionship that two lawyers and two doctors
apparently enjoy. Mr. O’Connor believes
that the two lawyers represent more than
a reasonable number of clients who need
to sue insurance companies, and that the
two doctors bob up as their witnesses
with a frequency wholly outside the laws
of probability. One of the lawyers, Mr.
O'Connor says, was observed speeding to
the scenes of auto accidents in the cab of
a tow truck. While the D.A. may succeed
in nailing this hitchhiking shyster, it is
far less likely that he will succeed in nail-
ing the lawyer’s friendly witness, because
most doctors will not take the witness
stand to brand a fellow physician a quack.
As long as this situation endures, fraud-
ulent medical testimony will remain al-
most impossible to prove.

Other cases of fraud are more straight-
forward. The files of insurance firms are
crammed with documented records of
faked X rays; of X rays that are quite
legitimate, but happen to depict the
broken bones of persons other than the
claimants; of the names and fingerprints
of professional floppers who have mas-
queraded under dozens of aliases whilst
artfully falling unhurt before slow-mov-
ing automobiles. As a result of such de-
ceptions; of slipshod thinking on the
part of jurors; of the slick maneuvers of
legal specialists; and of rising hospital
costs, the average settlement for bodily in-
jury claims has doubled nationally since
1946. It has tripled in New York City.

Likewise, in property damage cases,
which almost never go to juries, claims
again are much higher than in 1946,
thanks to inflation, rising labor costs, in-
creasingly difficult-to-repair automobiles,
laziness and an increasing amount of
hanky-panky. The first three points need
little comment, except to note that dam-
age costing $50 to repair in 1946 might
well cost $300 to repair in this era of
electrically-operated windows and $200
wrap-around windshields. But another
reason why the total repair bill is at
record height is because not all insurance
companies are as diligent as they might
be in shopping for the cheapest repair-
man. For instance, one city's Better Busi-
ness Bureau checked on a damage claim
for $90. The insurance adjuster had
merely telephoned the repair shop to
which the car had been taken, discov-
ered that the bill would be $90, and
authorized payment. The B.B.B. says that
if the adjuster had checked with a shop
down the street, he would have found
that he could have had the same work
done for $30.

Apart from this sort of laziness on
the part of company adjusters, naked
thievery increases the amounts of claims
paid, and thereby increases the price of
policies. Rates recently went up in the

Philadelphia area, for instance, because
a syndicate of crooked claims adjusters,
insurance company claims department
employees and garagemen stole half a
million dollars from twenty insurance
firms. Acting District Attorney Paul M.
Chalfin said the plan was simplicity it-
self: the adjusters merely presented fake
claims, the insurance company em-
ployees wrote out the checks, and then
everyone split the loot. While this was
going on, the insurance companies, sus-
pecting nothing, argued for higher rates
because the cost of paying claims was
rising, and the State Insurance Depart-
ment granted the increases. Now, S.1.D.
agents are poking into the mess, but
there is no indication that the people
who paid the higher rates will ever get
a refund in the shape of a compensatory
decrease — even though the public was
the innocent victim of the companies’
crooked employees. Meanwhile, in New
York City, current investigations indicate
that tow-truck operators have been pay-
ing policemen to call them in cases of
accidents. The cars are towed to repair
shops where crooked adjusters agree to
jacked-up bills. The insurance companies
of course pay the bills, and in some
cases, the adjuster and the repairman
have split little windfalls of more than
$300 on phony repairs to a single car. In
another case, 2 man who grew tired of
his station wagon arranged with a tow
trucker to haul the thing away to a shop
where it was dismantled. Then he re-
ported it stolen, collected the insurance
and split with his associates.

Since the companies know that such
games are being played with them, one
would normally expect them to be do-
ing everything possible to defend them-
selves, such as hiring better lawyers and
efficient detectives. One might also ex-
pect them to be campaigning for new
laws, modeled on those of England and
Canada, that would prevent lawyers
from taking cases on contingency. The
companies could also demand that
court-appointed physicians examine ac-
cident victims to determine the extent
of permanent injury, if any. They could
also ask for new state laws setting forth
a scale of compensatory damages, and
thus put an end to outrageous jury
awards. If the companies are doing any-
thing like this, they are doing so in com-
parative secrecy. Publicly, they say there
is little they can do but pass the bill
along to their policyholders.

It is at this point that the companies
stop talking about paying claims, and
start talking again about accident rates,
but this time with the end in view of
shoving off on the under—twenty-five
male the major responsibility for pay-
ing the high-powered lawyers’ fees; for
feeding the crooked and the lazy; for

(continued on page 141)



a romp through the annals
D ) of self-prescribed potions
and a tour down the aisles
article By RICHARD CARTER of your druggist’s domain

THERE SEEMS TO BE SOME DOUBT about where American civilization is going, but there
need be none. American civilization is going where it has always gone — to the drugstare.
With pill. potion and devout wish, most of the nation is, as usual, striving after super-
human levels of physical, mental and emotional felicity. Americans continue to be
obsessed with the conviction that they owe it to themselves to look better than possible,
feel better than possible and funciion better than possible. And what are the criteria
of perfectionr Seventeen-jewel bowels, dazzling comeliness, infinite sexual stamina and
a wide-awake bloodstream fortified with iron. And how may (continued on page 108)
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“So I asked myself, ‘What can I do to
meet that big, handsome policeman ...?”

ALFA-ROMEQ GIULIETTA SPIDER
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fiction By LELAND WEBB

beneath the guard’s gaze, they spoke of ways to live and ways to die
ON THE FIRST AND THIRD SUNDAYS of each month, THE SOLEMN SABBATH

prisoners at the state penitentiary whose names

begin with A through K are permitted to receive visitors; on the second and fourth Sundays, the Ls through
the Zs. When fifth Sundays occur, special permission must be secured, but it is invariably granted. Each prisoner
is entitled to have three persons visit him, two of whom must be members of his immediate family.

The visiting area is a square, enclosed on two sides by open-sided shelters with picnic tables and benches.
At one end of the square there are rest rooms and a booth where soft drinks, candy and cigarettes may be
purchased. The prisoners come through the gate at this end; two guards are stationed there who examine the
prisoners’ passes before they let them go through the unlocked gate. At the other end of the square is the
gate through which the visitors come; this gate is electrically operated from a glassed-in observation hut just
outside the square.

The cell dormitories, two three-story buildings, are on the left of the square, about one hundred yards away.
These buildings shut off the view but not the sounds of the recreation area. The prison hospital is on the far
right, and at center right, a good three hundred yards from the square, standing apart, there is a small two-story
building, like the others a dull yellow color and badly in need of paint. This building is the death house, and
contains four cells, quarters for the guards and the room with the electric chair.

Visiting hours are from ten A.M. to four .M., but no one is permitted in or out of the square between twelve
and two, when the guards and turnkeys take their lunch breaks. Visitors are allowed, in fact encouraged, to
bring picnic lunches, and those who bring them spread them out on the tables. After the lunch is over, they sit
at the tables and talk, or walk about the square. There is no restriction to the number of children under twelve,
and the square is busy with them, darting about in the purposeless fashion of children at loose ends on Sunday.

Two men - an inmate in a hospital orderly jacket and blue prison trousers, and his visitor — had been
walking the square all afternoon, and had now stopped, both looking toward the death house.

“Negroes die the easiest,” the inmate said. “After them, the Catholics — born ones, not converts. I understand
about the Catholics, after all, if you know, I mean really know, not just think so, or hope so, or wish so, what
have you got to lose, but Negroes? They live easy and they die easy. Do you know why, Deacon?”

He turned and looked at his brother, whom he called Deacon, who called him Little Horse, names struck
up in childhood and never abandoned, and who had just hurt him badly by a simple, sensible, straightforward
request. The hurt did not show save in the dancing brightness of his eyes, which were very blue and never still.

“Well, I suppose if they love life, as you say, are on easy terms with it,” Deacon said, knowing that wisdom
was expected, careful not to disappoint, “then, perhaps, they can let it go without regret. But if you don’t, don’t
love life or find it easy, then, at the end, you have this pinched, cheated feeling that you're being cut off before
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you make something out of it.”

“I mark you E for effort,” Little Horse
said. “Now, let me tell vou about Quan-
tock and Lundy, the last two who died
over there. Neither was a Catholic or a
Negro, but they put up a good show,
each one completely different.”

“I'd just as soon change the subject,”
Deacon said. *“I don’t have much longer
to be here, Little Horse.”

He came about four times a year. Al-
though he never brought a picnic lunch,
he always gave his brother ten dollars,
and each month he didn’t come, he sent
a money order for five dollars. He was
busy, he had problems of his own, and
it was three hundred miles from his
home to the prison. It was the very best
he could do.

He was the elder brother, the exact
image of their father, and he had just
asked Little Horse to write him General
Delivery instead of to his home address.
His children were getting older, and
letters with the state penitentiary return
address on them were bound to raise
embarrassing questions sooner or later.
“Now, be sure you tell him,” his wife had
said as he left the house, but now he
knew he should not have agreed to it.
Yet, he was relieved that it was done.
And Little Horse had simply nodded in
agreement and had changed the subject
to the death house.

“I'll tell you, anyway,” Little Horse
said. “After all, Mama's well, Stella’s
well, Sid and Agnes send their warmest
regards, and we have nothing else to
talk about. But Quantock and Lundy,
now — who they were, what they did,
how they died — are interesting and in-
structive. What the hell, there may even
be a moral for the young in them, for
you to pass on to your classes.”

He clapped his hands impatiently,
and they resumed pacing the square.
His mind began to fill with bright images
of hot flames licking upward. Quantock
and Lundy, he thought, how juicy, rich
and rotten ripe, what lovely stories can
1 tell to spell out those nice and lovely
names. He began to talk, slowly at first,
then in a rush of words, followed by
long silences, quick glances at his brother,
aware that he was supremely uncomfort-
able. From time to time, he put his hand
on his brother's shoulder and squeezed
it for emphasis.

“Robert Quantock could cure head-
aches. Put his cool hands on your hot
head, never say a word, but in less than
three minutes your headache was gone.
For a while, when he came here, he was
sick and in the hospital, and I saw him
do it. Oh, many times.

“Robert Quantock. Unusual name, un-
usual man. Left a poker game one night
where he had won three hundred dol-
lars. Went home and found his wife
waiting up for him, She was a lady, and
spoke to him in low tones, very civilized.

Quantock listened until she ran down,
told her she was lucky she had someone
to blame her troubles on, and went into
the bedroom. She followed him, still
talking, stll very civilized, and he shot
her as she walked in the door, in the
middle of a sentence, and in the center
of her forehead. He told the police
when they came that it was the only
way he could get her to shut her
mouth.”

He stopped and swung his brother
around. “Now, Deacon, mark this. Quan-
tock shot that pistol for the second
time in his life, and fired in semidark-
ness, and the odds against the bullet
striking her at all must be high, high,
but in the middle of her head, her blab-
bing head, they'd be fantastic. It was
an accident, a fluke. But that’s the way
it goes. Prettiest girl, and the smartest
I ever knew, cut her hand opening a
can of mushroom soup and died of blood
poisoning the next day.”

He resumed the walk abruptly, and
began to talk faster, keeping the blue be-
trayal of his eyes away from his brother.

“Quantock’s lawyers entered a plea
of insanity. They made a big deal of
his having won, not lost, three hundred
dollars. But the psychiatrists couldn't
see it — perfectly normal, they said, for
a man to shoot his wife down to get
her to shut up. And the jury wasn't out
an hour, and by and by, they brought
Quantock here, and he cured quite a
few headaches before they carried him
over there.” He indicated the death
house.

“It took two years to exhaust all of
the appeals. Quantock had nothing to
do with it, didn't even seem interested.
Read by day and slept by night. When
the governor denied the last appeal and
set the date, he thanked the warden
when he brought the news.”

He stopped talking, remained silent
for a long time before he looked at his
brother, whose face seemed dim and
vague to him,

“Deacon, you know they give you a
sleeping tablet on the last night? Oh
yes, and most of them take it. You'd
think that you'd want to stay up all
night the very last night, but in the end
they take it. But not Quantock, he just
laid him down, as he had every other
night, and went to sleep. When they
came for him the next morning, he was
shaved and dressed, waiting.

“When you go, Deacon, you have a
guard on each side of you. They take
you by the arm, as if you were old or
lame or fragile, and they walk you down
the corridor, which is not a mile, it's
hardly forty feet from death cell to
death chamber. But the guards hold
you, in case you struggle, which happens
sometimes, or faint, which happens quite
often.

“But Quantock didn’t struggle. Or

faint. Oh, he stopped still, Deacon, when
the door to the death chamber swung
open. Even Jack Lundy did that, later.
It’s all right if you do that, Deacon; it's
expected, quite pardonable. But Quan-
tock only stopped for a second, then
walked in, nodded to the witnesses and
took his place in the chair.”

Against his will, his brother spoke.
“He didn’t say anything?”

“Well, no message for the human
race, nothing suitable for framing or
inscription,” Little Horse said. “But he
did speak. “This should make it even,’
he said, or words to that effect. And the
warden signaled and poof, no more
Quantock, just a slack bag of burned
meat and bones. Never commit another
murder. Or cure a headache by laying on
those cool, gentle hands.”

A guard came walking through the
square. Little Horse watched him, and
when he passed he spat on the ground.

“Well now, Deacon,” he said, “was
that a good death? Quietly, neatly, no
muss, no fuss, no ends dangling? You
teach English, literature and life they
call i, don’t they? What would Long-
fellow say about Quantock? Would old
William Makepeace Thackeray call him
buddy?”’

Deacon shrugged. “Yes, Little Horse,”
he said, soothingly, “if you're going to
die, if there’s no help for it, then it's
best to just go quietly, not like a rat,
squealing.”

Once, when he was twelve and Little
Horse five, he had gone walking through
the woods in back of their house, look-
ing for him. He had found him under
a tree, sound asleep, and he had stood
there looking down at him, his heart
filled to choking, and had turned away
without waking him, waiting just out of
sight until he woke up. When others —
his wife, his mother, his sister, friends —
spoke of his brother, this image of the
boy sleeping under a tree in the middle
of the woods came to the fore of his
mind; and it seemed to him that the
others were talking about someone he
didn't know.

Two years before, Little Horse had
stood across the corner of the busiest,
most brightly lighted intersection of a
large city, late at night, and had fired
a steel slug from a slingshot across the
street and broken a window in a jewelry
store. He had walked across the street
and filled his pockets and walked, then
run, down the street. He was easily cap-
tured six blocks away, and an enter-
prising photographer had snapped his
picture at the time of apprehension.
The picture appeared in all the papers,
but Deacon saw no resemblance between
the boy sleeping under the tree and the
nocturnal creature hanging between two
policemen.

“Like a man, but not a squealing rat?”

(continued on page 158)
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“Lll pat on the tanning lotion, if you don’t mind, Mr. Felps.”
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“Ho hum — I'm going to bed. The heck with Fatima,
Nadia, Soraya and Laila.”




A SHORT HISTORY OF SWEARING
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